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  Prologue


  Moira


  Present Day


  


  I’m dizzy with lust.


  Head spinning, heart racing, muscles clenching in all the right places.


  I’m so far out of control, and all of my instincts yell at me to give in… to submit.


  Surrender.


  “Get on your knees,” Zach commands me in a low voice, which rumbles along my skin and causes blood to rage through my veins.


  “No,” I whisper, even though I want to scream, “Yes.”


  I know it’s coming.


  In fact, I think my crazy denial of his order was done only to provoke him to force my submission. Because that’s more exciting to my senses than just surrendering to his words alone.


  Zach grips the back of my neck firmly and squeezes… just hard enough to really get my attention. He had told me once that this is what the male jaguar does to his mate to earn her respect just before he impales her, and I believe it. I fully subscribe to his cultural upbringing in the Amazon wild and actually cherish the way that Zach’s character was formed by the many years he spent away from the modern world.


  His breath is hot on my neck as he leans in toward me. “Don’t ever say ‘no’ to me again.”


  That’s all he says before he pushes downward, and my knees bend without any hesitation. No sooner do they hit the carpet then he’s bending me forward… down, down, down… until my cheek touches the cream, wool shag, and my ass is tipped in the air to him. I give a small, yielding sigh of contentment and briefly close my eyes as I remember the first time I saw Zach do this to another woman, and how much I yearned for him to do it to me.


  It was a distinct moment in my life where all my notions of cultured civility seemed to fade away, only to be replaced by an intense hunger to learn something new from this man.


  Odd… because I was his teacher, and yet, here he is… teaching me.


  Zacharias Easton is teaching me about a craving I could have never imagined before I met him.


  Sad, little boy.


  Savage man from the jungle.


  Loner, warrior… dangerous at his core.


  Curious man who doesn’t belong here or there.


  “You remember the first time you saw me?” Zach asks as he squeezes my neck again.


  “Yes.”


  “It turned you on, didn’t it?”


  “Yes.”


  “You wanted me to fuck you that way, didn’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “You want it now?”


  “God yes,” I moan.


  “Tell me then,” he urges, and I can hear amusement in his voice.


  “Tell you what?” I ask with confusion.


  “Tell me all about the first time you saw me. Tell me a story, sweet Moira, and then I’ll decide whether to give you what you want.”


  My breath comes out in a whispering gust across my lips, and I close my eyes again. I think back to my expedition to the Amazon just a month ago to collect Zach… the poor, little lost boy who had lived the last eighteen years with the primitive Caraican Indian tribe.


  Yes, it was the day my life irrevocably changed forever.


  We pushed our way through the jungle, our guide, Ramon, first, then me, and then Father Gaul. After landing at a small airstrip that bordered the southern side of the Amazon River just west of the Columbia-Brazil border, we made our way to the Jutai River where Father Gaul purchased an old, dugout canoe from a river merchant. We took it south, having to port several times to walk it around impassable rapids, traveling another two days until Ramon proclaimed it was time to go ashore.


  My backpack was filled with all the necessities I would need until we made it to the Caraican village. Since this was my third trip into the Amazon, I packed light. I had just the most important things I’d need… chlorine tablets for my water canteen, a knife, a lightweight, portable hammock, one change of clothes for me, a set of clothes that I purchased for Zach using Father Gaul’s help in estimating his size, and some military-styled dehydrated rations I picked up in Brasilia before we caught our Cessna flight north.


  Ramon, a native missionary that was traveling with Father Gaul, led our tiny expedition, hacking away at the vegetation that seemed to grow right back in place. The jungle was filled with dark shadows, so dense was the tree cover above.


  Pointing ahead, Ramon spoke in Portuguese, and Father Gaul translated for me. “See the light ahead… that’s the Caraican village.”


  Peering around Ramon, it did seem that the jungle was lighter ahead. As we pressed forward, I saw that we were emerging out of the forest into a large dirt clearing about three acres in size. Several longhouses were built out of slender pillars of bamboo to act as the main supports, with crossbeams above to hold the slanted, palm-frond roofs. As typical of most tribal dwellings, there were no walls, and the floors were nothing more than the dirt ground that we walked upon.


  On the western side of the clearing, I saw about an acre of crops planted. I had studied the Caraica tribe via a colleague who had a friend, who had a friend, who spent some time with them a few years ago. I learned that they grew a variety of staples to compliment the meat gathered by the men when they hunted that included bananas, manioc, mangos, sugar cane, corn, and sweet potatoes. I noticed one woman walking from the fields toward the housing with a large basket filled with corn on her back, supported by a palm-frond strap that went around her forehead.


  Father Gaul took the lead as we walked into the village. I saw several women throughout the various longhouses, cooking manioc bread on hot clay plates over fires, some nursing babies, and others lounging in hammocks. They watched us with curiosity, but they made no move to greet our group. All the women were naked, but I expected that. While this tribe had some minor trade relations with missionaries and other tribes, they had yet to progress to clothing, and they even shunned things as basic as loincloths over the men.


  I followed Father Gaul to a longhouse, which oddly had a smaller hut about a quarter of the size next to it. He stepped inside, calling out a greeting to an old Caraican man that was lying in his hammock. An old woman, presumably his wife, tended a fire, where she was spreading the manioc flour over a clay plate.


  Father Gaul spoke in quiet Portuguese to the man, while patting him on his shoulder. The man gave a semi-toothless smile amidst a heavily wrinkled face, and it was clear that they were exchanging greetings. Father Gaul then pointed at me and fired off a flurry of words I didn’t understand, but clearly, I was being introduced.


  The old man beckoned me forward with his hand, and I stepped nearer to him.


  “Moira… this is Paraila… Zach’s adoptive father.”


  Father Gaul then turned to Paraila and spoke more Portuguese. It was the language many tribes adopted in the last century, born of a necessity to communicate with the world creeping in on the Amazon wild. Paraila looked at me and gave me a tender, welcoming smile as his hand reached out. I took it, and he spoke to me. When he was finished, he squeezed my hand and Father Gaul said, “He bids you welcome and is happy to have you in his village. He hopes you will rest for a while. When the hunting party comes back, there will be a big feast to welcome us. He also says that he hopes you will take good care of his adopted son, but by looking at you, he can sense you are a good and strong woman, and will have no problem handling Zach.”


  I smiled wide at Paraila and said, “Father Gaul… tell him thank you, I’m honored to be here, and that I will take very good care of Zach when we leave.”


  Paraila smiled at me one more time, and then he and Father Gaul talked again while I turned to check out the village some more. There were a few skinny dogs running around and oddly, in the next longhouse over, I saw a tiny, black monkey with a leash around its neck made of palm rope, which was tied to a log on the ground. One of the children was feeding it plantains and apparently, it was some type of pet, which was very interesting, because I knew one of their meat staples was, in fact, monkey.


  Resting a hand on my shoulder, Father Gaul said, “Come. Let’s set up your hammock, and I’ll show you where the water is so you can freshen up. Then you can get a nap. The feast won’t be for a few hours, and it will go late into the night.”


  I nodded and followed Father Gaul out of Paraila’s home, eager to get my first glance at Zach when he came back to the village.


  


  [image: break]


  


  The feast was underway, and Zach had not returned. Father Gaul had told me when I woke from my nap that Paraila was concerned about him. He was not taking the news of our arrival well and had been adamantly opposed to leaving with us. Apparently, he and Paraila fought for days over the issue, and it still wasn’t clear whether Zach had agreed to return to the States with me.


  A large fire had been started in an open area just a few yards from the huts, and varieties of meats were roasted. The hunting party had come back about an hour ago—by my count twenty-two men strong. But Zach was not among them. When I asked Paraila, through Father Gaul translating, he said, “Zacharias is tracking a tapir and stayed behind. He’ll be back soon with more meat.”


  I picked at the food I’d been handed, which was cradled in an oversized banana leaf. The hunting party was successful in killing a caiman and several spider monkeys, and they were greeted with cheers from the women as they came back into the village with their spoils.


  The men were just as naked as the women were except for a tulip-shaped sheath over their penises made of woven palm. It nestled their uncircumcised penises in a thick nest of black hair, with their testicles hanging heavy beneath. Again, I had expected this, and it wasn’t shocking at all. As an anthropologist, I found those societal differences between our culture and theirs to be beyond fascinating.


  The men made short work of cleaning their kills at the edge of the jungle, and then the meat was roasted over the open coals of the fire. When it was done, the food was pulled off by the women, who served the men first. Only after every man had started eating did the women take for themselves, which included me. There was also boiled sweet potatoes, cassava bread, and sliced papaya.


  Father Gaul regaled me with stories of his time among the Caraicans, comparing them to some of the other tribes he ministered to. He’d been coming to this particular village for eleven years now, forsaking the modern world to live in the jungle with the Indians and teach them the word of Christ. It was a fortuitous turn of events when, five months ago, Father Gaul broke his leg and landed in a hospital in Sao Paolo. While there, another missionary priest came to visit him, who brought word of a wealthy businessman in the United States looking for his missionary friends, Jacob and Kristen Easton. They had mysteriously disappeared in the Amazon eighteen years ago, along with their son, Zacharias.


  By the time the missionary had described these people, including a little boy of seven years old, Father Gaul knew without a doubt that the wealthy American was indeed looking for Zacharias of the Caraican Tribe. He immediately made contact with Randall Cannon, Zach’s godfather, and the wheels were set in motion to bring him home. As an anthropologist who studied native Amazonian Indians who chose to move into the modern world, Mr. Cannon had hired me to bring Zach—which was the nickname he went by as a child—home and also to help him to acclimate to a new life there.


  I sat at the edge of the fire, listening to the priest and watching as some of the women sang and danced. I was told it was a song of thanks for the bounty provided, but I was betting the men wouldn’t sing and dance in tribute to the women who did their cooking for them. Women were still treated very much as second class in these tribal societies.


  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement as someone walked into the glow of the light cast by the roaring fire. I immediately noticed his form was much taller than the Caraicans, who looked to average out at a height of five-eight or so. But this man was tall and, as his shadowy form got clearer the closer he came to the fire, I realized I was getting my first look at Zacharias Easton.


  I didn’t know what I expected, but I wasn’t prepared for my first look at him. He easily topped out at maybe six-foot-three or so, completely dwarfing the small Caraicans. He was lean but well muscled in his chest, shoulders, arms, and legs. Numerous scars crossed over his body. His brown hair was long, down to his shoulders, and yet he was clean-shaven. While the native Caraica did not grow body hair other than what was between their legs, Zach was a white man living in a brown man’s world. He would definitely have had to shave to get that smooth face. I wondered how he accomplished that. Maybe a sharp knife? Or perhaps a razor blade given by a missionary?


  And what a face… it was almost so perfect that I wanted to weep. I should have figured he’d be a beautiful man, because I’d seen pictures of his parents, who were very attractive people. His pale blue eyes shimmered in the light of the fire, throwing shadows over the high cheekbones, straight nose, and rock-hard jaw that seemed to be clenched in anger at that very moment.


  My eyes involuntarily strayed to his pelvis, because he was as naked as the other people of the tribe were. And oh my… there was another difference as well. The tiny men of the Caraica couldn’t hold a candle to the magnificence that was hanging between Zach’s legs. He didn’t wear the protective sheath that the other men did on their penises, and even though he was completely flaccid, his circumcised shaft hung down thickly, a good three inches in soft length. He had to be massive when he was fully erect and, for the first time since laying eyes on the man I traveled to the jungle to collect for his godfather, I was mortified to feel a throb between my own legs in response to his male form. I quickly averted my eyes upward, since I was sitting next to a Catholic priest, and focused back on Zach’s face.


  I couldn’t have imagined the animal magnetism he projected. He walked with confidence and swagger, and it probably had something to do with the huge haunch of tapir meat that was resting over his shoulder. He strode up to the fire and threw the entire leg onto the coals, the other men in the tribe cheering for the addition he just made.


  Zach immediately went to Paraila and squeezed his shoulder affectionately. Paraila said something to Zach as he pointed to Father Gaul and me, sitting on the other side of the fire. The priest stood and stepped over to Zach, where he clapped him on the back and he made the same motion in return, giving him a warm smile of welcome. He didn’t even spare me a glance, just said a few more quiet words to Father Gaul and then knelt on the ground next to Paraila to talk some more.


  When Father Gaul sat back down next to me, he leaned over and whispered, “I’ll talk to him later. He’s not taking this well.”


  “I gathered,” I said, understanding. I knew it had to be hard for Zach to leave the only home he probably remembered.


  I took another bite of alligator and chewed it thoughtfully while I watched Zach and Paraila talk. Whatever the old man was saying to his adopted son was being met with resistant ears because I watched Zach shake his head back and forth with dismay on his face, which then took on a hardened look. He said something more to Paraila, and then turned to point at me with a scathing look, clearly not happy with my presence. Finally, he surged to his feet as he said something more to Paraila, who just shook his head sadly at Zach.


  It was with great interest that I observed Zach forsake the food laid out on clay platters, as he walked around the fire to one of the singing women. She was young… I guessed eighteen or nineteen by the looks of her, and very pretty. She was wearing a headband of black vulture feathers, which Father Gaul told me represented that she had reached puberty, had her first menses, but was not yet married. This was a rarity in the tribe because most women had a husband, and he wasn’t sure what this woman’s story was. If a woman took a husband, she no longer wore a headband of feathers. If she was innocent and hadn’t reached her first menstruation, she wore a headband of white, downy feathers. As far as I could see, this woman was the only one that wore a black headband.


  Zach walked up to her as she sat on a petrified log, and she looked up at him with an open smile. He held his hand out to her and, with no hesitation, she placed hers in his outstretched palm. Zach helped her to stand, her breasts swaying gently with the motion. I wondered if they were off to have a secret moment together, and I remembered thinking that maybe she was Zach’s Caraican lover.


  My hand was raised to my mouth to take another bite of food, but it froze when Zach turned his head over his shoulder to look at me. His eyes pinned me hard with a menacing look, and I saw something else in there as well.


  Maybe challenge?


  Then, to my utter astonishment, he pushed the woman down by her shoulder to the ground, where she knelt before him. I was completely stunned when I watched his cock start to swell, while the woman stared with adoring eyes up at the large man standing over her. Zach raised his arm and, with his finger pointed, made a circular motion in the air. The woman immediately turned around on her knees and lowered her cheek to the ground, both of her palms pressed into the dirt by her breasts.


  Zach dropped to his knees behind her, his erection now at full mast and tilted proudly upward. He took a hand, stroked himself once, twice, and then released his hold. I was mesmerized as he reached out with one hand and laid it gently on the woman’s lower spine. He leaned forward as his other hand reached out and circled it around the back of her neck, pinning her to the ground. Pushing his hips inward, he brought the tip of his shaft to her backside and started to push into her.


  I was utterly captivated that he was doing this in full view of the entire tribe, and I was powerless to turn away, be damned that I was sitting next to a priest. I told myself it would be an interesting study for a paper I would publish one day, and that gave me the permission I needed to continue to watch.


  “Zach… não aqui. Não na frente dos nossos hóspedes,” I heard Paraila bellow, and I saw Zach’s entire body stiffen at what I thought must be a rebuke. My gaze slid to Paraila, who was looking at Zach with fond exasperation. A sly smile overtook Zach’s face, and he nodded at the old man in deference.


  “I apologize,” Father Gaul said beside me, and I turned to look at him. “You’re getting a look at one of their social norms that’s completely antithetical to the modern world’s. Here… in this culture, the man is the dominant and has a right to take one of the available women whenever and wherever he wants. The Caraica view sex as a reward for the way that the man provides for the village. They are completely open in their sexuality, and privacy isn’t required. In fact, it’s a source of a man’s pride to make a woman submit for all to see.”


  “I understand,” I told him, but I didn’t understand at all. It was fascinating to consider the differences in our cultures. My mind spun with how I was going to eventually teach Zach the difference between the world as he knew it, and the world he was getting ready to enter. I turned my attention back to my food, while Father Gaul turned to talk to Ramon on his other side.


  But the woman in me—no, the scientist I mean—was completely helpless in my curiosity. My eyes peeped back up to watch what Zach did. He merely lifted himself up from the ground and reached his hand back down to the woman. She took it and he helped her to stand, then he led her toward the nearest longhouse, for what I assumed must be some measure of privacy. But when he was no more than twenty yards from the fire, he pushed her back down again to her knees. She didn’t even wait for him to tell her what to do because she immediately pushed her chest to the ground, tipping her butt toward him. The woman rested her cheek in the dirt as Zach knelt behind her, pinning her down by the back of her neck once more. The look on her face as she faced the fire was pleasant… almost serene, which I couldn’t imagine, because if I were getting ready to be impaled by the huge length sticking out from Zach’s pelvis, I’d be a hot, squirming mess.


  With the one hand remaining on her neck, Zach took his other hand and wrapped it around himself. He leaned his hips forward and fed his length slowly into her. The woman gave a tiny sigh of pleasure, and I watched as Zach’s eyes closed briefly until he was fully seated.


  The low throb started between my legs again and beat harder as he began to move within the woman. Long strokes… no hurried measure, but deep, tunneling thrusts.


  I watched… captivated, almost feeling his cock between my own legs, and it was at that point I realized that my job to help Zach acclimate to the modern world was going to be a problem for me. I realized with utter clarity that I was completely affected by his raw sensuality… the domineering way in which he took what he wanted. It was a sinful turn on to me—the utter control and harsh dominance he asserted—which was strange because I’d always been an independent and confident lover.


  My eyes were so focused on the animal coupling before me that I failed to care what else was going on. I watched as his one hand held the woman down by the neck and the other had his fingers dug into the flesh at her hip. The woman was softly moaning and, in the firelight, I could even see Zach’s shaft glisten with moisture every time he pulled back from her body. When my eyes finally rose to Zach’s face, I was almost knocked over backward when I saw that he was staring straight at me across the low, burning fire.


  His pale eyes glittered in the ambient light; his jaw set in a hard line as he fucked the woman in the dirt. He held my gaze, and I was powerless to look away. He seemed to be challenging me to watch what he was doing… almost forbidding me to look away. I think he was telling me… at that very moment… that he was a savage and would not make things easy when we left this place.


  Father Gaul and Ramon talked softly beside me, the women sang, and the other tribesmen laughed amongst themselves.


  Why was no one interested in this but me?


  But then it all faded away, and it was just Zach and me staring at each other.


  Even the woman he was coupling with seemed to blend into the night, and my heart raced as I watched him… watching me… as his hips thrust back and forth with a languid pace. It went on and on and on. I just stared at the spectacle before me, my own body hot and frustrated as I became overwhelmed at the voyeur in me who was stretching her wings. I never thought I would be so turned on by watching another couple have sex, but I was sure it had everything to do with the way Zach refused to let me look away and my imagination going into overdrive of what he could do to my body.


  Finally, after what seemed like hours, Zach orgasmed with an intensity so quiet that I almost didn’t recognize what I was seeing. There was no hoarse shout of pleasure, no crying out his release. Instead, his eyes held mine while the muscles in his neck contracted into hard ropes. He gave one last push into the woman, and I saw a slight shudder run through his body as he came silently, eyes open wide and staring me down with such ferocity, I swear I could feel his own pleasure deep in my bones.


  Zach watched me a moment more, his gaze savage and confident. Then he pulled out of the woman, stood from the ground, and walked away into the darkness.


  As my story ends, I open my eyes and involuntarily push against the hold Zach still has on my neck. He pushes back and because his strength is infinitely stronger than mine is, I lay still.


  “That’s a good story, Moira,” Zach says with quiet praise, and I know he’s pleased to hear how turned on I was as I watched him.


  “It’s how I remember it,” I say simply.


  “You wanted me then, didn’t you?”


  “Yes,” I breathe out.


  “Just as you want me now?”


  “Yes.”


  “Exactly the same way,” he states.


  “Exactly the same,” I agree.


  Zach’s free hand comes up, resting against my lower spine, and he pushes the hem of my dress upward.


  “Before I give it to you,” Zach says, his voice low and commanding, “tell me one more thing.”


  “What do you want me to tell you?” I ask him, my voice needy with frustration.


  “I want you to tell me what the greatest thing is you’ve learned about me so far since you took me from my home.”


  Taking a deep breath, I push it out with quiet force. I hate the pain and anger that is still laced in his voice over what I’ve done to him. I then admit what I know he wants to hear.


  “I learned that you… Zacharias Easton… are an uncivilized man.”


  “Yes,” he whispers as he releases his hold on my dress and flirts with the lace of my underwear. “You learned well.”


  


  Chapter 1


  Zach


  Two weeks ago…


  


  I follow Moira out of the airport and step out into the heat of Chicago. She told me it’s summertime here in the United States, a concept that doesn’t mean much to me other than it’s hot and it smells funny, almost like a metallic scent, which is harsh to my nose. I no longer smell the earthy, green scent of the Amazon, and a painful longing for my home courses through me.


  Moira leads us over to a yellow car that I know is a taxi. I know it’s a car because I remember them from my childhood. I know it’s a taxi because my English-reading skills are still intact, and the word is printed on the side. My native tongue did not languish during my years living with the Caraicans, thanks to Father Gaul’s visits over the years, as he spoke English as well as Portuguese. He not only conversed with me in English at great length, but also brought me books to learn from. I had a basic understanding of math concepts and was fairly proficient on history and geography, having devoured everything that I could get my hands on to read.


  It’s funny… how I recognize things. Living in the Amazon for the past eighteen years, my memories of my prior life were like faded dreams, almost like I could reach out and touch them, but they were just beyond my grasp. I wondered how much learning I would have to do, and how much of the “modern marvels” that Father Gaul used to talk to me about would surprise me.


  What I found was that as I experienced the modern world, I found a distinct familiarity in what I was seeing. For example, I had no memory of traveling by plane to Brazil with my parents when I was a child. But the minute I saw the little Cessna that took us from the Amazon River into the capital of Brasilia, I knew I had been on one of those planes before. I didn’t remember it… I just knew it. The engine didn’t make me uneasy when it started, and I didn’t have an inherent distrust of the concept of flying. While I didn’t have specific memories of flying, as my fingers touched the glass windows of the plane, I suddenly remembered what “glass” was. The clear, hard material was not only familiar to me, but I remembered my parents’ house in Georgia when I was little. I remember running headfirst into a clear, sliding glass door and knocking myself flat on my butt.


  When we landed at the airport, and Moira led me to a rental car, some clearer memories did assault me. I remembered being in my parents’ car, sitting in the backseat and maybe even holding a book that had bright pictures in it. I even think I remembered my parents’ voices as they talked with one another.


  More things seemed just inherently familiar. At the hotel where we stayed for a few days, I was able to easily identify a variety of objects. The bed… and pillows. Yes, I knew what a pillow was. Moira brought me into the bathroom and explained how the toilet and the shower worked. It was coming back to me in little bits and pieces.


  Some of these wonders I took advantage of. The shower was amazing; the water felt cleaner and lighter than the river waters or standing puddles of muddy rain that I would normally wash myself in. The smell of the shampoo made me think fondly of the scent of water lilies. Brushing my teeth for the first time in so many years was beyond incredible, and I couldn’t stop running my tongue over my teeth, amazed at how smooth they felt. No amount of scraping them with reed had ever made them this clean.


  Yes, all of these things that were oddly familiar ended up being a comfort to me to some extent. I didn’t have any real moments where I felt overwhelmed by what I was experiencing… unless you count Moira driving a little too fast through Brasilia. We stayed there for two days, as I had to see a doctor for a health screening and to receive vaccinations, and we had to get my new passport at the American Embassy. While I had hoped that my passport would be denied, and thus ending this ludicrous situation, it was pushed through when I was able to show the consulate proof of my identity. That consisted of mine and my parents’ original travel documents that I kept all these years after they died, along with their wedding rings, one family photo, and our family Bible. The secretary to the American Ambassador personally handled my documents and gave me a warm, congratulatory smile when she handed me my passport. I wanted to slit her throat over her happiness that I was returning “home.” I wasn’t happy about it, but everyone else thought it was a wonderful thing.


  There were some things I had a hard time adjusting to. While I briefly cherished the softness of the hotel bed, I found it a foreign feeling and thus uncomfortable. I ended up sleeping on the floor each night. The clothing that Moira had me put on before we boarded the Cessna was constraining and scratched against my skin. I hated it. The minute I was alone in my room, I stripped it all away and remained naked as I was used to.


  I refused to eat with utensils, even though I immediately remembered what they were. I didn’t do that out of any sense of unease, but rather did so to show Moira that I would do as I pleased. If I thought I could get away with shedding my clothes the entire time, I’d do so, but Moira put a stop to that by telling me there were laws against it.


  So I had to make do with the little things, like refusing to use a fork and knife, instead using my fingers to bring food to my mouth. I even shunned the napkin I watched her use to dab at her mouth and wipe her fingers, instead licking my fingers clean and once, even rubbing my lips across the material of the shirt I wore just at my shoulder. I refused to cut my hair when she suggested it, but she merely gave me a small smile and didn’t say a word.


  It makes me angry… that she is just so accepting of my differences. I fully expect her at some point to start “insisting” that I behave according to these new cultural norms. Instead, she merely takes her time explaining things to me, and only gives me the opportunity to try something out. If I refuse, she only says, “Maybe some other time.”


  My feelings toward this flame-haired woman cause dark feelings to twist within me. I know she is not directly responsible for me leaving my home, yet I loathe her as if she were the person who came up with this insane idea. I know she is just doing her job… doing what my “godfather” asked her to do, but my contempt for her is as great as for this man named Randall Cannon. Two people that have put into effect a series of events, which led me from a peaceful and happy existence.


  They are simply my enemies.


  Yes, Moira is my enemy, but it doesn’t mean I haven’t been looking at her the way a man looks at a woman. I have an unnatural attraction to the woman with red hair and green eyes. It was immediate the first time I laid eyes on her, sitting by the fire her first night in our village. So very different from the women of Caraica… who are tiny with brown skin and jet-black hair. When I walked into the village center, Moira had looked at me directly, no shy eyes hiding the way Tukaba would do unless I gave her tacit permission to gaze at me. Her hair is a glorious mass of flame-soaked waves and her eyes the color of jungle green. She reminds me of a wild and brilliantly colored bird of the Amazon, but she moves with the grace of a jaguar. So very different from what I am used to but immensely appealing, which I find causes me shame.


  Because I don’t want to feel anything for this woman… my enemy… other than the anger I’m carrying for the way she has turned my life upside down. When we left the village, I was heartsick. Everyone had turned out to wish me safe travel, and I could barely look at Paraila for fear I would unman myself with tears. We started our hike to the Jutai River around mid-morning, and I did my best to ignore Moira, but that lasted only for so long.


  We were getting closer to the Jutai as I could smell the tang of river water on the air. The red-haired woman, Moira, walked in front of me, with Father Gaul just in front of her, and Ramon leading us all. She stumbled every few feet over an errant vine or decomposing tree branch. She seemed enthralled with the rainforest, looking all around at the wildlife rather than where she should be walking.


  She was an interesting woman, I admitted. Father Gaul explained to me that she was a teacher of some sort, her knowledge highly prized among her peers. Her expertise was in something he called “anthropology,” and she had made it her life to study the cultures of indigenous tribes in the Amazon. Father Gaul told me that I had a godfather who sent for me, and he hired this woman to be my teacher so that I could learn how to be a proper American when I return.


  I snorted internally at the thought, vowing that I would never change a thing about myself… no matter how much they wished otherwise.


  I’d never seen hair the color this woman possessed. It was as red as the setting sun and long as well; she wore it in a massive braid down her back. She was so different from the women of our tribe. So much taller than them—the top of her head coming up to my shoulder while theirs barely came to mid-chest. Her skin was pale, like the color of the moon, and she had tiny, little brown dots sparsely spread across her nose and cheeks.


  I’d heard her speaking English with Father Gaul. I was sure she knew I spoke it as well, but she had stayed pretty far away from me since that first night when she arrived in our village.


  When I was inside of Tukaba, taking my pleasure inside of her willing and warm flesh, my entire focus was on the beautiful, red-haired woman who watched me with fevered eyes. I imagined it was her body beneath mine, except I knew she wouldn’t lay there quietly the way a Caraican woman would do. No, I imagined someone like her would be writhing, moaning, and scratching at the dirt with her delicate fingers. I would have had to use my strength to pin one such as her down, but I would enjoy her complete surrender.


  That thought alone had my shaft thickening, so I immediately tried to think of something else to quell its rise to glory.


  Moira stumbled again, and I wanted to yell at her to watch where she was going. Her face was tilted upward to a pair of howler monkeys right above us, a small smile on her face as she watched them swing in the branches. I only glanced up briefly, and then turned my attention back to the jungle floor.


  My gaze was keen—well trained—and in just a mere moment, I saw danger three feet from Moira’s stride as she stumbled along. A bushmaster snake was slithering its way onto the path from her right and, in two more steps, she would be right on it.


  My hands shot out, grabbing Moira by the shoulders and pulling her backward into me. She screamed in fright as the bushmaster lifted its head toward us. I forcefully shoved her behind me, and she went crashing to the path on her butt. Father Gaul and Ramon looked at me as if I’d lost my mind, but they didn’t see what I did.


  Certain death.


  The bushmaster was defensively poised, its head hovering several inches off the ground. Without a word to any of them, I swung my machete through the air and alleviated the viper of its head, where it thudded softly onto the rotting leaves.


  Reaching out to a large, wet palm leaf, I wiped the serpent’s blood from my blade and turned to Moira with a glare. “You need to keep your eyes on the path, foolish chama de cabelos. Next time, I let the serpent strike.”


  She looked up at me with those mossy, green eyes filled with fear and contrition. Our gazes locked for a moment, but then I turned away and started walking down the path. Ramon rushed past me to help Moira from the ground, and our little expedition continued.


  I reacted on instinct, saving her miserable life, and in turn, trapped myself at her side. In hindsight, I should have let the snake strike, then I could have hauled her lifeless body back to the village and been done with this foolishness.


  We parted ways with Father Gaul and Ramon when we reached the Jutai. Moira and I continued north via dugout canoe, while Father Gaul went west to visit the Matica tribe, who was a sworn enemy of the Caraicans. There had been much bloodshed between our two clans.


  On the second night after we had ported off the Jutai, I almost left Moira… so great was my longing to return home, back to the Caraican village where my friends and family revered me and I was happy. I went off into the jungle and contemplated what I would say to Paraila when I returned. I could tell him some lie, like Moira had changed her mind. Or that she had been eaten by a jaguar or caiman. With that story, I’d have to kill her and dispose of her body to get away with that, because knowing what little I did about her, she would have just tracked me back to the village.


  Nothing I could come up with seemed to be feasible, but ultimately, I knew I would never be able to look Paraila… my father and teacher… in the eye and tell him I wouldn’t respect his wishes.


  Paraila begged me to go, to give this opportunity a chance, and I ultimately couldn’t say no to the old man.


  But I didn’t go down without a fight.


  For two days after Moira’s arrival, we fought.


  He threw everything at me, and when I still denied him, he threw more. I pointed out that he was an old man, and that if I left, no one would take care of him. I promised that I would go… as soon as he died, but he was proving to be just as stubborn as I was.


  He even became cruel with me, showing me a new side to the man I’d called my father for so many years. Paraila told me that I truly wasn’t welcome within the tribe. That he had insisted I stay only when he knew I had no other options, but now that he knew I had a family member back in the States that was eager to reconnect, he told me that he didn’t want me around anymore.


  That hurt so badly that I lurched out of his longhouse, kicking over a basket of cassava flour in my sorrowful haste. I looked everywhere for Tukaba, feeling the need to pound away inside of her body to ease my frustration and anger, but she was nowhere to be found. I thought briefly about dragging the goddess-like woman named Moira into the jungle and forcing her to submit to me, but I was smart enough to know that would not be acceptable by her standards. So with no means for release, I grabbed my bow and quiver, heading deep into the jungle to find something to kill.


  Paraila later apologized to me for his harsh words and, over a quiet dinner, made a last plea that finally caused me to surrender.


  “Cor’dairo,” he had said, calling me “my son” in the old and almost extinct Caraican language. “Why do you fight me on this? This is not the life I would wish upon you.”


  “But I’m happy here,” I told him while holding his hand.


  “Maybe, but you may be happier elsewhere,” he said with a much stronger voice than I had heard from him in a while. “What kind of life is this… struggling day in and day out for survival? Father Gaul says that where you are going, you will have food overflowing and many opportunities laid before you. What do you have here? An old man and his shrew of a wife.”


  “I have Tukaba,” I said with a wink. “She makes me plenty happy.”


  “Yes, you have Tukaba, but she has many friends,” he said with a sly smirk.


  I grinned back at him because Paraila and I always shared the same type of humor. Tukaba was, indeed, a woman that shared the pleasures of all the single men in the tribe.


  “You deserve more than this meager life you lead, and I want to see you have a chance at real happiness before I die.”


  “But Paraila—” I started to say, but he cut me off.


  “No, Zacharias… son not of my loins but of my heart. I am begging you to go. For me… I am begging you. Give it a year and, if you wish, you may return. But for me… give it a chance and go with this new fortune.”


  I stared at him, noting the sheen of tears in his eyes and the surety of his voice. It crashed all around me that I could not deny this man anything… not the man who had raised, protected, and even given me love when my parents died. I owed him my life. I would do anything he asked.


  So I agreed to go.


  


  Chapter 2


  Moira


  I’m exhausted. Letting out a tired breath, I lean my temple against the backseat window of the cab. Zach sits quietly beside me, taking in the Chicago skyline as we make our way past the Windy City, en route to Evanston, about fifteen miles away.


  To my home… where Zach will be staying with me for a while before making a trip to Atlanta to meet Randall. I’m on a summer break from my teaching post in the Anthropology Department at Northwestern University. I also took an extended leave of absence, at least for the upcoming fall semester, as Randall and I felt that Zach could possibly need my help for several months. But in truth… I’m flying by the seat of my pants at this point because Zach is not making anything easy on me.


  Our plane flight from Brasilia into Chicago was relatively calm, considering how difficult it was for me to make it out of the rainforest with a reluctant travel mate. I had fought the heat, humidity, dehydration, the never-ending supply of gnats and mosquitos, a near-death experience with a bushmaster snake, and yet none of that was as hard as dealing with Zach’s antipathy during the trip.


  The man clearly did not want to leave his home with the Caraicans. After having spent eighteen years immersed in their culture… after having been adopted into their tribe and revered as a member, he had absolutely no desire to return to the States with me.


  This was something I had expected was a possibility since he had lost his parents so very long ago. I had a feeling that Zach might not remember much of his prior life, and here I was… taking him away from the comfort and security of what he knew best. I had even told Randall, Zach’s godfather who had arranged this entire rescue mission, that Zach may not want to return to his American roots. Randall was far more positive on that than I was, just telling me to do the best that I could.


  Ultimately, I had nothing to do with Zach’s capitulation to come. I stayed in his village for two days after my arrival, while his adoptive father argued with him mercilessly. He was very eager for Zach to take this opportunity to learn more about his own heritage. I’m not sure what Paraila finally said to his adopted son, but on my second evening there, Zach approached me and said, “We’re leaving tomorrow.”


  Those were his first words to me. Despite the fact that we had shared a highly intimate experience that first night over the blaze of the campfire, when he fucked another woman while holding my gaze, he had not spoken a word to me until he informed me of our departure. His next words were no friendlier.


  After saving me from a bushmaster that was perilously close to my leg, he had sneered at me, “You need to keep your eyes on the path, foolish chama de cabelos. Next time, I let the serpent strike.”


  Then he turned his back on me and started walking away, taking the lead and hacking his way through the jungle once more.


  I imagined what chama de cabelos might mean in Portuguese. I was thinking something along the lines of idiot, dumbass, moron, or even bonehead. Father Gaul told me later when I asked him that it mean flame-haired.


  I ended up taking that as a compliment, despite the fact that Zach looked like he wanted to strangle me whenever we made eye contact.


  Zach didn’t speak another word to me until later in the day when he was forced to, because once we reached the Jutai, we split up from Father Gaul and Ramon. His words were short and simple. He told me to get into the dugout canoe that Father Gaul had arranged for us at the small trading village on the river and to paddle hard.


  Which I did… and within just an hour, my arms were shot and useless. He muttered something in Portuguese, and I suffered his glare the rest of the day as we traveled up the Jutai toward the Amazon River.


  He gave me nothing further but silence on our second day on the water, despite my efforts to talk to him. I knew his English was still in fine form, as Father Gaul continued to speak it to him over the years, but he would only respond to me in Portuguese when I would try to ask him something, and I think half the time he was cursing at me.


  Finally, something changed as we ported the canoe at the end of the second day. Something that started out with a few words, but then ended with soft moans and exquisite release.


  I shudder now even thinking about the moment we had together.


  After pulling the canoe up onto the bank, Zach silently took his machete and hacked away at some low-lying vegetation between two young Kapok trees that bordered the riverbank. When he was done, he merely pointed at the trees and said, “For your hammock,” then turned around and disappeared into the jungle.


  He was gone for less than an hour, returning with a small spider monkey he prepared over the fire that he efficiently built, but he didn’t offer any to me. That was fine… I nibbled on my dehydrated rations and tried to talk to him about Randall, because Zach had not bothered to show one single bit of curiosity as to where I was leading him and what would happen when we returned to the States.


  “Zach… do you have any questions about Randall Cannon, your godfather?”


  I was met with silence as he poked at the dying fire.


  “He’s a nice man,” I told him simply. “I think you’ll like him a lot.”


  Zach ignored me at first, then stood up and went down to the river where he splashed water on his face. When he returned, he said, “I won’t like him but tell me how he knows me… why he has the right to ask me to come to him.”


  I took the opportunity and poured out everything in a rush. “He was very good friends with your parents. He was your father’s best friend. In fact, your father saved Randall’s life once, and it created a very deep bond between them. I’ve seen a lot of pictures of you and Randall together. Your parents came on a few mission trips when you were very young, and you stayed with Randall each time. He cared for you then, and he cares for you a great deal now.”


  I heard a faint snort come out of Zach as he resumed sitting by the fire. “What is this word you have been using… ‘godfather’?”


  “It’s a symbolic title. He was chosen by your parents to have a hand in guiding and directing you in life. It can have spiritual meaning, which I’m sure it did since your parents were very religious. Randall wasn’t, so I think there was also an element where your parents chose Randall to be a secondary guardian to you. Someone that would look out for your well-being.”


  “He’s not my father,” Zach said defensively.


  “Of course not,” I assured him. “It’s just a title. You make whatever relationship you want with Randall.”


  “I don’t want any relationship with him,” Zach sneered. “I just want to go back to my home.”


  Then he stood up again and walked into the jungle. He didn’t come back for almost two hours. I laid in my hammock, wondering where he was and if I would be eaten by a jaguar that night.


  But he did return, saying not a word to me. He merely laid down on the ground beside the fire and closed his eyes. I swayed in my hammock, looking up at the stars in the swatch of jungle that had been carved out by the river. The sounds of the night forest lulled me… birds and monkeys calling to each other, frogs croaking out love songs, and crickets merrily chirping. Some people thought it was too loud, but I loved it. It was like a soothing, white noise to me, and I was starting to get drowsy.


  Before my eyes drifted closed for the night, I turned my head slightly and looked over at Zach. I glanced at his face first and saw that he was still awake and staring up at the same stars I had been looking at. My gaze traveled down his chest, and I was stunned to find he had his hand between his legs. His cock was fully erect, and he silently stroked it with his right hand, his other hand casually tucked under his head while he peered at the night sky.


  He didn’t make a sound and had it not been from the impressive erection sliding along his palm, I would have wondered if he were even enjoying himself.


  I knew I should have averted my eyes and given him privacy while he masturbated, but damn… there he was under the broad, starry sky, wearing nothing but his hand around what I estimated was an amazing eight-to-nine inches of steel and velvet.


  Zach’s chest was moving up and down in tiny spurts, increasing in tempo with the beat of his hand, but no sounds of pleasure came out of his full lips. His cock was moist and, in the firelight, I could see pre-cum leaking from the tip. Everything else about him though was utterly still and silent, and I came to understand the fact that Zach had amazing control over his body and his feelings.


  As I watched Zach pleasure himself, I couldn’t help but imagine it was my own hand on him… then I imagined it was my mouth… then I imagined he was lodged deep inside of me. I’d never been with someone that large before, and I thought to myself… the stretch and burn would hurt in just the right way.


  I felt moisture soak my underwear, and my body felt twitchy and frustrated. My breasts ached, and my stomach tightened. Rolling my body to the side, I winced slightly when the hammock strings groaned, but Zach didn’t notice. He just kept stroking his cock and staring at the stars.


  Pressure built quickly between my legs, and I swear I could feel my blood pumping through my clit, making an uncomfortable throbbing sensation. I couldn’t stand it… I needed the same type of relief that Zach was rushing toward.


  I craved it more than I had craved water in the heat of the jungle.


  Common sense seemed to be dispossessed of my brain, and I moved without thought. Slowly lowering my hand to my stomach, I worked my fingers at the button on my pants and undid it. I tugged my zipper down, thankful for the noisy jungle to hide the sound. Humid air hit my lower belly, and I wasted no time slipping my fingers under the top edge of my cotton panties while I stared at Zach stroking himself.


  His hand worked faster and his breathing became shallower, but he was still eerily quiet. I needed to catch up because he was leaving me far behind, so I pushed my index finger straight into my slickness, swallowing my groan as I realized how drenched with need I had become. Pulling my hand back, I dragged my finger over my clit and my hips jerked slightly, causing more creaking from the hammock. I held absolutely still for a moment, panicked that I would interrupt Zach’s moment, but he was completely ignoring me.


  With a soft sigh, I rubbed over my clit again. It felt so good I had to suck in a lungful of oxygen. God, it had never been that sensitive. Never felt that gratifying. But then again, I had never secretly masturbated with a gorgeous stranger laying just a few feet away from me, while I watched him pleasure himself with complete indifference to his surroundings.


  Confident that either Zach had no clue what I was doing, or he just didn’t care, I started to move my finger over my clit again, but I immediately went still when Zach lazily turned his head my way, letting me know at that moment… he had been aware the entire time what I was doing to myself. His own hand stilled, and he stared at me with the fire flickering in his eyes.


  “Does it feel good? What you’re doing to yourself?” His voice was avidly curious, and it occurred to me… maybe he’d never seen a woman do this before.


  I blinked at him in surprise and started to remove my hand from my panties.


  “Don’t,” he commanded me harshly. “Don’t stop what you’re doing. I can tell you’re aroused. I can smell it, and I can practically hear your blood humming.”


  My hand stayed put, but I didn’t move. I was frozen in shame that I had been busted.


  “I ask again, Moira… does what you are doing to your body feel good? Good like what I’m doing to mine?” he asked as he languidly pumped his cock a few times.


  “Yes,” I whispered as I pressed my finger down hard against myself. “It feels really good.”


  “Then you may continue,” he said simply, turning his face away from me again to look at the sky. His hand resumed stroking himself, slowly, as if starting his pleasure all over again.


  Watching him for a moment, I was stunned at his lack of interest in what I was doing. I remember thinking that I was pretty certain any red-blooded, American man would never turn his face away from a woman intimately touching herself.


  Strangely, I found his indifference to me completely unsatisfying.


  Completely wrong.


  Part of me wanted to remove my hand from between my legs and just go to sleep in frustrated silence. But as my clit throbbed against my finger, I decided that the sweet release I would give myself would be more greatly appreciated by my body.


  So my hand started moving again, and I rubbed in slow circles, skirting the outside edges of my most-sensitive flesh. I watched Zach as I touched myself, noticing that he started to move his own hand faster, twisting at the base and then rubbing his thumb over the swollen head on his upward strokes.


  Pressing in closer to my clit, I skimmed over the top, occasionally sinking a finger deep into myself. I finally decided to give myself two fingers, and when I pushed them into my slickness, I couldn’t stop the deep groan that slithered its way out of my throat.


  Zach’s head snapped to the side in response to the noise I emitted, and his eyes were wide and curious as he stared at me. I found his attention now to be overwhelmingly sinful. Completely ignoring the consequences of what this could all mean for our working relationship going forward, I started to rub myself furiously, completely giving way to the sensations. My hips bucked against my hand and I moaned repetitively with every stroke I gave myself, never taking my eyes off Zach.


  Once again, we stared at each other across the fire, our gazes filled with lust and challenge.


  Zach’s eyes narrowed as he watched me, his hand moving more roughly against his flesh as he tugged and pulled on himself. And I felt vindication when he finally lost a little bit of that steely control, and a loud huff of breath pushed out of his mouth. He immediately sucked back in more air to replace it, his chest heaving as he started to become lost to his own pleasure. It was the first time he made a sound in the two times I had watched him engaged in sexual activity, and I felt womanly pride that it occurred in response to my own sexual pleasure.


  “Mmmm,” I moaned out into the thick, night air to see how much further out of control I could make him. “Feels so good.”


  Zach rewarded me by groaning loudly in response, and his back arched slightly from the ground.


  I was amazed. Titillated. So very turned on.


  My sensuality was ramping up Zach’s pleasure… making him lose himself. This was a complete change from his measured discipline as he had sex with that woman the other night. And watching Zach start to come undone solely because he was watching me and hearing me come undone, fueled me on.


  My breaths came out in harsh pants, my hips gyrated against my hand, and I didn’t hold back a single sound as I raced faster and faster to what I knew was going to be a shattering explosion.


  More fluid leaked from the tip of Zach’s cock and, after an especially hard pull on his shaft, he actually started grunting with every stroke.


  It was music to my ears and obliterated the last barrier to my release. My entire body stiffened as my orgasm tore through me. I cried out hoarsely into the night, my back bowing up awkwardly in the hammock, while Zach’s glittering gaze drank up every bit of my reaction. I watched as his heavy balls pulled inward and tightened, and while tiny aftershocks pulsed through my body, Zach threw his head back, lifted his butt off the ground, and shouted out his release to the stars as he came.


  Semen jetted out of the tip of his cock, flowing over his hand, splashing on his stomach, while he still worked his shaft. He gave another loud groan and squeezed his eyes tight, before finally releasing the hold he had on himself.


  I watched in complete astonishment as his body immediately settled down. In the firelight, I was able to see his chest was rising and falling quickly, as well as the pulse in his neck hammering his life’s blood through his arteries. But otherwise, he remained absolutely still and quiet.


  I gently removed my hand from between my legs, refastening my zipper and button. My gaze didn’t leave Zach, but he never looked back at me again. Keeping the one hand behind his head and the other one still soaking wet with his release across his stomach, he merely closed his eyes and went to sleep.


  I pull my head away from its resting perch on the cab window and blink to clear those sinful memories out of my head. Shame courses through me as I think about what I did.


  What more I still want to do with Zach.


  Dr. Moira Reed, respected anthropologist and associate professor at Northwestern University. Given an extremely generous grant from Randall Cannon, philanthropist, multi-billionaire and godfather to Zacharias Easton, in order to collect him from the Amazon and help him acclimate to life here.


  The only thing I’ve taught him so far is what it’s like to watch a woman masturbate. While technically, our culture’s sexual differences are something that Zach would eventually learn about, I’m sure Randall envisioned that coming from a textbook and not from a bird’s eye view of watching me perform.


  If Randall ever found out about that little interlude, he would be furious I’m sure. It would not only mean the loss of the grant he is giving me so I can publish my work with Zach, but it would probably mean the loss of my career if he wanted to really punish me for corrupting his godson.


  God, I’m such an idiot. I vow to myself that I have to maintain an absolute professional distance with Zach going forward. My career is too important to risk on something that is so far outside the bounds of decency.


  


  Chapter 3


  Zach


  “Zach… dinner is ready,” I hear Moira’s voice call out through the closed door to my bedroom.


  I don’t answer right away, instead continuing to stare at the ceiling above me. Part of me doesn’t want to join her because that will mean more painful attempts at conversation with this woman that I’m attracted to, yet despise.


  “Zach? Did you hear me?” she asks.


  “I’ll be there in a minute,” I tell her curtly, and then I hear her footsteps moving away from my door.


  We had arrived at her home here in Evanston. It’s a small, white house with black shutters and cheerful flowers dotted in pots all over the front porch. It sort of reminds me of my parents’ little house back in Georgia, and distinct memories of my mom working in her garden in the backyard assaulted me when the taxicab pulled up.


  After Moira paid the driver, I followed her in carrying my backpack, a purchase she had made for me to carry my meager belongings out of the Amazon. In addition to my parents’ stuff, I had nothing but the new clothes Moira had purchased for me and a small, beaded necklace that Oehla, one of the small Caraican girls, had given me before I left. My bow and quiver, as well as my machete, were all left behind, Moira telling me that they were not allowed on the plane back to the States. I was so angry at that I cursed at her in Portuguese for what felt like forever, and she just placidly watched me until I ran out of steam. She apologized softly and said that she would make sure they were kept safe until I could return.


  Sly woman… talking about my return, when I know she has no desire to see me do that. But I’ll play along with her little game… for now.


  I roll off the bed, the damp towel I wrapped around my waist after a shower still hanging on me loosely. It was the first thing I did after Moira had showed me around, telling me to make myself at home and treat this house as my own.


  I just grunted at her and decided to take a shower, using the opportunity to release my tension by stroking myself to a satisfying conclusion, all while imagining what I’d like to do to Moira’s body if I had a chance. I found it disconcerting that I didn’t think of Tukaba once, instead imagining that flame hair pouring down Moira’s back while I took her from behind. My release was hard, but I was silent as my seed erupted against the tile wall of the shower.


  Looking back at the clothing I pulled out of the backpack, an idea suddenly strikes me. Moira said to treat this house as if it were my own. While she has made it very clear that while in public, I have to be fully dressed at all times, I know without a doubt that if I were back home in the Caraican village, I would be completely naked.


  With a smile, I untuck the towel from around my waist and let it drop to the floor before I walk out of my bedroom.


  Moira is in the kitchen, her back turned to me while she cooks something on the stove. I can remember my mother standing at the stove in our house, pulling a cookie sheet out of the oven, and I can almost smell the scent of chocolate and vanilla, items that I had long forgotten about. My mouth actually waters and, for a brief, insane moment, I consider asking Moira if she can make cookies for me.


  But then I tamp that urge down, because I don’t want to ask her for anything.


  I walk over to the kitchen table and when I slide one of the chairs out, Moira startles slightly and then turns her head over her shoulder with a smile on her face.


  “I hope you’re hungry. I made—”


  Moira’s words seem to dry within her mouth, and her eyes flare wide with surprise as she sees me standing there naked. Her mouth hangs slightly open, and her eyes drag slowly down my body. When her gaze reaches my shaft, it gives a little jump under her perusal and starts to thicken, which surprises me since I had tamed that beast not but half an hour ago.


  “What are you doing?” she asks, her voice hoarse as her gaze returns to mine.


  “I’m ready to eat dinner, just as you asked,” I tell her without giving anything away on my face.


  “But… you can’t… you need to go put some clothes on, Zach,” she says, her eyes darting quickly down one more time to look at me.


  “I refuse,” is all I say as I take a seat on the kitchen chair. I stretch my legs out in front of me and rest my hands across my stomach.


  Moira swallows hard. “But… it’s not proper to be naked.”


  Shrugging my shoulders, I give her a mocking stare. “You told me to treat this home as my own. In my own home, I would be naked. Thus I am naked here in this place you tell me to call my home.”


  She opens her mouth to say something, but then snaps it shut. Moira closes her eyes briefly and takes a deep breath. When she opens them back up, she has that same pleasant smile that I’ve seen several times over the last few days when I refuse to do something she has asked.


  “Okay… that’s fine for now. We can talk about it later.”


  Turning away to stir whatever is in the pot on the stove… which I admit smells very good… she then mutters, “Just don’t answer the door if someone knocks on it.”


  I snicker to myself because I’ve made her uncomfortable. This is no less than she deserves because from the moment I first laid eyes on this woman, she’s stolen every bit of comfort from me. If I can repay the favor, I’ll take every opportunity I can.


  Moira busies herself at the stove, stirring whatever is in the pot. Then she takes two plates out of the cabinet and starts to ladle food on each one. Picking the plates up, she turns to me and says, “It’s not much, just Hamburger Helper, but I don’t have anything stocked up. We’ll have to go to the grocery store tomorrow.”


  She sets the plate down in front of me. I inhale deeply as I look at the pile of unrecognizable food. Moira grabs two forks out of a drawer and sets one down beside my plate, which I ignore.


  I don’t wait for her to sit at the table to eat, but immediately stick my fingers into the pile of steaming sustenance and try to pick up the squirmy mess. It slips out of my grasp and falls back to the plate.


  When I look up at Moira, she primly takes her fork and scoops up some food, then puts it delicately in her mouth. After she chews and swallows, she says, “It’s a lot easier with the fork.”


  I grunt at her in reply, merely picking up the plate and bringing it to my mouth. With my fingers, I start pushing the stuff into my open mouth, relishing in her look of stunned disbelief.


  Putting the plate back down, I chew the mouthful, which is absolutely delicious, and give her a superior smile before I swallow.


  “What is in this Hamburger Helper?” I ask.


  “Some pasta noodles and sauce… ground beef. Did you ever have this as a kid?”


  Shaking my head, I pick the plate up and push some more into my mouth. “Not that I remember,” I say with a full mouth. She actually grimaces at me, and that makes me happy.


  We eat in silence, and I make quick work of my meal. When my plate is empty, I realize I’m still hungry. “I’ll have some more.”


  She raises an eyebrow at me, and I see a spark of something I haven’t seen yet. Smiling at me, she says, “There’s plenty more on the stove. Help yourself.”


  My eyes cut to the stove, and then back to Moira. Serve myself? Is she serious?


  “Zach… I didn’t mind serving you the first portion because I was already up and getting my own plate, but you need to learn to serve yourself.”


  I stare at her a moment, wondering how I can argue against her. My upbringing demands the woman serve me, but this I know is the way of things in my village because the men provide the food. Here… Moira not only provided the food, but she prepared it as well.


  With a curt nod, I stand from the table, but not before licking my fingers clean, which rewards me with another grimace from her. I take my plate to the stove and scoop up some more of the cheese-and-beef concoction.


  “Would you like some more?” I offer, and I am immediately shocked I would do such a thing. Thankfully, she says a quiet “no” so I help myself to the remainder.


  More silence as I finish eating and Moira watches me. After I have scooped the last bit in my mouth and swallowed it, I actually get up from the table and wash my hands in the sink. While I am enjoying being a heathen at her table by refusing to use utensils and a napkin, I always washed my hands with water after a meal, so it seems natural for me to do so now.


  I start to walk out of the kitchen when I’m done, but Moira’s voice stops me. “We need to talk, Zach.”


  Ignoring her, I continue toward my bedroom, but her voice halts me. “Please… just five minutes.”


  There’s something about her tone… it’s tired sounding… laced with frustration. While there is a part of me that relishes it, a small part doesn’t feel all that great because deep down, I know it was not her idea to bring me here. Her involvement is merely to help me, and I get that on some basic level. I decide to give her a tiny bit of something, so I turn around to look at her.


  She stares me in the eye, not between my legs, so I know she’s serious. “We need to talk about the time you’ll be spending here. We need to set some ground rules.”


  Sighing, I walk back to the chair I just vacated and sit down, spreading my legs wide, laughing on the inside as she struggles to maintain eye contact with me. I know if I were to reach down and stroke myself, she’d never be able to keep her gaze on my face, but I don’t do that. I’d rather just get this over with so I stare at her, waiting to see what bit of grief she’ll give me now.


  “Zach… I know you don’t want to be here,” she says softly.


  “At last… we agree on something.”


  “But you are here. You promised Paraila and, while I fully expect that you will return to your home one day, the truth of the matter is we will be spending a lot of time together. You should take advantage of this unique opportunity before you.”


  “An opportunity I did not want, nor do I want,” I affirm.


  “Yes, I know. But I also have a job to do, and that is to help you get readjusted to life here in America. Maybe if you told me what you’d like to learn, we can start there. I’ll teach you anything you want to know.”


  Her voice is filled with eagerness to get me on board, and I realize I have an opportunity of sorts facing me right now. She takes my lack of an immediate denial as permission to push forward.


  “Anything you want. We’ll make it fun for you, and we can go slowly, or dive right in. Just let me know what you want to do, and I promise… we’ll do it. You’ll see… this can be an amazing experience if you just give it a chance.”


  Poor, naïve, deluded Moira. She has no clue what she is offering me.


  “Anything?” I ask with skepticism.


  “Yes… there’s so much for us to see and do, but we’ll start with whatever appeals to you the most. We can go out to eat in restaurants, visit the museums in Chicago, or go to the zoo. How about the library? Books galore and you can read until you’re sick of it. But I just want you to give this a chance.”


  I smile at her… a slow, lazy, almost evil smile. “Okay. I’ll give this a chance, and I know what I want to learn about first.”


  She leans forward in her chair with excitement. “Excellent. Lay it on me.”


  “I want to learn about sex. The way you do it here in the modern world.”


  Moira blinks at me stupidly, giving a slight shake to her head like she didn’t understand what I just said. “Excuse me? You want to learn about sex?”


  “Yes.”


  “But… but… you already know how to have sex,” she says with confusion.


  I push up and lean forward in my chair, so my face is just inches from her. My voice is low and humming with a slightly raw edge. “Yes, I do. You’ve seen me at my finest. But I want to learn about how you modern people have sex. It’s quite different, right?”


  She swallows hard, and I see a glint of fear in her eyes. “Yes, it’s different. But I don’t think—”


  “You asked what I wanted and I just told you. If you teach me about how civilized people have sex, I’ll play along with your little game of immersing myself in this new culture. In fact, I’ll even try to behave according to your general customs if it makes you happy.”


  Moira eyes me for a moment, and I can see the wheels spinning in her head. Finally, she gives me a slow nod and says, “Okay… I accept your—”


  I push out of the chair quickly, the second I hear her capitulation. Reaching my hand behind her neck, I pull her up into a standing position. She doesn’t hesitate; her eyes just flare wide with surprise.


  “Let’s get started then,” I tell her just as I lean my nose in to her neck and inhale her sweet perfume. I pull away, noting the glazed look for a brief moment, and then I put pressure on her neck, pushing her down to the ground. “Get on your knees.”


  Her body starts to slide downward to do my bidding, and I immediately start to get hard at the image of her kneeling before me. I didn’t think she’d give in this easy, and my inner dominant starts sparking hard.


  When she’s halfway down to the ground, I start thinking of the best way to get her clothes off… maybe I’ll just command that she strip while she kneels, but she pushes back up hard against me and tears herself away.


  “No, Zach. We can’t do that,” she practically shouts at me, her eyes wild with unease.


  “Why not? You said you’d teach me about sex.”


  Holding both of her hands in front of me defensively, she shakes her head. “I said I’d teach you… not that I’d have sex with you.”


  I cock an eyebrow at her, completely dismayed at this reaction. My eyes travel down her body a moment, taking in the flush of her cheeks and the way her chest is heaving with erect nipples, and I’m confused. She wants this… I can tell.


  “You want me,” I tell her simply. “I know you do.”


  She stubbornly shakes her head. “No… I can’t do that.”


  “Can’t? But you want to?” I ask, because I need her to clarify for me what this boundary is that she is placing.


  Taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, she says, “It doesn’t matter what I want. I was hired by your godfather to look out for you. To teach you how to assimilate. I’m going to publish a paper on this one day. It would cross every line of professional and moral decency if you and I had sex. I’ll teach you another way.”


  “How?” I ask her skeptically. Not that I really care. I don’t want to learn a thing about her sexual norms. I was just using this as a way to get what I wanted… which is a pounding inside of her sweet body.


  “Um… there are plenty of ways. Movies… books. I can answer questions for you. I can provide answers to your curiosities, but we absolutely cannot have sex.”


  I think back to that first night I saw Moira, and the way she watched me as I took Tukaba. I remember the way she touched herself that night on the Jutai River, and achieved the same glorious release that I did. There is no doubt that Moira is a sexual creature. She wanted me both of those times, and I am confident she wants me now.


  Perhaps she’s not quite ready to get on bended knee, but I’m sure I can get her there eventually. My chin rises as I look at her, and internally… to myself… I accept the challenge.


  I may have a little work still to do where she’s concerned, but I’ll have her bowing down before me soon… and she’ll be begging me for it.


  


  Chapter 4


  Moira


  Zach was silent once again as I came into the kitchen for a cup of coffee this morning. I had introduced him to java when we were in Brasilia, and he fell in love with it. I told him that we’re going to run some errands today—for which clothing is required—and he just gave me a smirk.


  But he dutifully went and showered, emerging wearing a pair of khaki shorts and a light blue T-shirt, along with a pair of running shoes I bought him. Today’s errands include some shopping for more clothes, because I only bought him a few sets while we were in Brazil.


  His long, brown hair hangs loose in messy waves, which looks completely at odds with the preppy look of his clothing. I’m sure any person who looks at Zach will do a double take. He just projects the look and feel of a wild man that lived in the rainforest for eighteen years and most would probably envision him better in torn jeans and an AC/DC T-shirt or something. I might offer to take him for a haircut again, but not any time soon. He flat out shut that idea down when I suggested it a few days ago, telling me that Caraican men prize their long hair.


  Our morning is busy and Zach tolerates me taking him to a department store, while we stock up on men’s apparel. Underwear, shirts, shorts, jeans, socks, and T-shirts. He calmly and quietly accepts my direction, trying on clothes to make sure they fit. His silence drives me batty sometimes, and I’m dying to know what he’s thinking. He doesn’t ask me a single question, nor does he show any curiosity about anything.


  After our conversation last night, when he demanded I teach him about sex, unfortunately sex is all I can think about now. He saw my body’s reaction to him. He knows I want him to take me, just as I wanted it while I watched him take that woman in the glow of the firelight. But I made it clear… I can’t. I cannot mess up this opportunity just because my body is yearning to know what it would be like to be fully dominated by a man.


  But not just any man.


  A man like Zacharias Easton, who walks around my house gloriously naked with his massive cock swinging confidently.


  He’s killing me. Absolutely killing me. I went to bed last night and kept thinking about how he had moved so quickly… grabbing me by my neck and pushing me to the ground. I wanted to give in… oh, so bad, and my body was screaming in frustration, even as my brain was screaming at me to stop that nonsense. I had no sooner stripped my clothes off and crawled into bed than I reached into my nightstand drawer and pulled out my trusted pink rabbit vibrator. I was so worked up from the hunger I saw in Zach’s eyes as he gripped me by the neck, it seemed like just a nanosecond before I was screaming into my pillow and hoping Zach had not heard me.


  Zach actually does show some marginal interest when we go to the grocery store. He tells me he remembers doing this with his mother and father after church on Sundays. As we stroll the aisles, he picks up various items to look at with curiosity. When we reach the cereal aisle, an actual smile comes to his face as he grabs a box of Cocoa Puffs.


  “Do you recognize that?” I ask him.


  He nods his head. “My mom used to buy it for me. It was my favorite.”


  “Well, throw it in the cart then,” I tell him, feeling like doing a victory dance inside because he is making a connection to his roots.


  After we are fully loaded with enough food to feed an army, I push the cart toward the checkout lane.


  “Anything else you want while we’re here?” I ask Zach as an afterthought.


  Zach’s eyes dart to the floor in an uncharacteristic display of uncertainty. He is one of the most powerfully confident men I have ever met, and the mere fact that for the first time ever he’s lowered his gaze away from me, puts me on alert.


  I wait patiently for him to look back up. When he does, he asks, “Do you know how to make chocolate chip cookies?”


  My smile burns bright. “Absolutely. Want some?”


  His return smile is tentative, but I can tell it’s something that is personal to him. It’s a complete victory that he shared a secret part of himself.


  He nods. “If you don’t mind.”


  “Of course I don’t,” I reassure him, thrilled beyond measure that he’s actually showing some interest in something other than scowling at me. “Let’s go get the ingredients, and I’ll make them as soon as we get home.”
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  “You’re a very smart woman,” Zach says as he looks around the restaurant I chose for us to eat lunch at. While his words are complimentary, his tone is not.


  “What do you mean?” I ask as I unwrap the sandwich I just purchased.


  “Bringing me to a restaurant that serves only food you eat with your hands,” he says with a smirk.


  I can’t help myself—I laugh. Zach’s eyes crinkle as he unwraps his own sandwich. “You got me. I couldn’t risk having you slurp your food off your plate somewhere else.”


  Zach doesn’t respond but merely takes a bite as he looks around at the various diners. I eat my meal in silence, watching Zach as he takes in his surroundings. He may act like he wants nothing to do with this new life, but he is an avidly curious man. He watches people with stealthy grace, drinking in details… learning by merely observing.


  “That couple over there,” Zach says as he inclines his head, and my gaze turns to follow what he is looking at. “They’re kissing.”


  “Yes,” I agree, but I don’t say more because I’m not sure why this is important.


  “Why do people kiss? I remember my parents kissing, but we don’t do that in our tribe. I’m curious what the point is.”


  Swallowing the food in my mouth, I take a drink of bottled water while I contemplate how to explain kissing to Zach. What a complex ritual that he has asked about, and while my anthropological studies are not necessarily focused on sexual norms of the tribes I’ve studied, I do know that the way in which different cultures show affection through kissing, or even foreplay through kissing, varies radically.


  Glancing at the couple, who are more or less giving soft, teasing, and flirty kisses to each other while they hold hands, I tell Zach, “What they are doing right now… that type of kissing… it’s a way to show affection to someone that you care about. See how their lips don’t linger long on one another? See how they’re smiling and laughing with one another?”


  “It’s like they’re in their own world,” Zach observes, and I smile because he doesn’t miss a thing.


  “Yes… they have eyes only for each other.”


  “That’s the way my parents kissed in front of me,” he says with a measure of sadness in his voice.


  “I understand they were very in love with each other,” I tell Zach. “At least… that’s what Randall told me.”


  At the mention of Randall’s name, Zach’s eyes harden, and he takes another bite of his sandwich. After he swallows, he asks, “But there are other types of kissing?”


  “Yes,” I tell him with a smile. “You can kiss someone in greeting or when you are leaving to say goodbye. You can kiss a sick child on the forehead to comfort them. There are lots of ways.”


  “Do you kiss when you have sex?” he asks with direct challenge.


  I swallow hard, because it looks like we may be having a sex lesson in the middle of this restaurant. “Yes, you do. But why do you ask? Did you see your parents doing that?”


  “No, I never saw that.”


  Now he has me insanely curious from a cultural perspective. How does a man that has never seen a sensual kiss know that it can be very much a part of sex?


  “Then what makes you think it might be part of sex?”


  He shrugs his shoulders and gives me a look that’s half smile, half sneer. “Because… I think about kissing you, and I don’t even like you in the slightest. So I’m thinking there must be a sexual element to it, because… otherwise, why would I even think that about you?”


  Well, hell. I’m part offended, part flattered, but regardless of my feelings, I need to answer him from a teacher’s perspective.


  “Yes, kissing can very much be involved with the act of sex. Many people use it as foreplay… it excites two people to kiss one another.”


  Zach glances back over at the canoodling couple. “They don’t look like they want to have sex.”


  “The sexual type of kissing is a bit different,” I tell him with a blush. “It’s deeper… the tongue is involved.”


  “The tongue? Show me,” he demands with hunger in his eyes, and I find myself falling prey to that look.


  “No,” I exclaim as I shake my head. “We’re in a public place.”


  “Then when we get home,” he urges.


  “No, Zach. Absolutely not.”


  He looks angry and frustrated with me, so I can’t help but try to appease him because I don’t want him to shut down when this is the first time he’s actually interacted with me. “But I bet I can find some videos on YouTube when we get home.”


  “YouTube?” he asks, his curiosity piqued once again.


  “It’s um… it’s this way to search for videos on the Internet,” I tell him.


  “Videos?”


  “Yes… like movies. Do you remember those?”


  He nods but asks quickly, “What’s the Internet?”


  “It’s something that you can search on a computer and will pretty much give you an answer to what you need to know,” is all I can think to lamely say, because seriously… how do you explain the Internet to someone that has never heard of it before?


  “Gives you the answers to everything?”


  “Yes,” I say. “Pretty much.”


  “Then what do I need you for? Give me one of these computer things, and I can learn all I need to know from that.”


  I just stare at Zach, not knowing what to say. Because he has a good point… I could probably sit him in front of a computer, teach him some basic search skills, and he could learn whatever he wanted about this new world he has ventured in to.


  Shaking my head to clear my thoughts, because they are spinning now, I tell him, “I’ll teach you how to use a computer, but you can’t learn everything from it. You have to experience things yourself to really learn.”


  “Like kissing?” Zach says with a slow smile.


  “I’m not teaching you how to kiss,” I growl at him, and his eyes twinkle at me.


  “Who said I need you to teach me how to kiss. One thing I’ve learned from the short time I’ve been here… you’re not the only woman in this new, modern world, Moira Reed.”


  My jaw drops open at the implication of what Zach just told me, and it’s true. There are so many things… sex in particular, that Zach could learn from someone else. He truly doesn’t need me for that, and maybe all I need to do is introduce him to someone and let nature take its course.


  But no… that’s ridiculous. Zach is nowhere near ready to enter into a relationship with someone. While he may be a confident, Caraican warrior, he’s really just a babe out of the womb when it comes to learning about relationships, sexual or otherwise.


  And besides that… the thought of him being with another woman just doesn’t set well with me for some reason.
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  “Now, this is your first lesson in pop culture,” I tell Zach as I slip the DVD of The Notebook into the Blu-ray player. On the way home from lunch, I stopped and rented a few movies. “And it just happens to have a little lesson on kissing as well, so you can thank me later.”


  Our afternoon has been busy. After a stop to get the movies, I came home and started a batch of chocolate chip cookies. While they were baking in the oven, I pulled my laptop out and searched YouTube for videos on kissing.


  Sure enough, there were several, and he spent a few minutes watching the videos with curious eyes. He even laughed… a beautiful sound truly… when we watched one video of an exuberant German guy apparently explaining all the ways he kisses his girlfriend. We had no clue what he was actually saying, but he was having a good time, no doubt.


  Then Zach was lost to the chocolate chip cookies. I busied myself with checking my email while he ate an entire plate, actually sighing with pleasure at the first bite. I just smiled to myself and kept my eyes glued to my computer screen.


  Now Zach sits on one of my couches, his long legs sprawled out in front of him. The sun is just setting outside my windows, and the late afternoon light washes him in a soft glow. He is such a beautiful-looking man, and I never tire of looking at him. I am thankful, however, that he seems to have forgotten, for the moment at least, of his “no clothes in the house” policy. I seriously don’t think I can sit on the opposite end of the couch and watch an entire movie if he were nude.


  I have a hard enough time paying attention to the movie as it is. I slide my gaze over to Zach every once in a while, and he seems absorbed with what he’s watching, but only in the way in which I’ve noticed he carefully observes everything.


  Today, I’ve made some amazing progress with Zach. I’m not sure if it was buying the Cocoa Puffs for him, or maybe it’s the fact he is finally seeing that this world may hold a slight bit of interest to him, but he is nowhere near as defensive or withdrawn as he has been. I can only hope that we continue on the same path, and that he will continue to be open to experiencing this new life.


  The movie finally gets to the scene where Noah and Allie kiss on the dock in the pouring rain, and I slide my eyes back toward Zach. He’s in the same position, legs stretched long in front of him with his hands resting over his taut stomach. He doesn’t move, doesn’t acknowledge anything about the kiss. The scene changes, and Noah and Allie are in his house, kissing passionately while he pins her up against the door. Zach just continues to placidly watch the scene before him, moving not a muscle, making not a sound.


  Noah carries Allie up the stairs, and then they are making love on the bed while they kiss each other with hungry passion. Zach wanted to know what type of kissing was involved in sex, and now he has his answer. Although he seems completely unaffected by the sensuality on the screen before us, I unfortunately can’t help but imagine what it would be like if Zach kissed me that way. Would he find pleasure in it? The buildup… the foreplay? Or is he a man that only needs to mount a woman from behind to seek his relief, not caring a bit if the woman is ultimately satisfied as well?


  Those thoughts have me slightly squirming in my seat, but I make myself sit there and watch the rest of the movie while dirty notions run through my mind.


  When the credits finally roll, I stand up, grab the remote, and turn the TV off. Turning to Zach, I ask, “Well… what did you think of the movie?”


  “It was boring,” he says.


  I laugh in response and tell him, “Congratulations. You have suffered through your first chick-flick.”


  “Chick-flick? What does that mean?”


  “It’s just a term we call movies that are specifically designed to appeal to a woman, and not a man.”


  He nods in understanding. “I remember seeing a movie with my parents once. I don’t remember the name of it, but it was about a little boy that played some type of game with this little girl, and he was sucked away into the game, where he was transported to a jungle. He lived there for many years and grew to become a man. Later, some other children found the game and played it, and the man was brought back out of the jungle… back to the modern world.”


  My jaw drops as I stare at Zach, completely shocked over this memory and the irony of the one movie he remembers from his childhood. “I remember that movie… it was called Jumanji. It starred Robin Williams who was a brilliant actor… my favorite actually.”


  Zach shrugs his shoulders. “I don’t remember the name, but I remember I liked it as a child. Do you have that movie?”


  Shaking my head but with a hoarse voice filled with raw sadness for Zach, I tell him, “No. But we can get it for you to watch.”


  Zach gives another shrug of his shoulders, as if he really couldn’t care about the prospect, and stands from the couch. “I’m going to bed.”


  “Okay,” I say quietly, wanting to engage with him further on this memory, because I know the frightening similarity of the movie memory to his real life has to be weighing on him at this moment.


  Instead, I stay quiet and watch as he walks toward the hallway that leads to the bedrooms.


  Just before he disappears from my sight, he turns and says, “The kissing part was interesting… in that movie we just watched.”


  “Do you understand now how kissing can play a role in sex?” I ask in my best teaching voice.


  “I saw it, but I don’t really understand it. But as you said… I’ll have to experience some things for myself to truly learn, right?”


  “I suppose,” I hedge a little.


  “Then I look forward to learning about that type of kissing… with someone that can truly teach me,” he says with absolutely sincerity and turns away from me again.


  


  Chapter 5


  Zach


  In the week since I’ve been at Moira’s house, she’s not left me alone once.


  Until now.


  And I’m taking advantage it.


  The first thing I did was strip naked, relishing in the feel of the cool air against my skin. I haven’t been walking around naked as much as I originally thought I would, and not because of some concern about offending Moira. That does not concern me whatsoever.


  No, I’ve simply been wearing clothes more often than not because I’m getting used to them. Moira has indeed dragged me around to various places every day, immersing me in her culture. That, of course, requires clothing and the more that I wear them, the more they don’t seem quite the burden.


  She’s taken me to so many places that my head spins with the sensory overload at times. She took me to downtown Chicago, and I hate the place. Filled with steel, concrete, and too many people to comprehend. It’s noisy… not like the beautiful noise of the creature-filled jungle, but of honking cars and talking people. It scrapes at my ears until they feel like they bleed at times.


  Other places weren’t so bad. We went out to see a movie in the theater, and she took me over to Northwestern where she works and explained what people learn at a university. We went out to eat at restaurants, and I actually gave in and used the utensils, only because after observing her eat with them, I had to admit it was easier and cleaner on the hands. She took me to the local library in Evanston and showed me how to look up and check out books. It’s within walking distance to her house, and she’s even encouraged me to venture there on my own any time I want to. I will… one day, but during our first visit, I left with ten books and haven’t read through them all yet.


  And yes… one of the books she suggested was entitled How To Teach Your Child About Sex. I flipped through it but gave up after the first three pages. Ridiculous really, if she thinks she can get away with pawning that type of book off on me as a means of fulfilling her obligation to teach me.


  What she has been willing to teach me, though, has been enlightening to the extent that she won’t refuse to answer a legitimate question from me. Every day, I try to come up with something new to ask her, just so I can see the way her breathing gets disrupted and her face goes red.


  “Moria… what do you call it when my seed erupts from the end of my penis?”


  Although she blushed and practically choked on the bowl of cereal she was eating, she cleared her throat and said, “That’s called an orgasm.”


  “And that’s the technical term?”


  “Yes, although some people say it’s called ‘coming’ or ‘climaxing’.”


  “Climaxing I understand. But coming?”


  “Yes, coming,” she said with another deep blush.


  “Do women orgasm? Is that what you did that night in the jungle when you touched yourself?”


  “Yes, Zach. Women can orgasm too.”


  “But you don’t have a penis. What were you touching to make yourself orgasm?”


  “Women have what’s called a clitoris… or some call it a clit. I imagine it feels the same way as it feels when you touch your penis.”


  “Where is this clit located?”


  “Okay, Zach… that’s enough sex talk for the day,” Moira grumbled and stood from her chair.


  I smiled inside because I knew I was getting to her.


  Moira doesn’t have to be teaching me about sex for me to be thinking about it. It’s all I seem to think about when I’m around her. While in my world, sex is when a man dominates a woman, and it’s a matter of just mounting her from behind with a quick thrust. I find myself insanely curious if there are other ways of coupling.


  I think, more than I care to admit, about kissing Moira. That movie she showed me… when those two people were kissing, has me wondering what it would be like to feel her tongue against mine.


  And speaking of tongues, I have to think that if my tongue can go in her mouth, it can go other places as well. Her breasts, which I haven’t seen but would like to, for instance. Or that secret thing she called a “clit”? Clearly, fingers against it work just fine, but I wonder if a man can put his tongue there. I wonder what she would taste like and then I wonder… what her tongue would feel like against my penis.


  Are these things even possible? I’ll have to add it to my list of questions for her.


  Moira has a doctor’s appointment today, and then she said she was meeting a friend for lunch. I told her that I would like to go out to lunch with her because I was finding pleasure in trying new and interesting foods at these places she called restaurants.


  “Not today, Zach,” she said. “I’m actually going on a date.”


  “A date?” I asked in confusion. “What does that mean?”


  She actually blushed, and that was my first indication that this had something to do with sex, because Moira always blushed when we talked about sex and never at any other time.


  “It’s when two people who like each other go out somewhere for the pleasure of enjoying each other’s company.”


  “To have sex you mean?” I asked, not liking the thought of her having sex with another man.


  “Not always,” she said curtly. “Sometimes, it’s just to talk.”


  “Are you going to have sex on this ‘date’ today?” My anger started boiling, and I had no clue why. Most days, I still barely tolerated Moira because I was sexually frustrated around her, and I was still very angry over her role in pulling me from my home.


  “Not that it’s any of your business, but no… I’m not having sex. We’re just going out to eat a meal together.”


  “But sometimes your dates lead to sex?”


  Moira sighed but answered me. “Sometimes. It depends on how deep the connection is.”


  I started to ask her another question but she cut me off, insisting that she didn’t want to be late for her doctor’s appointment. She had asked if I would be okay here alone, and I assured her I was fine. She turned on her laptop for me and brought up the program that she had taught me called Firefox. A few days ago, Moira took the time to show me how to search for information on the Internet. She introduced me to Wikipedia, and told me that while you couldn’t always trust the summary of information it provided, it was a good place to start when seeking out something to learn about.


  While I can’t type on the keyboard the way Moira does, whose fingers seem to fly with the speed of a jaguar that’s chasing its prey, I manage to work it just fine. I’ve learned about many things since being given access to this amazing marvel called the Internet. I’ve learned about President Obama, the war in Iraq, Michael Jackson meeting an untimely death, Miley Cyrus twerking, and the collapse of the World Trade Center. I’ve researched American history, paying specific attention to the plights of indigenous Indians in this country, and I even researched information on the Amazon rainforest. I was greatly saddened to see how much had been deforested… sickened actually. I knew the world was encroaching in upon us, but never realized it was being done so rapidly and with such terrible effects. Yes, the Internet was a never-ending supply of knowledge all waiting at my fingertips.


  I expect I have about three hours before Moira returns, so the first thing I do is look through her bedroom. It’s the one place I haven’t been in other than a brief look when she was showing me her house on the day of my arrival. I pick up various bottles of lotions and liquids on her dresser, sniffing them each in turn. Opening her drawers, I rifle through her clothing, paying particular attention to her underwear, which is made of tiny scraps of lace and silk that feel nice to the touch. I open her nightstand drawers and find an odd thing in there that is shaped like a man’s penis with another little protrusion that sticks out from the front. There’s a button on it and when I flip it on, the things starts buzzing hard in my hands.


  Weird.


  I don’t find anything else of interest, but I take the pink, penis-looking thing with me into the kitchen and lay it on the table. I want to ask Moira about it later.


  Finally, I sit my naked form down on one of the kitchen chairs and pull her laptop to the edge, so I can begin learning about the modern world again today.


  My fingers poised, I hesitate for just a second before I type the word “sex” in Wikipedia. A long, boring article that talks about plants, fungi, and other animals having sex appears. I scan it briefly, and then try the most recent word I learned, “orgasm” into the search field.


  Much better.


  I learn more about the woman’s clitoris, and there’s even a diagram for me that shows me exactly where it’s located. I learn about the G-spot and that there’s a difference between penetrative and non-penetrative sex. I learn that what I do to myself to cause an orgasm is called masturbation… a word that I find rolls off my tongue nicely, although I find out it’s also called jerking off, jacking off, flogging the log, polishing the bannister, and spanking the monkey, the last of which makes me laugh at the image.


  Within that same article, there’s even a blue link, which Moira had taught me will pull up another article, and it’s entitled “sex toys”. It pulls up pictures of some items that looked very similar to what I pulled out of Moira’s nightstand a bit ago.


  Interesting.


  But then the article runs dry, so I decide to branch out. In addition to teaching me about Wikipedia, Moira also showed me the power of Google. Pulling that up, I type in the word “sex” again to see what information it holds, and I’m rewarded with more information than I can process.


  I’m introduced to the Kama Sutra, and I immediately realize that there are dozens of ways a man and a woman can come together. While the idea of pinning Moira down by the back of her neck still reigns supreme in my fantasies, I can now envision doing other things to her. I study the photos for a while and bookmark the page, so I can ask Moira about it when she comes home. I can’t wait to see how red she’ll get when she tries to explain it further to me.


  I find an interesting link to an article about sex slang, and I learn there are a variety of terms that describes a man’s penis. Pecker, dick, cock, peter, wang, one-eyed monster, joystick, sword, and shaft.


  Cock is my favorite though.


  Then I’m introduced to a word that forever changes how I learn about sex on the computer.


  Pornography.


  Wikipedia says it’s the portrayal of sexual material for the purposes of arousal, and the variety of video links underneath my fingertips is astounding. I don’t hesitate before I click the first one, and my eyes go wide at what is playing out before me.


  A woman, on her back, with a man holding her legs up and spread wide in his hands. His cock is drilling into her, and her large breasts are bouncing all around while she screams at the top of her lungs with pleasure. I recognize this position from the Kama Sutra.


  I click on video after video and, before long, my hand is wrapped around my own cock, stroking hard to the beat of the sex I’m watching on the laptop. One video in particular shocks me beyond all reason, when I see one woman taking three men at the same time.


  I tilt my head to the side, my own stroking momentarily stopped because I’m still not quite sure I believe what I’m seeing. The woman sits astride a man, with his cock in her pussy—pussy being another term I learned. She’s leaning forward, so she can take another man’s cock in her mouth as he stands at the end of the bed. But the thing that shocks me the most is that another man stands behind her and has his cock up her—is that her anus?


  All three men pump their hips furiously into her different holes, and she moans with utter abandon. The sight before me is beyond thrilling and my cock… peter… shaft, whatever, gets harder than I think it has ever been before in my life.


  My hand starts moving again as wetness leaks from the tip, and my pulse skyrockets. I match pace with the furious tunneling the men are doing on the woman’s body, and I race toward my orgasm… climax… I’m getting ready to come.


  I erupt hotly, my semen jetting across the table and thankfully missing Moira’s laptop. I shout out a curse… another new word I learned today, “Fuck!” as I continue to pump my dick… sword… one-eyed monster.


  After a few minutes, my breathing evens out, and I get up on shaky legs from the table. I grab some paper towels and clean the mess off the kitchen table, staring at the laptop for a few moments.


  That was beyond insane. It was and still is almost beyond my comprehension. Everything that I thought I knew about sex seems so inadequate now, and I have more questions for Moira than ever before.


  More importantly, due to the things I learned today, I now have an idea on how to get Moira on bended knee before me, because that is how I truly want her. How I must have her.


  At least for the first time.
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  It’s almost two o’clock in the afternoon when I hear Moira’s car pull into the driveway. She told me before she left that we would go out to dinner tonight, then we were going to meet some friends of hers at a nightclub, as she wanted to put me in a social setting to show me how friends interact with each other. I think this was due to her constant peppering me about my tribe mates back in the Caraica village, and how we spent our social time together. I basically told her I spent time every day hunting and fishing, and then telling stories around the fire at night. It was pretty simple, yet there was a strong bond there with my people.


  I think she wants to show to me the way “friends” bond here in America, so I can appreciate the potential to have friends of my own in this new world. It’s a wasted lesson on me because having friends implies I’m staying.


  And I’m not.


  When Moira opens the front door, she steps in and sees me sitting on the couch. I had put my clothes back on after my “experience” at her kitchen table earlier and prepared myself to confront her with the things I learned today.


  She smiles at me in greeting, and then her eyes stray down to the pink vibrator—another term I learned today—that I’m holding in my hand. I flick the button, and it buzzes loudly.


  “What are you doing with that?” she asks angrily as her face flushes red.


  I flick the button back off and shrug my shoulders. “I found it in your drawer today.”


  She drops her purse to the floor and walks over to me, snatching the vibrator out of my hand. “You had no right to go through my belongings.”


  I shrug my shoulders again in disinterest over her anger. “You never said your room was off-limits. You said to treat this house as if it were my own.”


  Moira sputters for a moment, and then snaps, “Well, don’t do it again. My room is now off-limits.”


  “Fine,” I assure her, because I saw everything in there I wanted to see anyway.


  Moira stomps off to her room. I can hear her throwing the vibrator back in the drawer and slamming it shut. When she comes back out, her face is no longer red and she seems a bit more composed. She walks into the kitchen and opens the refrigerator, pulling out a pitcher of iced tea that she always keeps full. I get up from the couch and follow her in there.


  After she pours herself a glass, she turns to me. “So what did you do today?”


  “You mean after I found your sex toy?”


  “Yes,” she growls. “After you found my sex toy.”


  “Well, let’s see… I masturbated in your kitchen and climaxed all over your table.”


  “You what?” she asks with her mouth hanging open.


  I nod my head. “That happened after I found out what pornography was on the Internet and watched a woman take it up her pussy and her ass while she sucked another guy’s cock down her throat.”


  I’m impressed with myself how easy this new terminology just pours out of my mouth, and I’m delighted to see Moira flush redder than I’ve ever seen her before.


  She moves over to one of the kitchen chairs and slumps down into it. “Oh, my God,” she mutters. “You did not watch porn on the Internet, did you?”


  “It was very enlightening, and far more interesting than the stuff you’ve been teaching me so far. I’ve practically got an entire new vocabulary just from a few hours of searching.”


  Moira’s head drops into the palm of her hand. She shakes her head back and forth. “Randall is going to kill me.”


  “Tell me, Moira… does it feel good for a woman to have anal sex? It looks like it feels fucking amazing from a man’s perspective, and oh, by the way… that’s another new word I learned today. Fuck. I like it. So many uses for just one, little word.”


  I think I may have broken her with the shock value of the things I’m saying because she just shakes her head slowly and mutters, “I don’t know. I’ve never done it.”


  Moira stands from the table, and her legs look a bit shaky. Her eyes rise up, and I smirk inside as she tries to steel her gaze against mine. She firms her voice up and says, “Zach… these questions about sex have to end. I can’t discuss these things with you again. This is stopping right now.”


  In one long stride, I’m standing before Moira. My hand snakes out and wraps around her throat, and I gently squeeze to get her attention. I graze my thumb across her jaw and take immense satisfaction in the way her eyes glaze over a bit.


  “On the contrary, Moira… it’s just getting started.”


  


  Chapter 6


  Moira


  I think I might pass out, and it doesn’t have to do with Zach’s grip around my throat. He’s holding me so gently that I can only feel the roughness of his palm against my skin, and nothing more.


  No, it’s his words, the carnal hunger in his eyes, and the way in which he commands me that this is not stopping, but rather just starting.


  He’s not told me to… he’s not pushed me one way or the other, but I long to just drop to my knees before him and surrender to what he wants of me.


  On my date with Michael today, all I could think about was Zach sitting back at my house. Probably naked. Probably masturbating. I know the man has an immense sexual appetite, as he had bragged to me a few days ago about how much he missed Tukaba—the woman he fucked in front of me—and his ability to take her every day, sometimes more than once, whenever he felt the need. While he tended to wear clothing more routinely around the house, sometimes he would still walk around naked, and my eyes couldn’t help noticing the erection he would sport from time to time, particularly in the mornings.


  He would always catch me looking, even though I tried hard to be subtle, then he would just smirk at me and head to the bathroom to “take a shower” even as his hand would start working at his cock while he strode away from me.


  He’s driving me absolutely crazy with lust and shame in equal measures.


  Several times during my lunch date, Michael would ask if something was bothering me. I would blink my eyes to pull myself out of my fantasies of Zach, and try to focus back on what Michael was saying.


  Michael is a professor in the mathematics department, and we’ve been good friends for a while. Not long before I left for the Amazon, Michael had actually asked me out on a date and I had thought, Why not? He was good looking, successful, and funny. He took me out to dinner for our first date and it was nice. He even kissed me goodnight when he walked me up onto my porch, and I remember thinking that he was a great kisser and was interested to see where it might lead. But then I got hired by Randall and before we could see each other again, I was headed to the Amazon to collect Zach.


  Since I’ve been back, Michael has been pressuring me to go out again, but I put him off with excuse after excuse that I needed to spend time with Zach to get him acclimated. He finally cornered me into agreeing to lunch.


  I kept telling myself that the reason I wasn’t all that excited to see Michael was because I had too much responsibility with Zach. But in truth, I just didn’t want to see Michael in a romantic way. Not when my thoughts were always centered on the blatantly erotic emotions that Zach made me feel day in and day out just by being in his presence.


  But then I reasoned to myself, maybe this is a way for me to purge this lunacy out of my head that concerns Zach. Maybe if I actually went out with Michael so we could reconnect, I could keep the boundary I had put between my ward and me firmly in place, and I wouldn’t be tempted to cross over it.


  But no such luck right now. Even though Michael gave me a hot kiss before I got in my car to leave after lunch, I find myself still very much wanting to capitulate to the pull of Zacharias Easton.


  “I learned about the Kama Sutra today as well,” Zach says quietly, and my eyes blink at him. “I learned there are so many different positions. So much more than just the one way I know how to take a woman.”


  “Zach… you shouldn’t have been learning about that stuff on the Internet. It can be confusing and distortive.”


  He ignores me and sticks his nose below my ear, inhaling my scent. “I also learned a lot about the female body. I know exactly where your clit is now, and I know exactly how to make you orgasm… come… climax.”


  His words rumble over me, and my chest heaves with the exertion to fill it with the oxygen his little speech has just sucked clean from my lungs.


  “Want me to show you everything I learned today, Moira? Let me put into practice what I saw on that computer?”


  My body is screaming “yes” but I still shake my head “no”. “We can’t. It’s not appropriate.”


  Zach lifts his head and glares down at me, while he gives my throat a soft squeeze. His eyes are hard, brutal. “You have to give me something, Moira. I’m dying here.”


  “It’s wrong,” I say, but I know it would feel so right.


  Huffing with frustration, Zach releases his hold on me. His eyes blaze with fury, and he throws his arms out to the side in irritation. “Then take me back home. Back to where I can do what I want and don’t have to live by your silly rules. Take me back to Tukaba and let me practice all my newfound knowledge on her body. You deny me at every turn, Moira, so take me back to where I’m accepted.”


  His words slice into me hard, and I can feel the bitter loneliness in his voice.


  “No, Zach,” I implore him. “It’s too soon. You have so much more to see… and Randall wants to meet you.”


  “Take me back or live up to what you promised me. You said you’d teach me about your sexual culture and the only thing I’ve gotten from you is a stupid children’s book.”


  “I can’t have sex with you, Zach,” I say meekly, because I can’t… I just can’t do it and still maintain my sanity. I know the minute I give in, I’ll be wrecked beyond repair. I know the minute I give in, I’ll have debased my true intention of helping Zach on his mission to reintegrate into the world. It will become sordid and wrong.


  “Then give me something else,” he says quickly, and I’m not sure if I’m imagining it or not, but it seems he has been waiting to say those words all along.


  “Like what?” I ask hesitantly.


  “Let me watch you again. Let me watch you make yourself come. Teach me about a woman’s body, all the ways that you get pleasure, and let me watch. Teach me that way, and I’ll be satisfied.”


  I just stare at Zach, floored by what he is asking. It’s still inappropriate as hell but at least there would still be a barrier. He wouldn’t be touching me… wouldn’t be sticking that massive cock between my legs.


  The look on Zach’s face is impassable. He’s drawing a line in the sand with me and if I don’t give him something, he’ll leave, and then I’ll have failed Randall. I’ll lose my grant.


  I’ll lose Zach.


  Before I can stop myself, I ask, “You just want to watch me. No touching?”


  “Just let me watch,” Zach says in a low voice, and he licks his lips in anticipation. “It will be a true learning lesson for me.”


  Oh, God… I can’t believe I’m going to agree to this, but I find myself saying, “Okay. I’ll do it. But promise me, Zach… after this… it’s done. We don’t talk about this anymore, and you agree to continue learning about this culture as we had originally planned.”


  “I agree,” he says without hesitation and then grabs my hand. Pulling me toward my bedroom, he says, “I want you laid out on your bed, so I can see everything.”


  Pushing me into my room, Zach releases his hold on me and commands, “Take off your clothes.”


  My hands start shaking like a leaf over the raw edge in his voice and the molten look in his eyes. I take a deep breath and pull my T-shirt over my head quickly, not wanting to make this into a seductive strip tease. This isn’t anything more than a science lesson, I tell myself.


  With just as much efficiency, I kick off my sandals and remove my shorts, dropping them to the ground and then kicking them away with my foot.


  Zach’s eyes roam over my body, taking in the pale blue satin bra and bikini panties I put on this morning.


  “You know,” he says after a few moments of staring. “I’m used to seeing women naked all the time, but there’s something about those little scraps of material you put on your body that is very pleasing to the eye. But I want to see what’s underneath. Remove them.”


  I reach my arms behind my back and undo the clasp of my bra. Leaning my shoulders forward, the silk slips from my arms and flutters to the floor. Zach pins his gaze on my breasts, and he takes a step forward. I hold my ground, trusting in his promise there would be no touching.


  “Your nipples are pink,” he says with fascination. “Not brown like the Caraicans. And what are these little dots all over your skin?”


  “Freckles,” I say, but it comes out in a harsh rasp. I clear my throat. “They’re called freckles.”


  “They’re beautiful,” he says reverently. I don’t know if he’s talking about my nipples or my freckles, but I melt inside over the tone of awe his voice.


  “Take off the rest,” he says urgently, and his eyes drop down to my panties.


  Slipping my thumbs in the edge, I bend over to push them down. When they reach my knees, I’m able to shimmy out of them, again kicking the silk away with my foot.


  Zach’s eyes flare wide and he drops to his knees in front of me, leaning his face in to peer close. My skin heats red over his bold perusal, and I’ve never had a man look at me so closely, and with so much fervent interest.


  “You don’t have any hair here,” he says, reaching a hand up to point at my smooth mound. His finger stops just a few inches from touching me, and I have to control my pelvis so it doesn’t inadvertently flex toward him.


  “I wax my body,” I tell him. “To remove the hair.”


  “It looks so soft,” he murmurs. “Is it soft?”


  Oh, fuck. For all of his commanding sexual presence, his innocence is what is making me weak at this very moment.


  “Yes, Zach. It’s very soft and smooth.”


  He looks at my pussy a moment more, and then raises his gaze to mine. Gone is the wondering look of awe, and the heat and desire are back. “Get on the bed, so I can watch.”


  I do as he asks, crawling into the center and laying on my back. Zach surges up from the floor and walks to the end of my bed, raising a knee up to kneel on the end. His erection pushes at the material of his shorts, so very thick. Sitting back on his haunches, he tells me, “Spread your legs.”


  My blood is racing so fast through my veins that I feel dizzy and hot. I push my legs apart when Zach’s eyes go back down again, and I practically go up in flames under his stare.


  “Now show me, Moira. Show me exactly where your clit is. I think I know, but I want to see you touch it.”


  I can’t help the moan that comes out of my throat, and Zach’s eyes immediately snap to mine. He gives me a sensual grin, and then looks back down at my pussy. “Do it,” he commands. “Touch yourself.”


  Reaching down with both hands, I use one to spread myself wide, keeping my gaze on Zach. He draws his lower lip in between his teeth and peers at me hungrily as I expose myself to him.


  “Beautiful,” he murmurs when I’m splayed out. “You’re glistening down there. What does that mean?”


  I almost choke over his innocent question, but I manage to tell him, “It means I’m turned on. That I’m sexually aroused.”


  He nods in understanding without ever taking his eyes from my pussy and says, “Continue.”


  What started out as a lesson in the human female body has turned into something infinitely more sinful in its quest. Now, instead of teaching Zach exactly where my clit is, I’m filled with a need to quench this burning inside of my body.


  With my other hand, I reach down between my legs and sink my index finger into myself. It’s no surprise to me to find that I’m absolutely drenched, my finger sliding in with amazing ease. I groan and Zach’s lips curve upward, but he never removes his eyes from between my legs.


  Pulling my finger out, I bring it up and hesitantly drag it right over my clit, bringing the wetness from my soaked pussy along for the ride. The first touch almost launches me off the bed, my hips bucking upward violently and a groan tearing out of my throat.


  “Yes,” Zach hisses through his teeth. “Do it again.”


  I don’t hesitate because my body is screaming out in need. Bringing two fingers to my clit, I rub them in a circle around the swollen flesh. My breathing becomes erratic as I masturbate with Zach kneeling in between my legs, bent over and watching me with hot eyes. I can feel myself quickening, and my lower back starts to tighten up in preparation for my climax. I rub harder, groans now repetitively tearing their way out from deep within my chest.


  So close.


  My hips gyrate, my fingers work furiously, and I feel I’m racing down a dark tunnel with a bright, orgasmic light at the end.


  “Stop!” Zach growls, grabbing my wrist to halt my actions.


  “No…” I moan over the loss of friction I was creating, and frustration courses through me.


  “Were you ready to come?” Zach asks. “Were you close?”


  “Yes,” I practically shout. “So close. Let me finish.”


  “No,” he tells me while maintaining a firm grip on my wrist. “I want to talk about something else that has occurred to me.”


  “What?” I practically snarl at him while trying to inch my hand closer to my pussy, which is screaming to be touched. My other hand is still in place, spreading myself wide, but his grip keeps me captive.


  Zach leans over and puts his face closer to where I’m splayed open. He purses his mouth, blowing a stream of breath over my sensitive flesh, and I yelp from the amazing sensation.


  “It occurs to me that all those things you were just doing with your fingers… someone could do with their tongue, right?”


  I groan deeply, and the thought of Zach’s tongue on me causes a spasm of pleasure to wrack my body.


  Zach blows on me again. “Answer me, Moira. Technically, a tongue would work just as good as your fingers, wouldn’t it?”


  God, please have mercy on my soul.


  “Better, Zach,” I whisper. “It would work better.”


  His eyes finally travel up to meet mine, and his look sears me from the inside out. “Release me, Moira. Release me from my promise not to touch you. I’ll only use my tongue, I promise. Nothing else.”


  I’m going to hell. Straight to hell, but my body can’t handle this any further. It wants what Zach just offered me, and it’s demanding I take it.


  “Yes,” I breathe out in a rush of desire and longing. “I release you.”


  Zach doesn’t hesitate and his body drops to the mattress, his face going directly in between my legs. He releases my wrist and because, true to his word, he’s not using his hands, I pull myself wide open for him again.


  He immediately shoves his tongue deep inside of me, giving a groan of approval as he pumps it in and out of my wet flesh. A piercing cry flies from my mouth, and my hips surge up against him hard.


  He pulls his tongue out and brings his mouth to my clit and, as if he were an expert who had been doing it for years, forms his lips around it and sucks on me hard. Then he brings his tongue in to play and circles it around me, harder, faster, rough… raw… primal and brutal in the way he lashes against me.


  Another cry comes out, and I try to choke it down. Tears form in my eyes over the unbelievable sensation of Zach eating me out like no man has ever done before. He’s taking full possession of my body and he’s beating it, solely with his tongue, into submission.


  My muscles start to contract, the pressure between my legs builds epically.


  Zach continues his assault.


  Suck.


  Lick.


  Lash.


  Tongue thrust.


  Lash again.


  Suck, suck, sucking hard.


  With an incredibly quick flutter of his tongue over my clit, I erupt all at once. My hands fly into the long locks of Zach’s hair and I mash his face down onto me, rolling my hips. He groans hotly against my flesh and thrusts his tongue into me again as my orgasm quakes and rolls through what feels like every molecule in my body.


  As if knowing I’m over sensitive now, Zach takes his tongue and gently laps against me, bringing me down with soft swipes. When the tremors finally cease, I unclench my grip from his hair and let my hands fall limply to the mattress.


  Zach gives one last, soft suck on my clit, which sends another minor spasm through me, and finally pulls away. Sitting back on his haunches, he looks down at me with a superior smile and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand.


  My eyes travel down, and I can see that massive erection pushing out against the front of his shorts. He hasn’t touched himself once.


  When my eyes raise back up to meet his, he surprises me by giving me a short nod of his head and scooting backward off the bed.


  “Thank you, Moira. I learned a lot.”


  My jaw drops as I watch him turn away and walk out of my bedroom, closing my door softly behind him.


  Raising my hands up, I rub them over my face and groan in despair.


  What in the hell did I just do?


  


  Chapter 7


  Zach


  Even though I showered and spanked my monkey twice because I was so worked up over what I had done to Moira, I refused to brush my teeth before we left for dinner tonight because I wanted to keep her taste on my tongue.


  She tasted better than anything I could have imagined, and I ached with violent need to fuck her after she came down from her orgasm.


  But I promised her I wouldn’t, and besides that… when I take her, and I know for certain that I will, it’s going to be my way for the first time. With her bent over before me and my hand to her neck, pinning away any struggle that she might think to make.


  Yes, I’ll only take her when I have her absolute submission and not before.


  Moira looks like a scared rabbit when I emerge from my bedroom as we prepare to leave for dinner. She won’t look me directly in the eye, and my chest puffs up with pride. She is already on her way to submission, and she doesn’t even know it.


  I casually take in what she’s wearing. After dinner, she said we are going to a nightclub where there will be dancing, and I’m assuming she is dressing the part.


  She has on a teal blue dress that is tight across her entire body, plumping up her breasts that I now know for a fact have the most beautiful, strawberry-tinged nipples I ever could have imagined. My tongue aches to touch her there too, and I will in due time.


  Her hair is in a fiery mass hanging loose down her back, and she has something on her lips that makes them look shiny. As shiny as her pussy was when I descended on her this afternoon.


  I’m finding I like my new vocabulary. Cock, pussy, and fuck. My three new favorite English words.


  I want to shove my cock in her pussy and fuck her hard.


  Yes, I’m mastering this American slang well.


  “You look beautiful,” I tell her, and her eyes rise to me in surprise. I’ve never said those words to another woman in my life. Never wanted to until this moment.


  “Thank you,” she says quietly as she picks up her purse and searches inside for her keys. “Are you ready?”


  “I am,” I tell her, following her out the door to her car.


  Moira takes me to a small Italian restaurant not far from her house. She asks me if I had spaghetti as a child, and a distinct memory assaults me. I remember slurping noodles and the garlicky, tomato sauce.


  After we give our choices from the menu to the waiter, Moira is uncharacteristically silent, and I’m guessing she’s suffering from regret over what she let me do to her. I don’t want her to drift away from the connection I’ve established though, because I have more stuff planned for her, so I try to get her back on track by giving in to her need to teach me about the modern culture.


  “I don’t remember much about what my parents did outside of their missionary work, but I seem to remember my mom was home with me all the time, while my dad worked. I’m thinking she didn’t work outside the home.”


  Moira takes a sip of her water and nods. “Randall told me your mom was a stay-at-home mother. Her job was to take care of you.”


  “Much like the women of Caraica,” I muse. “Their job is to take care of the children, our homes, and the men.”


  “Yes, but the difference is, here in America, your mom could have easily worked if she wanted to. She had opportunity to do whatever she wanted.”


  “You are a good example of a modern woman,” I tell her thoughtfully. “You hold a position of prestige and you teach others. You earn money for your work, and that enables you to bring home food for your table. But that is akin to a Caraican woman going out on the hunt with the men, and that’s still a hard concept for me to understand.”


  Finally, Moira seemed to ease into the conversation with a light laugh. “I could spend weeks teaching you all about the struggles of women in our society to strive for the same equal rights as men. We still don’t have them… not completely. It’s always still a fight.”


  I nod thoughtfully. “Maybe my tribe’s way has some merit. There’s simplicity in it, don’t you think? Everyone has a role, and no one seeks more. There are no expectations to fail, no aspirations to crush. Everyone works cohesively for the common good of the tribe.”


  “It’s a very good way to live,” Moria agrees with a smile. “Now tell me, after having been away for a few weeks, tell me what you miss most about your home.”


  Closing my eyes, I think back to the Amazon. “I miss many things. The vibrancy of color, the perfume of flowers that bloom year round, the excitement of the hunt, and the heavy moisture in the air that soothed my lungs.” I pause briefly, giving her a sinful smile. “I miss Tukaba’s body and being able to pound away within her whenever I wanted.”


  Moira’s lips turn downward at that, but no sense in lying. I haven’t had sex in over two weeks, and I most definitely miss Tukaba’s complete willingness to submit to me whenever I wanted.


  I continue. “But most of all, I miss Paraila. I’d give up every bit of those things I just told you I missed, if I could be back at his side again. He was my father… my teacher… my protector for so long, because the tribe didn’t accept me at first. He saved my life on more than one occasion, and he made me the man I am today. Yes, I miss Paraila the most.”


  Moira’s eyes turn sad, and it’s with shame that she looks at me. “I’m sorry for taking you away, Zach. I know it’s been hard.”


  I stare at her a moment, absorbing the truth in her tone. I sense the regret over her actions, and it causes my anger toward her for her role in this to lessen marginally. Of course, some of that anger seeped away too when I had my mouth between her legs this afternoon. Something like that will tend to put a man in a forgiving mood.


  Our meals arrive and the spaghetti is just as delicious as I remembered it, and I’m thankful to myself that I’ve broken down and started using utensils. It would have been an absolute mess trying to eat the pasta with my fingers. Moira lets me try a little bit of her lasagna, and I about groan in ecstasy when I taste it. I’m definitely going to have that the next time we eat out at an Italian restaurant.


  The conversation stays light the rest of our dinner, and she tells me more about her friends that we are meeting tonight. Lexi is a nurse at the local hospital, and Kelly is also a professor at Northwestern, except she teaches English Literature. She assured me that they were both very nice and were looking forward to meeting me, which wasn’t needed to ease some perceived anxiety on my part. I was very much looking forward to going out tonight to this “nightclub” that Moira told me about. She said people go there to have fun and to drink and dance, but she solemnly warned me that we wouldn’t be drinking. I had never had alcohol in my life, and she said that she wasn’t about to have me try it out of a controlled circumstance.


  I don’t really have any concept of what alcohol is or what it does, but if it was like the powerful hallucinogenic plants our tribe’s shaman used to snort up his nose that would make him see giant, flying mosquitos the size of a longhouse, then I wasn’t interested in trying it anyway. I didn’t like the concept of losing control.


  After dinner, Moira drives over to the nightclub and it seems the awkwardness at the beginning of the evening has melted away, and after Moira’s heartfelt apology to me not long ago, I feel something of a connection with her now. As if, maybe I might even enjoy her company, which is not something I had planned on.


  I know I certainly enjoy looking at her, and I certainly enjoyed fucking her with my mouth today, and I know without a doubt my cock will love every inch of her pussy, but I think I’m actually starting to enjoy the things we talk about.


  When we arrive at the club, I’m assaulted by the noise and light. Loud music blares, making a thumping sensation in the middle of my chest. The inside of the building she leads me into is dark, but there are streams of light everywhere, crisscrossing the open space, periodically hitting me in the eye and inducing near blindness. I am immediately unsure as to why coming here is so much fun.


  Throngs of people crowd in one area of the building, moving and gyrating their bodies. The concept of dancing isn’t unfamiliar to me, as our tribe had many dances and songs we would perform. We would often celebrate a successful hunt or the birth of a child. Even a girl receiving her menses and becoming a woman was cause for celebration. Of course, she was first sequestered away behind a palm-frond screen where she remained the entire time she bled. When she emerged, the women would dress her in a headband of black feathers, signifying her transition and her availability for marriage. There was always singing and dancing after that to celebrate her becoming a woman.


  Moira and I talked about that tonight. That in the Caraican tribe, a woman was eligible for marriage as soon as she menstruated. Our tribe practiced polygamy, which was a term Moira introduced me to when I told her that the men of the tribe often had more than one wife. She had told me that this practice was illegal in the United States and it was also illegal for an adult to have sex with a woman until she reached the age of consent at eighteen.


  I understood this, because although a young woman in our tribe could be married far younger than that, she drank a tea ground up from the bark of the yarrasa tree, which prevented pregnancy until she was older. Apparently, that was something our societies had in common… ingesting something that could prevent a woman from getting pregnant.


  I asked Moira if she took such a remedy, and she admitted she did. She called it The Pill, and then proceeded to describe to me other forms of birth control that are available here. It was an interesting conversation, and I was happy to learn that when I finally fucked Moira, I wouldn’t have to worry about her conceiving, especially since I had no desire to produce anything here in this strange world that could possibly tie me to it.


  No, if I were to get a woman pregnant, it would be Tukaba, who I had planned to stake a marriage claim to before I was whisked away from my home. Tukaba had only been with our tribe for less than a month before Moira arrived, and I had felt the time was about right for me to take my first wife. She was a good, subservient woman, even though she had been raised with the Paourno tribe, which lived directly off the Amazon River. The Paourno were more modernized than the Caraica, sustaining their people by opening trade relations with travelers. Some of their members even worked for wages at the big logging companies that were moving in on the rainforest.


  “I see Lexi and Kelly,” Moira says, and she grabs my hand to lead me through the crowd of people.


  It’s nice… my hand in hers. Her skin is soft, but her grip is firm. I very much enjoyed the way she held onto my head when I was feasting between her legs, even pushing my face in closer to her body when she started to climax. I could never imagine a Caraican woman doing something so bold, but it was a difference I somehow appreciated about Moira.


  When we reach her friends, she releases my hand and gives them each a hug in greeting. This is a custom I’ve seen practiced in the short time I’ve been here, but it seems to be reserved for people that know each other well.


  Moira points to an open doorway behind the bar area, and the two women nod at her in agreement. She then turns to me as she rises on her tiptoes and still has to practically shout over the loud music so I hear her. “We’re going to go in the back area where it’s not so loud.”


  I nod, following behind her and the other two women. They’re wearing dresses similar to Moira’s. One of them has on a tight, black dress that has no sleeves and enhances a deep shadow between her breasts. She has white blonde hair that’s long and loose, and is very pleasing to the eye. The other woman is very tall with shorter hair that is curly around her head. Her dress is equally as tight and a deep red color. She’s equally as pleasing to the eye, and I’m finding my attraction to the white women of the modern world runs about the same.


  However, in watching Moira walk just ahead of me, her hips softly swaying, I realize that she’s the only one I have a true interest in. Which means there’s something more there than just a beautiful face and body. Moira and I have already shared intimate experiences that heighten my desire for her. From that moment across the campfire while she watched me fuck Tukaba, a connection between us was forged and these last two weeks, it’s grown stronger. I’m finding that while I miss my home and Paraila very much, that my craving for Moira is making my time here more sustainable.


  When we reach the back room, the volume of the music dies greatly and I can actually hear myself think. There are several interesting-looking tables covered in some type of green material, and people are bent over them, hitting balls with wooden sticks.


  “What’s that?” I ask Moira.


  She gives me a tinkling laugh. “Those are pool tables. I’ll teach you how to play in a little bit.”


  The women find an empty table in a corner and, before we sit down, Moira makes introductions. “Kelly… Lexi… I’d like you to meet Zach.”


  The blonde steps forward, sticking her hand out to me. I’ve seen this custom too while Moira and I have been out and about this past week, and I reach out to take her hand.


  “Hi. I’m Kelly. It’s really great to finally meet you. Moira has told us a lot about you.”


  I cut a glance over at Moira and cock my eyebrow at her. I wonder if she’ll tell her friends about what I did to her this afternoon. She lowers her eyes but has a tiny smirk on her face.


  The other woman steps forward and we shake hands. “And I’m Lexi. Welcome back home.”


  A tiny stab of pain hits me in my chest at the mention of the word “home,” but I manage to smile at the woman politely before releasing her hand.


  As we all take seats around the table, Moira beside me and the other two women across from us, a waitress comes up and asks what we’d like to drink. Moira orders water for both of us, as she knows I don’t like the soda products I tried in the past. Lexi and Kelly both order wine.


  “So, Zach,” Lexi asks. “How are you adjusting here?”


  Fair question. “I’m finding that I have a lot of familiarity with many things I’m seeing already. I guess they’re products of my memory from when I was a child here. But other things are quite amazing to me.”


  “Like what?” Kelly asks.


  “The Internet, for example,” I tell her with a smile. “You can’t imagine the things you can learn about with just a computer and a few creative search terms.”


  Moira practically chokes beside me, and it’s a struggle to keep a bland look on my face. Kelly and Lexi obviously don’t understand just how creative my searching got today, but I’m finding the pointed reminder to Moira about all the dirty things I know right now is very satisfying indeed.


  “So what type of things have you been learning on the Internet?” Lexi asks. “Are you more interested in historical items, current events, or technology? I would imagine the technology has to be shocking to your senses, right?”


  Oh, she has no idea the things I learned today that were shocking to my senses.


  Before I can open myself to answer her, Moira cuts in and heads me off. “Zach is like a sponge. He absorbs everything. Even sitting in a restaurant and watching people, he’s picked up on so many distinct cultural norms that I wouldn’t have ever thought to mention to him. I think by getting out and about is where he’s getting the most valuable lessons.”


  “Actually, Moira’s right,” I tell the ladies. “The other day, I observed two people kissing and I didn’t really understand what the point of it was since we don’t do that in our tribe. So she showed me some videos on the computer, and then had me watch The Notebook so I could understand what a passionate kiss was all about. It was very enlightening.”


  Lexi giggles, and Kelly slaps her hand playfully on Moira’s arm as she says, “Nice job, Dr. Reed. You’re anthropological skills boil down to having Zach watch a chick-flick.”


  We all laugh, including me, since I know exactly what a chick-flick is now thanks to Moira’s teachings.


  The waitress brings everyone’s drinks, and Moira hands her some money. “I’ve got this round. Lexi, you’re next.”


  “Awesome,” Lexi says after she takes a sip of wine. “With you and Zach drinking water, this is turning out to be an affordable night.”


  “Speaking of affordable,” Kelly says with a conspiratorial grin as she leans forward. Lexi and Moira do the same, almost as if Kelly is going to let them in on some big secret. I do the same, so I don’t miss something important she may say. “I found the cutest pair of red pumps on sale at Nordstrom’s last weekend, and they’ll go fabulous with that black-and-white sundress I bought for that wedding I’m going to.”


  Lexi squeals and claps her hands. “Seriously, I can’t wait to see them together.”


  Moira nods her head and says, “I told you red was the color to go with.”


  I look around in confusion and ask, “What’s a pump?”


  All three women look at me with blank faces for just a moment, and then start laughing. Moira reaches over and pats my knee with her hand. Her touch is warm and her smile is bright. “Welcome to a girls’ night out, Zach. Where we talk about stupid stuff like shoes—which is what a “pump” is—and fashion.”


  “And hot men,” Lexi adds in.


  “And sex,” Kelly says. “We talk about sex a lot.”


  “No, we don’t,” Moira says hurriedly, but I’m already leaning in closer across the table toward Kelly.


  “Let’s talk about sex,” I tell her. “Moira’s been teaching me some things.”


  “I have not been teaching him some things,” Moira practically screeches in denial.


  “Yes, you have,” I talk right over her. Giving her a pointed glance, I turn back to look across the table to the women. “Moira has observed the sexual customs firsthand in our village, and she’s been a very patient teacher when it comes to the differences in our cultures.”


  “Oh, do tell,” Lexi says.


  “Seriously—” Moira starts to say.


  “Well,” I drawl out, hoping Moira is terrified I’m about to spill our dirty little secret about what we did this afternoon. But I don’t intend to discuss that, because that was a private moment between Moira and me. While public displays of sexual domination are the way of things where I’m from, I know just from the lack of people screwing out in their front yards that it’s not acceptable here. “In my tribe, the man is the sexual dominant. The woman is there to pleasure him, as a reward for providing for their safety and welfare.”


  “What does that mean?” Kelly asks. “Sexual dominant?”


  “It means when I want a woman, I take her right there. No questions. No denials. She gets down on her hands and knees for me, and I pin her to the ground while I take her.”


  Lexi sucks in a deep breath, and Kelly sighs. “Oh, my God, that sounds hot.”


  Moira just groans beside me and covers her face with her hands. I can’t help but laugh, and then I decide to let her off the hook.


  “But Moira has been patiently educating me on the differences here. Even though I have a million questions, she does a very good job of putting it in terms I can understand. She’s even bought me a few interesting textbooks that have been somewhat informative.”


  Moira looks at me with a grateful look on her face, and I wink at her.


  “Wait a minute,” Lexi says. “I want to get back to this concept of sexual dominant, because I dated a guy once that—”


  “Okay, that’s enough sex talk,” Moira interrupts as she stands from the table. “Come on, Zach. I’m going to teach you how to play pool.”


  


  Chapter 8


  Moira


  For never having played pool before, Zach is actually quite good. That means he has a keen eye for angles and distances, a concept he told me he practiced every day with this bow and arrow. After a few moments, whereby I had to lean over the pool table next to him and show him how to hold the pool stick, he was off and running.


  One thing I have learned is that Zach is exceptionally smart. One day at my house, I spent a few hours asking him about his basic educational skills, and he told me that Father Gaul had taught him a few things over the years. He would bring Zach some used textbooks written in English to learn from and some works of fiction for him to read and discuss. When I pulled money out of my purse to show Zach our currency, he easily learned the denominations and had no problems with adding and subtracting, and he even understood basic multiplication and division.


  Zach told me he enjoyed reading and devoured the books that Father Gaul had brought him. Father Gaul only brought him books in English to help him keep his native language alive, insisting that Zach would never know when he might need to fall on the use of that skill. I smiled when Zach told me his favorite book was Call of the Wild, and I thought to myself, Of course, that would be his favorite.


  Zach and I are playing against Kelly and Lexi. Although they won the first three games, the more they drink, the better Zach and I are doing. I can honestly say it’s not a chore to watch Zach play. He looks beyond handsome tonight with his long, dark hair falling forward sexily and his jeans tight across his ass when he bends over the table.


  “Seriously, Moira… I cannot believe you are not tapping that,” Lexi says as she bumps my shoulder and whispers in my ear. “You didn’t tell us how freakin’ gorgeous Zach is.”


  “He’s not a play toy,” I grumble at her, even as I keep my eyes on Zach as he walks around the table to line up his next shot. “Besides… that would be totally inappropriate.”


  “Who made up that stupid rule?” Lexi asks. “Is it written in your contract that you can’t have sex with him?”


  “Be serious, Lex,” I tell her with a chastising tone. “I’m his teacher. He’s like my ward. It would be taking advantage of him.”


  “Babe… have you seen the way he’s watching you tonight? He totally wants you to take advantage of him. Or rather, he totally wants to take advantage of you. He looks at you like you’re his prey or something.”


  I roll my eyes at her and reach over to our table to take a sip of my water. When I set it back down, I tell her, “He doesn’t look at me in any particular way. No different from the way he looks at you and Kelly.”


  “Well, if he’s looking at me the way he’s looking at you, then I’m going to take advantage of that.”


  I take my palm and smack her lightly on her forehead. “Leave him alone. He’s a babe in the woods when it comes to confident women.”


  “Just my type,” she says, and then sashays off to conspire with Kelly. They both whisper to each other, cutting glances at Zach. I just shake my head, because although my girls like to talk some smack, I know they’d never make a move on him. They’re very understanding of his circumstances and would never do anything to take advantage of the situation. Doesn’t mean they’re not talking about the fantasy of it though… right this very minute.


  Zach bends over the table again, and I’m actually mesmerized by the way the muscles in his forearms flex as he holds his pool stick. He’s developed a habit of sticking his tongue out of the side of his mouth just a tiny bit when he lines his shot up, and of course, I can’t see that tongue without thinking about what it did to me.


  I have never been so blown apart in my life as I was this afternoon. My face heats when I think about the fact I shamelessly stripped in front of Zach, and then proceeded to pleasure myself while he watched me closely. I had been so turned on, so consumed by lust, that when he asked me to release him from his promise not to touch me, I never gave it a second thought. I wanted his mouth on me more than I wanted to preserve the sanctity of my job in that moment.


  I can try to rationalize to myself until I’m blue in the face that I was indeed teaching Zach something of our sexual culture, or I can even justify it by saying it was the only way to keep Zach here in the States, but if I’m honest with myself… I said yes to him because I wanted it for myself and for no other reason. Consequences be damned.


  “There’s my girl,” I hear at my ear, just before a pair of arms wrap around my waist. For a brief, thrilling moment, I think it’s Zach. But no… it can’t be him because I’m staring blatantly at him while he plays pool right at this very second.


  Craning my neck to the side, I realize it’s Michael who now has my body wrapped tight in his embrace and is resting his chin on my shoulder. I glance briefly at Zach and see his head tilted up from the table, watching us with curiosity, but his eyes are cold.


  Shrugging my shoulders upward, I dislodge Michael’s chin and step out of his tight hold. Turning to him, I say, “What are you doing here?”


  “You mentioned you were coming here tonight with your friends, and I thought I’d surprise you. My buddy, Philip, and I were up for a night out on the town.”


  I try to give Michael a light smile, but my lips turn down in dismay. While Michael is a great guy and our dates have been lovely, they’ve just been a few dates. I’m not prepared to handle the warmth of his gaze as his eyes rake down my body in appreciation, and the fact that Zach is here just makes this seem awkward to me.


  “This was sort of a girls’ night out,” I tell him, now succeeding in giving him a chastising smile.


  Michael inclines his head toward Zach. “All evidence to the contrary.”


  “Come on, Michael. You know what I mean. This is my girls’ night out and Zach is here as my guest, so he can experience a little bit of the nightlife culture.”


  “Well… if you don’t want me here,” Michael says with a kicked puppy look, “of course, we’ll go. No worries.”


  He starts to turn away, but guilt floods me so I reach out and touch his arm. “No, I didn’t mean it that way. Of course you should stay. You and Philip can play pool with us.”


  Michael beams at me, and then waves his friend over to introduce us. Kelly and Lexi walk up and we make all the introductions, although Kelly and Michael know each other through the University. When I turn to find Zach, I see him casually resting a hip on the edge of the pool table, his hands clasped around the top of his cue. I motion to him with my hand and wave him over.


  He stands from the table with unbelievable grace, and his eyes hold mine as he walks over to us. His expression is unreadable.


  “Zach… I’d like you to meet a friend of mine. This is Michael, and his friend Philip.”


  The men all shake hands, and Michael says, “It’s great to meet you, Zach. Moira told me all about you today at lunch. I’m betting this is all a step above what you’re used to, right, man?”


  I cringe over Michael’s thoughtless words and expect Zach to erupt, but he just turns to me with a questioning gaze. “This was your date today?”


  “Yes,” I say quietly, lowering my eyes in shame that Michael was so callous in his words but not before I notice that Michael beams over the fact that Zach knows we went out on a date.


  “That’s right,” Michael says as he puts his arm casually around my shoulders. “I’ve been dying to get some alone time with my girl.”


  Anger surges through me that Michael would be so proprietary. Sure, we’ve been friends for a few years but geez… we went out on two dates. I’m not his girl.


  I smoothly shrug his arm off my shoulder and step forward to take Zach’s cue from his hand. “It’s my turn, right?”


  “Actually, it’s Kelly’s,” Zach says, and then turns to Michael. “And to answer your original question… No. This is not a step above what I’m used to. I find this modern existence to be dull at the best of times, uninspiring at the worst.”


  “Excuse me?” Michael says in disbelief.


  “This modern world you live in. Everything handed to you and you do nothing overly hard to get it. You don’t know what it’s like to truly live until you need to focus all of your daily energies on avoiding death. You swing through a drive-thru for your evening meal while I go out and kill my food every day. You don’t know how safe you are until you have to walk a daily path where at any moment, a deadly snake can strike at your ankle. Sure, you have your fast cars, loud music, and expensive meals at fancy restaurants, but you know what I think about all of that?”


  Michael just shakes his head, his mouth hanging slightly open.


  “I find it boring,” Zach says. “Unfulfilling. A plastic attempt to take life by the horns.”


  “Well, I don’t think that is really what I was trying to say,” Michael stammers.


  Zach’s voice is menacing and filled with derision, and although I know his words have momentarily stunned Michael, I know he won’t take lightly the backhanded slap that he’s just been dealt. Reaching my hands up, I put them on Michael’s chest and turn him toward the bar. “Look… why don’t you and Philip go get a drink and then you guys can get in on the next game, okay?


  Michael glances over at Zach briefly, and then dips his head down. “I didn’t mean to offend him. He’s a little over reactive, don’t you think?”


  “It’s fine,” I assure him just to get him away from Zach. “Just be a little more sensitive. I told you it was hard for him to leave his home.”


  “Sure,” Michael says before he heads off to the bar.


  When I turn back around, Zach is standing there. “It’s your turn now. Kelly just shot.”


  Placing my hand on his forearm, I say, “Zach… I’m sorry. I didn’t invite Michael here tonight, and I apologize for his thoughtless words to you.”


  Zach shrugs his shoulders. “We have thoughtless people in Caraica too, Moira. I’ve heard worse.”


  “Thanks for being a good sport,” I tell him, giving his arm a squeeze before I release it.


  “Come on, Moira,” Kelly calls out from the other side of the pool table. “Quit yapping and start playing.”


  I turn toward the pool table, but Zach’s hand snakes out and catches me by my wrist. I turn to look back at him, and his stare is intent. “What is this man to you?”


  “Well… he’s a friend.”


  “But you went out on a date with him. He touches you a lot. Do you want to have sex with him?”


  Taking a deep breath, I let it out. “No, Zach. I don’t want that.”


  “I don’t like this feeling I have,” Zach says with his brows furrowed in consternation. “I don’t like watching him put his hands on you.”


  “It’s nothing,” I assure him, although I’m pretty positive that’s possessiveness and jealousy that Zach is feeling right now.


  “It is something, Moira. I’ve watched many of my tribe mates fuck Tukaba in the dirt not five feet from me. It never bothered me to share her. But this bothers me.”


  Pleasure courses through me as I realize that for all the times that Zach bemoaned the loss of his Tukaba to me, that she was nothing more than a convenient vessel for his release. I thought he viewed me the same way, but it’s clear to me now that Zach is developing some feelings toward me.


  This should dismay me because it just makes things more complicated. But on the contrary, it relieves me, because it gives credence to the fact that I’m developing some feelings myself where Zach is concerned, and it also validates that what happened this afternoon is something more than just a perverted escapade disguised as something else.


  “Geez, Moira… any day now,” Lexi calls out.


  “We’ll talk about this later, okay?” I tell Zach, and he gives me a nod.


  Moving over to the pool table, I check out my options. I have two decent shots but we’re so far ahead of Lexi and Kelly now, I opt for the more difficult one. Bending over, I line up the five ball with the pocket, drawing my gaze back to the cue ball. Before cutting my eyes back to the five, I make the mistake of looking up at Zach. He’s watching me intently and, when our gazes meet, I know that our talk tonight is probably not going to be productive. I can see it in his eyes… hungry, hungry eyes that hold mine just a moment before dropping to my breasts, and a shiver runs through me.


  Sliding my eyes back to the five ball, I pull my cue back and let it loose.


  And miss my shot by about a mile.


  Lexi and Kelly snicker behind me, and I give Zach an apologetic smile as I walk back over to him. He hesitantly returns it, but his look is no less needful.


  From the corner of my eye, I see Michael return with his friend and holds out a shot glass to me with a smarmy grin. “Here you go, Moira. I bought you a shot of tequila. Figured it will loosen you up a bit.”


  “I’m not drinking tonight,” I tell him with a bit of ice in my voice, because I also don’t miss out on the fact that he didn’t offer Zach anything.


  “All the more for me,” he laughs and shoots my tequila back, followed by the other one he was holding in his hand for himself. Reaching over, he slams both glasses down on the table and says, “That’s what I’m talking about. Let’s get this party started.”


  I start to roll my eye, but I’m cut off in mid-roll when Michael’s arm shoots around my waist and he hauls me into the side of his body. Leaning over, he nuzzles my neck, and I can smell more than just those two tequila shots on his breath. “Any chance I can get you to come home with me?”


  Squirming out of his grasp, which is giving me heebie-jeebies, I push away at him. “Cut it out, Michael. What is wrong with you?”


  His arm snakes back out again to make a grab for me, a stupid grin on his face. “Come on, Moira. Lighten up.”


  Just before he’s able to get ahold of me, Zach flies by me in a blur. Then it turns into slow motion as Zach cocks his right fist back and lets it fly at Michael’s face. It connects solidly with his jaw and Michael goes careening backward, landing hard on the concrete floor. Zach’s not finished though. In a flash, he leaps onto Michael, straddling him at his stomach and wrapping his hands around Michael’s throat. Bearing all of his weight down, he tightens his grasp, and Michael’s eyes widen in fear.


  It’s all so surreal as I watch… Michael’s eyes bugging out in distress, his fingers digging into Zach’s hands to try to get him to release his hold. Zach’s face though is eerily impassive. No anger, no rage… just pure calm as he bears down on Michael and strangles him.


  Philip finally jumps into action and tries to pull Zach off, but Zach’s too big and too strong for him. A few women nearby cry out for someone to get the bouncers, and Philip finally gets a chokehold on Zach from around his back.


  It’s not working though. Zach merely tightens his grasp, and Michael’s face starts to turn red.


  Oh, my God… he’s going to kill him.


  Snapping out of my stupor, I run forward and grab onto one of Zach’s arms. “Zach… stop it. Right now. Let him go.”


  Zach doesn’t even acknowledge me, just continues to stare calmly at Michael, who is now turning a heart-stopping shade of purple.


  I tug furiously at Zach, tears now filling my eyes in panic. Leaning forward, I put my own face in his line of sight so he’s forced to look at me. When he makes eye contact, I implore him, “Zach… I’m begging you, please let him go. Please.”


  As if “please” was the magic word, Zach releases Michael’s neck, but he’s not done with him yet. Even as Michael coughs and sputters, his one hand massaging his neck, Zach leans in closer to him and snarls, “If you touch her again, I’ll kill you.”


  Two sets of meaty hands attached to two bouncers reach out and haul Zach off Michael, but he doesn’t fight them. Instead, he just stares at Michael, making sure he understands him clearly.


  “What the fuck, Moira?” Michael rasps. “Look at what your freak of a jungle boy did to me. He’s fucking insane. I want someone to call the cops.”


  My mouth opens and closes, but no words come out. I’m beyond appalled that Zach did that, and I know had I not intervened, Michael would probably be seriously hurt. All because he tried to grab me. A violent shudder runs through my body, and I feel nauseous.


  “All right… you need to go, buddy,” one of the bouncers says and starts to haul Zach out of the club.


  “I demand that you call the police,” Michael yells at the bouncers as he stands up from the floor. I can see purple marks starting to rise on his throat.


  “Call the cops if you want,” one of the bouncers says over his shoulder. “But take it outside. We don’t want that shit in here.”


  Looking around in a panic, I lunge for my purse and look at Kelly and Lexi, who are standing there with their mouths hanging open. “Make sure Michael’s okay, and whatever you do tonight, please talk him out of pressing charges. Zach does not need that right now.”


  “Moira… I don’t think you should go home with him. He’s dangerous,” Lexi says with concern etched deep in her eyes.


  “I’ll be fine. The situation just got out of control,” I tell her as I turn away.


  Kelly is the one that reaches out and grabs me. “No, Moira. This is stupid for you to go home with him. Did you just see that? He would have killed Michael if you didn’t get him to stop. He could hurt you.”


  I give her a tremulous smile and tell her, “I promise, I’ll be fine. Zach would never hurt me. Just trust me on that.”


  I spin away from my friends and hear Lexi call out, “Call us when you get home, okay?”


  I give a hasty wave over my head and run out of the club so I can find out what the bouncers did to Zach.


  


  Chapter 9


  Zach


  Moira is silent on the ride home, but I can feel anger and confusion rolling off her in waves. I, however, have never felt calmer. I don’t even think my pulse sped up once as I tried to kill that motherfucker for touching Moira when she clearly didn’t want his attention.


  He’d be dead too… right now, if Moira hadn’t begged me to stop. It’s the first time I’ve ever had a woman beg me to do something, and I didn’t hesitate for a moment. The terror in her voice, the panic in her eyes… I released my hold on that douche—another new, favorite word of mine—and it was over.


  Mark my words, though. I guarantee you Michael won’t be sniffing around Moira anymore.


  The drive home is short, and I follow Moira into her house. I brace myself, because I know that she’s going to have some harsh words for me. I hope she treads lightly, though, because I’m not in a mood to hear it. I gave Moira one concession already by putting my murderous rage aside for her plea. But she’s not going to get much more from me tonight.


  After setting her purse down on the kitchen table, she walks into the living room and sits down on the couch with a sigh. The move causes her dress, which had been resting at mid-thigh, to creep up her legs, and my eyes can’t help but take in the long expanse of creamy flesh.


  “Zach… we need to talk about what just happened at the nightclub,” Moira says tentatively, and my eyes move up her body to rest on her face. It’s grim, determined, and filled with censure.


  “What’s to talk about? I let him go,” I say with a shrug of my shoulders as I lean up against the wall that borders her living room and back hallway.


  Moira’s eyebrows furrow inward, completely dismayed over my disinterest in this conversation. She stands from the couch in one quick push and stalks up to me. Her face is angry, but there is still a bit of fear there. Not fear of me, but fear for me. I can tell the prospect of me getting in trouble over that incident has her rattled.


  Pushing a finger into my chest, Moira says, “You cannot go around attacking people because they do something you don’t like. You most certainly can’t try to kill someone for putting his hands on me. Do you understand—?”


  “I most certainly can kill someone for putting his hands on you,” I cut in over her tirade, one hand flying up to grab her by the back of the neck. I give her a slow shake, so she listens to me well. “I am my own man. Don’t ever forget that, Moira.”


  “Zach… you can’t kill someone. There are consequences, not only in the law, but also on your own soul. Taking a life is something that is irrevocable. You’re a good man… I think that would shred you—forget about what that would mean for your future. Prison… being locked away… no freedom.”


  Pulling Moira in, I bring her face in tighter to me, causing her to go up on her tiptoes just a bit. “I know what it means to kill someone. I’ve done it before and never had a moment’s regret, so hold the lecture, Dr. Reed.”


  “What? You’ve killed someone?” she asks in disbelief, and far more fear in her voice than I want to hear. That dismays and pisses me off, all at the same time.


  “Let’s just call it another cultural difference. My tribe warred with the Matica for years. We raided each other, and blood was shed. It was our own form of justice and when I return, I’ll do it again.”


  Moira’s face pales over my admission, and my grip tightens on her. I wanted to shock her, to remind her that I am still more animal than human, at least when you compare our societies. But I don’t want to disgust her. I don’t want her to look at me with shame or disappointment.


  “Let me tell you about the last man I killed,” I tell her softly.


  “No… I don’t want to hear it,” she says, trying to pull from my hold.


  “You’ll listen,” I command with another squeeze and pull her in to me just a little closer. Her breasts lightly touch my chest, and a surge of longing courses through me. I put it aside though, at least until Moira understands my lack of civility. “About a month before you arrived in Caraica to collect me, the men in my tribe made a raid on the Matica. It was a rescue-revenge raid. One day when we were away on a hunt, ten of the Matica snuck into our village. They raped some of our women and stole three of our male children, killing the boys’ mother, who was trying to protect the young ones with her life.”


  “I don’t want to hear this, Zach,” Moira says.


  “Maybe not, but you need to hear it. We planned our revenge carefully. It wasn’t just to retrieve what they had stolen from us, but it was to punish them for their assault on our women and children. We went in with the idea of killing in return.”


  “That’s wrong,” Moira says, her eyes wide.


  “Maybe by your standards, but by ours, it was the right thing to do. In the end, we not only got our children back, but we paid them back tenfold for the lives they took from us. I watched with pride as my adoptive brother, Kaurlo, retrieved his stolen sons and killed the men that took them and killed his wife.”


  Moira shudders in my arms, but I see a tiny bit of understanding now in her eyes.


  Leaning forward to whisper in her ear, I ask, “Want to know who I killed?”


  She gives a tiny shake of her head, but it doesn’t stop me.


  “When I walked into the village, I found Tukaba staked out in the dirt by her hands and feet. She was naked and had blood all over her thighs from the repeated rapes she had endured. She was stolen from her Paourno tribe where she had been raised. She was half dead when I cut her loose, but she was strong enough to let me carry her down the line of captured Matica. We had sat them in the dirt in front of a longhouse, their hands tied behind their backs. She identified the men that raped her. My tribe brothers and I unloaded all of our arrows into them until they were dead, and Tukaba was avenged as well.”


  A tiny tear leaks out of one of Moira’s eyes, but I also see something new on her face. Compassion for what I told her about Tukaba which I hope means some acceptance of my deeds.


  “Sometimes I forget how very different your existence is from mine,” Moira says with a soft voice. “You’ve acclimated here so well, that I forget how hard it must be for you to live a life here while your entire character is built from those experiences.”


  Her words slam into me in a calming wave of validation because gone now is the censure and misunderstanding. She may not agree with my tribes’ need for revenge and justice, or even my own personal need to assuage my anger of wrongdoings. But she understands at a very basic level that the way I led my life was perfectly normal… at least for me.


  “I know you think me ignorant of your ways, Moira, but I’m not. I’ve seen enough—read enough—to know right from wrong in this culture. It doesn’t mean that I’ll abide by your right, though.”


  Moira nods, despite the way I’m still gripping her by her neck. “But promise me you won’t do anything like that again. Please don’t put yourself in jeopardy like that.”


  I give her a lethal smile, tempered with just a tiny bit of understanding for her plea, because although I understand her position, I can’t agree to it. “I’ll agree to nothing of the sort, Moira. I’ll never let anyone… in particular, or a society in general… control my actions. It’s one of the main reasons I want to return to my village… because I have absolute freedom to do as I wish.”


  Moira opens her mouth to argue against that, but I pull her in the rest of the way, until her entire body falls into mine. Leaning forward, I place my lips at her temple and graze them there briefly. In a low, rumbling voice, I tell her, “In fact, I would love to drag you back with me, so you’d be available to my whim whenever I wanted you. I’d never let you wear a stitch of clothing again, and your knees and your pussy would be so sore from the working I’d give them every day. But then I’d put my tongue back between your legs and soothe away every bit of the sting I had left behind.”


  A rush of breath pours out from Moira’s mouth and fans across my collarbone, even as a tiny shiver courses through her body. She’s as turned on by the image I just painted as I am by having created it.


  I feel her body melting, her resistance only hanging on by a thread. I could have her about ten different ways to Sunday, but there is only one way in which I want her now. I press forward.


  “Get on your knees,” I demand, because I know that she wants me to force her at this point. It’s what she wants, I’m sure of it.


  “No,” she whispers, and I smile on the inside. Her tone says otherwise.


  I give her neck a soft squeeze again to remind her that she’s standing here pushed up against me only because I demand it so.


  “Don’t ever say ‘no’ to me again,” I growl at her. Using my grip on her neck, I pull her back from my body and turn her away from me. Giving a slight push, I urge her downward and almost want to cry out in victory when she gives me not an ounce of fight as she starts to lower herself.


  I let my knees bend and lower myself down to the floor with her. Her knees hit first, then my mine, and I continue pushing her forward until her cheek rests against the carpet and her ass hovers just in front of my restrained cock.


  “You remember the first time you saw me?” I whisper as I squeeze her neck again gently.


  “Yes.”


  “It turned you on, didn’t it?”


  “Yes.”


  “You wanted me to fuck you that way, didn’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “You want it now?”


  “God yes,” she moans, and victory and lust surge through me. My cock, which has been getting progressively harder, now pushes brutally rigid against the tight denim covering my crotch.


  “Tell me then,” I command her, completely enjoying the way her resolve is unraveling before me.


  “Tell you what?” she asks on a stuttering breath.


  “Tell me all about the first time you saw me. Tell me a story, sweet Moira, and then I’ll decide whether to give you what you want.”


  Moira tells me then, in a rush of capitulated words, how she watched me across the firelight, fucking Tukaba and wishing it was her body underneath me. She tells me her blood was on fire, and she could scarcely breathe because the way I was staring at her was sucking the oxygen from her body. In a low moan, she tells me she could actually feel my cock between her legs and she whispers with no shame, only regret, that she could feel my orgasm as my body shuddered in release.


  “That’s a good story, Moira,” I tell her, trying to keep my words confident and true, so she doesn’t know just how close I am to losing control with her.


  “It’s how I remember it,” she says with a burst of boldness and, even though I’m aiming for her surrender, I find I like that Moira isn’t going down without at least a little fight in her.


  “You wanted me then, didn’t you?”


  “Yes,” she whispers softly.


  “Just as you want me now?”


  “Yes.”


  “Exactly the same way.”


  “Exactly the same,” she says with assurance and I know, at this moment, she’s mine.


  I bring my free hand up and grasp the bottom of her dress, dragging it up the backs of her thighs and over the rounded firmness of her ass. Slowly, I reveal the loveliest, sexiest pair of white lace underwear I could have ever imagined on a woman. Another new favorite word enters my repertoire—lingerie.


  When her ass and lower back are completely devoid of her dress, I tell her. “Before I give it to you, tell me one more thing.”


  “What do you want me to tell you?” she demands of me. I squeeze her neck because it’s a little too impudent for my tastes right now. She pushes back against my hand slightly, and I tighten my grip more.


  “I want you to tell me what the greatest thing is you’ve learned about me so far since you took me from my home.”


  Her upper back rises slightly, not from any fight left in her, but because she inhales deeply. When she lets it all out, she tells me with conviction and a hint of sadness, “I learned that you… Zacharias Easton… are an uncivilized man.”


  “Yes,” I tell her in praise, and my fingers go under the lace edge of her panties. “You learned well.”


  Moira is silent for a moment, and then, “Zach?”


  “Hmmm?”


  “Teach me more,” she whispers.


  My heart seems to almost leap from my chest over the plaintive tone of her voice. Grasping the lace of her panties, I drag them over hips… her ass, and pull them down the backs of her thighs. “Oh, baby… I’m going to teach you how good it’s going to feel to be fucked into submission by an uncivilized man.”


  She gives a soft moan of anticipation. When her panties are pushed down to the backs of her knees, I lean to the side so I can get a glimpse of the backside of her pussy. Its flowery petals are dewy looking. I reach down and, for the first time ever, push my finger inside of a woman’s warmth.


  Hot breath hisses out from between my clenched teeth. “You’re so wet.”


  “Oh, God,” Moira moans, pushing her hips backward.


  “Don’t move,” I order her as I pull my finger back slightly and push it back in. She stays absolutely still but moans again.


  Releasing my hold on her neck and removing my hand from between her legs, I quickly take off my shirt because I don’t want anything impeding the view of her backside. I quickly unbutton my jeans and unzip them, going carefully because I’m swollen so hard, there’s barely any room left. Giving a quick push of material, I slide the denim and my underwear down past my hips and free my cock.


  Pearly fluid is leaking from the head and, using my hand to guide myself, I rub it over one of her ass cheeks, creating a glistening path of over her pale skin. “I’m wet for you, too.”


  “Please,” Moira begs.


  I bend over and grip her by the back of her neck again. “Please what?”


  “Please fuck me, Zach.”


  “It’s coming,” I promise her.


  I guide my swollen shaft to her pussy, rubbing the head through her wet folds. The sensation is overwhelming, causing a tightening of my muscles from head to toe. I lean my hips in slightly and push into her just an inch.


  She’s so fucking tight, but her slickness sucks me in just a little further. I watch as Moira’s ass cheeks clench in anticipation, and her fingers dig into the plush carpeting. Now that I’m lined up perfectly, I release my hold on my cock and grip her hip. I wait for just a moment, relishing in the graceful lines of Moira’s back and the way her fiery hair is spread all over the carpet. Her face is turned to the side, and her profile is exquisite. Eyes slightly open, her lips turned upward in a pleasurable smile. I’ll never forget this as long as I live.


  With one coordinated move, I pull back on her hips and slam my own forward, lodging my cock in deep, my pelvis pressed flush against her ass.


  A groan tears out of my throat because that first feeling of her pussy completely enveloping me is almost more than I can bear. Moira gives a soft cry, and her eyes squeeze shut.


  I stay still for a moment, but then Moira contracts her inner muscles around me, squeezing my shaft deliciously.


  “Fuck,” I grunt out and, in an involuntary reaction, my hips pull back and I slam back forward again, trying to replicate that feeling.


  Moira moans long and low, and I want to prolong that sound, so I pull back and slam forward again. But then I still once more, taking a deep breath and trying to get back my bearings. I can’t lose control. Normally, my couplings are slow and steady, a forceful dance to assert my dominance and show the strength of my reserve.


  I prepare to pull back slowly, so I can ease into her again and torture her exquisitely.


  “Zach?” Moira says softly.


  “Yes?”


  “Don’t hold back on me,” she says with need. “Give it all to me.”


  Oh, fuck.


  My body trembles over those words and the craving that seeps out of her. This is supposed to be about me… about my dominion and authority. But her words cause my body to clench tightly with the need to burst forth in a supreme, hardcore fucking. I squeeze my eyes shut, envisioning a slow mating, but Moira slays me again.


  “Please, Zach.”


  “Fuck,” I hiss out at her and pull my hips back, slamming into her so hard that she scoots across the carpet a few inches and my balls slam almost painfully against the backs of her thighs.


  Moira cries out, “Yes,” and it’s all over for me.


  An animalistic need courses through me. Tightening my grip on her neck, I start repetitively slamming into her, my skin slapping against hers so hard it sounds like thunderclaps. I look down at my cock tunneling in and out of her slick pussy and feel the last vestiges of my control snap.


  I fuck her mercilessly, fearful that I might be tearing her up from the inside out, but unable to stop myself. My body lurches into her, my chest heaves, and my cock drills her hard.


  Moira tries to writhe underneath of me, but I hold her tight. If not for her moans of pleasure, I would be worried I was hurting her, but I’m not sure anything could stop this tempest that I’m unleashing on her body.


  Deep, penetrating thrusts.


  Skin slapping… her warm, wet muscles massaging me to near madness. The smell of our mutual arousal coating my senses.


  As I heave my body against hers, I can’t help the grunting noises that start to come out of me… reminding me that at this moment, I’m more animal than human.


  I fuck her hard, throwing every bit of reserve and control out the window.


  Moira’s soft pants of “Yes, yes, yes,” fuel me on as I drill into her over and over again.


  Suddenly, Moira’s entire body spasms and her inner walls clench onto me in a warm, wet vice as I realize she’s orgasming. She screams so loudly that I know her throat will be sore tomorrow, and I feel my own balls pull upward tightly, prepared to rocket my seed deep into her body.


  I release my grip on her neck and bring that hand to her other hip. Angling both of my thumbs inward, I spread her ass cheeks apart, just so I can get a better look at the way my cock, which is wet with her desire, speeds in and out of her with frantic need.


  My own climax starts boiling, and a warm flush spreads across my skin. My head spins as I slam into her again and again, until finally I’m firing off into her. My entire body falls onto her back, pushing her flat to the floor as I start to come. I have no control over myself. Even as wave after wave of pleasure courses through me, my hips continue to pump at her backside, my cock only able to make shallow purchase but still moving within her until I’m absolutely and completely milked dry.


  Even after I’m empty, tiny spasms continue to run up and down my spine, in what must be the longest, hardest orgasm I’ve ever had in my entire life.


  I never knew.


  Never knew it could be this way.


  Never knew that losing control could be so fucking satisfying.


  


  Chapter 10


  Moira


  “Please don’t stop,” I beg Zach, my hands gripped tightly in his hair as his tongue laps furiously between my legs.


  He raises his head slightly and stares at me hard. “About time you came to your senses.”


  I giggle… the sound escaping before I give it thought, and he grins at me with shiny, wet lips. Then I push his face back down to my pussy, so he can start feasting again.


  Not five minutes ago, my cries had all been, “Stop, stop”.


  I was completely overwhelmed that Zach wanted to go down on me just minutes after he had ejaculated inside of me. He had rolled off my body, lying on his back beside me on the carpet. I turned my head to look at him, saw the flushed satisfaction on his face as he stared at the ceiling, even as his chest still heaved with exertion.


  He turned his head to the side and stared at me, and my heart flipped over as I saw desire still there, but also a small flame of tenderness. He moved lightning fast, surprising me since he looked beyond wrecked after that frantic fucking he just unleashed on me.


  Grabbing me by the shoulders, he flipped me onto my back and pulled my underwear free of my body. Before I could even utter a protest, he spread my legs wide and moved in between them. Staring at my pussy, he said, “I need you on my tongue again.”


  “Wait—” I tried to tell him as he started to lower his face.


  “No,” was all he said, and then he ran his tongue straight up my middle, capturing my own wetness along with his semen that I could feel trickling out.


  My hands came to his head and tried to push him away. “Zach… stop. Let me take a shower.”


  He lifted his mouth just long enough to say, “No,” and then he dove back down again.


  I was so thoroughly shocked, mortified, and completely titillated that he didn’t mind lapping up our mixed essences. But then again, Zach has no real concept of our culture’s sexual boundaries.


  Not that this was necessarily a boundary. It’s just that I never would have imagined a man wanting to do that, but Zach is a man that makes his own rules.


  I’ve never had a man come inside of me without a condom before. But I never gave it a moment’s hesitation when I was at that moment just before Zach slammed his way inside of me. He’d had a complete health screening while we were still in Brasilia, and even though I figured there were no sexually transmitted diseases within his tribe, the added assurance from the doctor made fucking without condoms an absolute must-try in my opinion.


  Even now… I can’t muster up enough energy within me to care that I’ve broken my own code of morals when it came to submitting to Zach. The minute he pinned me to the ground, I knew I had no fight left. I didn’t care about anything other than feeling him inside of me, knowing that I could potentially be throwing away my career.


  It just didn’t matter.


  Having Zach was too consuming of a need for me to try to battle against it.


  Oh, the things the man can do with his tongue. He’s a fast learner, but he has his own style. I’ve never had a man’s mouth so dedicated to that sensitive place between my thighs.


  Zach is almost like an animal… and I’d like to imagine him as a powerful, sleek jaguar that sees me as his sexual prey. His tongue laps, flutters, flicks, and plunges. When he groans in pleasure, it vibrates against my flesh. He absolutely gorges himself on me. He doesn’t leave any part of my pussy neglected and as I rake my fingers into his scalp, my cries turn from “stop” to “more”.


  He gives me more, wrapping his lips around my clit and sucking at me hard. My hips shoot off the ground and gyrate against his face.


  “Fuck yeah,” he groans as he lifts his mouth briefly, only to bring it down again hard as if he’s starving.


  I’d like to tell you it goes on forever, but I’m so freakin’ turned on by how much Zach craves doing this to me, that another orgasms rumbles through me, breaking loose just as quickly as it starts. I jerk at his hair even as I pump my hips upward against his mouth, and even when I crash back down to earth, he keeps licking at me.


  “Enough,” I moan and push at him.


  He looks up at me with a lazy smile, and then rests his chin on my pubic bone. His hands softly stroke my stomach. “I’m not done with you yet.”


  Cocking an eyebrow at him, I ask, “Oh, yeah… what else did you have in mind?”


  Pushing up from his supine position, he sits back on his haunches. “I’m fucking hard as a rock again.”


  Sure enough, his massive cock sticks up from his pelvis, and I swallow hard. I can’t believe that thing fit inside of me. It was one thing to have Zach drilling me from behind, but seeing it just inches away is another thing all together. Even though I just had a supremely amazing orgasm, I can feel my insides flood with more wetness.


  Raising one of my legs, I straighten it out and run it along his denim-covered thigh. “Well, we could try it with me on my back, you on top… it’s called the missionary position.”


  Zach actually grimaces but places both of his hands behind my knees, raising my legs up and spreading them outward. “Let’s call it something else. Missionary makes me think of my parents, and that’s the last thing I want to be thinking about when I’m fucking you.”


  Rising up on his knees, he leans forward, pushing my knees back further toward my chest, spreading me more. He briefly releases one of my legs, only to grab his shaft so he can bring it to my entrance. When he pushes that massive head into me, he lets his hold go and secures that hand back under my knee.


  His gaze stays pinned down on his cock and, with a steady push of his hips, he sinks in to me deeply.


  “Oh, that feels good,” I breathe out.


  “Feels unbelievable,” Zach groans.


  He raises his eyes to me. When our gazes connect, he starts moving his hips. Slowly, pulling all the way out, inch after glorious inch, only to push back in with exquisite deliberation. He leans his body over me to get a better angle, which pushes my knees back until my thighs are resting against my stomach and breasts. I’m almost doubled in half, making breathing somewhat difficult, but it’s worth it because Zach is hitting me so deeply this way.


  Zach stares at me closely, almost as if he’s studying my face. While the temptation to close my eyes is great, because I just want to immerse myself in the feeling of him, I’m carried away back to the time where he stared at me across the village fire when he first fucked Tukaba in front of me. I feel that connection again, except this time there’s no angry challenge in an attempt to scare me away. No, his challenge is all in daring me to keep pace with him… to get swept away in these amazing feelings that our bodies are creating.


  Grabbing one of my hands, Zach takes it and shoves it in between our bodies. “Touch yourself,” he demands.


  Rather than submitting, I reach down, wrapping my finger and thumb half-way around the base of his huge cock while he tunnels in out and out me. I give him a squeeze, and he sucks in a harsh breath.


  His stare becomes hard, even when I squeeze him again. “I said… touch yourself, Moira. Do it now.”


  I just squeeze him again, close my eyes, and moan in pleasure.


  Zach pulls out of me all the way, causing my hand to fall to the side. The sudden loss of his girth leaves me starkly empty. My eyes fly open, and I find him staring down at me with his lips in a flat line.


  “Don’t deny me when I tell you to do something,” he growls.


  Anger, sexual frustration, and womanly pride all war within my brain in an effort to assert themselves. Anger wins out.


  “You don’t own me,” I tell Zach.


  “At this very moment, I own every piece of your body,” he tells me while squeezing my legs that are still trapped in his massive hands. “If you want me to continue to fuck you, then you’ll do what I tell you.”


  Zach pushes his hips forward minutely, bringing the head of his cock back to my entrance. I hold my breath in anticipation, but he doesn’t move further. I squirm just a bit in a vain attempt to inflame him further. He just stares at me.


  “You know what you need to do if you want my cock, Moira.”


  Blowing out a breath in frustration, I engage in a staring war with him. He pushes in just a fraction of an inch, but pulls back the same amount, causing my flesh to quiver in violent need and my blood to pound.


  He waits me out and, finally, I can’t stand it anymore.


  “Fine,” I snap, my hand diving in between my legs so my fingers can find my clit. At the first touch, my hips jerk upward, even as Zach rewards my submission and slams into me.


  “Good girl,” he grunts as he fills me completely, and then he lets loose.


  My fingers rub against my clit, causing another orgasm to start to spark almost immediately because the feeling of his thick cock inside of me, tunneling just under where I push at my clit, overwhelms my senses. In an act of utter defiance though, every few strokes I scissor my index and middle finger apart, pushing them to either side of his cock, creating additional friction against his shaft as it thrusts in and out of me.


  The first time I do it, he bares his teeth and hisses at me, but he never stops his movements. That’s because he is as lost to the haze of lust and carnality that I am suffering under at the same time.


  His hips pound against me, his cock going in so fucking deep. My fingers work myself furiously and both of our breathing is so harsh and labored, I’m afraid one of us might succumb to a heart attack.


  “I’m close, Zach,” I breathe out, pressing down harder on my clit.


  “To coming?” he rasps out, slamming into me brutally hard.


  “Yes. You?”


  “Just a minute,” he says, and then pulls my legs up onto his shoulders, leaning more of his weight onto me. He slams his hands onto the carpet by my ribs, and then unleashes holy hell on my body.


  Zach starts driving into me so hard that I swear I feel my spine embedding into the floor, yet the pleasure that he’s creating inside of me is so beautifully fulfilling that I want to scream at him to go harder.


  Grunts, moans, and wet, slapping flesh. His balls hitting my backside and my fingers working at my own slickness.


  It’s insane, crazy, wild, and uninhibited fucking.


  It’s spectacular, and I can’t hold back anymore. “I’m going to come, Zach.”


  He grunts deeply and, impossibly, he goes just a little bit faster, chasing after his own release.


  Slamming into me one last time, Zach goes utterly still and throws his head back, causing his long, dark hair to spill down his back. “I’m fucking coming,” he groans as every muscle from his neck downward tightens.


  The utter and divine pleasure painted across his face is my undoing, and I fracture right along with him. My hands fly upward and grip onto his biceps, my nails biting down into his flesh, and my entire body stiffens rigidly for a brief moment, then releases into an epically massive orgasm that tears through my body almost painfully.
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  It occurs to me that Zach just made me orgasm three times in less than an hour, and yet, we’ve never even kissed. Hell, we never even got fully naked—the biggest concession he was willing to give was in pulling my underwear free of my body. Zach has eaten me out twice, producing massive, rolling orgasms, and yet I’ve never felt those full lips upon my mouth.


  This is just weird… the way our sexual relationship has progressed, but then I realize that I moved forward on his terms, not on my own, which are rooted in a culture that typically starts the foreplay at a kiss. Zach’s foreplay starts with a solid grip to the back of the neck.


  Fascinating stuff, yet ultimately wasted knowledge from a scientific perspective, because I could never publish this research.


  After Zach came down off his orgasmic high, he pulled out of my body slowly and stared at me a moment. Reaching a hand out, he rubbed his fingers lightly over my lower stomach, and then said, “I’m going to go take a shower.”


  He stood up without another word and walked down the hallway to the guest bathroom, shutting the door quietly behind him.


  I roll over and pull my knees up underneath me, pushing my way off the floor. I groan from the stiffness in my neck and hips, testament to the not-so-gentle pummeling Zach just gave my body. I bend over and grab my panties, then head into my own bathroom as his semen trickles down my legs.


  Another keen difference in our cultures. I observed the way Zach had fucked Tukaba. It was impersonal… devoid of emotion and feeling. It was a convenient way for him to seek release, all while flexing his superior man muscles in front of his tribe mates. When he was finished with her, he pulled out of her and walked away, leaving her lying prostrate in the dirt below him. Given that cold barrier that seems to exist between Caraican women and men, it’s no wonder that Zach just pulled out of me and walked away. I can’t imagine a man like him being into after-sex cuddling.


  And that makes me sad. Because while every bit of the dominance that Zach has asserted over me pushes all of my buttons in just the right way, as a woman… as a modern woman who embraces the emotional side to the act of sex… a warm embrace of care and tenderness is something that I’m keenly missing right now.


  Turning on the shower, I wait until the water gets hot and step under the spray, wetting my hair thoroughly. I go through the motions of shampooing and conditioning my hair, then give myself a thorough scrubbing with some gardenia-scented body wash and a loofah sponge.


  There was a time that Zach looked at me a bit ago, and I swear I thought I saw something in his gaze that looked like fondness. It was such a contradiction to the arrogant face he normally shows me, and it gave me hope that maybe this was more than just a one-time only thing.


  And it was more than once—three times by my count.


  But the way that Zach just abruptly stood up and walked away? So cold… so uncaring of the intimacy we had just shared. Now I’m not so sure what he feels, and unease courses through me.


  I hastily soap down the rest of my body, wincing slightly at the tenderness between my legs, but then shuddering in remembrance of Zach’s time well spent there.


  With a confused sigh, I rinse off and step out of the shower. I give my teeth a good brushing and quickly dry my hair to where it’s only slightly damp. Back in my bedroom, I put on a cotton cami top and a pair of loose pajama pants and crawl into bed.


  As I start to get drowsy, I remember just before we left the Caraican village, as Zach made his goodbyes. He had done nothing but glare at me every time we made eye contact. Yet, there was a world of warmth in his eyes as he grasped each of the men’s arms, and then finally wrapped Paraila in an embrace. He tucked the old man’s face into his chest and hugged him tight. Tears sprang to my eyes, as I knew how very bittersweet that moment was for Paraila.


  Then Zach ruffled all the kids’ hair, bending down to accept a necklace from one little girl. He smiled at the women, his eyes lingering on Tukaba for a moment longer, then turned and walked away.


  So, I know that Zach has depth of emotion. He showed it to me when he was walking away from all that was dear to his heart. I saw pain and love on his face. I recognized it in the way he held Paraila.


  Zach has plenty of feeling; it’s just apparently not something he has for me at this moment. I think at this point… it’s safe to say that maybe my body was nothing more than a vessel by which he could release himself into.


  That shouldn’t bother me… not really.


  But damn it all to hell… it does.


  


  Chapter 11


  Zach


  Stepping out of the barbershop, I run my fingers through my newly shorn hair. I did it on a spur of the moment whim, having left the library about a half hour ago and not in any hurry to get back to Moira’s house. It was a nice day outside, and I was feeling the need to distance myself from that flame-haired temptress.


  Last night…


  No words to describe it. There aren’t enough words in Portuguese or English to describe how unbelievably wrecked I was when I came inside of Moira that first time. I felt something release inside of me. And not just an orgasm that rocketed through me with a force I’ve never felt before. I felt something give way inside of me… an almost breaking apart of my soul.


  It scared the fuck out of me, and I immediately searched outward with blind fingers for something to grab ahold of. I thought briefly of the rainforest and of Paraila’s kind eyes. I tried to remember the thrill of the hunt, and of the camaraderie I shared with the other Caraicans. I wracked my mind trying to remember some level of comfort that those memories would normally provide for me, and I came up absolutely empty.


  Then I turned my head to the side and looked at Moira lying beside me on the carpet. Her eyes were still on a low simmer of desire, and complete satisfaction was etched across her beautiful face. And that fractured feeling inside of me started to subside, only to be replaced by a burning need to touch her again.


  With my tongue.


  There was no real thought involved and, within the time it takes for a serpent to strike, my face was between her legs and I tasted her… I tasted me… and I was lost in euphoria again.


  Our second coupling was just as frenzied, but it was more intimate… more personal than before. Being able to watch her face and the myriad of emotions that crossed it every time I sunk into her was beyond dazzling. I felt my control slipping again and scrabbled to maintain it, ordering her to touch herself and then torturing myself when I pulled out of her. But she finally capitulated to me, and I was able to fuck her to another divine conclusion.


  After… I didn’t know what to do. There was a yearning inside of me to touch her… possibly pull her into my arms, yet I didn’t know if that was appropriate. So many things I still don’t know. So many things yet to learn. While all of my instincts as to what I should do to her body seem absolutely natural, I have not a clue how to deal with Moira when the glow of glorious sex fades away.


  Instead, I walked away from her like I would have walked away from Tukaba. Yet, that didn’t feel right because I never would have done those things to Tukaba. Don’t want to do those things with Tukaba.


  Only with Moira.


  What I can’t figure out is if I’m falling prey to a new culture, or I’m just falling prey to Moira. Neither option seems satisfactory to me.


  So when I woke up this morning, I got dressed, grabbed the money that Moira had given me, and left the house. Moira’s bedroom door was still closed, but I didn’t bother to leave her a note. She had told me I was free to come and go as I please, and besides… I didn’t know what to say to her.


  My first stop was a little coffee shop that sat a few blocks down from the library. I went in and was immediately overwhelmed by the choices that were available. Mochas, lattes, cappuccinos. I had no clue what any of it meant, so I ordered just a cup of black coffee and paid for my purchase. I sat outside for a while at a small table with an umbrella to shade me, watching the people walking by. I paid careful attention to the women, comparing each of them to Moira. Trying to figure out what was it about her that set her apart… that made her so intriguing to all of my senses.


  I didn’t come up with a single answer.


  Finally, I finished my coffee and went to the library. I just wandered aimlessly around the stacks of books, taking one off the shelf every now and then to read the back cover. Nothing was appealing to me, so I left.


  That’s when I saw the barbershop across the street and, after a break in traffic, trotted over to it.


  Peering in the window, I watched a man getting a haircut. I absently fingered my own long hair, thinking of the pride that came with wearing this Caraican hairstyle. What would it mean if I were to cut it all off? Would I be turning my back on my heritage? Except… that wasn’t my heritage. Not truly. At my basic roots, I was an American man. Yet, I’d seen plenty of men since coming to the States with a variety of hairstyles. Some long, some short, some in between. There was nothing about a man’s hair that seemed to identify his nature. It was just… hair.


  Maybe it was just hair in Caraica, too.


  I sat there for several minutes, trying to decide what to do. Ultimately, I thought of Paraila and something he taught me when I was a young boy when one of our tribe’s elders had died.


  As is custom, the body was painted with symbols telling of his journey through life. A crown of bamboo leaves was placed upon his head, and a wild orchid was nestled in his hands. He was laid upon a funeral pyre, and then his body was burned until there was nothing left but his bones.


  When the embers had cooled to the touch, the women would sift through the ashes and collect the burned bones. They were then crushed with a mortar and pestle to a fine dust. Banana milk was added, and the funeral ritual was completed by every person in the tribe taking a drink until nothing was left.


  “Why are we drinking Capa’s bones?” I asked Paraila when the gourd was passed to me.


  Placing his hand gently on my shoulders, he said, “You know that life is created when a man and a woman lay together, right, Cor’dairo?”


  I nodded my head that I understood that. It was one of the first things that Paraila ever taught me… after I first saw a man coupling with a woman.


  “Well, we are doing nothing more than returning Capa to life. We ingest his bones and make him part of us. Then, when new life is created, part of Capa will be reborn, and his spirit will live on within the tribe. To us, life is never ending. You will always come back in some way or another. Everything comes back in the end.”


  As I watched the barber inside take a brush and clean off the man’s neck, I thought about Paraila’s teachings. Everything always comes back in the end.


  I didn’t hesitate a second longer. Walking in, I asked how much for a haircut, and then had the barber take it off.


  When he turned me around in the chair and I saw myself in the mirror, I waited for sadness to hit me that my hair was gone… because it was one of the things that identified me as a Caraican. But it didn’t. I just stared with interest, noting how short it was on the sides, but he left it a bit longer on top. My hair was actually a bit wavy and, without the weight of the long locks pulling it down, it flipped at the ends in about a dozen different ways. I looked younger, or so I thought, and I was generally pleased.


  Standing outside the barbershop, I look down the street left and right, trying to decide what to do. No doubt, Moira would be up by now, but I still wasn’t ready to face her. I had no clue where we stood, and I wasn’t ready to find out just yet.


  So I head in the opposite direction, and just start walking.


  I need more time to think.
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  I’m so fucking lost.


  How in the hell did that happen?


  I’ve been navigating my way through the Amazon for most of my life, hacking away new paths with my machete and exploring unseen areas. I always found my way back.


  But after walking around the suburbs of Evanston, Illinois, fuck if I have a clue as to where I am.


  Turning down a new street, I hope for some familiarity, but find nothing but new sights and sounds. I walk for another few blocks until I emerge on another street that has some businesses. A small diner, an antique shop—no clue what that means, and a locksmith. No clue what that means either.


  Just down the street in a small parking lot, I see two police cars parked beside each other, facing in opposite directions. Knowing what those are, I head toward them. I have a sudden and distinct memory of a police officer coming to my school when I was little. I don’t quite remember why he was there, but he talked to our class, and I remember him being in a position of authority and security. I figured they were my best bet to figure out how to get back to Moira’s.


  When I approach the cars, I see their windows are down, and the cops are talking to each other. Their gazes lift toward me, and one of the officers gives me a small smile. “Can I help you?”


  Scratching my head, because this is awkward and embarrassing, I tell him, “Yeah… I’m sort of lost and can’t find my way back to my friend’s house.”


  The officer arches his eyebrow at me. “New to the area?”


  “You could say that,” I tell him.


  “What’s the address and I’ll get you pointed in the right direction?”


  Address? Fuck.


  “Um… honestly, I don’t know. It’s a white house with black shutters.”


  I can see immediate distrust wash over the cop’s face, and he opens his car door to step out. “You don’t know the address?” he asks skeptically. “And you say this is a friend’s house?”


  I put on my friendliest smile. “Okay, I know this sounds weird… but, um… I’ve actually been living in Brazil for the past eighteen years and the woman I’m staying with was hired to bring me back here to the United States and help me adjust to this culture. I’ve been staying at her house.”


  Apparently, that didn’t go over any better because I see the cop’s distrust magnify. The other officer now steps out of his car and gently shuts the door to face me. I expect at any moment for them to pull their guns or something, which makes me feel twitchy. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea, so I take a step backward.


  “You needed help to acclimate to what? Your English seems pretty good to me,” the cop says.


  Taking a deep breath, I let it out and lay it on the line. “I actually lived in the Amazon… with an indigenous tribe. This is my first time back in the modern world. The woman is an anthropologist at Northwestern, and she was hired by my godfather to ‘rescue’ me and bring me home.”


  Now both of the cop’s eyebrows raise high with surprise. One of them says, “Are you fucking with us?”


  “No, sir. I’m not keen on you shooting me,” I tell him with a grin.


  The other officer starts laughing and gets back in his car. “I’ll pull up her address, Carter, and give him a ride over there.”


  The cop, whose name I now know to be Carter, nods and gets back in his own car. “Go ahead and get in his backseat. He’ll take you over there.”


  With relief, I thank him and get in the other cop’s vehicle. When I close the door, he says, “I’m Officer Stevens. What’s your name, buddy?”


  “Zacharias Easton,” I tell him.


  “And your friend’s name?”


  “Moira Reed,” I supply and then add on, “I really appreciate it. I can’t believe I got lost.”


  “Can happen to the best of us,” he says while he types away on a small computer mounted to his dashboard. “So you really lived in the Amazon for eighteen years?”


  “Yeah. My parents were missionaries there, and they died when I was eight. The tribe adopted me. I had no clue there was someone here in the States looking for me. Don’t remember a whole lot about my time here.”


  “Fucking incredible,” he says thoughtfully. “Okay, I got it. Moira Reed… she’s over on Kopoula Street.”


  “That’s it,” I say with recognition.


  “Okay,” he says as he starts the car. “Put your seatbelt on, and I’ll have you home in a jif.”
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  When we pull up into Moira’s driveway, utter relief courses through me. It’s a shitty feeling being lost and out of control. I try to open the car door, but it’s locked.


  “Hold on,” Officer Stevens says. “I’ll have to open it from the outside.”


  He exits the car as I take off my seatbelt and, when the door opens, I step out onto the concrete driveway. “Thank you. I really appreciate it.”


  “No worries,” he says with a smile. “But I’m just going to go up to the door with you.”


  Ahhh. I get it. He wants to make sure that Moira really does know me, and that I’m not some lunatic trying to murder her. Very impressive.


  Just before we hit the front porch step, the door flies open, and Moira comes running out. She looks stunning, her flamed hair pulled up in a high ponytail. She’s wearing a butter yellow sundress with white flowers around the hem. “Oh, thank God, Zach. I’ve been worried sick about you.”


  Her eyes flick back and forth between the cop and me, but when they rest back on me, she says in surprise, “You cut your hair.”


  My fingers rise up and sift through the short locks. “Yeah… I guess so.”


  She smiles at me briefly and says, “I like it.”


  Turning to the police officer, she says, “Is everything alright?”


  “Everything’s fine, ma’am,” he assures her. “He just got a little lost and couldn’t remember how to get back here. I assume you know this man.”


  “Yes, he’s staying with me while visiting from Brazil.”


  “He told me the story. That’s pretty amazing,” he says kindly. “Well, I need to get back out there. You two take care.”


  We both say goodbye, standing on the porch and watching as the officer pulls out of her driveway. When he’s gone from sight, I turn around and look at Moira. “I’m sorry you were worried. I just went walking and don’t understand how I got so lost.”


  Before I know what’s happening, Moira launches herself at me, slamming her body into mine. Her head rests on my chest, and her arms wrap around my waist. Squeezing tight, she says, “I was going out of my mind with worry. I had no clue what happened to you.”


  My arms come up and tentatively wrap around her. The way she’s so boldly touching me now confuses me. It’s not a sexual touch, but rather a warm embrace of relief. It’s nice to have been missed.


  “That’s it,” she says as she releases me and pulls back. “We’re going out right now and buying you a cell phone so you can call me if something like that happens again.”


  “Sounds good,” I tell her with a grin. “I know there won’t be a cop on every street corner to rescue me every time.”


  Moira turns away and heads back into the house. I follow her in, noting that her shoulders still look tight, so I know something else is bothering her. She walks into the kitchen and picks up her coffee cup that was on the table. I watch as she pours the contents into the sink and then rinses the cup.


  I silently walk closer to her and, when she turns around, I don’t hesitate for a second. My hands go to her face, and I pull her in closer to me. Her eyes go wide, and her mouth opens slightly.


  Perfect.


  I lower my face and touch my mouth to hers.


  Our very first kiss.


  My very first kiss with a woman.


  Moira sighs at the light touch, and instinct takes over. I slip my tongue in between her lips… past her teeth and, when it touches hers, a breath of pleasure releases from my mouth into hers. My lips move against hers, our tongues twining. She tastes like coffee and sugar. Unbelievable how soft her lips are.


  Wrapping her hands around my neck, Moira pulls me down a little closer, and our mouths move just a little harder against one another. My blood quickens as my hands move from her face to her hips to pull her body into mine. My cock starts to harden, and I understand now… how a soft and sweet kiss can turn bolder, becoming so sensuous that sex would be the next logical step.


  Yes… sex is definitely next on the list. That wasn’t my original thought when I first kissed her, but it’s certainly my thought now.


  My only thought as a matter of fact.


  Dropping my hands, I swiftly put one hand under the hem of her skirt and run my fingers up the inside of her leg. Moira gasps into my mouth and her hips flex forward, seeking my touch. I slip one finger under the edge of her panties at the crease of her leg, and take a swipe at her pussy. Warm and moist… fucking perfect.


  I sink my finger into her, and Moira bucks against me. Her mouth pulls from mine slightly and she bites my lip, causing me to jerk away. I look at her with surprise, and her eyes challenge me to continue the kiss.


  Fuck yeah, I can take a little biting. As my finger pumps in and out of her, I crash my lips back to hers and kiss her with savage need.


  Moira’s hands go to the button on my shorts and she works at it frantically, practically ripping the zipper as she slams it down. Her soft, warm hands reach in to take my cock and oh, fuck… that feels like heaven.


  I’ve never had a woman’s hand on my cock before. So fucking good.


  She strokes and squeezes me, causing my finger to thrust harder into her hot flesh, while my head spins with dizziness. I feel like I’m going to break apart in just a few more short strokes of her hand so I rip away from her, my chest heaving with the exertion of trying to maintain some level of control.


  Moira stands there, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glazed, and her breathing just as heavy as mine is.


  I look down at my hands, and they’re shaking.


  Fucking shaking.


  “Zach?” Moira says softly.


  My eyes rise to hers slowly.


  “I want to do something to you,” she whispers. “I want to take you in my mouth.”


  Oh, fuck.


  A seismic shudder runs through my body at the thought. Yes, yes, yes. I want that very much. Having her mouth wrapped around my cock, just like I saw that woman in the video I watched. The imagery of Moira doing that to me is almost too much to bear. I’m not sure I could keep control. I’m fairly certain she would break me.


  “No,” I tell her. “Not yet.”


  “What?” she asks stunned. “But I want—”


  “Turn around,” I order her. “Bend over the kitchen table.”


  “Zach?” she asks uncertainly.


  “Just do it,” I order her. “I want to fuck you from behind.”


  Because it’s too intimate to stare at her face. I just can’t handle the feelings that will invoke.


  Disappointment fills her eyes and, for a brief second, I reconsider. But I can’t let her have the control. It’s the only thing left of my true nature, and if she takes that, then she takes everything from me.


  Moira inhales deeply through her nose and lets it out softly through her mouth, before turning away from me. But she doesn’t walk to the table, instead striding right past me to her purse on the table by the door. She grabs it and opens the door.


  “I’m going out to buy you a cell phone. I’ll be back in a little bit.”


  She doesn’t even look at me again as she walks out the door and shuts it behind her.


  


  Chapter 12


  Moira


  I’ve avoided talking to Zach for three days now. It’s not been hard, since he’s not talking to me. I’ve offered to take him places but he’s declined, stating that he had some books he wanted to read. He’s sequestered himself in his room and comes out at meal times, eating silently and acknowledging any questions I might have with short, one-word answers.


  I know I shocked him when I wouldn’t do as he demanded the other day. God, I wanted so badly for him to fuck me from behind like he ordered, but something inside of me refused to bend. Zach is shying away from the intimacy involved in sex, trying to hold on tight to his control. I have a feeling that losing his discipline may be too much for Zach to bear at this moment, and I don’t want him to do something he’s not comfortable with.


  Yet, I can’t be the one that bends to his every whim either. I’m not built that way. Not for the long term anyway.


  I’ll never regret for a moment giving in to him that first time. Letting him pin me to the floor in a glorious display of superior dominion. It’s something I had been naughtily dreaming of since the day I first laid eyes on him. I know Zach’s inherent nature is to dominate, to force submission, and even the second time we had sex, he had to assert his will on me.


  Once the dam was broken within me, I knew there was no going back. I couldn’t undo what we had done, and I don’t want to. I also want to do it again, and again, and again with him. But I have an inherent nature too, and I desire having a two-way street when it comes to my sexuality. I like to give, and I want him to receive, but Zach has to want that too. And unfortunately, it doesn’t seem like he wants that at all.


  I’m also a woman—let’s not forget that. And it about killed me when Zach walked away from me the other night, even as I still had sparkles of pleasure coursing through me. Any fantasies of Zach pulling me in his arms and stroking my hair with tenderness were quashed right there.


  So I’m not sure where that leaves us. My feelings are tied up, but I also have to keep my eye on the prize. And that’s making sure Zach has a healthy adjustment here in this new world he’s facing. I can’t do that if we’re both tied up in knots over the uncertainty of where we stand with each other. The only problem is, I don’t know how to approach any of this with Zach, so I’ve kept my silence and bided my time.


  Unfortunately, time is up. Randall Cannon is eager for us to visit him in Atlanta, and I can’t put him off any longer.


  Walking back to Zach’s room, I knock softly on the door. “Zach?”


  I can hear the creak of the bed and then footsteps. He opens the door, just a few inches, and peers out at me.


  “You got a minute to talk?”


  “Sure,” he says, following me out into the living room. He’s wearing a pair of olive green cargo shorts and nothing else. They ride low on his lean hips, and I wonder if there will ever be a time that I can look at him without my mouth going dry.


  I sit down on the couch and he takes the seat at the other end, angling his body toward me while flipping his arm over the back cushion casually.


  “Randall called this morning. He’s anxious for us to come out so you can meet. I’d like to book us a flight out of here tomorrow.”


  I expect a fight out of Zach because he has been vocal all along about his distaste of Randall Cannon. While I think he’s forgiven me for my role in our transgressions against him, he’s still harboring a world of bitter feelings against his godfather.


  “How long will we be staying there?”


  I shrug my shoulders. “I’m not sure. Maybe just a few days. I know he’s eager to get to know you.”


  “Yet I don’t want to get to know him,” he says.


  “I know,” I say with a frustrated sigh. “So, let’s plan on two days, and then we can come back if you want.”


  “Fine,” Zach says and starts to stand from the couch.


  “Wait a minute,” I say desperately because I can’t stand the cold shoulder I’ve been getting. I miss the easy humor that had started appearing within Zach not long ago, and I miss his innocent curiosity about things. I miss just talking to him, and I’m dying for something here. “Are you mad at me… because I wouldn’t do as you asked the other day?”


  Zach flops back down on the cushion and scrubs his hands through his hair. He turns to look at me, “No, I’m not mad. Frustrated, but not mad.”


  “I’m sorry,” I tell him honestly. “I’m not being contrary. I just… I’m built differently from the women you’re used to, and I just can’t submit to your demands all the time.”


  “I know, Moira,” Zach says quietly… a bit sadly. “I think that was just a good reminder that I don’t belong in this place. The way you are… so confident and sure of yourself. You want certain things, and you know what’s best for you. You don’t need a man… not really. It’s hard for me to accept.”


  My heart sinks over his words because I recognize the finality in his tone. I want to argue and rage against what he’s saying. I want to tell him to try something new, to give it a chance. But I can’t go there. It would be me arguing for something that I want personally, not what is best for Zach. I’m not here to change him, only to help him understand things. It sounds to me that he understands the way of things well enough though, and that means I need to leave it alone.


  “Look,” Zach says, standing from the couch again. “I’m going to go get packed up. Just let me know when we’re leaving, and I’ll be ready.”


  “Okay,” I murmur, feeling the desperate need to latch onto further conversation, but realizing in my heart, there isn’t anything more to say.
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  The plane trip to Atlanta is uneventful and after a twenty-minute cab ride, we are finally pulling into an immensely long driveway bordered by stately oak trees. It winds along for a good quarter mile, and then we round a bend, revealing a massive Tudor-style mansion. It sprawls on forever with steeply pitched roofs, half-timbered panels inlaid with herringbone brickwork, a sprawling porch that could hold about a hundred people, and tall, mullioned windows that reflect the early afternoon sun.


  The cabbie pulls up in a large, circular driveway, and the front door immediately opens as we get out of the car. I see Randall walking down the front steps, looking fit in a pair of pressed khaki shorts, a white polo shirt, and brown loafers. He’s followed by a man in about his forties, wearing a pair of black slacks and a white dress shirt.


  “Sam… get their bags and bring them up to their rooms,” Randall says to the man, who doesn’t cut us a glance but does as he’s told.


  “There you are,” Randall says in welcome, and I can feel Zach tense up beside me. Randall’s eyes drink in every bit of Zach, starting from his head and working down. When his eyes come back up, I can tell he’s a bit taken aback at the icy look on Zach’s face. Randall turns to me, and says, “It’s lovely to see you again, Moira.”


  I shake his hand and turn to Zach. “Randall… this is Zach Easton.”


  Randall beams and holds his hand out to Zach, who reluctantly but politely takes it. “Of course, this is Zach. He looks just like he did when he was a little boy. Welcome, Zach. Welcome to my home, and I want you to feel like this is your own home.”


  Zach grimaces and doesn’t say a word. Randall releases his hand, and the silence gets a little awkward.


  “Yes… well, come in. I’m sure you’re tired from your travels. I’ll have Sam show you to your rooms, and we’ll plan on doing dinner around seven tonight. Zach… I have a lot of pictures of your parents I’d love to show you, and of course, I want to get to know you all over again.”


  Zach still doesn’t respond, so I jump in. “That sounds like a great plan, Randall. I’m sure we could use a bit of a rest before dinner, right Zach?”


  “Sure,” is all he says, and we follow Randall into the house.


  We step into a marbled foyer with twin, curving staircases that lead up to the second floor. The walls are paneled in a rich mahogany and studded with expensive-looking oil paintings. A large, round table sits in the middle of the foyer with a fresh flower arrangement of stargazer lilies that has to stretch upward at least four feet and fills the air with their heavy perfume.


  “Sam… could you show Zach to his room? I’d like a word with Moira for a moment.”


  Reaching out, I touch Zach lightly on his elbow. “I’ll stop in to see you in a little bit, okay?”


  He nods and follows Sam up the staircase.


  “Let’s go into the library,” Randall says, and I follow him into a room off the foyer that takes my breath away. Three stories tall, the library is stacked floor to ceiling with shelves of books in the same dark mahogany wood. Each floor has a balcony that lines each wall, and a massive spiral staircase winds upward to allow you to climb up the stacks of books. The furniture is leather, deeply cushioned, and a deep blue color. A large fireplace takes up one wall, but it’s empty, given that we are in the middle of summer in the south. An ornately carved, wooden desk that is curved into almost a horseshoe design is at one end of the room, with a single laptop sitting on top of it.


  The room reeks of elegance, but it’s also cozy, as I would expect a library to be. It totally fits the man, and I remember back to the first time I met Randall Cannon in his office in downtown Atlanta.


  “Dr. Reed… Mr. Cannon will see you now,” I heard from the receptionist and looked up to see her smiling at me.


  I stood from the plush leather chair I was sitting in and followed her down a wide hallway decorated with sumptuous carpeting, fabric-covered walls, and artwork that looked like it would belong in The Met.


  Hastily wiping my hands against the wool fabric of my slacks, I took a deep breath.


  This meeting was huge.


  It could change the course of my career, and I was willing to do whatever it took to make this deal go through.


  Opening a large, wooden door, the receptionist pushed it open and motioned me in. I briefly took in the dark green carpeting with a woven, gold border around the edges where dark hardwood flooring peeked out. A huge and ornately carved wooden desk sat in the middle of the room with a large, burgundy leather chair studded with brass buttons. The skyline of Atlanta, Georgia rose up on the other side of the window with clear, blue skies and fluffy clouds all around.


  “Doctor Reed.” I heard a gruff voice, and I turned to see a short man with snowy-white hair approaching me. He was dressed in an expensively tailored black suit with a pale blue tie that I bet cost more than my entire outfit.


  He held his hand out to me, and I shook it. “Randall Cannon,” he said while we clasp hands. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”


  “The pleasure is all mine, Mr. Cannon,” I told him sincerely. And it was… truly all mine, because when this man contacted me three weeks ago, it was to offer me the chance of a lifetime.


  “Please… call me Randall. And come… come… sit down.”


  Still grasping my hand, he escorted me to a low, black leather couch and motioned for me to sit. He took his own seat in a chair opposite of me, with a mahogany coffee table separating us. There was a full tea service laid out.


  “Would you like some tea? Coffee? Water?” he asked.


  “No, thank you.” I was far too nervous.


  He bent forward in his chair, and I watched as he poured himself a cup of tea with swift efficiency. As he was adding a cube of sugar, he said, “I’ve been eager to meet you and discuss this project I have.”


  I’d been eager too. Those last three weeks while I was finishing up teaching a class at Northwestern University had been brutal. While I loved the academic environment and was thrilled to have an associate professor teaching post, I felt like my brain had been stagnating. I wanted to learn something new… I wanted to be involved in something that was cutting edge.


  So, when Randall Cannon contacted me about an anthropological project he thought I might be interested in, I was more than eager to hear what he had to say. Of course, it could be nothing I was interested in, but it was definitely worth the plane trip here—at his expense, of course.


  Randall Cannon was famously wealthy. At sixty-five, despite the snowy-white hair he sported, still had the look and feel of someone in his forties. His eyes were lively and quizzical, his skin very smooth. I read up on him before I came, and I knew he made his money building one of the largest department stores in the nation, Cannon’s. It was now located in practically every mall in America.


  He had never been married, but I found plenty of photos of him online with various young beauties on his arm. It seemed he only dated women about half his age, which hey… more power to him.


  “I’m very eager to hear more about your project too,” I told him. I watched as he sat back in his chair and balanced the teacup with both hands.


  “I did a lot of researching before I contacted you,” he said. “Your expertise in indigenous tribes of the Amazon is exactly what I’m looking for.”


  “There are many anthropologists with that expertise,” I told him humbly.


  “Yes, but very few of them focus their research on the cultural evolution as they make contact with the modern world. Most just seem to want to study how they exist and survive—not how they are forced to develop in unusual circumstances.”


  Yeah… that wasn’t really accurate. As the Amazon got perpetually raped of its trees, and more and more tribes were forced to acclimate to the modern world, there were slews of researchers watching this marvel unfold. Many of the Indians took jobs with the loggers, earning a wage that did them no real good when they returned to their homes in the jungle.


  But where I was different was in following and studying Indians that had left their existence behind and moved solely into the modern world. My Ph.D. thesis was a study of five indigenous Indians from Amazonia who moved to major metropolitan cities and learned how to enter the workforce. I followed them for one year, documenting everything from how they learned a new language to how they learned to eat with a fork. Three of my subjects ended up returning to their tribes, unable to cope with the civilized world. Two had acclimated well, with one just finishing his undergraduate degree in Rio.


  “You said you had a project that was similar to my thesis work,” I said to him.


  “I do, in fact. It’s quite an amazing tale, one that isn’t known but to a select few. Do you believe in miracles, Dr. Reed?”


  “From a scientific standpoint, I’m afraid I don’t. But from a spiritual standpoint, I believe in the possibility. Without possibility, we have no hope.”


  Randall flashed me a bright smile. “Well… a miracle has happened for me, and I need to tell you the full story so you understand the opportunity being presented to you.”


  My stomach started to sink, as I was starting to think that this guy may be a religious zealot and wanted me to go hunt down some relic in the rainforest. I had made two other expeditions into the jungle since graduating with my Ph.D. two and a half years ago, but I was by no means an expert on the Amazon.


  “Just humor me,” he said with understanding as he looked at what must have been doubt and skepticism on my face.


  “Okay,” I said carefully. “Tell me about your miracle.”


  Leaning forward to put his teacup down on the table, he leaned back with a bright smile on his face. “This story starts thirty years ago… when I was a much younger man, and let’s just say, quite stupid in my youth. I was egotistical, wealthy, and felt I was untouchable.”


  I smiled, because wasn’t that the way of all youth?


  “One afternoon, after a day of sailing with my friends, I was driving home… quite drunk, when I ran off the road and flipped my car into a wide ditch that was swollen with rainwater. I was knocked unconscious, and the car filled up fast. I would have surely drowned had it not been for a young man who saw the accident and managed to drag me out before that could happen.”


  Didn’t seem like much of a miracle to me, but definitely a world of a good luck for him.


  “That man was named Jacob Easton. He had just graduated bible college and was on his way to an early evening study group. Needless to say, I owed this man my life. I offered him money, but he wouldn’t accept. I offered to buy him and his fiancée a house, but he politely declined. I offered him the world, and yet he wanted none of it. He only wanted a sincere thanks, which he got, and then he was fulfilled. He was convinced that God had put him on that road at that exact time of day so that he could save me.”


  Afraid that this story was, indeed, going to turn into some type of request for me to find God in the middle of the jungle, I couldn’t help but saying, “I’m sorry, Randall, but the scientist in me doesn’t view that as a miracle. Maybe coincidence, maybe luck, but I’m not sure about miracle.”


  “Ah, my dear Dr. Reed… that’s not the miracle. Let me continue on.”


  I nodded my head at him, mentally calculating how much longer this meeting was going to take, because I’d heard nothing so far that would lead me to believe he had a project that I would be interested in.


  “What developed over the next few years was an amazing friendship. While Jacob and I were very different—he was passionately following his call to the Lord, I was still a hedonist who was happy to make and spend my money. Still… we became very close, visiting each other and having long talks about God, life, and humanity.”


  Randall trailed off, and his eyes were reflecting a deep fondness for the man he was telling me about.


  “He was my very best friend,” Randall said sadly, and I didn’t miss the past tense of his reference.


  Clearing his throat, his voice became softer. “At any rate, Jacob married his college sweetheart, Kristen, and they became missionaries. They worked mostly with indigenous tribes in Brazil but went on a trip to Africa once.”


  Now my attention was perked, because he had said the words that put the conversation back on track.


  Indigenous tribes.


  “While they traveled in these countries for much of the year, whenever they came back to the States, they would come and spend a few weeks of vacation at my home with me. Our friendship grew even stronger. I was so honored when they got pregnant with their first child, and they asked me to be his godfather. You see… Jacob had been an orphan most of his life and bounced from foster home to foster home. Kristen’s family pretty much disowned her when she married a man that carried her away to the dangerous jungles.”


  Randall took a moment to reach for his teacup, taking a tiny sip. When he set it back down, he told me, “While some missionaries are crazy enough to do their work while pregnant, Jacob wasn’t keen on that. They lived with me until their son Zacharias was born, and then they bought a tiny house not far from where I lived. They stayed in the U.S. for three years, Jacob working as a day laborer, Kristen as a stay-at-home mom. And me? Well, I continued to amass my fortune but we spent much of our free time together. I would invite the Easton family to lavish parties I would throw, and they would invite me to their tiny little home for Sunday dinners. I watched little Zach grow, and I loved that boy like he was my own.”


  Randall stood abruptly from his chair and walked over to a huge cabinet against one wall. He opened it, reached inside, and pulled out a small box. When he returned, he chose to sit next to me on the couch.


  Opening the box, he pulled out a stack of photos and started flipping through them.


  “Here is Jacob, Kristen, and Zach when he was about a year old, I think.”


  I took the photo and stared at it. Jacob had blond hair and an easy smile. Kristen was very lovely with long, dark brown hair and pale eyes, although I couldn’t tell the exact color. Zach was a cute kid… as far as kids go. I didn’t have much experience with them, but he had the same dark hair as his mother and chubby baby cheeks.


  Randall handed me another one. “This is when Zach was three years old.”


  This was a photo of whom I immediately recognized as Randall holding the toddler as they posed for a toothy smile at the camera.


  “I cared for Zach on the first mission trip that Jacob and Kristen took after he was born. They didn’t want to bring him to the jungle, and their trip was only three months long. They had no qualms about leaving him with me though… Zach called me ‘Uncle Randall’ and I was more than happy to do anything to help out my dear friends.”


  Randall and I took a moment to look at the other pictures, and I watched as Zach got progressively older. Randall told me that Jacob and Kristen made another trip to Brazil when Zach was five and, when they returned, they had told him that they felt he was old enough to go on the next one. They even talked about other missionaries having their entire families there, and he’d have plenty of other kids to play with.


  “I was not keen on that idea. I knew Zach was their child, but we had grown extremely close, as sometimes Jacob and Kristen would be gone a few months at a time. But, it wasn’t my place to say anything, and I dreaded the day that they would take him away on a trip.”


  By the tone of Randall’s voice, I had a feeling this story was not going to have a happy ending.


  “But they took him?” I guessed.


  “Yes… when he was seven. And they were never heard from again.”


  My body jerked because I wasn’t expecting that. I turned halfway on the couch to face Randall, and his face was so sad. “What happened?”


  “No one knows. I spent considerable resources trying to find them, but it was difficult. Most of the tribes moved often, going deeper and deeper into the jungle as the rainforest was harvested. I sent a couple of expeditions with no luck. I then contacted every church and missionary organization with pleas for people to keep their eyes peeled. Nothing… not a single thing could I find out about them. Of course, I had feared the worse… that they had been killed by the Indians.”


  Taking a deep breath, Randall stood from the couch and turned to look down at me. “My life moved on, and my broken heart healed. I still kept fresh contacts with missionary groups, sending written requests for help, but after a few years, I gave up hope. I assumed they were dead.”


  “But they’re not, are they?” I asked because now I was starting to understand what the miracle was.


  Randall gave me a small smile. “Sadly… Jacob and Kristen are dead. Killed by dengue fever. I was contacted by a Catholic priest by the name of Gaul a few months ago… right before I contacted you… who has been ministering to the Caraica tribe that live in the northwest portion of Amazonia. He lived his entire priesthood in the rainforest but unfortunately suffered a terrible broken leg. While he was convalescing in a hospital in Sao Paolo, he learned of my search for the Eastons. Another priest had apparently visited him and just in a random discussion, the other priest had asked Father Gaul if he had any knowledge of the Eastons.”


  “And he did,” I butted in, because I was starting to get excited.


  “Indeed… he had been working with the Caraicans and he said that there was a white man living there as one of the tribesman, who was twenty-five years old and went by the name Zacharias.”


  “Jacob and Kristen’s son is alive… after all these years,” I said with awe.


  “Yes… Zach is alive and has been living with the Caraican tribe. But I want him to come home. He’s my godson and the closest thing I have to a child. I want him to have a different life.”


  Shaking my head, I couldn’t imagine the implications of this situation. An American child having first been raised here, then spending eighteen years living in abject poverty and in an entirely strange culture, now coming back to live in a modern world?


  My head was spinning.


  “I need your help, Dr. Reed. I want you to travel with Father Gaul to Brazil, and I want you to bring Zach home. Then I want you to help him acclimate. You’re the only one I’ve found that has the skill set to do that. He needs someone that understands the cultural differences and how to learn them. I need you to help civilize him.”


  “Zach’s not happy to be here,” Randall said, breaking into my memories.


  I give him a kind smile. “He’s not, but let’s give him a chance. He’s been acclimating well, and I think he’s even found some small joys in his time here.”


  At least, I think he enjoyed his time with me… when he was fucking me so hard I had rug burns on my knees.


  “I want to invite you both to stay for as long as you like. I know you have several months off from your teaching post.”


  “I do, and I’ll stay for as long as Zach wants to, or for as long as I’m needed.”


  “How hard has it been on him?” Randall asks.


  “Actually, he’s adjusting amazingly well. He remembers a lot of things from his childhood. Certain foods, words, and customs. He got lost the other day when he went out on a walk and recognized that a police officer was someone you could trust. The officer brought him back to my home. He’s smart, inquisitive, and soaks things up like a sponge.”


  “Excellent,” Randall says with pride. “I’d expect no less of him, though. He was such a bright boy.”


  “You might need to give him some time though. Some space. He’s very angry with you for taking him away from the Caraicans. His plan is still to return.”


  Randall’s smile fades a little. “I understand. I won’t pressure him.”


  “That would be good. He can be a very stubborn man,” I say with a smile.


  “Tonight will be very casual. I’m having my niece and nephew over. They’re close to Zach’s age, and I figured it would be nice for him to have some friends he can pal around with.”


  “Sounds lovely,” I tell him. “Now, I think I’m going to take a shower, if you don’t mind, and then we’ll just see you for dinner at seven.”


  “Thank you, Dr. Reed,” Randall says, his voice thick with emotion. “For bringing my boy home.”


  “You’re welcome,” I tell him, but honestly, he’s wrong to think that Zach has come home.


  


  Chapter 13


  Zach


  A knock sounds softly on a side door in my room that I had noticed earlier but didn’t pay any mind. I open it hesitantly and see Moira standing there. We’re due to go down to dinner in about fifteen minutes. I’m not surprised to see her, but I am surprised she’s at this side door, not understanding where she came from.


  “Looks like our rooms connect,” Moira says by way of explanation and points back into the bedroom I can now see over her shoulder.


  “Interesting,” I say out loud, even as my thoughts turn toward the possibility of sneaking into her room tonight.


  Fuck, I’m going crazy with wanting this woman, and not exactly even sure if I’d be welcomed into her body again. I was so confused and angry over her denial of me that I wanted nothing to do with her.


  That lasted all of about five minutes.


  Then it was back to this insane, unmitigated craving I have for her, and I had to argue with myself for another three days that it was foolish to even pursue anything further. We are too different. I can’t afford to lose control. She wants things of me I can’t give.


  I still have no more clarity on the issue.


  Moira walks past me into my room. I see she’s put on a white skirt that hugs her hips and stops just above her knees. She paired it with a light blue, sleeveless top so I can see the hint of freckles on her shoulders. As is normally her custom, her hair is brilliantly long and loose and I’m dying to run my fingers through it.


  Preferably with her bent over before me and fucking her from behind.


  But no, that’s not quite true. Not preferably. The minute Moira told me the other day she wanted to take me in her mouth, I’ve been obsessing about that. I immediately shut that notion down because I didn’t think I would be able to handle it and not lose control with her. But the prospect of sinking my fingers into her hair, holding her face still while I pumped in and out of her mouth… yeah, okay. Getting an erection and need to think of something else.


  “How old are you, Moira?” I ask her, as it’s something I’ve been curious about.


  She walks over to my bed and sits down on the edge. Laughing lightly, she says, “Cultural lesson number one when it comes to women… never ask them their age.”


  I can’t help the smile that pops back at her. “Oh, yeah. Why is that?”


  “Because modern women are sensitive to aging. A direct question is apparently interpreted to mean, ‘You look old and haggard. Maybe you should consider Botox.’”


  “What’s Botox?” I ask in confusion.


  Moira giggles and shakes her head with laughing eyes. “It’s something a woman does to make herself look young and pretty. But to answer your question, I’m twenty-eight.”


  “Older than me by three years,” I muse out loud.


  “You missed a prime opportunity,” she teases as she stands from the bed. “You should have said, ‘Moira, you don’t look a day over twenty-one. You are so youthful and beautiful, you’ll never need Botox.’”


  I can’t help but smirk at her. “You don’t need me to tell you that. You know that already.”


  Coming to stand before me, Moira pats my forearm. “See, that’s just it, Zach. Women are insecure creatures at times. We absolutely need to hear that.”


  “Not you,” I scoff. “You are the most confident woman I’ve ever known.”


  “Your experience is with Caraican women,” she points out. “Of course, I’m the most confident woman you’ve ever known.”


  “I’ve met plenty of other women over the last few weeks. Observed even more. Trust me; no one holds a candle to you in that respect.”


  “But yet it’s a turn off for you,” she says quietly, and her eyes cast downward.


  I blink at her in surprise, not just by her words, but by the way she drops her gaze. So not the confident Moira I know. “It’s not a turn off.”


  “No?” she asks dubiously but with a hint of challenge as she raises her face upward. “You haven’t spoken to me in several days. You don’t want me unless you can put me on bended knee. I’m not Tukaba, and I never will be.”


  Reaching out, I take a lock of her silky hair in my hand, absently rubbing the softness between my fingers. I study it carefully, watching the way the light dances on it. When I raise my eyes to her, I say, “Don’t ever think I don’t want you, Moira. I’m just not sure I can have you and not lose myself along the way.”


  “Zach… I don’t want you to lose yourself. And I don’t ever want you to be anyone other than your true self. Please don’t think that.”


  I release her hair and step back. “I know. But I also know that you will never be the woman that is going to bend to me completely. If you don’t bend, then my existence is wrong. I don’t know any other way.”


  “That’s not true,” Moira says quickly and reaches out to take my hand. Her fingers lace in between mine. “You keep your ways, Zach. But you can learn new ways too, if you want. That’s how you should treat everything in life.”


  I’m silent for a moment as I look at our fingers intertwined. Her touch is warm and caring, and it gives me a measure of peace. “I don’t want to hurt you,” I tell her honestly. “I always feel like I’m getting ready to lose control when I’m with you. I want to possess you so thoroughly, and I’m afraid I might hurt you in the process.”


  “But you haven’t yet,” she assures me.


  “Because I was in control the entire time, Moira. If I give that up, who will protect you from me?”


  Raising our joined hands up, Moira kisses my knuckles so sweetly. “You won’t hurt me. I trust you. But let’s talk about this after dinner… later tonight. They’re expecting us now.”


  I nod at her, and she releases my hand. Heading toward my door that opens to the hallway, Moira looks back at me. “And Zach… I don’t think Randall should know about us. I mean, about how close we’ve come… in an intimate way.”


  “I prefer him not know anything about me at all, so you don’t have to worry about me sharing.”


  “It’s just… what I did… having sex with you. It’s inappropriate from a standpoint of where Randall is coming from. He wouldn’t understand.”


  I smile at her. “Our secret isn’t going anywhere. So don’t worry.”


  She breathes out a sigh of relief and smiles. “Thank you.”
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  When we reach the bottom of the stairs, Sam is waiting for us. “Everyone is in the library if you’d like to join them for a pre-dinner drink.”


  I give the man a nod and motion for Moira to precede me. I follow her in, steeling myself against the futility of this evening. I don’t want to know this Randall Cannon. I want to go home… back to Brazil, and back to my people.


  Except, for the first time since I’ve thought of home, I’ll admit that the thought of leaving Moira causes a tightness to form in my chest. While I have no clue where our relationship is headed, I’m most certain I’m not ready to be parted from her yet.


  Moira enters into a set of open double doors and when I follow, I see Randall standing there with a man and a woman that look roughly my age. Both of them are tall and have golden blond hair. The man wears his in a similar hair length to mine, and the woman’s hair is long but wrapped up in a knot at the back of her head. She’s quite beautiful actually, with wide, blue eyes and delicate features.


  “Ah, there you are,” Randall booms and, with a beckoning arm, he says, “Come in. Come in. I want to introduce you to my niece and nephew, Cara and Clint Cannon.”


  I follow Moira in, keeping slightly behind her. She smiles at the man and woman and holds her hand out to each in turn for them to shake.


  “Hi. I’m Moira,” she says. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”


  She then steps aside, so I can shake their hands. Clint steps forward and gives my hand a mighty pump. With a dazzling, white smile, he says, “It’s so good to meet you, Zach. Uncle Randall has told us all about you. We’re going to have so much fun together this summer.”


  I don’t know what to say to that because Moira said we were leaving in two days, so I just give him a halfhearted smile and turn to the woman.


  I hold my hand out to her, but she steps forward and wraps her bare arms around my neck, pulling her body in flush against mine. She gives me a tight hug, pressing her pelvis against mine, which stuns me. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Zach.”


  She releases me slowly and looks at me intently. “My, my… Uncle Randall… you didn’t tell me how gorgeous Zach is. Such secrets.”


  “Honestly, Cara… give it a rest,” Clint says.


  Unsure of what to say, I go ahead and let the first thing that comes to mind out of my mouth. “What are these terms… niece, nephew, uncle?”


  Randall gives a bark of a laugh and claps me on the shoulder. “My younger brother, Stanley Cannon, is Cara and Clint’s father. So I’m called their uncle and they are called my niece and nephew.”


  “They’re titles,” Moira supplies, “to denote blood relations.”


  I nod my head with understanding. “Well, it’s nice to meet you.” I cut my gaze to Clint, who looks as happy as a puppy to have me there, and then over to Cara, who looks like she’s undressing me with her eyes.


  A quick glance over at Moira, and I see she hasn’t failed to notice Cara’s look. She’s staring at her as if she wants to pull her hair out, and I smile internally. Now Moira understands perhaps what I was feeling when that guy Michael put his hands on her. Maybe I’ll get to see two women fighting over me… although I wonder if I could get them to agree to do it naked. No clue why, but that idea appeals to me immensely.


  “What would you like to drink?” Randall asks. “I’ve got a variety of wines and beer. Maybe some bourbon?”


  “I’ll pour,” Clint says, walking over to a wooden bar filled with various bottles and glasses. “Cara… you want a glass of bourbon, right? And a vodka tonic for Uncle Randall. What about you, Moira?”


  “I’ll have a glass of white wine… I don’t care what type.”


  Clint nods as he starts pouring liquids into various sized glasses. “What about you, Zach?”


  “I’ll try the bourbon too,” I tell him, having no clue what that means.


  I steal a quick glance at Moira and she gives me an encouraging smile, then leans in toward me. “I strongly suggest you only have one. It can sneak up on you.”


  I lean back toward her. “I need the fortitude to get through tonight.”


  She snickers at me, and I love that we are back to where we can joke with each other.


  After Clint gets all the drinks poured, he hands them out to each of us. I take a sniff of the bourbon, and the scent is pleasing. Woodsy, smoky… slightly sweet.


  “I’d like to make a toast,” Randall says, “to welcome Zach home. I’m so happy to have him back where he belongs.”


  Cara and Clint call out, “Here, here,” but Moira doesn’t say a word. She knows I’m not happy with those words just uttered.


  Everyone takes a sip of their drink, except me. I look directly at Randall. “I’m sorry, Randall. But this isn’t my home and it never will be.”


  The warm smile slides off Randall’s face, and he takes a step toward me. His eyes are sad. “I’m sorry, Zach. That was insensitive of me. I know you must be very angry with me right now, but I’m hoping you will forgive me and accept my friendship. I really only wanted to make sure you were okay and give you an opportunity to come here. If you don’t want to stay, I’ll arrange for you to return whenever you want. Until then, I hope you will let me share my memories of your parents with you, and you will at least have a good experience while you are here.”


  Man, that was good. So good in fact, I actually find myself warming up to the old man. I nod at him and make an attempt at a smile, but before I can say anything to him, Cara steps up to my side and loops her arm through mine. “Oh, poo. Zach is going to have such a fabulous time here that he’s never going to want to leave. I’m going to make sure of it.”


  Cara then leans in and presses her body into my side. She’s soft and she smells good, but I’d rather have Moira standing this close to me. Cara is beautiful and has a stunning body from what I can see, but she doesn’t overwhelm me the way Moira does.


  Nothing has ever overwhelmed me the way Moira does.


  “Let’s head in to dinner, shall we?” Randall says as he offers his arm to Moira. “Zach, you can escort Cara in, and I’ll take the lovely Dr. Reed.”


  My hackles raise slightly to see Moira loop her arm through Randall’s, but he does nothing more than give her a kindly pat on the hand. However, my gaze cuts over to Clint, who is walking in just behind, and his eyes are pinned on Moira’s ass.


  It makes me want to kill the motherfucker, but I know Moira wouldn’t take kindly to it.


  Cara leads me into a large dining room with a table that seats twenty-four by my quick count. Leading me to a chair near the end, she releases her hold on me. She stands there, staring at me, and I wonder what I’m supposed to do.


  Shrugging my shoulders, I pull my chair out and sit down, then watch as Randall escorts Moira to the chair opposite of me, and pulls it out for her to sit in. Okay… so that’s a custom I didn’t know about. I look back up at Cara, but she’s already pulling her own chair out to sit down beside me.


  “In polite circles, Zach,” Cara tells me primly, “a gentleman should pull out a chair for a lady.”


  Moira puts her hand over her mouth to hide a smile, and I can’t help but say, “I’ve lived in a savage world for a long time, Miss Cannon. I don’t belong in polite circles.”


  Randall guffaws over that and takes the seat at the very end, and just to my right, while Clint sits down next to Moira.


  Immediately, servers come in and start placing plates with silver, domed lids over them before each of us. Once everyone has one, they all lift the lids in one coordinated move. I look down at my plate, not recognizing a damn thing.


  “We’re having roasted duck tonight with asparagus and fingerling potatoes,” Randall says beside me and, as I look up at him, he must have seen the lack of recognition on my face. “But if you don’t like it, I’m sure we can whip up something for you.”


  “I’m sure it’s fine,” I tell him because I’ll eat anything. “It sure looks better than spider monkey.”


  Moira laughs, and Cara makes a choking sound. “You eat spider monkey?” she asks with disgust.


  “And howler monkey,” I tell her with a grin. “As well as snake, alligator, and grub worms.”


  She gasps and wrinkles her nose. “It sounds awful.”


  “It’s actually pretty good,” Moira says across the table, giving me a warm smile. “At least the alligator and monkey I tried were. I would have liked to have tried the snake… particularly the one Zach killed just before it was getting ready to take a nip at my ankle.”


  I laugh at the picture and nod. “That would have made you a mighty fine meal,” I tell her, returning her smile, which is private between the two of us.


  “Well, thank goodness for our creature comforts here,” Cara says.


  “Zach… what’s been the hardest thing you’ve had to acclimate to here?” Clint asks curiously, as I start to cut into the duck. I place a bite in my mouth, and it’s fucking delicious.


  After I swallow, I tell him, “I miss the simplicity of my life back in Caraica.”


  “How so?” Randall asks.


  “Well, everything here is about rules. You live in the land of the free, but you are governed by so many rules that it’s hard to keep track of sometimes. For example, if I want to cross the street, I have to wait for the light to turn green. In Amazonia, I go where I want, when I want, without anyone telling me differently.”


  “Ah, but that rule about the green light is in place for your safety,” Cara points out.


  “Agreed,” I tell her. “And I understand that well, but it’s a product of having too many people and too much technology. Your life here is actually stunted to some degree because of that.”


  “You’ll get used to it,” Cara says dismissively.


  I take another bite of my food, but then Moira pipes up. “I think what Zach is really saying, is that in Amazonia, he grew up with absolute freedom. He didn’t have rules and boundaries to shape him, but led his life the way he wanted. When someone is given that amazing opportunity, I think the potential to become whatever you want is endless. Sometimes, simple is better.”


  I look across the table at Moira and am humbled at the way that she gets me. I first thought she would try to change me into something I’m not capable of but, instead, she celebrates my diversity from this life.


  She appreciates it.


  I give her a smile of thanks and return to my dinner.


  The rest of the meal, I’m happy to let Cara and Clint do most of the talking. Randall has taken a backseat, refusing to overwhelm me, and I just listen to Cara prattle on about her latest shopping expedition, and Clint talk about some new sports car he just purchased. I get the feeling these two don’t do much but spend their money.


  “Oh, I have an idea,” Cara says with a wide smile. “Clint and I will take Zach out on the boat tomorrow. It will be so much fun.”


  “Moira can come too, right?” I ask because I get the feeling that she was deliberately not invited.


  “Absolutely,” Clint says, shooting Moira a weird smile that sets me on edge. I notice Cara looks put out.


  “Not tomorrow,” Randall says. “I want to spend some time with Zach. He’s only committed to two days here, and I want to be able to talk to him about his parents. I want to take him over to the house he lived in as a boy. But if he wants to stay, I think that sounds like a fine idea.”


  I turn my head in surprise to Randall. “My parents lived near here?”


  Randall nods with a smile. “I actually bought their house when they went missing. It went into foreclosure, and I always hoped they’d come back. When I found out that you were alive, I went ahead and transferred the deed into your name. It belongs to you now, Zach.”


  I swallow hard, emotion overwhelming me. I’ve been remembering bits and pieces of that little house, but I never thought I’d get to see it again. Putting my utensils down, I wipe my mouth with my napkin. All so very civilized.


  When I place it back on my lap, I say, “Thank you, Randall. That means a lot to me, and I’d like to see that tomorrow as well.”


  “Absolutely,” Randall says. “We’ll leave after breakfast.”


  For the first time since we landed in Georgia, I’m actually thinking that I may want to stay here a few more days than originally planned. Just so I can take the opportunity to see everything from my past.


  That way, there will be no wondering. I can have closure. It will be easier, I’m sure, to let it completely go when I finally return to Caraica.


  


  Chapter 14


  Moira


  I stare at myself in the vanity mirror as I sit and brush my hair out. I’m sad that I’m sitting here alone because I half expected Zach to come in to my room with me after we had finished eating. I’m not sure why, but I guess I just felt we had reestablished our connection today.


  Dinner turned out to be better than I could have expected, despite the incessant jabbering and flirting Cara did with Zach. She clearly has him in her sights, and I don’t like that one little bit. She’s beautifully stunning and a bit of a bimbo. Someone I’m sure that would bend easily to Zach’s will, which will make her of interest to him. I’m sure he sensed it about her, and Zach is a man with huge, sexual appetite. He’s made it clear what he wants.


  After dinner, we sat in the library again and had another drink, except Zach abstained. The first time he took a sip of his bourbon, his nose wrinkled and he left the rest of it untouched. I had another glass of wine though because my nerves were all jangled watching Zach trying to converse with Randall, and watching Cara hit on Zach, and suffering Clint giving me sly looks. I was thankful when we called it a night and Zach walked up to our rooms with me, while Cara and Clint made their way back to downtown Atlanta where they shared an apartment.


  But when we came to Zach’s door, the two glasses of wine I drank had not loosened me up enough to say anything to him more than a murmured, “Good night,” and I entered my own room, shutting the door softly behind me.


  I can see the connecting door to his room in the reflection of the vanity’s mirror. I’ve glanced at it a time or two, wondering what would happen if I just got up and went over to it… opened it up and walked into Zach’s room.


  Would he be naked? Would he be masturbating, which I’m betting would be a safe assumption? What would he do if I crawled into bed with him and latched my mouth onto that piece of him that I’ve been dying to taste?


  The thought causes a shiver to run up my body and I furiously run the brush through my hair, relishing the scrape on my scalp as a means to distract me.


  I finally set the brush down and take one last look in the mirror. I’ve scrubbed the makeup off my face and put on a mint-green nightgown that’s made of satin and hugs my body. It hits just above my knees and is scooped low in front. I’m thinking it’s wasted lingerie tonight, as I haven’t heard a peep out of Zach’s room, and no matter how much I want him to walk through that connecting door, it’s not going to happen.


  Standing up from the vanity, I walk over to the bed and pull the covers back. Just as I raise a knee to crawl in, I hear the turn of a doorknob, and my eyes fly over to the door between our rooms. It opens slowly, and Zach is there, his amazing body silhouetted from the light of his room behind him.


  He’s absolutely and gloriously naked, his cock already standing up tall and proud. He stares at me a moment before walking into my room. I slide my knee off the bed and turn to face him, my heart slamming against my chest wall. His eyes slowly slide down my body, and his lips curve upward in appreciation over my nightgown.


  Without ever breaking stride, Zach walks right up to me, his eyes finally raising back up to meet my own. When he’s toe to toe with me, his hands go to the soft material at my hips, and he raises it up. Our mutual gaze is broken only when he lifts the satin over my head, but immediately reconnects when the gown is free of my body.


  He doesn’t say a word to me as he drops it to the ground, merely bending over, wrapping his arms around my waist, and bringing his lips to my right breast. Ever so softly, his mouth closes over the tip, and he sucks gently on my nipple. My hands dive into his hair, holding him tightly to me, while a soft moan escapes.


  Zach tightens his hold as he releases his mouth from my breast and lifts me from the ground. Turning to the bed, he tosses me in the middle and doesn’t hesitate before crawling onto it, straight up the middle of my body. I lay back flat, parting my legs to give him room, and he settles in hot and hard between them. Placing his forearms on the mattress, his face hovers just above mine as he peers at me.


  “It’s occurred to me, there are a few parts of your body that I’ve neglected,” he says simply.


  Although my throat is as dry as the desert, I manage to say, “What parts would those be?”


  He tips his gaze down toward my chest. “Your breasts, for one. I’d like to spend some time exploring them.”


  “I’d like that too,” I whisper.


  He looks back up at me, his focus now on my lips. “And your mouth. I haven’t kissed it enough. I plan on taking a lot of time there if that’s okay with you.”


  “I find that acceptable,” I tell him with a smile, and he returns it.


  “I’m still going to try to control you,” he warns me. “Not because I have to, but because you want me to.”


  “Yes, I do still want that,” I assure him.


  “But, I’m going to give up a little bit to you as well,” he says, his look determined, yet hesitant at the same time. “I really, really want your mouth on my cock.”


  “Oh, geez,” I mutter, my hands slapping against his chest, trying to push him off me and onto his back so I can suck him down.


  He doesn’t budge and shakes his head at me. “Not yet. I get to play with you for a bit first.”


  I sigh loudly in frustration, and he chuckles just before bringing his lips to mine. The first touch is tentative, whisper soft. He moves his face back and forth, brushing his mouth against mine, and my whole body just melts into the mattress over the gentle nature he’s showing me.


  Finally, he pushes his lips against mine a bit harder, and my mouth opens. Zach’s tongue slides in and touches mine briefly before pulling back. My hands go back into his hair and I pull against his head, trying to force a deeper kiss. I can feel his lips curve into a smile and he submits to my request, coming back down on me with more force and pushing his tongue against mine again.


  He takes a bold swipe against me, turning his face slightly so we are angled for a deeper contact. The kiss is bold and erotic, and a flame of longing starts sweeping across my body. Zach’s erection lays thickly between my legs and I rub up against him, causing him to groan and kiss me just a little bit harder. His one hand moves and gently cups my breast, squeezing at it and then flicking his thumb over my nipple.


  Pulling his mouth away from mine for a moment, he stares at me. “I very much enjoy kissing you. It turns me on. Makes me want you more.”


  “That’s part of what’s called foreplay,” I tell him, figuring I might as well give him a cultural lesson while we’re at it.


  “So, if I were to put my mouth on your breasts again, that will be foreplay as well?”


  “Oh, yes,” I breathe out, trying to restrain myself from pushing on the top of his head to get him to move downward.


  “Interesting,” he says with a grin. “I think I need to try that.”


  I smile as he moves down my body a bit lower, lining his mouth up over my right breast again. His tongue shoots out and flicks my nipple, causing a bolt of pained longing to rocket in between my legs.


  “Are teeth okay to use?” Zach asks innocently as he blows over my nipple.


  “Oh, God yes,” I tell him.


  He stares at my breast for a moment, almost as if trying to figure out how to best devour it. He surprises me when he leans down and rubs his stubbled chin across my nipple. My whole body jerks, and he looks up at me with a devilish grin on his face.


  “Did you like that?” he asks.


  “I like everything you do to me,” I assure him breathlessly.


  “There are so many things I want to do to your body,” he tells me pointedly. “So many things I never once thought about when living in Caraica. I think the possibilities are endless.”


  God, I sure hope so.


  Zach lowers his mouth and licks around my nipple, while his hand squeezes the soft globe of flesh. He sucks at it, and then he nips it lightly with his teeth, just enough to put a nice sting to it, all before he licks at it gently again.


  He moves from one breast to the other, sometimes rubbing his cheek against the inner swell, once twisting a nipple in between his thumb and forefinger. He works my breasts for the longest time, licking, sucking, biting, and scraping. They are so sensitized, I almost feel like I could orgasm just from his touch there.


  Slipping a hand down in between our bodies, Zach cups me between the legs softly. “Can’t neglect you here either,” he says when he lifts his mouth briefly.


  “It definitely needs attention,” I agree, and I feel his smile against my breast as he lowers his face again.


  His fingers slip deftly under the waistband of my panties, flirting briefly with my smooth mound before he runs a finger up my center. I can feel how slick I am, and he wastes no time in going straight for my clit, while his lips and teeth work my nipples.


  Cascading sensations overpower me, and my body starts quickening. Zach’s finger rubs in tight circles, while his lips and tongue assault my breasts. It takes almost no time at all before I’m crying out my release. Zach surges up my body and covers my mouth with his own, sucking down my orgasm even as his finger continues to massage me.


  I shudder underneath him, pulses of electric pleasure shooting through every nerve in my body, while Zach ravages my mouth.


  Finally, I give a sigh into him of complete and utter contentment. He lifts his face from mine, and his eyes are heated and proud. We stare at each other a moment, letting silent words of satisfaction pass between us.


  “How do you feel?” he asks with a knowing smile.


  “Unbelievable,” I tell him. “Your fingers and mouth are like magic.”


  He nods in agreement, and then pushes up to sit back on his haunches, looming large in front of me. His cock is straining upward with a dribble of pre-cum leaking out of the end.


  “Now you’ll put your mouth on my cock?” he asks, his eyes lit with fevered excitement.


  “God, yes, I want to do that,” I assure him. “It’s called a blow job. Did you run across that term on the Internet yet?”


  He grins at me and shakes his head. “Haven’t had the pleasure of that one yet. But do you blow? I thought you sucked?”


  “Yes, I’m going to suck… and a few other things.”


  “Then why do they call it blow job?” he asks with his head tilted to the side.


  “No clue, but we can Google it later,” I tell him and start to sit up. “Now lay down on your back.”


  Zach brings a large hand up and pushes at my chest to keep me lying flat on the bed. “I want you on your knees.”


  His face is so serious and while I had been imagining him on his back, letting me crawl all over that magnificent body, I’m apparently going to have to wait for that, as Zach is still always going to want some measure of control.


  At least for now, I tell myself.


  “Okay. I’ll get on my knees,” I tell him, and he quickly scrambles off the bed to stand beside it.


  He takes himself in hand and starts stroking his cock while he waits for me to roll off. I try to do it as sexily as possible, but I’m not sure I accomplished it. Zach’s hard-on never wanes though, so I don’t think it’s an issue.


  Stepping up to Zach, I reach out and take his hands, pulling them up and urging his fingers into the hair on my head. I slide my hands over the tops of his, and then give a slight push, silently conveying he can put me on my knees.


  He doesn’t hesitate, pushing down with more force and causing me to sink toward the thick carpet until I’m kneeling before him.


  I dare a glance up, and Zach is staring down at me, his eyes so dark with need that I almost combust right there. Sliding one hand downward, he angles his thumb in and runs it over my bottom lip, pushes it into my mouth and scrapes it along my teeth.


  “Open your mouth,” he commands me as he pulls his hand back.


  I lick my lips to wet them and do as he bids. My hands start to come up to take ahold of his cock, but he shakes his head at me. “Don’t. I want to feed it to you.”


  My blood fires up like lava over those words, and my eyes practically roll back in my head. I nod my agreement, and Zach reaches one hand down to his cock. Leaning his hips inward, he takes it and rubs the swollen head over my lips softly, coating them with his pre-cum. He pushes in a little more and slowly slides himself into my mouth. I have to open wider, because fuck, he’s thick… and long, and before long, he’s hitting the back of my throat.


  I can’t help it, I make a choking noise, and Zach immediately pulls all the way out. “Are you okay?”


  I nod and lick my lips, tasting the salt of him, giving him a light smile. “Yes. Just a poor gag reflex. I can’t take you very deep.”


  “Understood,” he says solemnly. “Open your mouth. Let’s try this again.”


  I gladly open wide and let him feed me his cock. He pushes into me gently again, stopping before he goes too deep. I instinctively flatten my tongue as he starts to pull back, sucking on him with force.


  “Oh, fuck,” Zach gasps, and his whole body jerks.


  I want to smile with womanly pride, but my mouth is stuffed full of cock. Zach grips my head a little harder to hold me still and almost tentatively pushes back into my mouth. My hands itch to touch him, but I need to wait. I need to make sure he can take these sensations.


  When he pulls back again, I reward him with another sucking motion, relishing in the way he pulls in air between his teeth.


  He pumps inside of me slowly a few more times, having the depth down perfectly, not even gagging me once. I continue to suck at him, not able to do too much more because he’s got a good grasp on my head, but on every inward push, I moan deep in my throat, and I know he likes it because it causes him to grunt in pleasure.


  Tentatively reaching up while Zach continues pumping into me, I let my fingers trail up his thighs. He tenses briefly but never misses a thrust. Emboldened, I slip one hand over the base of his cock and squeeze him lightly while I twist. He grunts again and starts moving a little faster.


  Grazing my other hand over, I reach underneath and cup his balls, massaging them gently with my fingertips.


  A strangled sound comes out of Zach’s throat, and I apply a little more pressure.


  “Don’t stop,” he rasps out, and I reward him with a harder suck on his shaft, snaking a finger along the sensitive tissue right behind his balls. Zach’s hips slam forward from the shock of my touch, but he immediately pulls back even as my eyes water.


  “Sorry,” he mutters but doesn’t stop thrusting into my mouth.


  I move my hands against him, one circling his cock wet with my saliva and the other working the tender flesh of his balls. I suck against his strokes and groan against his shaft. Zach’s breathing is erratic, and he’s grunting like a bull every time he slams into my mouth. His fingers are gripping my hair so tight that I’m afraid he might pull it out, but all of it… all of this wild, uninhibited mouth fucking that’s turning him on so much right now is about one of the best things I’ve ever done in my life. Zach thinks he’s in control because he’s set the pace in my mouth, but I’m actually the one that has it.


  He gave it to me the minute he asked me not to stop.


  Zach’s balls contract and shrink in my hand, and I know he’s close. A quick glance up and I see he’s staring down at me with rapture on his face.


  “Feels so fucking good, Moira,” he whispers just before closing his eyes and going deadly still after pushing in deep. I feel the first shots of his climax hit the back of my throat and I swallow it down, even as more shoots into my mouth. He tastes salty… earthy like the forest, and I love every drop of it.


  Zach moans softly while he comes in my mouth, his grip releasing my hair and his fingers caressing my face with care.


  He pulls out of my mouth and immediately drops to his knees in front of me, using his grasp on my face to pull me in. He kisses me harshly, sticking his tongue in deep, and I know he tastes himself in my mouth. I can’t help but groan at this bold move, and I kiss him back for all I’m worth.


  When he finally pulls his mouth away from mine, his eyes are warm and sated. “I liked that very much.”


  “Me too,” I whisper. “Me too.”


  And I think this is only the beginning of what we are going to discover about each other.


  


  Chapter 15


  Zach


  “So, Moira has been doing a good job of helping you acclimate over here?” Randall asks me as we converse over breakfast. Moira’s not here, and I’m expecting her absence is because she wants to give us some alone time.


  “She’s a very patient teacher,” I tell Randall honestly while I push my eggs around absently on my plate. “She doesn’t push at me and lets me find my own way most of the time.”


  I tell him that last bit as more of a warning to him that he would do well to know that about me. You can’t push me to do something I don’t want to do.


  Randall nods at me in understanding. “I knew she’d be perfect for the job. Her qualifications are excellent.”


  I don’t know about that… at least not from the perspective of her education and experience in these matters. I know she makes a fucking fantastic lover. This was a benefit that I never imagined would have occurred from my time spent here.


  Last night was unbelievable. The blow job she gave me… mind blowing. Nut blowing, for sure. If what I experienced is what she feels when I put my mouth between her legs, then I expect both of us will be doing a lot of that to each other in the future. In fact, from what I know of the human body, I’m betting we could do that to each other at the same time. I’ll have to ask her about that later.


  After I was able to get my breath back, I reached out and stroked my finger down the middle of her chest while she watched me with languid eyes. Then I pressed my lips to her forehead and said, “Goodnight.”


  I walked back into my bedroom and closed the door, but not before seeing a moment of hurt flashing through Moira’s eyes. I’m not sure why she would look that way, because I feel like what we shared was mutually satisfying. I’m sure she orgasmed just as powerfully as I did.


  As I lay in bed that night and thought of the way that Moira made me feel, there was a brief moment where I thought it might be nice to have her lying next to me in the bed. I had some questions to ask her, and I’m suspecting it would maybe even be a nice feeling to stroke my fingers along her skin while we talked. I thought briefly about going back to her room and asking her if it would be appropriate to lie in bed beside her so we could talk some more, but then I pushed that out of my mind. Although there was some appeal to the thought, it also seemed strange and contrary to my nature. It made me feel slightly weak and unmanly to consider that.


  So I left it alone and after some time, finally fell asleep.


  I woke this morning with a raging hard-on, and never questioned my actions once by rolling out of bed and striding right to Moira’s door. I pushed it open without even knocking, intent on crawling onto her bed and sinking my cock inside of her, not even caring if she was on her knees or back at the time.


  Absolute disappointment filled my body when I saw her bed empty. I walked over to her bathroom and saw it was empty as well. With a sigh of frustration, I went back to my own bathroom and showered, where I, of course, polished my own bannister since I couldn’t have Moira, and made my way down to find Randall in the dining room waiting for me.


  He told me that Moira borrowed one of his cars to run some errands so that I could spend some ‘alone’ time with him today. While I knew that I would have to devote my time with this strange man who I loathed, but was coming to some acceptance of, I had wanted Moira by my side when I confronted my past. I know I am a strong man, but for some reason, I’m feeling anxious now that Moira isn’t here.


  “You look just like your mother,” Randall says, pulling me hard away from my thoughts of Moira. “I would have recognized you in a crowd of a thousand as her son.”


  I don’t know what to say to that, so I take a sip of my coffee.


  “I want you to feel free to ask me anything about your parents… about your former life that you may not be able to remember. I want you to use this opportunity to help fill in the dark spots in your memory and regain knowledge of your heritage. But please know this, Zach… I won’t push you to stay. I want you to… I’m sure you have that figured out by now, but I won’t pressure you at all. Now, are there any other assurances I can give you?”


  This man… my godfather, has succeeded once again in causing some of my bitterness toward him to recede. I nod at him in understanding. “Just so you know, I have no intention of staying here permanently. My home is back in Caraica. But I do accept your offer to teach me about my heritage. And I’m willing to devote some time to it before I go back. Paraila… my adoptive father, asked me to stay a year. I’m not sure that’s something I can do, but I will stay more than just a few days here in Georgia if that offer is still open.”


  “It is indeed,” Randall says with a smile. “How about after we finish breakfast we go for a ride, and I’ll take you over to your house?”


  I nod in acceptance and pick at some of the bacon on my plate. “Moira told me that my father saved your life once.”


  Dabbing at his mouth with his napkin before setting it back down, Randall pushes his plate away. “I’m not a religious man. That was totally your father. But I do believe that God made sure your father was in the right place at the right time to pluck me from death’s cold grip.”


  I listen in fascination, as Randall tells me of his hedonistic ways, and how he flipped his car into a rain-swollen ditch, drunk off his ass one day. How my father’s face appeared in the window through the murky water, and Randall even swore he saw a halo around my father’s head. I had to smile to myself at that image. While my parents were hardcore Christians, I had fallen away from the teachings over the years. While Father Gaul still preached to me from his Bible, the tribe’s spiritualistic followings made more of an impact on me than the inconsistent visits by Father Gaul.


  “I find it hard to believe that you developed such a close bond with my father just because he saved your life. You two seem like polar opposites,” I observe after Randall gets done telling me the story of how they became friends.


  Randall chuckles and nods his head vigorously in understanding. “You’re right. In many ways, we had nothing in common. Our religious beliefs, our political beliefs… all very different. Yet, ironically, your father and I were able to have these deep conversations about our differences. Your father never judged me for not having the same belief systems. In fact, I think that was what made him such a great missionary… because he understood that people had inherent beliefs that would not be easy to change. Your father was patient and kind. He was funny and mischievous. He was an easy man to admire and respect.”


  “I could see why you would like him. He seemed like a great guy,” I observe. “And I always remembered him being in a good mood and laughing a lot. Plus, he saved your life. So, yeah… I get why you liked him. But I guess I don’t understand why he liked you.”


  I know that question comes off as rude, but I’m still suspicious of this “familial” type of bond that Randall seems to project.


  With warm eyes, Randall leans back in his chair at the dining room table and rests his hands on the edge. His voice is quiet when he answers me. “I asked your father that very same question once because I never quite understood it myself. And do you know what he told me?”


  I shake my head because I can’t even fathom.


  Randall gives me a smile, his eyes twinkling. “Your dad told me that despite my excessive ways and hardcore partying, he never once doubted that my spirit and soul were gentle at its core. He said he recognized that in me. Of course, I thought your dad was crazy as all get out to say that to me. I thought he was full of it, and it made me laugh. I thought he was joking around with me, as he often did. But about three years later… you were just a baby, and I was actually babysitting you one night so your parents could go out on a date. When they came home, they found me sitting on the couch, with you fast asleep on my chest. Your parents were so quiet… they tiptoed up to us and leaned over with soft smiles to see you sleeping there. I don’t know what expression was on my face at that moment, but your dad gave me a knowing smile and said, ‘See… what did I tell you, Randall? A gentle spirit at your core’.”


  My eyebrows rise in surprise. “He said the same exact words to you after all those years?”


  “Yes, which made me realize that your father meant those words with conviction. It was the first time in my life… ever… that I realized someone believed in me absolutely. I didn’t think it was possible for me to admire and love your father more, but from that moment, your father had my absolute allegiance. I would have died for him.”


  Randall’s words hit me hard because I realize that this man isn’t just someone that’s out on a curious lark to get a gander at his friend’s long-lost son. I think he feels true depth of emotion and obligation to my father, and he is using this opportunity to bring me back to my roots as a way to finally pay my father back after all these years, for not only saving his life, but for believing in his own humanity that Randall doubted he actually had.
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  After breakfast, Randall loads me up in a silver car that he calls an Aston Martin, which doesn’t mean much to me, and we head out to my parents’ house.


  Well, my house now.


  The summer sun here in Georgia is hot, and the air is moist, renewing my longing for back home. As we drive along, I find my curiosity about this man increasing.


  “Where do you get all of your wealth from?” I ask him pointedly.


  Randall gives a boisterous laugh. “My great-grandfather started a department store called Cannon’s back in the twenties. It’s quite the legacy now. Started out as just a little store in downtown Atlanta, and now it’s in practically every mall across America.”


  “What’s a department store?”


  “A place where you can buy things such as clothing, shoes, and some other home goods. I’ll take you to one and show you while you’re here.”


  “And you own this entirely?”


  “I share ownership with my brother, Stanley. I’m the chief executive officer, which means I pretty much run the company. Stanley, unfortunately, prefers to spend the money we make rather than work for it. His ownership is nominal.”


  “And do Clint and Cara work for the company?”


  Randall snorts loudly. “Hardly. They follow in their father’s footsteps and pretty much live off their trust funds.”


  I’m silent for a while as I digest this. My first impressions of Clint and Cara were not favorable. They seemed like frivolous people to me, both wanting to discuss nothing more than parties and expensive toys. Neither one of them would survive five minutes in the rainforest.


  Not Moira, I realize. She’s a very resourceful woman and, despite her lack of caution while tromping through the jungle on the day we left Caraica, almost earning her a snakebite, I expect if she was left to her own devices to survive in that environment, she would ultimately have no problem. This thought actually makes me proud of Moira. Makes me respect her even more.


  Before long, Randall turns off into a neighborhood that actually looks similar to the one that Moira lives in. The trees are a bit different looking, but the houses are small and well maintained. After navigating through a few streets, Randall finally pulls in front of a little, yellow house with black shutters and a black front door. The porch is white, and two rocking chairs sit to one side.


  Immediately, I recognize this as the house I lived in until I was seven. Emotion floods through me as memories abound. I remember playing with little, plastic toy soldiers, right there in the front yard. I know in the backyard there’s a peach tree I used to climb, and my mom would admonish me not to eat the fruit before it was ripe.


  I swallow hard as Randall turns off the car and opens his door. I go ahead and exit, my eyes soaking in everything, right down to the little red and yellow flowers that border the sidewalk that leads up to the porch.


  Randall walks over to me and holds his hand out. I absently reach outward, and he drops a key in my hand. I look down at it, and then back up to Randall.


  “Let’s go take a look, shall we?” he asks.


  I nod and head up the porch, my feet feeling heavy. The key slides smoothly in the lock, and I give it a turn. As soon as I step in, I recognize everything. The tiny living room still has the same couch and loveseat from when I lived here. It’s quite ugly now that I think about it, in shades of brown and orange-patterned prints of birds. The floorboards creak slightly as I walk further in, and I swear I can actually envision my father sitting on the couch, silently reading a Bible passage.


  Turning to look into the small kitchen, I see it’s still painted the same butter yellow with white lace curtains over the window that sits above the sink. I imagine my mom leaning down to pull chocolate chip cookies from the oven while she hums softly to herself.


  I can even see myself running down the narrow hallway, calling out to my mom, “Look what I made, Mommy.”


  I handed her a drawing done in crayons of a little stick figure boy with a small, brown dog at his feet. “Can we have a dog?”


  My mom laughed at me as she looked at the drawing. “That’s beautiful, Zach, but you know we can’t have a dog. We’re leaving next month for Brazil, and there would be no one to take care of it.”


  “Uncle Randall can watch it for us. I’m sure he’d do it.”


  My mom ruffled my hair and leaned down to kiss me. “I’m sure he would, baby. But if you’re going to have a dog, you need to be the one to care for it. Maybe we can get one when we get back, okay?”


  Disappointment filled me because I didn’t want to go on this mission trip with my parents. I loved Jesus, and all of his teachings, but I didn’t want to leave my home… my friends… Uncle Randall. I loved it here.


  “I don’t want to go,” I said petulantly. “I want to stay here with Uncle Randall, like the last time you went.”


  “But we’re going to be gone longer. At least a year,” my mom told me with a confident smile. “We can’t leave you for that long. I’d miss you too much.”


  “I don’t care,” I told her angrily. “I’ll hate it there.”


  My mom bent down and picked me up, nuzzling my neck. “You won’t hate it there, silly. But if on the off chance that you do, we won’t make you come back with us again. How’s that for a promise?”


  I wanted to cry and stomp my feet in denial, but I knew it wouldn’t do any good. This trip had been planned for a while now, and there was no changing it. We had this conversation many times before. My mom set me back down, giving me some warm cookies with a glass of milk. Cookies usually made everything seem better, but not that time. That time, they tasted like dirt.


  I blink my eyes, falling out of the memory hard. I had totally forgotten that I never wanted to go to the Amazon with my parents. That I was bitter about it, and that I wanted to stay here with my godfather. I turn slowly to look at Randall, who is watching me with kind eyes.


  “I never wanted to go to Brazil with my parents,” I say stupidly.


  Randall nods at me with understanding. “No, you didn’t. But your parents understood that. You were too young to share their passion for helping to teach Christianity to the Indians. But they couldn’t very well leave you behind. Not for the extended trip they had planned. They loved you too much to ever do that.”


  “Yet, they ultimately did leave me… when they died,” I say with a bitterness that surprises me. “They left me in a strange world. They left me unprotected.”


  Randall takes a few strides toward me, resting his hands on my shoulders. “Don’t be angry with them for that, Zach. They’re gone. You can’t undo that, and you know they never wanted anything bad to happen to you. They trusted they were doing the right thing.”


  “Right for who? For them?”


  Sighing, Randall squeezes my shoulders. “They thought it was right for your family, and we can’t change that.”


  I pull away from Randall and walk down the hallway to my bedroom. My head is spinning with resentment, and I’m ashamed of myself. Ashamed that I would feel that way toward my parents, who are dead, and ashamed that I’m actually having bitterness over having left this home that I’m standing in right at this moment. It’s the absolute same feeling I had not less than a month ago when I was told I had to leave my home in Caraica.


  Now, I’m confused. I don’t know where my home truly is. I feel like I belong neither here nor there. Every bit of sure footing that I had seems to be sliding out from underneath me.


  I peek inside of my bedroom, and it’s exactly as I remembered it. A tiny twin bed with Batman sheets and a blanket. Various toys are scattered over my dresser, and a baseball bat and glove lay on top of a footlocker at the bottom of my bed. Everything is very clean and without a speck of dust anywhere. I assume Randall has been maintaining this house all these years.


  Turning from my room, I walk across the hall to my parents’ room. Immediate recognition assaults me as I take in their wrought-iron bed covered in a pale blue and white quilt. Their dresser is covered with photographs of our family, and I walk up to them to peruse, trying to remain dispassionate as I take in the smiling faces and happy family union. Closing my eyes, I swear I can even smell my mom’s subtly sweet perfume, and a flash of pain and longing seeps into my bones, replacing some of the bitterness I was feeling moments ago.


  I open one of the drawers, but it’s empty of clothing.


  “I ended up giving away all the clothing, but everything else I left the same. I have someone come in weekly to clean the place.”


  Nodding my head, I take a peek outside the window and look out into the backyard. The peach tree stands there, looking about ten times larger than I remember, but it’s devoid of any fruit.


  Turning back to Randall, I clear my throat so he can’t hear the tidal wave of uncertainty to my feelings. “Thank you for showing me this today. But I think I’ve seen enough.”


  “Sure,” Randall murmurs. “I’ll take you out to lunch, and we can just chat some more if you want.”


  “Actually… I’d rather just go back to your house if you don’t mind. I’d like some time alone, if that’s okay with you.”


  Randall smiles at me with sad eyes and says, “Of course.”


  I follow Randall out of the house and get back in his car with utter silence, lost in my own thoughts. He says this house is mine, but it’s not.


  Not truly.


  My true home is back in Caraica. A longhouse I had built with my own hands, which sits next to Paraila’s abode. My hammock provided me all the comfort I needed, and the forest provided me food. I had friends… and an adopted father that loved me like his own.


  I have no need of any of these things that Randall showed me here today.


  


  Chapter 16


  Moira


  I stand outside of Zach’s bedroom door, hesitating. I’m worried about him. He didn’t come down for dinner, so I had a quiet evening with Randall discussing what had happened today.


  He’s worried about Zach too.


  Apparently, the trip to his childhood home stirred up some bitter emotion. Randall told me that Zach remembered some things in vivid detail. He remembered not wanting to go to the Amazon with his parents, and how he begged to stay with his Uncle Randall.


  I suspect that Zach is conflicted over what “home” actually means. He’s been so adamant that the only home he’ll ever acknowledge is the one he made for himself back in Caraica. But now, he remembers that he had a home here that he loved very much and was resentful of having to leave. I can’t even imagine what he must be feeling at this moment… the dichotomy of emotions that must be weighing on him.


  It terrifies me to think that he may be sitting inside of his room, right at this very moment, planning an immediate return to the Amazon. It would be an easy way for him to deny the feelings of affinity he must have been feeling to his childhood home today. It would be an easy out for him to take… to run back to what is most comfortable to him.


  I go ahead and knock softly on the door. “Zach… can I come in?”


  I’m met with silence, so I go ahead and try the doorknob, finding it opens to my touch. Swinging the door open, I note that the room is cast in semi-darkness, as he has the heavy drapery pulled shut and only one small bedside lamp lit.


  I quickly search the room with my eyes, and I find him sitting in a plush chair upholstered in royal blue and gold silk. He’s slouched in it, his long legs stretched out before him. One hand rests on his thigh; the other has his elbow purchased on the armrest and his chin resting thoughtfully in his palm. His eyes are dark and hooded as he stares at me.


  “You didn’t come down for dinner,” I say softly.


  He doesn’t respond but just continues to let his eyes penetrate me, although they’re nearly devoid of any emotion.


  I close the door softly behind me and take unsteady steps across the room until I’m standing before him. His eyes rise up to look at me, but still he remains silent.


  “Are you okay? Randall told me all about your trip to your house today.”


  Zach’s lips flatten, and his eyes look almost dead to me. “Did he tell you what happened there?”


  “Only that you had a memory… that you didn’t want to go to the Amazon with your parents.”


  Zach gives a disdainful laugh as he looks up at me. “It was so much more than that. I repetitively begged my parents not to take me. I didn’t want to leave my home… my friends. I wanted a fucking dog and to stay with Uncle Randall, but I had no choice in the matter.”


  My heart bleeds over the pain and anger in his voice. It is shredded by the fact that Zach was never given the choice to stay here. Just as he was never given a choice to stay back in Caraica when I came for him.


  “I’m sorry, Zach. It was unfair to you that you had no control,” I tell him softly.


  He regards me for a moment, weighing the empathy in my voice. Placing both of his hands on the armrests of the chair, he surges upward onto his feet, now towering majestically over me.


  “It’s funny,” he murmurs as he gazes down at me, his eyes warming slightly.


  “What’s that?” I whisper.


  “That you should use the word ‘control’. You… of all people, know the significance of what that means to me. The need to have it.”


  “I understand you well,” I tell him simply. “Even better now.”


  Zach reaches a hand out and gently strokes my cheek. His eyes stray down to where he’s touching me, contemplating my admission.


  When he raises his gaze back to mine, gone is the slight hint of warmth and in its place is concrete hardness.


  His hand falls away from my face. “Take your clothes off,” he demands. His voice is low but commanding, sending shivers up my spine.


  The modern woman in me wants to balk because I know where this is going. Zach is feeling out of control, and he wants to gain it back. The best way he knows how is by forcing my complete surrender. To prove he is the same as he ever was.


  But there is a different woman inside of me as well. One that has come to appreciate that there is complete freedom in submission. The freedom comes from not having any choices to make, and to trust that Zach will do right by me. That woman… the one who has already gone wet between her legs the minute he told me to take off my clothes… that is the woman that is stepping up to the plate right now.


  That woman… she’s the one that wants to make Zach feel better, by giving in to what he demands, and making sure he understands that I’ve come to crave his uncivilized nature.


  Without a second thought, I reach down to the hem of my blouse and lift it up. When it clears my head, I drop it to the floor and immediately unzip my skirt, letting it flutter its way down my legs. I step out of it by taking a small step away from Zach.


  His eyes glitter and his nostrils flare as he takes in my simple white bra and panties. I stand there, waiting for his next order.


  “All of it,” he growls.


  My bra snaps in the front, so I give a quick flick at the clasp in the center of my chest, roll my shoulders, and let gravity take it from my body. Hooking my thumbs under the waistband of my panties, I shimmy them down my legs and step out of them as well… again, taking one more step back from Zach.


  His gaze penetrates mine briefly before his eyes leisurely slide down my body. I wait for his next command, my skin tingling in anticipation of what he’ll do to me. A kiss? A touch? I’ll take anything he wants to give me. I’ll die if he doesn’t give me something.


  Zach takes one long-legged stride toward me, curling his hand behind my neck. With measured force, he turns me around and pushes me down to the ground. My breath catches in my throat as he guides me to the floor, first to my knees, then all the way down until my cheek is touching the soft carpeting. His own knees hit behind me with a small thud, and he exhales loudly.


  While pinning me with his hand around my neck, I hear the unmistakable sound of his zipper lowering and I close my eyes, imagining the way in which he’s deftly freeing his stiff cock.


  Then he’s pushing at my entrance, which is slick with need, yet tight with anticipation. He works his way inside just a fraction of an inch and stills. Another deep breath in and he releases it slowly, fanning out across my back.


  I wait… I wait for him to come all the way inside, but he doesn’t make another move. I open my eyes, but I can’t see anything but the dust ruffle on his bed. I don’t dare move my body because this is Zach’s command, and he needs to take what makes him feel best at this very moment.


  Slam.


  He thrusts into me in one violent move and my muscles stretch with a burning pain from his invasion, then immediately settle in around his cock in a sigh of pleasure. A gasp tears out of my mouth, and I bite down on my lower lip.


  I expect him to start fucking me hard but he merely pulls back slowly, only to fill me back up with an equal pace. He moves in and out of me with a calmness that feels out of character to the intensity of the way we’ve fucked before, and I’m immediately reminded of how he took Tukaba in the dirt back in Caraica.


  Without feeling.


  Without emotion.


  Only with steely calm on a path to give himself release.


  While I can’t deny that what he’s doing feels good, it also feels wrong.


  It feels lacking.


  I want more because he’s shown me that he has more to give, and while I don’t mind submitting to Zach’s lust, I need to know I’m more than an empty hole within which to pour himself.


  Zach is utterly quiet as he moves in and out of me. No moans to let me know he finds me pleasing. No quickening of his breath to prove that I am desirable.


  Just a slow, quiet movement of his body within mine that I find to be numbing to my senses.


  My eyes fill with tears as I realize I can’t have this type of sexual relationship with Zach. It’s wholly devoid of the intimacy that I apparently need and crave.


  My palms flatten on the carpet and I’m about to push up to tell him to stop, when suddenly Zach yells out, “Fuck,” as he tears himself away from my body.


  I immediately push up and look over my shoulder. Zach is sprawled on the floor… sitting on his butt with his knees raised and his palms supporting his weight at his hips.


  His eyes are bleak, and his chest is heaving. “I’m sorry,” he says in self-directed hatred.


  I’m frozen in place as I watch misery overwhelm him.


  “I’m sorry,” he repeats quietly, and his eyes drop from mine. “I shouldn’t have done that.”


  My body finally reacts, and I turn to crawl my way toward him. I crawl right in between his legs and push up onto my knees so I can take his face in my hands. Leaning in slightly, I graze my lips over his, and then kiss his cheek, then his forehead.


  “It’s okay,” I assure him.


  When I pull back, his gaze comes back up to mine tentatively. In a voice so soft, I almost don’t hear him, he says, “I don’t know who I am anymore.”


  My heart constricts painfully for this beautiful man that seems so lost. I turn my body and sit myself on his lap, winding my arms around his neck and placing my face in the crook of his neck. I’m relieved when his arms immediately wrap around my waist, and he squeezes me in response.


  “You are Zacharias Easton,” I tell him in a soothing voice. “You are a boy who was taken from his home. You are a man who was taken from his life. They are both a part of who you are. But please don’t ever forget, my beautiful man… that you have the opportunity now to be whoever you want to be. That will always be solely in your control.”


  I feel Zach’s lungs expand with a deep breath, and he lets it out softly. I can feel his erection burning my skin, and I want this lost man back inside of me again. Lifting my head slightly, I bring my lips to his neck, giving him a soft kiss. A tremor runs through his body and his arms squeeze me tighter. I open my mouth, touch my tongue to his skin, and then suck gently for a moment before scraping my teeth along the path.


  Zach growls low in his throat and rolls to the side. His hands come under my legs to support me and he pushes himself off the floor, standing in one powerful move. Carrying me to his bed, he lays me in the center.


  I watch shamelessly as he discards his clothes, his muscles rippling with every move he makes. His eyes never leave mine, burning with need, and my blood sets to a slow boil as he crawls onto the bed, right in between my legs.


  He is absolute perfection as he sits back on his haunches, his erection sticking up straight with bold confidence. His blue eyes sear into me, and I itch to run my hands along his body.


  Zach gently pushes my legs apart. He slides his hands slowly up my legs, over my hips… my ribs, straight to my breasts, where he squeezes them gently. A soft moan flutters over my lips, and Zach smiles in response.


  Leaning his body over me, he brings his mouth to mine and gives me the sweetest of kisses, lightly grazing my teeth with his tongue. Then he kisses me deeper… then deeper yet. My hands come up to his chest, and I tweak at his nipples. He rewards me with a groan and thrusts his tongue hard against mine, followed by a harsh pant that I suck greedily into my mouth.


  When Zach finally pulls his face away from mine, he braces his hands on the mattress and looks down at me intently. “I think I just learned something important.”


  “What’s that?” I ask as I run my hands down the contoured muscles of his arms.


  “There was never any emotion when I fucked women in Caraica. I only focused on how it felt to me physically.”


  “And that’s different now?”


  “It’s different with you,” he admits. “Just a few moments ago… I was trying to fuck you like I’d fuck a Caraican woman. Absolute control, zero emotion. I was trying to prove to myself that I’m in control of my life.”


  “You are in control,” I assure him as my fingers glide up to stroke his face.


  “Not with you,” he murmurs. “Not totally.”


  “Zach… I have no problem at all with surrendering my will to you when we are intimate. You can put me on bended knee time and time again, and I’ll love it. But only if you don’t hold back. You have to promise to never hold yourself back from me. As a modern woman… it’s something I need. I can’t keep emotion out of this.”


  His eyes go soft, and he smiles gently as he nods in understanding. “Duly noted.”


  Zach brings one hand to my breast and pinches my nipple. “But just because we’re having this conversation about feelings and emotion doesn’t mean that I’m not going to fuck you so hard right now that you’ll feel it for an eternity. I’m going to make you a slave to my cock. You may walk away a little bruised and a whole lot sore when we’re done, but you’ll be begging me to do it all over again to you. I promise you that.”


  My eyes go wide at the aggressive tone in his voice, and my body practically melts underneath him. “There’s my uncivilized man,” I whisper.
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  Yeah… I’m sore. After Zach threw my legs up over his shoulders, proceeded to pound my body with brute force, and after he made me come twice that way, he flipped me over and continued on. Any time he got close to coming, he’d slow down, sometimes pulling all the way out of me, and just caress and kiss my body. It was torture, but only for a while before he’d slam back home.


  Yes… he enslaved my body.


  And he held nothing back.


  He moaned, grunted, and cursed over the pleasure he was feeling. Digging his fingers into my flesh, he lashed at me with his tongue. He spoke filthy words to me, courtesy of Google, and it turned me on even more.


  When he finally came, he did it with a roar that practically shook the rafters before collapsing on top of me. I was afraid Randall would come barging into the room. Thankfully, I think his room is in another wing of the house.


  Zach rolls off me to lie on his back. His breathing is harsh, and his skin moist with sweat. I don’t hesitate for a second, but slide my body next to his and lay my head on his shoulder. He doesn’t move or touch me in any way, and I listen for a while as his breathing finally comes back under control.


  Bringing my hand over, I lay it on his chest and softly caress the hard muscles there. I can feel them leap to my touch.


  “Do men and women only sleep together in the same bed after they’re married? I remember my parents slept in the same bed together,” Zach asks me.


  I smile to myself and sit upward so I can look down at Zach. Balancing one hand on his chest, I tell him, “No, you don’t have to be married to do that. Why do you ask?”


  Zach shrugs his shoulders. “Just wondering. We’ve never done that before.”


  “Do you want to sleep together? Do you want me to stay here with you tonight?”


  Reaching over his body, Zach grabs my hand and moves it down his body until my fingers nudge his cock. He’s completely soft yet still amazingly large, his skin still slightly moist. Pushing on my fingers, he urges me to take him in hand, and I never think once about denying him.


  I stroke him softly and he makes a low, humming sound in his throat, his cock pulsing against my palm.


  “I think it’s best you stay here tonight,” he says with a sly grin on his face. “I don’t think I’m finished with you yet.”


  God, I hope he’s never finished with me.


  


  Chapter 17


  Zach


  I sit at the back of the boat as Clint motors across the lake water. My eyes dart between Moira to my left, and Cara to my right. I compare the two ladies because I find it fascinating that I’m in the company of two equally beautiful women, yet only one really appeals to me.


  What is it about Moira that sets her apart?


  Is it the fact I know her body intimately? Is it because she’s knows me better than Cara does?


  Or is it because she lets me dominate her and that appeals to my inherent need for control?


  I don’t think that’s it… not totally anyway, because I’m finding the concept of control is subjective.


  For example, Cara is quite lovely. She’s wearing a hot pink bikini that’s not much more than a few triangles of shimmery material that barely covers her breasts and pussy. Her long, blonde hair is loose and blowing in the wind. Her lips are full, and I’m betting she would give an amazing blow job.


  But she doesn’t have much going on in the brains department. She only seems to want to talk about herself and what nail polish would go best with her tan. I had to suppress a laugh when Cara swung a long leg across, placed her foot on my thigh, and asked me what I thought about the color of her toenails.


  Like I could give a shit.


  Moira just rolled her eyes and turned her gaze out over the water.


  While Cara is almost completely naked, Moira is wearing a T-shirt over her bathing suit and a pair of denim shorts. I do notice that her toenails are painted a pale pink and it makes me want to worship her feet, which just goes to show you… maybe the color does make a difference.


  Clint slows the boat until its idling and turns to face us. “Okay, Moira. It’s your turn. Are you ready?”


  Moira stands up from her seat and gives a gaming smile. “Sure. I told you I pretty much suck at water skiing, but I’ll give it a go.”


  We’ve all had a turn so far. Cara and Clint are quite good, but I learned that they pretty much spend much of their summers on the water, drinking beers and wine coolers and soaking up the sun. Rough life, for sure.


  I did amazingly well when it was my turn. It was exhilarating to get pulled behind the boat with the wind whipping at me and the spray of the water keeping me cool. According to Cara, who made a point to put her hand on my bicep after I got back in the boat, I’m good at skiing because my upper arms are so strong.


  Moira rolled her eyes at that too and even snorted, which caused Cara to narrow her eyes and glare at her.


  It’s hard to avert my gaze when Moira pulls her T-shirt over her head, revealing a much more modest bathing suit top in black, her breasts—which are smaller than Cara’s—are adequately covered. I’m pleased by this because I haven’t failed to notice the way Clint watches Moira. She shimmies out of her shorts, revealing black bottoms that cover her ass nicely, with delicate straps that rest over her hipbones.


  Fuck, did I pay a lot of attention to her hipbones last night between my tongue and my fingers digging in there. I’m surprised she’s not bruised.


  Clint helps Moira into the life vest, and I want to growl in frustration as he fastens the straps across the front. But there’s nothing I can do because Moira doesn’t want anyone to know that we’re fucking each other. And by the way I want to pummel Clint into the boat deck because of the way he’s standing too close to her, it would be obvious that we’re fucking if I were to do that.


  Cara stands up from her seat and says, “I’ll drive this time.”


  While Cara gets behind the wheel, Clint helps Moira with her skis and getting into the water. I turn in my seat to watch her, noting the determination on her face as she takes hold of the rope, the tips of her skis bobbing out of the water in front of her.


  Her eyes cut to mine, and I give her an encouraging smile. She rewards me with a quick grin that is so bright that it actually tightens my stomach in longing to see it again. Yes, that smile is definitely something that sets Moira apart.


  Cara looks over her shoulder and calls out. “Is she ready?”


  Moira nods and yells, “Giddy-up.”


  The engine revs as Cara starts it forward with smooth speed, and I watch as Moira easily lifts up out of the water. She gets all the way up with no issues, her gaze focused on the boat.


  Cara increases the speed a bit, and Clint yells out, “You’re doing great. Bend your knees a bit more.”


  Moira does as directed, and she looks steady. A slow smile comes across her face and I just sit there, enjoying the beauty of my lover as she skims across the water.


  I know Moira won’t have the upper arm strength to stay up long, and I’m actually itching for another chance to get back out there. This is one of the most fun things I’ve done since I’ve come to the States… exclusive of the time I’m sunk deep inside of Moira.


  Suddenly, Cara cuts the wheel of the boat hard right, and Moira slings outward over a large wake that was churned up by the boat’s engine. As soon as the skis crest over the top of the wave, I watch as Moira’s legs shoot out from under her and she goes spilling toward the water, tumbling end over end.


  “Cut the engine,” Clint yells at Cara. I watch as she throttles it back, turning her head over her shoulder to look behind her… a wicked smile on her face as she sees Moira bobbing in the water.


  “Oops,” she says as her eyes cut to me innocently. “I thought I saw a log floating in the water and was trying to avoid it.”


  “Geez, Cara,” Clint says with a good-natured laugh. “You’re a menace on the water. I’m driving from now on.”


  Cara gently turns the boat and heads back toward Moira. She’s no worse for the fall, even giggling when we pull up to her. I lean over the boat and give her a hand, easily lifting her up and turning her so she can sit on the edge.


  “Are you okay?” Cara asks solicitously.


  “I’m fine,” Moira says with a grin. “Scared the crap out of me at first, but it didn’t even hurt. I want to try it again.”


  I note that Cara grimaces, but I shoot a quick grin at Moira. While Cara and Clint change positions behind the wheel, I lean down and place my lips near Moira’s ear. “You’re such a little daredevil. I have something planned for you tonight. Hope you’re still feeling just as adventurous.”


  Moira’s eyes flutter closed, and she groans lightly. I take that as her assent and pull away from her just as Cara walks back to where we are.


  “Zach… I’m starting to burn a little,” Cara purrs at me as she hands me a bottle of some lotion that I had seen Moira slathering on her skin earlier. Fuck how I’d longed to be the one rubbing that oily concoction onto her. “Do you mind getting my back?”


  I don’t even have to look at Moira to know she’s rolling her eyes again, and I laugh to myself. I revel in her jealousy, but I’ll make it up to her tonight.


  “Sure,” I say as I take the bottle and unscrew the cap.


  I’m sure I hear Moira mutter “Unbelievable,” before she scoots off the edge of the boat and splashes down into the water.
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  Cara and Clint just dropped us off at Randall’s house. Moira has been tight lipped the entire ride home. I’m thinking it has everything to do with the fact that once I took the suntan lotion from Cara, she promptly undid the top and bottom ties to her bikini top and let the strings fall away, carefully holding the material over her breasts as she turned her back to me.


  “I don’t want to get that stuff on my suit,” she said by way of explanation.


  I quickly rubbed the slick stuff over her skin and, when she went to tie her strings around her neck, she let the bottom hang loosely so I got a good gander at the rounded globes of her breasts. She gave me a hot look, turning to face me while she tied the strings around her back. Smiling politely at her, I turned to look at Moira, who was shooting daggers at me. I just grinned back at her, and her mouth flattened into a grimace.


  I’ve gotten the cold shoulder since then.


  Sam greets us inside the foyer, telling us that Randall has a late business meeting and that he would have dinner ready for us in a few hours in the formal dining room. Moira mutters a thanks and stomps up the stairs. I watch her for a minute, with great appreciation for the way her ass sways under those tight denim shorts. When she makes it halfway up the flight, I follow her, bounding up two steps at a time.


  She doesn’t acknowledge me though and heads straight for her room. I follow her in, pushing against the door when she tries to close it on me.


  “I’m taking a shower,” Moira grumbles, and I shut her door as I step into her room.


  “Perfect,” I tell her. “I’ll join you.”


  “Not in the mood, Zach,” she snarls at me as she heads straight for the bathroom. I follow close behind her, not about to let her hide away from me.


  I lean a hip against the bathroom counter while she turns the water on, holding her hand under the flow until the temperature suits her. When she turns toward me, her eyebrows raise. “What are you doing in here? I’m taking a shower, so I’ll see you down at dinner.”


  Lifting my T-shirt over my head, I casually let it drop to the floor. Moira can’t fucking help herself. Her eyes roam over my chest briefly before rising back up to meet mine.


  “Oh no, you’re not,” she says as she backs away. “I told you I’m not in the mood.”


  “You are in the mood,” I tell her simply, cutting my gaze quickly down to her chest. “I can see your nipples poking through your shirt.”


  “It’s the air conditioning,” she grumbles. “And if you want to fuck someone, why don’t you go find Cara? I’m sure she’ll oblige you.”


  Ah, there it is. My little tigress is still fuming over Cara’s display this afternoon.


  “I’m sure she’d oblige me too. No doubt she’d bend to me in a heartbeat,” I tell her, and her face goes red with anger. “But I don’t want her. I only want you, so get rid of your clothes. Now.”


  Moira’s eyes heat up over my admission that I want her, but her chin rises up to me defiantly. There’s a deviant sparkle in her eye even as she denies me again. “No.”


  “No?” I ask her with a dark smile. I untie my board shorts and push them off my hips, letting them fall to the ground. My cock got hard the minute I followed her into her room, and I reach down to stroke myself. Her eyes immediately drop to watch what I’m doing.


  I step toward her, and the motion causes her gaze to snap back up to mine.


  “No?” I ask again. “You think to deny me?”


  “That’s right,” she says, although I can tell by the tone of her voice that she’s daring me to push at her.


  “If you don’t take your clothes off, I’ll do it for you,” I tell her ominously.


  “You’ll have a fight on your hands,” she challenges me.


  Fucking game on. My cock is aching so bad right now, I might just go for her shorts and bikini bottoms, getting the bare minimum off before I pound my way inside of her.


  My hands snake out and grab her waist, pulling her in tight to me. My arms wrap around her back and I start to lower my face to hers for a punishing kiss, but she cries out in pain.


  I immediately release her. “What’s wrong?”


  Moira winces and carefully lifts up the back of her T-shirt, looking over her shoulder into the reflection in the mirror. My gaze follows, and I see that her back is tinged pink from the sun.


  “Damn,” she says in dismay. “I got sunburned.”


  She gingerly reaches back and pokes a finger into the skin just above her hip. It goes stark white for a minute, and then colors pink again when she pulls her finger away.


  Moira turns her gaze back up to me and we stare at each other a moment, the heat of the fight gone out of both of us. Then her lips crack into a wide grin… as dazzling as the smile she gave me this afternoon. “Guess I kind of ruined the moment, huh?”


  I throw my head back and laugh at her. “It’s not ruined. I’m just going to have to be a little gentler with you.”


  With soft hands, I lift her shirt up over her head, discarding it so I can free her breasts from the bathing suit top. Bending down, I take off her shorts and then pull her bottoms down her legs, being careful not to scrape at her skin. When she’s completely bare to me, I lean in and place a kiss over her stomach before standing up again.


  I lean into the shower and turn the heat of the water down a bit so it’s merely lukewarm and I know won’t hurt her tender skin. By the looks of her, only her back got burned, and I’m feeling guilty that I willingly slathered the protective lotion onto Cara, but I didn’t give the same courtesy to Moira.


  “Does it hurt bad?” I ask her.


  “No… just stings a bit. I have some aloe I can rub on it after the shower.”


  “I’ll rub it on, but let’s get cleaned up first,” I tell her as I take her hand and help her step through the large glass door.


  Her shower is overly large, just like the one in my bathroom. It’s tiled in brown and gray slate with various nozzles that provide sprays of water from all angles.


  Moira tips her head back under one spray and wets her hair. When she lifts her head back up, little droplets get stuck in her eyelashes and run down her cheeks. Her green eyes shimmer, and she is simply stunning.


  Reaching over to grab the body wash, I liberally pour some in my hands and lather it up. “Your front first.”


  Moira watches me with heavy eyes as I run my soapy hands over her neck, shoulders, and down her arms. I pay extra attention to her breasts, gently kneading them and circling the pads of my thumbs over her erect nipples. I’m so fucking horny right now. I can feel my own cock weeping with urgency to get inside of her, yet I continue to take my time washing her body.


  I put a lathered hand between her legs, washing and massaging her pussy through her slick lips before gently pushing a finger inside of her.


  “Oh, Zach,” she moans as her hips tilt inward.


  I pull my finger out, grazing it over her clit, which causes her to gasp. Fuck, she’s so sexy.


  “Turn around,” I rasp out. “Let me wash your back.”


  She does as I bid, pulling her long hair over her shoulder to reveal her pinkened skin to me. I barely touch her as I gently rub suds over her skin, down the middle of her spine, and to her beautifully rounded ass that is still creamy pale because it was hidden from the sun.


  I take both hands and place them on her backside, gently massaging her muscles. Turning my hands in, I run my fingers up in between the firm globes, brushing against her tender skin hidden inside.


  Moira tenses for a moment, and then sighs.


  Bending back for the body wash, I pour another generous amount in and get a good lather in both hands.


  “Stand still,” I command her. “And don’t move.


  Taking a step to her side, I run one hand over her stomach and the other down her back, both at the same pace. My hand to her front covers her pussy briefly before I start to drag my index finger in between her flesh, circling her clit.


  Moira cries out in pleasure as one hand reaches out to brace against the shower wall and the other goes to my shoulder. I let my other hand drift down her backside and push my index finger down between her ass cheeks. When it gets to her tender opening, I gently massage around it, even as she tries to jerk her hips forward and away from my touch.


  “I said don’t move,” I tell her as I rub her clit a bit more forcefully.


  Her body stills, and I let my hands do the work. One finger working at her clit, the other gently circling her anus.


  I lean my face in and nip at Moira’s neck. Placing my lips near her ear, I tell her, “I want my cock up your ass.”


  Moira groans and shakes her head no.


  “Not now… not tonight. But soon, it’s going to be mine,” I tell her ominously.


  She shakes her head no at me again, even as she groans deep in her chest. I chuckle and kiss her neck once more.


  “I will,” I assure her softly, pushing one finger all the way deep into her pussy and the other into her tight back hole just a fraction of an inch. “You know you want me to.”


  Moira cries out, “Oh, God. Where did you learn that?”


  I laugh softly and kiss the corner of her mouth. “Google.”


  “I can’t, Zach. There’s no way I can take you back there. You’re too big.”


  “Shh,” I murmur in her ear. “I’ll take my time. I’ll get you ready.”


  I pull my finger out of her pussy and start rubbing it around her tender clit again, but sink my finger in her ass up to my second knuckle.


  A strangled sound bubbles up from Moira and she pushes her ass back against me, seeking more of this new feeling. I lose my rhythm on her clit briefly but gain purchase again as I pull my finger out just a tad from her ass before pushing it back in.


  “Oh, that feels good,” Moira murmurs, and triumph lights within my chest. While I let one finger flutter her clit, I go ahead and sink the other one in all the way. She’s so fucking tight and hot, and I honestly don’t know if I’ll be able to bear that sensation on my cock when I take her that way. Just the thought of it has me about ready to unload.


  Moira’s breathing becomes ragged, and she starts to make mewling sounds as I work her from both sides. I start pumping my finger in and out of her ass with a little more force, while my finger on her clit circles faster and faster.


  “Fuck,” Moira groans, and I realize that’s the first time I’ve heard her say that word. “I’m going to come, Zach. I’m going to come so hard.”


  “Fuck yeah, you are,” I tell her, letting both my fingers fly in and against her in a frenzy.


  Moira’s entire body stiffens, and one of her hands flies down to clasp my thigh. She digs her fingernails into my skin, hard enough to draw blood, and she cries out as violent spasms quake her entire body.


  I watch as she trembles powerfully, both my hands still lodged to the front and back, and I can’t fucking stand it a moment more.


  Because her back is burned, I remove my hands to step behind her and bend her over carefully, watching as her hands go to the shower seat to balance herself. Taking my cock in hand, I bring it up to the backside of her pussy and with one push, I’m seated deep.


  “Hold tight, sweet Moira,” I tell her. “This isn’t going to take long for me.”


  I fuck her hard, careful to hold onto her hips in such a way as not to touch her burned skin. I look down and watch as my cock tunnels in and out of her warm flesh.


  So good.


  Feels so fucking good.


  My orgasm is quick and catches me by surprise, seizing my entire body as it rumbles through me. Every muscle in my body seizes and clenches, so I lock my knees so as not to collapse.


  I slap my hand on the shower wall and yell, “Fuck,” as I shoot hot into Moira’s body, my entire body shuddering in ecstasy.


  Never.


  Never have I felt anything like that before.


  The absolute freedom I had with her body, the trust she placed in me. Her complete surrender to let me touch her in her most secret of places. She did it not because I demanded it, but because she wanted it and was willing to believe I wouldn’t hurt her. She doesn’t need me to provide food or shelter to her, not the way the Caraican women needed me. No, she needs me in a completely different way, and I find it completely humbling.


  I look at Moira’s back, pink from the sun, and her chest still heaving from the explosive sex we just had. Her head bowed down in repletion, her body still openly trusting of me.


  I run my fingers gently across her skin and think to myself, It’s going to kill me to leave her one day.


  


  Chapter 18


  Moira


  I wash my hands in the bathroom sink and look up in the mirror at my reflection. Serious eyes bore back at me, contemplating what happened last night between Zach and me in the shower. It was beautiful… terrifying… liberating.


  It changed me.


  I’ve never had another man touch me the way he did, yet I trusted him fully for some reason. This wild man who never had to care for a woman’s feelings or body before. It was absolutely exquisite, and I felt something change between the two of us when he pulled out of me.


  Zach had gently pulled me under the water spray and rinsed the remaining lather from my body. He then massaged shampoo into my hair, followed by conditioner… running his fingers for the longest time through the silky, wet locks.


  So gentle with me. Helping me from the shower, wrapping a towel around my shoulders but careful not to rub it across my sensitive back. He had me get my aloe, then he laid me across the bed on my stomach and tenderly rubbed the lotion onto my back. I sighed with a mixture of relief from the cooling essence and sexual longing for the way his fingers played across my skin.


  While he handled me with the utmost delicateness over my burned back, his fingers were a bit rougher over my ass as he massaged me. I squirmed, silently pleading with him to touch me intimately, and he obliged. He used his fingers between my legs to get me slick with hunger, then he merely pushed my legs apart and sank into me from behind while I lay stretched out flat on the bed.


  Zach fucked me slowly, bracing his weight above me with this hands dug into the mattress. I wanted to feel his entire body against me, but I know he was being sensitive to my sunburn. Although he went so very slow, he was anything but quiet. As promised, he held nothing back from me.


  Every time he plunged into my body, he would groan with abandon, completely giving himself over to the ecstasy of the moment. I came with a quiet force and he followed me over the edge, leaning down to place a whisper of a kiss between my shoulder blades.


  After he pulled out of me, I wondered if he would leave and go back to his own room. He had slept with me the previous night, but I wasn’t sure if that was from pure exhaustion or because he wanted to. I didn’t ask because I was afraid of the answer.


  Instead, he rolled to the side and collapsed on his back, commanding me, “Come here.”


  I turned, scooting over to his side, and he gingerly wrapped his arm around my back, which felt so much better after the aloe treatment he’d given me. We lay quiet for a while, but then I broke the silence.


  “Where did you get these scars from?” I asked as I trailed my hand down his stomach, past his right hipbone, and down to the top of his thigh, where I fluttered over four lines of small, circular scars, each line about five inches long. I had noticed them that first night I saw him in Caraica, and while Zach had other interesting, slash-like scars over various parts of his body, these interested me the most.


  Zach lifted his head up from the pillow slightly, to see where my fingers rested. “Oh, those. From a green anaconda that tried to make a meal of me.”


  My head rose up so I could look at his face, thinking he was joking with me. “You’re kidding me?”


  He looked back at me with utter seriousness. “I’m not.”


  “Holy shit. What happened?”


  Zach chuckled as he let his head rest back on the pillow. “I was twelve, I think, and out on a hunt with some of the other boys in the tribe around my age. We weren’t very good… mostly we were able to bag some monkeys if we all shot enough arrows at one. We stumbled upon an anaconda on the bank of the Itui River. She was all curled up in a spiral, her head tucked down so we couldn’t see it.”


  “Her? How do you know it was a girl snake? Did you lift her skirt up?” I asked with a snort.


  “No, smart ass. The females are larger, and this snake was massive… probably twenty feet long judging by its coils. Anyway, they normally stay in the water to hunt, and they are super fast. But this one was looking lazy, and maybe she was old… who knows, but all I know is that we thought she’d make a fine meal for the tribe if we could kill it.”


  I shuddered at the thought. Not only for the danger Zach faced at such a tender age, but also at the enormous responsibility he had already taken upon his shoulders. It was important to him at the age of twelve to help feed his people.


  “We all had our bows and arrows, but we knew that wouldn’t work. We’d have to cut the head off, but the problem was we couldn’t see it. We plotted for a while, sitting about twenty feet from the snake, when finally Kaurlo came up with the brilliant idea to bait it by throwing rocks.”


  “So you threw rocks at a huge snake to get it to show its head. Are you nuts?”


  Zach snickered. “I think probably just stupid. But it worked. It took several throws, and the rocks all bounced off harmlessly, but finally she lifted that massive head up and looked at us. But she didn’t looked pissed… just sleepy. She uncoiled and started to slither toward the water.”


  “I would have let her go,” I said with another slight shudder.


  “That was our dinner. No way were we letting it get away. We all ran after her, machetes drawn. I was the fastest and reached her first. Just before she hit the water’s edge, I lifted up my weapon to strike at her and she spun on me so fast, I didn’t have time to react. She just struck out at me and grabbed me by the thigh. I went crashing to the ground, and my machete flew out of my hand.”


  “Good God. What did you do?”


  “I fucking screamed my head off. Anaconda’s have two rows of teeth on each side of their mouth, and the teeth curve backward so once they sink into you, there’s almost no way to get them out. They’re not venomous, but they don’t need to be. They just need to hold tight until they can get their coils around you to suffocate you.”


  “Did one of the other boys save you?”


  Zach gave a low laugh of amusement. “No. They all went screaming into the jungle, calling for help. Luckily, Paraila was nearby and came running. When he saw me on the ground with that damned snake latched on, he started cursing me in Portuguese, ‘Stupid boy, stupid boy’. By the time he reached me, she had already started to coil around my stomach, and he had a hard time finding a place to cut through her with his machete without cutting me too.”


  “Oh my, God. But clearly, he managed it.”


  “Clearly. That snake was pissed, because Paraila basically had to saw through her while she was fighting to strangle me. He finally killed it, but it took them forever to get the jaws unhinged off me. Several of the teeth broke off and had to be pulled out individually.”


  “Geez… you could have died.”


  “I nearly did… twice. That snake almost killed me, but then the wounds got infected and I got really sick. But I pulled through.”


  Sadness welled up inside of me for the violent life this man has lived. He wasn’t meant for that. Not the sweet boy from Georgia who didn’t want to go to the Amazon in the first place.


  “You’ve had such a rough life,” I said softly.


  “Not really,” he said as he shrugged his shoulders. “I managed.”


  “You survived.”


  “Flourished some would even say,” he added on.


  Yes… Zach did flourish, I think to myself as I look in the bathroom mirror as I replay that conversation over in my head.


  After his story, we were quiet, and I eventually fell asleep in his arms. I was awoken this morning from a sound sleep not twenty minutes ago with Zach’s hand between my legs, working me to an awakening orgasm. He is absolutely insatiable, but I’m not complaining.


  By the time my spasms started to quiet, his cock was lodged deep within me, and he was pounding away to a blistering orgasm of his own. Just as he came, he pressed his face in the pillow beside my head and cried out my name, but it was thankfully muffled by the softness of the goose down.


  I then made my way on shaky legs to the bathroom, where I peed, and now I stand looking at myself in the mirror.


  Zach is such an enigma. He was born a sweet innocent, yet transformed into a man of lethal danger and steely reserve. Raw edges, scarred flesh, and a rapacious appetite for life. He took the hand he was dealt and yes, he flourished.


  Yet, here he is now, and the only affinity he seems to hold for this new world lies within my body. I’m absolutely positive that had we not developed the relationship that now exists between us, Zach would have returned to Caraica already. I say that with no amount of ego and, in fact, it sort of saddens me to think it’s probably just some phenomenally good sex keeping him here. But really… how long can that last?


  My eyes stare back at me with no answers, so I dry my hands and creep back into the bedroom. Zach watches me from the bed, his hands tucked behind his head and his beautiful, naked body sprawled along the mattress.


  I hesitate because I’m not sure if I should crawl back in bed with him… which would be my preference, yet the intimacy of sex seems to have dissipated, and I’m feeling oddly vulnerable right now.


  “Get back in bed,” Zach says softly. “We have no plans today, and I have more dirty things I want to do to you.”


  My pulse hammers and my eyes flick to his penis, which has softened but is still impressive as it lays between his legs. When I look back at his face, I find him smirking at me. “I need just a few more minutes, but come up here and lie beside me.”


  I don’t need to be asked twice, and I scramble back up on the bed. Rather than lying beside him, I decide for a bit of a bolder move, and I climb right on top of his body, straddling his pelvis.


  Zach’s eyebrows raise and his hands come up to rest on my thighs. “What are you doing?”


  I shrug my shoulders because, honestly… I have no clue what I’m doing. So I say, “Just figured I’d sit here awhile on top of you… just hang out for a bit.”


  Zach’s face breaks out into a wide grin, and I’m loving the little bit of levity between us. Until now, I didn’t know Zach truly had this within him because he’s always so serious and commanding. He finds me amusing, and I find I like that a lot.


  Reaching down, I slide my fingers among his and link our hands together. “What do you want to do today?”


  “Stay in bed with you… all day.”


  “Not an option. I think Randall or Sam would be suspicious. Choose something else.”


  Zach’s gaze lowers from my face for a slight moment as if he’s pondering something and, when it returns, his look is deeply intent. “It doesn’t have to be today… but I was hoping we could find a church and attend a service sometime.”


  My hands reflexively squeeze against his. “I think that’s a lovely idea. What’s with the interest?”


  “I just figured it might be a way to reconnect to my parents. It was such a big part of their lives. I quickly fell away from the teachings of Christianity while living in Caraica, and although Father Gaul tried to get me back into it, I much preferred the mysticism and spiritual communion with nature that the Caraican’s practiced. But I figure… it can’t hurt to check it out. You know… in my effort to learn more about this new world I’m being shown.”


  Lifting one of our linked hands up, I bring the union close to my face and kiss Zach’s fingertips. “I think that’s a great way to honor your parents’ memory, Zacharias. I’d love to take you. I’ll find something close by and arrange it.”


  “Thank you,” he says as he pulls on our clasped hands and brings them to his mouth, where he kisses my fingertips, then bites down on my index finger.


  Gasping, I flex my hips and feel his cock start to swell underneath of me.


  “But let’s talk about something else more important,” Zach murmurs with searing heat in his eyes.


  “What’s that?” I whisper back.


  “Let’s talk about you putting your mouth on my cock and my tongue between your legs.”


  “Oh, that’s a good conversation to have,” I agree with a smile. “By the way… that’s called sixty-nine.”


  The heat in Zach’s eyes goes on a low simmer as curiosity replaces it. “Sixty-nine? Why is it called that?”


  Pulling one hand free, I write the number with my index finger on his chest, while he looks down at the path I’m drawing. “Sixty-nine… see how it lines up?”


  Recognition and understanding seeps into his gaze, and he nods with a wicked smile. “I see it well. I wondered if it was possible to do that, but never dreamed it would have a name to it.”


  “It’s a very popular sexual position… or so I’m told.”


  Zach surges up from the bed, wrapping his arms around my waist. I can feel his hardness now thumping against the moist flesh between my legs, and he flips us over so I’m lying on my back and he’s hovering over me.


  “Have you ever done it before?” he asks.


  I shake my head and chew on my bottom lip. “I haven’t. But I always wanted to try it.”


  “I’ll be your first,” he says with triumph.


  And my last, I vainly hope, but I know that’s a pipe dream.


  “What about last night?” he asks, his head tilted to the side. “Have you ever had a man put his finger up your ass like I did?”


  Heat rushes through my body at the memory, and my pussy involuntarily clenches. “Never,” I whisper.


  Zach’s eyes become possessive, and he lowers his face to mine. With his lips hovering just over me, he growls, “I can’t wait to fuck your ass. It’s going to be divine.”


  I gulp hard and nod, although I’m still terrified at the prospect because of how enormous he is. I’m afraid he’ll shred me from the inside out, yet the thought of giving myself to him in that most intimate way appeals to me a great deal. I think I need to do some research on this and figure out how I can submit to his need without ending up in a hospital.


  Smiling at my capitulation, Zach lowers his lips and grazes them against mine. Just as his mouth opens to give me a deep kiss, there’s a knock on his bedroom door.


  “Zach,” I hear Randall call out. “I’m headed out to work in a bit and was wondering if you had a moment to talk.”


  My entire body seizes in terror at the prospect of Randall walking in this room. Zach does nothing more than lazily turn his head toward the door with an amused smile on his face.


  I shove at Zach, pushing him off me while I scramble off the far side of the bed and whip the sheet off to cover my body. Panic races through me. Zach merely gets off the bed and calls back out, “Just a minute. I need to get dressed.”


  Pointing toward the bathroom door, Zach whispers, “Go.”


  I walk as quickly but as lightly as I can across the carpet, straight into his bathroom, where I shut the door halfway so I can hide behind it.


  I can’t see a thing, but I can hear Zach rustling around and the unmistakable sound of his zipper being pulled up. I’m wondering how he’s going to hide that massive hard-on he was sporting, but then figure Randall showing up at his door probably killed it.


  The door opens, and I hear Randall say jovially, “Good morning.”


  His voice is louder. Fuck… he’s stepped into the room. Oh, fuck. Does it smell like sex? Had he heard us talking? My heart is pounding, and I immediately start praying for God to get me out of this mess. I start to promise that I’ll leave Zach alone if he just makes Randall leave without me being caught, but then I halt myself. No way am I making that promise. I couldn’t leave Zach alone if he was surrounded by a hundred green anacondas.


  “So what’s up?” Zach asks.


  “Well, I was just wondering… how would you like to go into work with me today? See what I actually do for a living? I thought it might be of interest to you.”


  “Um,” Zach hesitates, and I can almost envision the inner workings of his brain trying to figure out how to get out of this invitation. While his relationship with Randall has warmed up a bit, Zach is still reserved around the old man. “Well, okay… sure. Why not?”


  “Excellent. I’ll see you down at breakfast then,” Randall says, and my heart rate starts to decelerate in relief.


  But then he says, “I’ll just pop over to Moira’s room and see if she’d like to join us.”


  Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. I’m so busted.


  “She’s not there,” Zach says, and my heart about implodes. “I heard her leave a bit ago. I think she went out for a run.”


  A run? Since when do I run?


  “Well, we can wait for her to get back,” Randall says kindly. “I’ll see you down at breakfast.”


  “About thirty minutes?” Zach asks.


  “Splendid,” I hear Randall respond, and then he’s gone and the door is shutting.


  I wait a good thirty seconds before I have the guts to leave the safety of the bathroom, the sheet still clutched desperately for protection to the front of my body.


  I find Zach lying back on the bed, sprawled out with his hand between his legs. He tugs on his cock, which apparently had not waned in size or stiffness with Randall’s visit. His eyes are hot as they laser on to me. “Drop the sheet.”


  My hands release the soft material, and it falls to the floor.


  “Now, get over on this bed. I want to try sixty-nine with you.”


  “But, you need to get down to breakfast. I need to get back to my room and take a Valium or something. That scared the shit out of me.”


  “Get over here now, Moira. I’m not leaving this room until I eat you out and you swallow me whole.”


  Oh, God. My entire body quivers, and my feet move toward the bed under the sole power of his words.


  When my thighs bump up against the side mattress, I automatically wait for Zach’s command.


  “Climb aboard,” he says with a wicked grin. “I want you on top. I want you to set that beautiful pussy on my face, and I want you to go down on my cock.”


  I don’t know what to say. I have nothing to say. Damn, he’s adjusted a little too well to the sexual slang of the modern world. It robs me of the power of speech but not of the power of movement. I climb up onto the bed, turn my body, and lower myself onto his face as he demanded.


  Then Zach proceeds to take me to the sun and back with his fingers and tongue, while I drink down every drop he gives me.


  


  Chapter 19


  Zach


  One week slides into the next, and contrary to my initial misgivings about visiting with Randall, I’m actually enjoying my time here in Georgia. I’ve been extremely busy seeing all the sights. Moira has gone all out, introducing me to all of the marvels I would have never known about had I stayed back in Caraica.


  She took me to see a professional baseball game, which was interesting, and I discovered the beauty and wonder of draft beer and hot dogs. We went to see a theater production of Les Miserables, which wasn’t so fun, only because Clint and Cara came with us, and I had to fend of Cara for most of the night. She sat beside me and kept pressing toward me to talk during the performance, laying her hand on my knee when she would lean over or pushing her breasts against my arm. It wasn’t all that unpleasant to have a soft woman’s touch, except it wasn’t who I wanted touching me. When I wasn’t distracted by her advances, my eyes kept cutting over to Clint, who was leaning in a little too close to Moira for my comfort level. My fingers kept involuntarily curling inward toward my palms, and I had to rein in my desire to do violence to his overly tanned face.


  My favorite thing we’ve done by far—that didn’t involve fucking Moira—was when she took me to hear a guest lecture by a colleague of hers at Emory University. The subject was on uses of medicinal plants among the indigenous shamans of the Amazon, and I found it fascinating.


  I also found it touching that Moira would take the time to let me have something of my culture and heritage while I was here. When the lecture was over, I impulsively leaned over and kissed her on the neck, murmuring, “Thank you for that. It was wonderful.”


  She blushed and reached over to squeeze my hand in acknowledgment, then we went back to Randall’s house and fucked like crazed animals for the entire afternoon.


  As promised, Randall had taken Moira and me to work with him at the Cannon’s corporate headquarters in downtown Atlanta, but only after I had an amazing sixty-nine session with Moira that I so enjoyed, I repeated it that night when I stole into her room. I never would have imagined that a woman’s mouth on my cock would feel so fucking good, or that Moira’s sweet flesh would taste so delectable against my tongue.


  The day with Randall was extremely interesting, but I kept getting the feeling that he was putting on too much of a show for me. He went to great lengths to describe his business, focusing on the company’s customer service platform and well-made products for a moderate price. He clearly has great pride in his work, but it was as if he were desperate for me to feel that same pride. I paid diligent attention, asking questions and letting my curiosity be satisfied. As we were having dinner that night at the end of the workday, it all became clear to me when Randall wistfully said, “I wish I had someone like you, Zach, to take over for me one day.”


  Those words right there said it all. He was looking at me as if I were his heir, and I’m so totally not that person.


  Moira had cut a side-glance at me, her eyes filled with apprehension. She didn’t miss it either.


  But I put a stop to his notions, when I kindly but firmly said, “I appreciate the sentiment, Randall, but it’s just not something that interests me.”


  How could it interest me? Not when my heart and soul were back in the rainforest.


  Still, I won’t deny that I didn’t start thinking about what it would be like to stay here… not for the opportunity to work for Randall, but to have Moira by my side every day. What would it be like to commit myself to one woman, and be able to indulge in the extreme pleasures she’s given me every night, and sometimes during the day, since we came to Atlanta?


  I had no answer to those thoughts.


  Randall has no doubt been kinder to me than I could have imagined. But his kindness brings about a certain level of dissatisfaction to my soul. On the day he took me to see my parents’ house, he advised me that he had set up a bank account for my use while I was here. He then handed me a small, square piece of plastic and then had to explain to me what a credit card was.


  I tried to hand it back to him, adamantly refusing his charity. I had done nothing to earn this money. But then he pointed out that I had already accepted his “charity” by agreeing to come back to the States, by agreeing to accept Moira’s help for which he was paying for, and by eating his food and staying in his house.


  He didn’t say this with any animosity, only with a kind reminder that I was here as his guest but, more importantly, as a family member. That caused a weird stirring of emotion within me that I quickly tamped down. Randall then told me he had more money than God, and that he would take it as an insult if I didn’t take advantage of his hospitality. He said it would be a means to help honor my parents for all the wonderful joy they provided him throughout the years they knew each other.


  That made me feel like shit, so I took the credit card and shoved it in my pocket, even as I hated being dependent on Randall for my security. As someone who devoted much of his life to helping to provide for the welfare of an entire tribe, it galled me to be given something that wasn’t earned.


  The next day, Moira took me to a mall, which had so many stores to shop in that my head was spinning, and we purchased my very own laptop. I spent a lot of my free time on it, looking up everything from music to books to yup… more information on sex. If I was going to take advantage of my time here, I was going to try everything I possibly could with Moira.


  Speaking of Moira, I sit up from my bed where I had been perusing the wonders of Amazon—the online store, not the rainforest region—and walk into her room. She said she had some work emails to catch up on, and it’s getting late. I’m feeling the need to fuck her, which is an almost constant craving I have when she’s in the immediate vicinity.


  And even when she’s not.


  I see her sitting at a small desk near the east window of her room, reading something on her screen.


  “Still working?” I ask as I walk up behind her.


  She gives a little jump but turns to me with a smile. “All done. Just reading an email from my sister.”


  “Sister?” How did I not know she has a sister? Maybe because I never asked her.


  “Yes… Lisa. She lives in North Carolina, and we were trying to coordinate a visit while I’m here.”


  “Can I meet her?” I ask, because now I find myself even more curious about Moira. She spends all of her time devoted to me, yet I shamefully haven’t shown much interest in her outside of getting her naked.


  She smiles at me as she stands from her chair, arching her back, which pushes her breasts out, and immediately… I want to fuck her harder than I had planned. “Sure. Maybe we can go this weekend if Randall doesn’t have any major plans.”


  Reaching out, I pull Moira into my arms and lean down to put my nose in her hair. It smells like apples and sunshine. “Are you close to your sister?”


  Leaning in to rest her cheek on my chest, in a move so unbelievably sweet it makes my breath catch, she says, “Yes. Very close. She raised me after our parents died.”


  I jerk backward slightly and look down at Moira, who turns her face up to me with question in her eyes.


  “Your parents are dead?” I’m even more ashamed I didn’t know that, particularly because it’s something we have in common.


  “My dad died when I was thirteen. A heart attack. And my mom just two years later from cancer. Lisa’s five years older than me, so she became my legal guardian.”


  “I’m sorry,” I tell her sincerely. “I had no idea.”


  “It’s okay,” she says as she squeezes me and steps back from my embrace. “I guess we have something in common though, right? Parents dead when we were children. Raised by someone else.”


  I think of Paraila, and the care and kindness he showed me when my parents died. I was distraught, miserable, and had lost all hope. But he immediately took me in and became a parent to me in every way. Much like I’m guessing Lisa did for Moira.


  I take stock of my feelings… and try to remember the incessant rage I had felt when learning I would be taken away from my tribe. How my world had turned upside down because I was through with having that type of upheaval in my life. I had been through it once, and I didn’t want it again. I remember the day that Paraila told me I was to leave.


  The air was oppressive… heavy… as I made my way through the jungle. My feet were light on the rotted leaves, and I efficiently dodged roots and vines that curled and wound their way across the narrow path. The trail wasn’t much more than trampled vegetation and broken palm fronds that hung limply from when I had hacked my way through that area earlier in the day. I had made the three-hour trek from our village to the Pesapan River where I’d hoped to hunt some caiman, as the alligator meat would be sure to bring a smile to Paraila’s old, wizened face. He was too old to hunt anymore and depended on me or the other warriors to feed him protein. His wife, the mean old goat that she was, fed him plenty of bread and plantains, but he needed more than that as he grew weaker with age.


  I didn’t have any luck finding a lazy caiman, but my load returning was heavy. My machete was strapped across my back to free my hands. In one, I carried my bow, quiver, and arrows, and the other held a quick palm-frond basket I wove after killing two snakes so I could transport them back home. They would make a satisfying meal for Paraila.


  The walk back to the village didn’t take as long since I had already cleared my path on the way to the river. I stopped once to sip some water from a standing puddle of rainwater and eat some bread that Paraila had pushed into my hands before I left. His wife had baked it the day before on her large, clay plate. I wasn’t offered any then, and never would have been offered any since, but Paraila had taken it when her back was turned and gave it to me with a wink.


  Had it not been for Paraila all those years I lived with the Caraica tribe, I would have been dead long ago. And not just from the anaconda when I was twelve. I would have starved to death, having been abandoned by my parents’ death. I was a white boy in a brown man’s world, an outsider that would never be accepted. I was too different in skin color and eye color. I shunned their spirits and gods, preferring to read the Bible that my parents left behind when they died.


  No, had it not been for Paraila’s kindness, I would not have survived the first few weeks after my parents’ deaths. He fed me from his plate, even as his wife grumbled. His own sons were grown and married, taking multiple wives as was the custom in the tribe. While there was no distinct leadership among the Caraican, Paraila was the oldest and thus carried a certain level of respect. While the majority of the tribe wanted to cast me out and leave me to die, Paraila refused, moving me into his longhut with his only remaining wife, S’amair’a. His others had all died… malaria, bite from a bushmaster, and old age. In that order.


  While I had Paraila’s protection, he couldn’t be around at all times to stop the abuse I took at the hands of the other members of the tribe that I endured those first few years. I was different from head to toe and, further, I was with missionaries that were trying to convert the heathen Caraicans. That did not make me popular.


  Make no doubt, my family was tolerated in the village because my parents came into the Amazon rainforest with marvels from the modern world. Weapons that included machetes and knives to make our hunting easier. Simple things like scissors to cut hair and steel pots to cook in. Those items were graciously accepted by the tribe and, in return, the people would listen to my parents as they read from a Portuguese-translated Bible. The Christian word was never really accepted, but at least the Caraicans knew how to humor my parents. They listened with a smirk on their faces. They even attempted to learn some of the English words my parents tried to teach them. But I could tell… but for the gifts my parents brought, we would not have been welcomed.


  I was seven when my parents decided I was old enough they could bring me to Brazil on what was their third mission trip to convert the heathen Indians. At first, I was marginally accepted by the children in the tribe. I was shocked that everyone was completely naked, and I was made fun of for the little cargo pants and button-down bush shirts my parents dressed me in to ward off the mosquitos and ticks. Even my little hiking boots were met with sneers, and I was taunted for not having the r’acha to go barefoot in the jungle.


  I was strange in comparison to the brown-skinned, black-haired children. My hair was chocolate brown, but my eyes were the palest of blue. I looked just like my mother, or so I seem to remember. I wanted to belong so bad that we weren’t settled into the village more than two weeks before I came running up to my mom, buck ass naked, followed by a gaggle of other kids.


  “Momma… can I go play in the river with the other children?” I had asked her.


  She blinked at me in surprise and asked where my clothes were.


  I had told her simply I wanted to be like the other kids, and they didn’t wear clothes. She looked at my father with concern, but he shrugged his shoulders. He was busily building our own hut from bamboo and palm, wanting to assimilate as much as possible with the tribe. It was time to ditch our three-man tent we had been sleeping in.


  “Okay, Zacharias. Go play, but be careful.”


  I jumped for joy, and we all went running off. Our village was located just forty-five meters off the Amazon River at that time, and there were rumors that we would be moving soon as loggers were getting closer and closer to us. The Caraicans were private people and while they accepted gifts from my parents of machetes, pots, and medicine, they didn’t want the modern world encroaching on their life.


  We were playing in the shallow water, pushing at each other and squealing, when a plant would brush up against our ankles. We knew the dangers of alligators, snakes, and piranhas, so we weren’t too eager to go very deep.


  One of the other children gave me a push backward, and I fell on my butt in the water. When I came up spluttering, he looked at me and pointed at my penis. Then he started laughing. The other children ventured forward and started laughing as they looked at that little part of me that made me different from girls.


  I didn’t understand what was to laugh at. Sure, it was different from theirs. Their penises had darkened skin that covered their little roots entirely, just the head peeping out sometimes. Mine was completely naked, with no protective covering to hide it. I came to learn a few years later from one of the missionary priests that I had what was called a circumcised penis. He explained that when I was a baby, a piece of skin had been removed at my parents’ request. It was for health and sanitary reasons, but that the Caraicans didn’t practice that custom.


  I was laughed at a lot after that, but I secretly snickered to myself. I was cleaner than they were and, when I reached the age where I could take my first woman in the tribe, I realized that they liked my penis a whole lot more than they did the uncircumcised boys. Not only was it clean and beautiful—or so they said—but it was much larger and felt better than the others did.


  Finally, I made my way into the village just as the sun was starting to set. We had been in that location for a little over six months, having diligently cleared out a portion of the jungle within which to set up our new home. We moved about every two years, either because the soil was depleted from our crops or because the deforestation was moving closer to us. I didn’t really care for this place because it was so far to the river, where over the years we’d learned to trade goods with other tribes and explorers.


  The village was quiet, as I knew the other warriors had gone on a tapir hunt that would last a few days. I didn’t go with them because Paraila wasn’t feeling good, and I didn’t want to venture too far away. Over the years, my skill as a hunter had surpassed most of the other tribe members, and I gradually started to become accepted, even making strong, bonded friendships with some of the men. After I went on my first raid with them at the age of seventeen, and put my life on the line for our tribe, I was then fully accepted as a real member of the Caraicans by everyone, except for S’amair’a, who hated practically every person.


  “Paraila… I’m back,” I called out as I approached his hut. There were no walls… just a steepled roof of thick palm to keep out the down-pouring rain. I had a much smaller hut right beside his, so close that I could lay in my hammock while he laid in his, and we could carrying on a conversation.


  I didn’t see S’amair’a around, and I assumed she was tending to the crops. Paraila lay in his hammock, his tired eyes smiling at me in welcome.


  “What did you bring an old man this day?” he asked me in Portuguese. While the Caraicans had their own language, it was mostly dead, as they had started taking up the Portuguese dialect almost seventy years ago. Some words were still revered and used, and Paraila had taught me many of them, but for the most part, we spoke in Brazil’s native tongue.


  “Two small boas… are you hungry? I’ll prepare it.”


  “No, my cor’dairo… we’ll let S’amair’a cook our meal. You rest as you have hunted all day.”


  My heart warmed over his use of the word ‘cor’dairo’. It was something he had called me since adopting me.


  I dropped the palm basket near the dying fire and sat on the dirt next to Paraila’s hammock. He was getting so old that he spent a lot of time there, and it burdened my heart.


  Speaking softly in Portuguese, I asked, “How are you feeling today, Father? Can I get you something?”


  His hand reached out and patted me on my head. “You make me happy, Zacharias. I need for nothing and you provide for me and S’amair’a well, even if she is too much of a shrew to admit it.”


  I laughed softly and he responded in kind, sharing in a private joke at her expense that we would not have dared to voice if she was standing here. S’amair’a tolerated me and grudgingly accepted my food gifts to her, but she made Paraila suffer under her sharp tongue because of his love for me.


  “We need to talk man to man,” Paraila said. “Father Gaul should be returning soon, and there is something I need to tell you before he gets here.”


  My heart leapt with excitement because Father Gaul was an interesting man. He started coming to our village when I was fourteen… on the verge of becoming a man in the Caraican world. He and Paraila taught me what being a man means—Paraila from the Caraican point of view, and Father Gaul from a modern, religious view.


  For example, when I reached fifteen, I would be allowed to take a woman. Paraila taught me all about how this was done within their customs and which women were available to me. Father Gaul taught me about abstinence and unwanted pregnancy, but I scoffed at him. Paraila assured me that the women who were available for sex drank a vile brew of a certain tree bark that would prevent a baby from forming. Father Gaul scoffed at that and told me it was better to abstain.


  I laughed behind his back and, the first time I had sex, I soon realized it was the best feeling in the world. I wasn’t about to stop. I never told Father Gaul that, though.


  “Father Gaul has been gone a long time,” I mused. While the Caraicans were slightly more open to the prospect of conversion to the Christian word, they still worshipped their own spirits and deities. Father Gaul would come and spend a few months with us, and then he’d move on to another tribe. He single-handedly kept me up on my English-speaking skills, as he was the only one that spoke my native language that we ever saw. He also brought me books to read and taught me how to do basic math. He taught me history and geography of both the old and new worlds. He told me I would probably need it one day, but I wasn’t sure why. I had everything I needed to know to live my peaceful but sometimes solitary life.


  “Yes… he had to make a trip back to the United States on an important matter,” Paraila said.


  “I’ll make sure to hunt something good for his arrival,” I replied as I leaned back on the dirt ground and rested my head on my hands.


  “He’s bringing some other people with him,” Paraila said, and his voice sounded hesitant.


  Shrugging my shoulders, I responded, “No matter. I will provide plenty of meat for his guests.”


  “These people are coming for you,” Paraila said and his voice was so soft, I’m sure I didn’t hear him right.


  Pushing up from the ground, I looked him in the eye and saw fear, sadness, and regret.


  “What do you mean coming for me?” I asked with my own level of fear about ready to cause my heart to jump out of my chest.


  Paraila reached his hand out again and patted my head. Then he dropped it to my shoulder, giving me a squeeze. His eyes were sorrowful but determined. “It’s time for you to go back home… to where you belong.”


  Blinking my eyes, I look at Moira’s sweet face and try to draw upon the rage and hurt I felt when Paraila told me I had to leave.


  It’s gone. Absolutely gone. I can’t pull up even a shred of bitterness within me. There are other emotions still there. Longing for my home and a deep and abiding love for Paraila. Those won’t ever go away, but I suddenly realize… I am actually grateful now that I have come here and experienced this journey.


  As Moira’s green eyes watch me with curiosity, I realize… it’s due solely to her.


  


  Chapter 20


  Moira


  “So what did you think?” I ask Zach as we get back into the black Range Rover that Randall loaned us for the length of our stay here. He has several cars that just sit in a huge, climate-controlled garage detached from his mansion.


  “It was interesting. But I don’t feel any affinity toward it,” Zach says as he buckles his seatbelt.


  We had just exited the church I had chosen to take Zach to for a Wednesday evening worship service. We were both dressed casually in jeans and had eaten at a pizzeria close by for dinner before it started.


  “You sound a little bit disgruntled,” I observe.


  Zach shrugs his shoulders. “I didn’t know what to expect, but it just seems foreign to me. I mean… I remember some of what my parents taught me about Christ, and I listened to Father Gaul’s teachings, but I just don’t have any real connection to it.”


  “It’s understandable,” I tell him as I reach over to squeeze his hand before I start the car. “I think faith takes practice and you really haven’t had that.”


  “It’s just not my type of faith,” he asserts.


  As I pull out onto the highway¸ I ask him, “What is your faith then? What do you believe in?”


  Zach is quiet for a moment as he stares out the car window. Finally, he says, “I believe in myself, and I believe in my tribe.”


  My heart sinks a bit hearing this because those are clearly Zach’s two main loyalties. Every day that goes by, I fall further under his spell. I want desperately for him to stay here because I’ve become fiercely attached to him in the short time we’ve been together. It’s not just the unbelievable sex, and the sad realization that when he goes, I’ll never have something so amazing ever again. It’s because as I’ve gotten to know Zach, I’ve come to understand the purity of his soul and appreciate the courage with which he has faced this new life of his. He’s kind, patient, and curious. His laugh comes easily now, and when those blue eyes turn my way, whether it’s in lust or levity, I immediately fall slave to the power he holds over me.


  He has thoroughly possessed me, and he has no clue. He has no idea the power he holds, and he clearly has no idea that my heart is now involved too. I only wish it weren’t so, because I have a feeling I’m going to be destroyed when he goes.


  “I believe in you,” Zach says quietly, and my head snaps over to look at him.


  He stares back at me, his eyes shimmering with intensity. I hold his gaze for only a moment before I have to turn it back to the road.


  “You do?” I ask, my throat tight with emotion over the prospect that maybe he finds something else within me other than a willing body.


  “I do,” is all he says, but it’s enough for now.


  We make a quick stop at a local drugstore, as I have to pick up a few things like shampoo, and Zach needs some more razors to shave his face.


  He carries the hand basket while I take my time walking the hair product and cosmetic aisles. He’s always patient when we go out shopping, and I expect it’s because he finds extreme interest in it. Not like most men who would rather be immersed in a tank full of hungry sharks. But the concept of having your heart’s desire available at a whim is something that I’m sure Zach won’t be used to for a while.


  While I check out the shampoo, Zach busies himself with doing the same, popping the tops and smelling each one. He hands one over to me, and says, “I like the way this one smells. Buy it.”


  I smile because I know he’ll never lose that commanding presence with me, but I indulge him. If he likes it, then that makes me happy.


  As we walk up toward the checkout counter, Zach suddenly stops and grabs something from a display rack. I turn back to look at him, and my eyes go wide when I see what’s in his hand. He holds it up for me, and I see a devious glint in his eyes.


  A bottle of lube.


  He tosses it in the basket and simply says, “For when I take your ass.”


  Oh my word. Will I ever get used to the way in which a few simple words, or a look, or even a brushing touch, will cause my heart to beat like a drum and my panties to immediately soak with need?


  He grins at me, and I can see he thinks he’s shocked me senseless.


  “Where did you learn about lube?” I ask him, aghast. “And how do you know it’s needed?”


  He brushes past me but not before leaning in and saying, “I’ve been reading up on it. I don’t want to hurt you, and I felt firsthand how tight your ass is. I want to make sure I get you good and ready for when I possess it.”


  I almost go up in flames… right there… in Aisle Five of the drugstore.


  As he walks by me, my mouth hanging open, I impulsively reach out and grab his wrist. He turns to look back at me, his head tilted to the side.


  “Don’t ever change,” I tell him urgently.


  He steps back in toward me, and his fingers come up to caress my jaw. “What do you mean?”


  “I mean… I love how sexy you are and how dirty you talk to me, and I love the way you push at my senses. Just don’t ever change that.”


  Zach’s eyes grow warm, and his lips curve upward. He leans down, kissing me on my forehead, and my eyes flutter closed at the tenderness of his touch.


  “I couldn’t change if I wanted to,” he murmurs as he pulls back. “You make me this way.”
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  When we get back to Randall’s house, we find him in the library reading the newspaper. Zach walks in to talk to him for a bit but after bidding them both a good night, I head up to my room, carrying our purchases from the drugstore. The bottle of lube seems to weigh a ton in my hands, and while I’m wildly excited about Zach wanting to do this to me, I’m a bit terrified as well.


  I decide to take a shower, hoping to relax the sexual tension that I’m sure is going to have me exploding the minute Zach walks in to my room tonight. And I know he’s going to be coming to me.


  He has every night, and it’s been amazing. He’s taken me in so many different ways and given me so many orgasms that I think I may actually be addicted to sex with him.


  By the time I finish my shower, dry my hair, and slip into a robe, I walk out into my room to find Zach casually laying on my bed, completely naked with his hands tucked in that casual pose he loves behind his head.


  “Drop the robe,” he says, watching me hungrily as I let it slither off my shoulders and down to the floor.


  My eyes flick to the bottle of lube that I had placed on the bedside table and then back to Zach again. He grins at me deviously, and then pulls a hand out from behind his head to crook a finger at me.


  I walk slowly to the bed, my eyes raking over his body. He’s already erect and I wonder if he had been touching himself before I came out of the bathroom, or is it merely the thought of being with me that does it for him? His cock is so beautiful… so large that I can’t close my hand all the way around it, shaded a dusky rose and with creamy liquid already pearled around the tip. My mouth waters for just a taste, but I wait to see what Zach wants me to do.


  When I reach the edge of the bed, he reaches a hand out to me, and I place mine in his. He tugs at me, urging me to climb onto the mattress.


  “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growls as his eyes focus on mine. His words caress over me, causing tingles to break out over my skin. He makes me feel so beautiful… so alive and free.


  Taking me by the waist, Zach pulls me across his body so I’m straddling his hips. His cock pushes against my backside, but he remains absolutely still.


  Reaching up, his hands gently cup my breasts, his eyes focused on his work. He pinches at my nipples, then smoothes the pad of his thumb around them until they are stiff and aching.


  “Tell me, Moira… do you like it when I order you to do something?”


  The shudder that runs through my body is answer enough for him, but I admit with a whisper, “Yes.”


  “Don’t you ever want the control?” he asks as his hands continue to work at my breasts and his gaze remains focused there. A warm flush creeps through me.


  I swallow to make sure my voice comes out clearly. “Sometimes. But I’m finding that it’s a huge turn on when you exert your will over me.”


  “How does it make you feel?”


  “Liberated,” I answer him immediately. “Rather than feeling constrained, I feel free.”


  He makes a low hum of approval and raises his eyes to mine. “So if I commanded you to get on your hands and knees right now, lubed up my cock, you’d give me your ass with no reservations?”


  My entire body quakes with the thought. Even though a hint of fear courses through me, I admit to him, “Yes.”


  Zach’s hands release my breasts, and he brings one up to curve around the back of my neck. “Good girl,” he says and then pulls me down to his mouth where he kisses me deeply. He tastes like mint toothpaste and some other sweet spice I can’t place as I give back to him passionately.


  Pulling back on my hair to disengage our lips, he looks at me with dark eyes. “But just to let you off the hook, I’m not fucking that sweet ass tonight.”


  A rush of breath escapes my lips and I can’t tell if I’m disappointed or relieved, but probably a mixture of both. “You’re not?”


  He shakes his head with a grin. “No, you’re too nervous and I’m thinking a few drinks beforehand will help loosen you up. Besides… while I very much love ordering you to submit to me, I think in this instance… I want you begging for it.”


  Oh, God. I’m ready to beg now I think.


  Licking my lips, I rotate my hips against his erection and ask, “Then what do you want to do tonight?”


  Keeping one hand firmly gripped behind my neck, his other slides between my legs. He sinks his middle finger deep into me and uses his thumb to press down on my clit. My body bucks against the touch, and a groan tears free of my lips. God, he’s gotten so good at this.


  “I think,” he says thoughtfully as his eyes go down to watch the way his hand is working me, “I want you on top. We haven’t done that yet, and I took great interest in what you just said.”


  What did I say? I wish I knew because my head is spinning over the sensations he’s creating in my body right now.


  “You want me on top?” I gasp as his thumb circles me a little rougher, and my body starts to seize up.


  “I want you in control,” he growls. Those five words, which just transferred all of his power over to me, throw me over the edge. An orgasm rips through me and I practically shriek out my release, uncaring if anyone hears me. A half sob pours out of my mouth, and my hips gyrate on his hand as I milk every tremor and throbbing pulse out of my climax.


  When my body settles slightly and my vision clears, I look down to see Zach gazing at me with lustful reverence. “So fucking sexy.”


  I stare back at him, mute. I can’t think of sufficient words that would convey what this means to me. But he doesn’t give me a chance and still proves that he’s not relinquishing total control.


  “Get on my cock, Moira. Ride me,” he orders.


  Yes, he just commanded me to do something, and yes, I’m going to obey him. But from this moment forward, at least for this night, I’m going to be in the driver’s seat. I’m going to be the one calling the shots.


  Placing both of my hands on his chest, I push backward so I’m sitting straight up. Zach’s eyes flick to my breasts and he starts to reach a hand out toward them.


  “Uh-uh,” I softly chide him, and lightly swat him away. “Put your hands behind your head. You seem to enjoy that position.”


  Zach’s lips curve upward in an amused smile, and his eyes glitter with excitement. For a man that is absolutely used to dominating a woman and being in total control, he looks like he’s bound and determined to enjoy this. He tucks both of his hands behind his head but tilts his pelvis upward insistently to spur me onward.


  I lean my body forward and bring my lips to his. I kiss him lightly and sweetly, just for a brief moment. Just until his mouth opens underneath of mine. Then I bite his lower lip and tug on it, causing him to groan and pump his hips upward.


  Releasing my hold on him, I lick at him to alleviate the sting, and then trail my lips over his chin and down his throat. He angles his head backward to give me better access, and I enjoy the abrading scratch of his stubble against my skin.


  Zach isn’t usually one for words when we’re having sex, so I’m surprised when he murmurs, “I love the feel of your lips on me. You’re the only woman who has ever kissed me.”


  My heart turns over and I almost falter in my path, but then my desire to pleasure him ratchets up and I lightly suck on his neck, just above his collarbone, before I give him a little stinging bite.


  Zach hisses through his teeth and one of his hands pops free to cup the back of my head. I lick at his skin and merely reach a hand up to lace through his fingers, pulling him away. “Keep your hands behind your head. No touching.”


  He groans in frustration but obeys me, and I find the power of this to be heady stuff. Even though I had a tremendous orgasm just a few minutes ago, I already find myself tightening back up with voracious desire.


  My lips blaze across him, down his chest, to where I love on his nipples with my tongue and my teeth. Zach mutters a curse and his body tenses as I scoot myself backward so I can lick and kiss at his ribs and stomach. I dip my tongue into his belly button and swirl it around, then move a bit further down so I can pay some attention to his hipbone.


  I place my open mouth on his skin there, my breasts swaying. When they brush lightly against his cock, I feel a little bit of the pre-cum wet my skin, and the knowledge that he’s weeping for me causes me to suck hard against his flesh. Zach’s hips buck, and he mutters, “Holy mother of God, Moira. Will you just fuck me already?”


  I can’t help the giggle that comes out of my mouth, and I give him one more soft kiss before I lift my head up. He’s staring down his body at me with such piercing intensity that I can feel a flood of moisture escape from between my legs.


  Moving forward a bit, I raise up on my knees so I’m hovering over his cock. Reaching down with one hand, I wrap my fingers around the length of satin-covered steel and swirl my thumb around the top. Lowering myself just a bit, I bring the tip of his shaft to my pussy, where I rub it back and forth through my slick folds, and I can’t help but let out a soft moan over how good he feels against me. I bet if I continued to do this for just a few minutes, I could make myself come.


  “Moira…” Zach lets out a low rumble of warning.


  My eyes draw up lazily to his, and I’m overwhelmed with the almost insane look of need in them. For a brief moment, I think about rolling off him and letting him have his way with me. I know he’d be all over me in a heartbeat if I did so, but I push that thought aside. I’m not sure I’ll have another chance like this with Zach because I find myself living every day with him like it’s my last, knowing that at any moment, he can decide to leave to return to his home.


  I lower myself onto Zach’s cock, slowly sinking on to him. My wet desire makes entrance easy and my flesh expands and forms around him, pulling him in deep and wrapping him tight.


  He groans deeply… almost like an animal in pain… a sound such as I have never heard from him, and I watch as his eyes squeeze shut. I lower myself more, all the way, until he’s lodged deep inside of me and our pelvises are pressed tight against one another.


  I hold still, I wait… just until Zach’s eyes open and he looks at me. I see need, craving, absolute desire. I pretend for a brief, foolish moment that his need is for me… for Moira, and not for just my body. I hold onto that feeling, even as I tell myself I’m going to get hurt by pretending he feels something that’s probably nothing more than a ghost of a fantasy for me.


  When I can’t bear that look any more, I rise up and sink back down on him, watching the color of his blue eyes darken with pleasure and near relief.


  I raise and lower, raise and lower, riding his cock like he ordered me to. But I go slowly, drawing it out for both of us, showing him a different way to make love. Amazingly, Zach doesn’t hurry my pace, keeping his hips still with unbelievable power and control. There is no mistaking, however, the fact that he is enjoying this ride. His jaw is tight, his eyes are heated beyond nuclear as they stare at me, and his chest starts to heave.


  I decide to change it up a bit and slam down hard on his cock, gasping at the fullness within me. Zach’s hands fly free from behind his head and clamp down on my thighs, his fingers digging in. I rise up slowly, and then slam back down again, overflowing with sexual dominance when Zach yells out, “Fuck, Moira.”


  I do it again, and again, starting to not only pick up the power of my movement but the pace as well. I move above him, my breasts bouncing and my legs quivering with fatigue. Reaching behind me with one hand, I cup his balls in my hand and massage them.


  Zach’s hips buck violently upward, and he starts a holy chant. Yes, yes, yes, yes.


  My movements become frenzied and, before you know it, Zach’s hips are thrusting counter to my every move, deepening within me and hitting me in just the right place. His hands snake up to my hips, and he uses his strength to grind me down hard onto his cock.


  I feel his balls constrict in my hand, and I know he’s close.


  “Give it to me, Zach,” I whisper as I bounce up and down on him. “Come for me, baby.”


  Zach slams me down on him one last time and his head arches backward, his chest heaving off the bed, every muscle and vein in his neck standing out in stark relief. A vicious groan of release pours out of his mouth as I feel him start to jet inside of me. I watch, fascinated, as pleasure washes over his face and his harsh pants fill the room with the evidence of his stormy release.


  I pull upward on his cock, push back down again slowly, and another violent shudder quakes through his body.


  “Oh, God,” Zach groans as he trembles. “I’m still fucking coming.”


  I pull up and push back down again, and his entire body jerks as another shudder rips through him.


  “What the fuck are you doing to me?” he asks in wonder as his eyes open and he stares at me in disbelief, his chest still rising and falling as if he’s starved for oxygen.


  I take my fingers and run them across his lips, staring at him contemplatively. “I’m liberating you, my uncivilized man.”


  


  Chapter 21


  Zach


  My mood is dark and stormy. It sort of matches this stupid, fucking nightclub that Clint and Cara have dragged me to. Again, the invite was just to me, but I made sure to invite Moira. When we arrived and were shown to one of the VIP areas where Cara had directed us to meet them, I could tell by the look on her face she wasn’t happy to see Moira. By the way Moira stood stiffly by my side, I could tell she wasn’t happy to be in Cara’s presence either.


  But there was no way I could bear a night with Clint and Cara without her by my side. No, that’s not exactly right. I don’t think there’s any way I could bear a night away from Moira, which is another thought that feels dark and stormy within me.


  I’m suffering under a swell of emotions when it comes to the beautiful red-haired woman I’ve been fucking… and fucking well. She’s consuming me, and I hate it and love it at the same time.


  Every morning, I wake up before her and because I’ve become accustomed to not only sleeping on a soft mattress, but also having her body wrapped up close to mine throughout the night, I take advantage of my morning wood and make sure we both start the day off with an amazing orgasm or two.


  Because we spend almost every minute of the day and night together, I find myself becoming closer to her than probably anyone else in my life with the exception of Paraila. We have long talks about the amazing discoveries I’m making. Just yesterday, we sat outside a tiny, downtown Atlanta cafe where we sipped iced coffees and talked about terrorism. I’ve been reading up a great deal about the attacks on 9/11, a monstrous occurrence that appalled my senses. To think that something of that magnitude had occurred, and I had been blissfully unaware of it while sequestered in the sanctity of my tribal home, sort of puts things into perspective for me. This new and modern world I’ve been immersed in is bright and amazing, filled with wonder and potential.


  But it’s also harsh and so much more violent than the rainforest that I have to wonder why people want to live in this society at all. It only seems to cement my inherent desire to return home.


  I’ve come to learn a lot more about Moira. Her father and mother were both anthropologists, which is where she got her drive and desire to follow in their footsteps. Her sister, Lisa, is a stay-at-home mother, having married an electrical engineer—whatever that means—and she’s happily raising their two children on the coast of North Carolina. My questions to her about her personal life have become endless and so far, I know that outside of being probably the only woman that will ever satisfy my lust, that she is funny, smart, and mischievous. She loves old western movies because she used to watch them with her father, and she’s terrified of cats for some reason, but spiders don’t scare her at all. I know she lightly snores when she sleeps on her back, but when she’s tucked into my body on her side, she sleeps deeply and without sound. Her favorite book is Fifty Shades of Grey… a book that she loaned to me, but I couldn’t make it past the first chapter. She smirked at me when I told her that and said I was missing out on some valuable sex lessons I could put to use. I immediately picked it back up and made myself read it, but frankly… it didn’t teach me anything I couldn’t figure out on my own.


  Nights with Moira are the best because we secret ourselves away in either her bedroom or mine, and she lets me do whatever I want to her body. My favorite thing, by far, is making her come with my mouth. Sometimes, I’ll start with my face between her legs, but sometimes, I’ll pound out my own orgasm first, fucking her furiously as I race to the finish line. Then I’ll pull out of her and while I’m still drowning from lack of oxygen, I’ll push my mouth against her pussy and eat her all up until she’s crying out her own orgasm.


  This nightclub we’re in is nothing I ever expected. It’s three stories tall, and there was a huge, black man with bulging muscles and facial piercings guarding the door. A velvet rope cordoned off the entrance, and a long line of people waited outside to get in. Per Cara’s instructions, I gave my name to the huge dude, and he let Moira and me in with a brilliantly white smile.


  The inside of the building is completely open, with a massive dance floor in the middle and a mirrored bar that spans three of the walls. The ceiling extends three stories above and, looking up, I see several balconies lining the walls above me, reached by private staircases. Cara had told me that they were in VIP balcony room number three, and to just ask the bartender where that was. Apparently, Cara and Clint come here regularly and are afforded their own private place, in which they can sip their fancy cocktails and watch the dancers down below.


  After a quick stop at the bar where Moira orders something called a Screwdriver and I get myself a beer, we follow the bartender’s directions and climb a staircase to the third level. A solid red door meets us at the top and I push it open, immediately seeing Cara and Clint sitting next to each other, their blond heads angled in as if they’re having a private conversation. Even though the club is thumping with loud music, it’s relatively quiet inside this small room, and I see that’s due to double glass doors that are closed to the open club. As soon as they hear us come in, their heads turn toward us in unison.


  Cara’s smile goes bright when she sees me, but then it dims when she notices Moira. Clint immediately jumps up, claps me on the back, and pulls Moira in for a close hug. I immediately want to kill the fucker.


  For the next two hours, I stand at the balcony’s edge and sip on a few beers, while I watch the dancers down below me. I keep the doors closed because the music is grating to my ears, and it makes me long for the soft lyrics of the tribal women who sing at our feasts. I declined the invitation to dance, but from my perch above, I can watch Moira as she gyrates her hips with moves so sexy that I have a perpetual hard-on. Cara takes it one step further, moving her body in an almost pornographic way, her arms raised above her head. Sometimes, Clint comes up behind his sister and holds onto her hips while he sways his own in unison with her. It looks disgusting to watch the siblings dancing so provocatively with each other. If he even thinks about doing that to Moira, he’s a dead man.


  I watch for a moment as they dance and wonder how soon Moira and I can leave. I have a powerful need for her, but what else is new in my life? She’s becoming almost a necessity to me, which further increases my dangerous mood.


  Eventually, Moira heads off the floor, pushing her way through the mob as she heads toward the bathroom. There’s a line almost as long as the one outside to get in, so I know she’ll be a while. I sigh with frustration as I watch Clint and Cara make their way back to the staircase to join me back up on the VIP balcony.


  Cara slinks into the private room and heads straight for me. She takes me by the hand, leading me over to the couch, and I don’t think to resist. Clint goes over to the private mini-bar and pours himself another drink. He and Cara have been pounding the liquor pretty hard, and they’re both drunk.


  Cara flops onto the couch and pulls me down beside her. She drapes her arms around my neck and says in a silky voice, “So Zach… Clint and I were wondering if you and Moira wanted to come back to my apartment and party with us.”


  Interesting that she invited Moira because I know she considers her a nuisance by the way she treats her. “What do you mean by ‘party’?”


  She flutters her eyelashes at me. “Oh you know… maybe a little coke… a little Ecstasy. Something to loosen up Miss Frigid Pants.”


  I have no clue what she means by any of this, but it doesn’t sound like something I would enjoy, nor would I want Moira to experience it with them. “I think we’ll take a pass.”


  Clint walks up behind us to stand behind the couch. With his drink in one hand, he reaches another out and caresses Cara softly on the back of her neck. “If you’re not into a four-way, we can split off.”


  “Split off?” I ask stupidly, because while I think I have an idea of what he’s saying, the prospect is starting to cause my blood to boil.


  “Yeah,” Clint says as his glazed eyes stare at me. “Cara and I get off on the group sex thing but, if that doesn’t appeal, you can have a crack at Cara and I’d love to fuck Moira until she can barely stand.”


  My vision goes red, and I actually get a moment of brief dizziness from the blazing rage that filters through me. Not at the offer to do a four-way because only these vacuous people would be so deviant as to suggest something like that, and I find that not surprising in the least. But fury rises swift over Clint thinking he could even be entitled to breathe the same air as Moira, much less think he can fuck her.


  I surge off the couch, turning toward Clint with a murderous stare. “What did you just say?”


  He has no clue the danger he’s in, and I notice Cara watches me with a lustful gleam in her eye. “Moira,” Clint repeats as if I’m stupid. “I want to fuck her. I bet she has the sweetest, tightest pus—”


  I go flying across the couch, leaping it with ease, and slam my hands into Clint’s chest. He goes careening back into the wall beside the mini-bar, causing glasses to lurch and two bottles to fall over where they shatter on the floor. His own drink goes flying, and then I’m on him. Wrapping both hands around his neck, I squeeze and watch his eyes fly open in fear.


  “Oh, Zach… why the dramatics?” Cara drawls from her perch on the couch. I see her sitting there watching us with mild interest, but she frankly seems bored. “If you don’t want to, you just have to say ‘no’. Although, I honestly don’t know what you see in Moira. She seems a little mousy to me.”


  I close my eyes, take in a deep breath and, when I open them back up, I turn my stare onto Clint. “Don’t you ever fucking talk about Moira like that again. Don’t you even think about touching her. If I even see you so much as glance at her again, I will fucking end your life, you miserable piece of shit.”


  Clint nods his head vigorously in understanding, fear having diminished the drunken glaze in his eyes. I release my hold on his throat, and his hand comes up to rub at his skin.


  Cara starts laughing behind me, and it gets louder as I can hear her walk closer. Her fingers come to the back of my neck, and she scrapes her nails along my skin. I jerk my head away from her and step back, looking at her warily.


  “Oh, this is delicious,” Cara says in a mocking voice. She walks over to her brother, wraps her arms around his neck, and runs her tongue from his collarbone to his jaw. “Don’t you see, Clint? Zach and Moira are fucking each other. That’s why he’s so bent out of shape.”


  Clint’s eyes go wide but he doesn’t say anything, my warning about Moira apparently still fresh in his mind.


  “See,” she croons to her brother as she strokes his chest with her hand. His arm goes possessively around her waist, and he pulls her in tight to him. “He doesn’t deny it.”


  My fingers curl inward to dig my nails into my palms, and I’ve never wanted to do violence to a woman before… until this very moment.


  “Let’s go, darling,” Cara says, taking Clint by the hand to lead him toward the door. She turns her head toward me and gives me an appraising look. “This has been very insightful, Zach. I’m sure Uncle Randall would be very interested to know that Moira’s professionalism isn’t quite as professional as he took it.”


  I never hesitate for a second. “Just as I’m sure he’d be interested to know that you and your brother are sick fucks that are screwing each other.”


  Cara blanches, so I know I hit the nail on the head. Clint pulls her by the hand toward the door. “Let’s go, Cara.”


  “Stay the fuck away from Moira,” I warn both of them. “You do not want to incur my wrath.”


  Neither of them responds as they walk out the door, and I let out a sigh of relief when they’re gone. I walk back to the couch and sink down onto it. A tiny laugh escapes my lips, and then turns into a full-fledged guffaw.


  I can’t believe that just fucking happened. I can’t believe those twisted fucks propositioned Moira and me like that, and I can’t believe I refrained from killing Clint. Moira would be so proud of me.


  Standing back up, I walk over to the mini-bar and pull another beer out of the fridge. I twist the cap, throw it in the garbage, and take a huge gulp.


  The door to the private room opens, and Moira walks through. She dressed tonight like she wanted to come dancing… like she wanted to show me the way her body could move. Her dress is silver and slinky, tying around her neck and plunging deep down her chest. The hem is short, barely covering her ass, but hangs loosely so it swishes as she walks. She paired it with a pair of black heels with wide, leather straps around her ankles, and when I first saw them, I thought they would look fucking magnificent resting on my shoulders while I pounded away inside of her.


  All thoughts of Clint and Cara melt away, and my body reacts as it normally does when I see Moira. Whether she’s in jeans and a T-shirt or a fuck-me-in-the-club dress, I get a raging hard-on for her.


  As she closes the door behind her, I set the beer down on the bar and stride toward the vision before me. Her eyes smile at me and she opens her mouth to say something, but I cut her off by bringing my lips to hers. I give her a punishing kiss filled with lust and need, plunging my tongue in deeply and pulling her hips inward so I can grind my erection against her.


  She pushes back at me slightly and gasps, “What’s gotten in to you?”


  “I want to fuck you… right now,” I tell her and kiss her again. She indulges me for a moment but then pushes at my chest once more.


  “No… we can’t. Clint and Cara could come in. One of the waitresses or something.”


  Grabbing Moira by the hand, I lead her to the balcony, opening the double doors and letting the pulsing music overwhelm me. I pull Moira in tight to my body and put my lips near her ear so she can hear me. “Clint and Cara are gone and aren’t coming back. And I am going to fuck you right now.”


  Moira jerks in my arms, not over the surprise that Clint and Cara are gone but by the urgent need in my voice. “What? No, we can’t. This is a public place.”


  “This is a private VIP room,” I tell her, and then lean in to claim her mouth again. She sinks into me, dueling her tongue with mine, her fingertips digging into the flesh at my biceps.


  She capitulates so easily, and I love that about her. That she never thinks to deny a single desire for her that I have.


  “The couch,” she mutters against my lips.


  “Too far away,” I growl back at her, tearing my mouth from hers. Turning her around in my arms, I face her out toward the open nightclub below us. Laser lights and writhing dancers fill the scene. I glance around at the other balconies, but because the lights don’t filter up this far, it’s fairly shadowed. Still out in the open, but dark and secluded.


  Just fucking perfect.


  Pressing my front up against Moira’s back, I push her forward until her belly comes to rest against the wrought-iron railing on the small, two-foot balcony just outside the double doors. Her upper back burns against me as I step in closer to her, making sure she can feel my erection that rests against her lower back.


  I rub my nose softly against the back of her head, smelling the shampoo I told her to buy. Leaning to the side to kiss her neck, I graze my teeth along her tender flesh. She shivers in my arms and tilts her head to the side to give me better access, her hands gripping the iron railing with white knuckles.


  “I want you to just stand there… spread your legs apart for me just a bit more.”


  Her chest heaves with anticipation, and she moves to do my bidding. I reach down and touch my fingers to the back of one thigh, then skim them upward until I slip under the hem of her dress, around the rounded globe of one beautiful ass cheek, which is deliciously bare feeling.


  Leaning down to the side, I take a peek, thinking she didn’t wear any underwear and thinking that is the hottest thing ever, but I’m rewarded with a thin, black strip of lace that crawls up the middle of her ass.


  Ahhh… a thong. No, that is fucking hot right there.


  Looping my finger under the back strap of her underwear, I drag downward, pulling the material out from between the cheeks of her ass and inching it to the side, leaving her smooth pussy open and vulnerable to me. My finger takes a swipe between those lips, and I feel her honeyed wetness.


  I fucking feel like I’m dying right now, so insatiable is my need for her. I can’t wait another minute so I hastily undo my pants and pull my cock out, ignoring the bite of my zipper that sits just below my balls. Oh well, a little pain always makes it interesting.


  I dip my knees and guide my shaft to Moira’s slick entrance, pushing firmly against her and sinking balls deep in one fluid move.


  Moira sucks in a huge gulp of air and says, “Oh, God. I can’t believe we’re doing this.”


  I smile and kiss the back of her head, wrapping one arm around her waist to hold her upright and placing the other one on the balcony railing for balance.


  I pump my hips against her, having to keep my knees bent for the right angle. If anyone were to look up, and if they were able to see us through the shadow and haze, it might look like I was just standing behind my girlfriend in an intimate embrace. Or it might look like I was slowly fucking her from behind.


  I’m not sure, nor do I care.


  I mean… Moira’s fully clothed and her skirt is loose enough that it still covers her front nicely. Other than the slow grind of my hips against her, which may look like I’m swaying to the music—or it may look like I’m fucking her from behind—I’m not sure it’s that obvious what we’re doing.


  Not that I could give a fuck. I’m too lost within the rapture of her body to care, and nothing could pull me away from her at this very moment.


  I slowly push in and out of Moira, my breathing ragged and raw. We both stare down at the dancers, lost in our own thoughts and pleasures.


  After pushing in extra deep, Moira’s head falls back and lands on my shoulder, her eyes closed, her mouth hanging open while exquisite pleasure coats her face. But she’s not making enough noise for me. She’s too afraid to let loose, even though no one could hear her over the music.


  I drop the arm that’s banded around her waist and snake my fingers under the front of her dress. Dipping below the edge of her thong, I immediately find her swollen clit, where I rub at it softly in tune with the beat of my thrusts.


  Moira’s cries out, “Fuck, Zach,” and her hips start circling against my hand.


  Now… if anyone is looking right now, and maybe they are, they’d know without a doubt that we’re fucking. The prospect is thrilling to me.


  One of Moira’s hands lock around my wrist and her head pops up. Leaning to the side, without even missing one fucking thrusting beat, I see her eyes are open wide with fear and pleasure.


  “Stop,” she pleads. “Someone might see.”


  “No fucking way,” I tell her, and I start moving a little faster, both my cock and my finger against her clit.


  “Oh, God, oh God, Oh God,” she chants and even though she’s terrified of being seen, her hips still buck in a frenzy against me.


  “Tell me you’re close, baby,” I growl urgently in her ear. “Because I am getting ready to fucking unload, and I can’t hold it back.”


  Moira’s head nods furiously at me and I start slamming into her, pushing her hard into the balcony railing. I feel her body squeeze around my cock and, once again, her head slams back into my shoulder as she cries out in orgasmic surrender. Tremors course through her body, and I feel a flood of more wetness from the walls of her pussy coat my cock.


  And fuck… I’m coming. I slam deep one more time and close my eyes, concentrating on the feel of Moira spasming around me while my cock continues to unload my semen into her.


  I issue another low groan and pull her hips back into mine, lodging my cock deeper yet. Wrapping one arm around her stomach and another across her chest, I squeeze her tight to me. We stay like that a moment… or ten… time seems to stop for both of us. I don’t hear the music; the flashing lights and gyrating bodies mean absolutely nothing to me.


  All I care about in this moment is this women wrapped in my arms and the feel of her warm pussy still gently holding my cock.


  Nuzzling down into her neck, which smells like wild orchids and spring rain, I whisper to her, “I don’t think I can ever stop with you, Moira.”


  


  Chapter 22


  Moira


  I pace back and forth in my room, chewing on a thumbnail. Glancing at my watch for like the tenth time in the last ten minutes, I start for my bedroom door and then turn around to resume the trail of worry that I’m imbedding in the carpet.


  The connecting door to Zach’s room opens, and he steps through with a sated look on his face. “Ready to go down to breakfast?”


  He’s wearing that well satisfied look because an hour ago, Zach had woken me up, as he so often does, with his tongue deep inside my pussy and me on the verge of an orgasm. Just as I was getting ready to come, Zach pulled away, flipped me onto my stomach, pulled at my hips to hike my ass in the air, and plunged deep inside of me. I immediately came, muffling my cries in my pillow, and Zach pounded away at my body while he let out a stream of curses and moans.


  And then he did something that shocked the hell out of me and made me orgasm again violently. He pulled out just as he started to climax, shooting his warm seed all over my butt and lower back. I felt three spurts hit me while he groaned loudly, then he was dragging his fingers through the slickness… down my back and right down in between my ass cheeks. His finger grazed over my anus and rubbed the moisture all around, and then he gently inserted his finger inside, setting off another sparkling storm within me. He pumped his finger in and out of my ass a few times while I shuddered and cried in wicked release, finally begging him to stop before I passed out.


  He chuckled in good nature, removed his finger, and leaned over to press a kiss between my shoulder blades. Then he pulled me back into his arms, and we laid on the bed in silence while our skin soaked up the sticky mess he had made all over me.


  Soon, though, he slapped my ass playfully and pushed me out of his bed, telling me to take a shower so we could meet Randall for breakfast. And thus is the reason for my worry.


  Facing Randall.


  Zach told me on the way home last night what transpired with Clint and Cara. About how they propositioned him for group sex, promising coke and Ecstasy. I had to explain what that was to Zach. He curled his lip up in disgust, and then cursed them both for a solid five minutes.


  Worst of all was when he told me that Cara threatened to tell Randall about us, but Zach assured me she wouldn’t. He had threatened her the same, to tell Randall about their own dirty secrets, that they are sexually intimate with each other, a thought which gives me the willies. It’s just icky!


  “I’m not going down,” I tell him adamantly. “Cara probably called him this morning. In fact, he’ll probably be able to tell by looking at my guilty face.”


  Zach walks over to me and pulls me into his arms. Cupping the back of my head, he cradles me against his chest and whispers a kiss over the top of my head. This kind and gentle Zach is someone that causes my heart to nearly explode with feeling, and I know that every time he touches me this way, my heart’s fate is being sealed forever.


  “Would it be so bad if he knows?” Zach asks in a soothing tone while he strokes my back.


  Pulling back from him with wild eyes, I practically hiss at him. “Yes, it would be bad. Terrible. The worst. You don’t understand, Zach. He hired me to do this job. This is my professional career on the line. Randall has the power to ruin me and then what will I have? I’ll have nothing.”


  “You’ll have me,” he says simply and for once, my heart doesn’t flutter over his words.


  So I sneer at him. “What exactly would I have, Zach? A man who knows how to fuck me senseless but plans on leaving to return to Brazil one day?”


  “You could come with me,” he says quietly, his eyes serious and intent.


  I want to scoff at him because the idea is ridiculous. I’ve lived in a modern world my entire life. I’ve devoted a large portion of myself to becoming a scientist and developing a name for myself. I could never give that up to… to… what? Pick grub worms from rotted wood to go with the meat that Zach hunts for me?


  But I don’t say those things because right now, Zach’s offer is serious. I also know if he thought about it a moment, he really didn’t mean it. I mean… when he returns, he’s returning to a tribal society that doesn’t even practice monogamy. We wouldn’t have our own happy little home, and we wouldn’t make love for hours. No, he’d put me on my knees in the dirt and fuck me without any emotion because that is what he would become again when he returns. And that would destroy me.


  Taking a deep breath, I turn away from him and walk to the small vanity table. I take a moment to put on my watch and earrings that are laying there. Sorrow courses through me as I realize… there is no future with Zach. There’s only the here and now, for however long that may be.


  “Moira… Randall wouldn’t care if you and I were together,” Zach says confidently.


  Turning around, I look at Zach with disbelief. “You don’t know that. You can’t possibly know that.”


  He gives me a smile as he walks toward me. Reaching out, he tucks my hair behind my ear and looks at me thoughtfully. “I do know that because I’ve gotten to know Randall. He’s a good man and more than anything, I truly believe he just wants me to be happy.”


  “And are you happy, Zach? Are you really happy here in a world that you want to run from?”


  “I’m not running from it now, am I?” he says, his voice hard.


  “Maybe not, but you’re certainly vocal that you’ll run from it one day. Your plans are still to return, right?”


  Zach’s lips turn downward into a frown, and his voice is sad. “Yes, I’m going back. It’s where I belong.”


  Letting out a breath of acceptance, I place my hand on his chest. “I know. I know you don’t belong here, even if I wish you did.”


  His eyebrows rise in surprise. “You want me to stay?”


  I’m not prepared for this conversation because I’m afraid it will lead me to say something foolish, like Yes, I want you to stay. I’m falling in love with you, and I can’t bear the thought of you leaving.


  But I keep my lips sealed tight and tell him, “It doesn’t matter what I want. Like Randall, I only want you to be happy too, and I’ll support your need to return if that’s where your joy lies.”


  Zach watches me intently, waiting for me to say something else. He looks disgruntled by what I just said, but I just stare back at him, reaching an impasse in truly laying out all of our feelings. Because let’s face it… it’s easier to express them with sex and desire rather than talk about what the heart truly wants.


  Turning away from me, Zach heads toward my bedroom door that leads out into the hallway. “Let’s go eat breakfast and then we can get packed up.”


  Yes, we need to get packed. Zach and I are going to go to North Carolina for the weekend to visit my sister, and I’m yearning to see her. She’s someone I can talk to about all of this craziness with Zach and hopefully, she can give me some perspective.
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  I cut into the Belgian waffle on my plate and take a small bite. My stomach is still churning with apprehension, worried that at any moment Randall is going to call me out for seducing his godson.


  But with every passing moment, Randall is nothing but his kind and jovial self. He and Zach keep up a running dialogue about Randall’s plans to expand Cannon’s Department Store globally. I can’t tell if Zach is truly interested or if he’s just humoring the old man, but whatever it is, I can tell that Zach has definitely developed a fondness for his godfather. He’s totally at ease with him, and he even kids around, making sly jokes at Randall’s expense, who always bursts into laughter at Zach’s temerity.


  “So, Moira… are you actually working on writing up your study on Zach to publish or will you wait until after he returns to Amazonia?”


  I swallow my waffle and take a sip of orange juice. “I’m actually working on the paper as we go. It’s a bit different than my other studies on the Indians I’ve observed who have transitioned back into modern society, so I’m finding this method works better.”


  “How so?” Randall asks with interest. Zach listens while he eats, but he’s actually heard this before. We had talked about it the other day when we decided to have a lunch picnic in the park.


  “Well, in my other studies, those Indians were indigenous and had never been in the modern world. Zach is a bit different. He was born here and has some strong memories that have helped to ease his transition. But the biggest difference is in the language barrier. Zach speaks English. The Indians I studied all spoke Portuguese, and I had to work with an interpreter. Also, I didn’t have one-on-one access to them the way I do with Zach. I was able to do some interviews with the interpreter and had them fill out some questionnaires, but I couldn’t observe them. It was very sterile, and I had a lot of written data I had to analyze.”


  “So I imagine as you observe Zach, it’s easier to write your findings in an organic manner,” Randall observes astutely.


  “Exactly,” I tell him, and then because I’m suffering under massive guilt for entering into a sexual relationship with my study subject, I say, “And again, Randall, I cannot thank you enough for this opportunity. For trusting me with this project.”


  I notice Zach’s eyes fly to me at that last statement and narrow over my choice of wording. I wince internally because while I know that Zach is far more than just a test subject in a project, I’m sure it didn’t feel nice to hear me say that about him just now.


  Zach watches me a moment and then a hard look filters in. My guilt increases. I open my mouth to try to sugarcoat what I just said, but Zach pushes his plate away and turns to Randall.


  “Randall… you need to know that Moira and I are involved in a relationship. So while she’s still helping me to adjust,” and here he looks back over to me with a pointed look, “and she’s certainly studying my ability to acclimate, we are a little bit more than just a scientist and a test subject.”


  I gasp that Zach would tell our secret in such a blatant fashion. My face flushes red with embarrassment, even as I totally feel that Zach was justified in calling me out on the scientist/test subject misnomer.


  My head turns slowly toward Randall, and he’s looking at Zach in surprise. “Oh, well… I see.”


  “Actually, you probably don’t,” Zach says in a soft voice. “But what you need to know is that I pursued Moira. I seduced her, and she fought me hard. She was so worried about breaching professional ethics that she wouldn’t even entertain the notion of having a relationship with me.”


  Randall’s head swivels to look at me briefly, and then back to Zach. A huge smile breaks out on his face. “Pursued her, did you? Wore her down?”


  “Yes, sir. I wanted her and wasn’t going to let up until she submitted,” Zach says as he shoots me a devious grin, and only Zach and I truly know what he means by “submission.”


  “Randall… I’m so sorry,” I tell him. “I totally breached your trust. I have no excuse.”


  Giving me an amused smile, Randall says, “Well, the way Zach tells it, you had no choice in the matter.”


  I stand from the table and place my fingertips on the edge to help balance myself because I feel I might be on the edge of a panic attack. “But see… I did. I did have a choice, and I chose to give in to my feelings for Zach. It was wrong, and I have no business even staying here another moment. You can get someone else to take over for me, and I’ll share all of my notes so far. There are plenty of qualified people that can continue to help Zach.”


  Turning from the table, I leave the dining room even as Zach calls out to me, “Moira… wait.”


  I can hear the scraping of his chair against the polished hardwood floor and I speed up my pace, reaching the staircase and jogging up it. I expect Zach to be in hot pursuit, and I need to reach my room to lock both doors before he shows up.


  Once I’m secured inside, I look around almost blindly, trying to figure out what to do. It was the right thing to do… to resign. I can’t, in good conscience, continue on and, frankly, I should have quit the very first time that Zach fucked me.


  But I was selfish.


  So selfish.


  I didn’t want to give Zach up. Not for the scientific opportunity, but I didn’t want to give him up because I selfishly wanted him and wanted as much time with him as possible. And to do that, I had to prey on Randall’s trust in my abilities and his generosity.


  A soft knock sounds on the door, and I hear Randall’s voice filter through softly. “Moira… I’d like to talk to you a moment.”


  Oh, shit. Shit, shit, shit. I don’t want to face this.


  With leaden feet, I walk to the door and unlock it. When I swing it open, Randall is standing there with a kind smile on his face. “Can I come in?”


  I nod and stand aside so he can enter, shutting the door behind him.


  “You’re absolutely right,” Randall says as I turn to face him. “There are other people qualified. In fact, some are way more qualified than you are. I interviewed two other anthropologists that had dual Ph.D.s in psychology in addition to their Ph.Ds in anthropology. They certainly would have been far better choices than you to deal with any psychological stressors that Zach would be experiencing.”


  I nod in understanding. “I agree. I’m sure one of them would be more than happy to step in. This is a golden opportunity.”


  “Yes, it is,” Randall concurs. “But I don’t care about the opportunity for their benefit, or yours for that matter. What I care about is the opportunity for Zach.”


  My eyes lower to the floor in shame, that I’ve ruined this for Zach.


  “And I believe you are the best person to make the most of this opportunity for him,” Randall concludes.


  My eyes rise to his in confusion. “I don’t understand.”


  “I chose you very specifically, Dr. Reed. Do you think I was just sending someone in to Caraica blindly, hoping for the best? No, I knew everything about the Caraican tribe before I even started looking at anthropological help. I spent a great deal of time with Father Gaul and other scientists that had studied indigenous tribes, learning about Caraican society and their customs and norms. I needed to understand what Zach was truly facing before he came out of the jungle. And once I was able to grasp what I was facing, then I started my search for the perfect person to bring him out.”


  I’m stunned silent but even if I had the power of speech, I have no clue what to say.


  “You were the person, Moira. The best person for Zach.”


  Understanding starts to dawn on me. “Because I was a woman?”


  “Because you are a beautiful, strong, and independent woman, and you’re close to his age. You’re young and idealistic, so you could show him the world with fresh eyes. You are the antithesis to what Zach is accustomed to. I think you are the best representation of what opportunity looks like in this world. You’re also no-nonsense and dedicated. You have a kind touch and a soft voice, and I knew Zach would be like a wounded animal some of the time. You were my first choice then, and you’re my only choice now, so I am not accepting your resignation.”


  “But… but…”


  “But nothing,” Randall scoffs at me. “I know you aren’t solely responsible for the amazing transformation I’ve seen in Zach these last few weeks, but you are hugely responsible. Zach has opened himself up to the possibility of staying in this world. He’s given this old man a chance, and he had every reason to hate me. You helped to make that happen.”


  “You’re wrong, Randall. Zach isn’t open to the possibility of staying here. He told me as much this morning.”


  Randall appraises me a moment, and then walks to my bedroom door. Just as he opens it, he turns to me and says, “Zach is absolutely open to the possibility of staying here. I see it every time he looks at you. I know you two think you were keeping a great secret from me, but I saw it right away… what you have found in each other. And besides that… you two aren’t exactly quiet at night.”


  My face heats up so hot that a tiny sheen of sweat breaks out on my face. Randall gives me a grin and says, “So, you two get packed up and enjoy your weekend at your sister’s. I’ll see you both on Monday.”


  Randall leaves and shuts the door behind him, leaving me standing there with a red face and my jaw hanging open.


  


  Chapter 23


  Zach


  Moira’s given me the silent treatment almost the entire trip to North Carolina. I was waiting outside her room when Randall exited.


  He gave me a smile and clapped me on the shoulder. “She’s a special woman, Zach. Tread carefully with her.”


  I merely nodded at him in understanding, feeling pretty fucking low about myself. I breached Moira’s trust in me by revealing our secret, but I was so tired of hearing her fears. I knew Randall wouldn’t care and would even be happy about it. But I couldn’t get her to see that, so I took matters into my own hand. And I knew she was going to be pissed at me, but I did it anyway.


  Randall’s words to me… to be careful with Moira… punch me in the gut, because the thought of hurting her shreds me from the inside out. I know I hurt her just now, and I know I’m going to hurt her when I leave.


  But I have to return to Caraica. There is nothing for me here. Nothing except Moira, that is. But what is she going to do? Take care of me? Let me live with her in exchange for providing her orgasms? I have nothing to offer her. Nothing that I’m good at except hunting and raiding, which are skills that are absolutely useless here in this society.


  I entered her bedroom to find a suitcase on the bed and her putting clothes in it. For a brief moment, I thought maybe she was still going through with her plan to quit but then, in a clipped voice, she said, “You should go get packed if you still want to go with me to visit Lisa.”


  The grin that popped out on my face was spontaneous, so relieved I was that she wasn’t quitting her job.


  Quitting me.


  She glared at me in response.


  “How long are you going to be mad at me?” I asked.


  “I haven’t decided,” she sniffed, and my grin got bigger. I’d let her have her pique for now, but if she wasn’t talking to me by the time we went to bed tonight, I’d fucking demand that she forgive me. I figured I’d fuck her back into line if I had to, just so I can have her smile and laugh again.


  I’ve tried several times to strike up a conversation with her during the ride, asking her more about Lisa and her family. Her words were short, but she wasn’t about to be totally rude to me. So she gave me some minimal information, but managed to still radiate angry vibes toward me.


  My cock was hard half the time, thinking about getting into her pants so I could make her warm up to me again.


  When she pulls into her sister’s driveway in Wilmington, in front of a cute beach cottage of gray shingles and white trim, I turn toward her. She shuts the car off and starts to grab for the door handle. My hand snakes out and I let my fingers slide along her jaw, where I grip it firmly. Turning her face toward me, I wait until I have her attention and say, “I’m sorry.”


  She glares at me, so I pull her face toward me and slide my lips along hers. “I’m sorry,” I tell her again… sincerely.


  Stiffness radiates off her, and I know I’m not forgiven just yet. I kiss her again and say once more, “I’m sorry.”


  Pulling back, she looks at me with accusing eyes. “You could have ruined my career, Zach. You put this entire project in jeopardy.”


  Anger surges through me because I’m tired of being considered her test subject. I know she certainly doesn’t feel that way when I’m lodged balls deep inside of her. “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Moira. I don’t give a damn about your project, but I knew Randall wasn’t going to be mad and I was right, wasn’t I?”


  “That’s beside the point,” she sputters, and I kiss her again to shut her up.


  When I pull away, I clasp her face. “I’m not your pet project anymore. I don’t fucking need you to help me adjust because let’s face it… I’m doing just fine here. I’ve played by all your silly rules. I eat with my fucking utensils, and I don’t go around killing people on a whim. I understand your rules, and nothing about this world freaks me out. And I was tired of fucking hiding what we have. Do you know how much it kills me not to be able to touch you when I want, or to keep my eyes averted for fear someone might guess that we’re fucking each other? I was sick of it, and I’m glad I did it, and I’d do it again. So be pissed at me if you want, but I’m fucking the remaining bitterness out of you tonight.”


  The anger finally seeps out of me as Moira stares at me with wide eyes over my rant. Her chest rises and falls in tune with my own.


  “You don’t need me anymore?” she asks in a small voice.


  Pulling her into my arms so her face is buried in the crook of my neck, I squeeze her and growl, “I do fucking need you. More than I want to admit. But not as an anthropologist. I need you the way a man needs a woman.”


  “But you already have that,” she tells me. “I give that to you already.”


  “Maybe I want more,” I tell her impulsively, because maybe it’s time to lay it all out on the line. Maybe it’s time to give a voice to these feelings I’ve been having.


  “More?” she asks hesitantly as she pulls back to look at me, and it kills me to see the fantasy of a happily ever after in her eyes. Because I don’t see how I can give that to her, yet I know I’m not ready to let her go right now. I’m a selfish fuck.


  Scrubbing a hand through my hair, I let out a breath and try to clear my mind. “Look… Paraila wanted me to commit to a year here before I considered going back. I know I haven’t exactly given in to that idea, but what if I did that? What if I just committed to a year here… with you… and we see what happens?”


  Hope fills Moira’s eyes and I feel wonderful and wretched all at the same time, for offering her something I’m still deep down not sure I can fulfill. All I do know is that I don’t want her mad at me, and I want to be here with her right now with an absolute vengeance.


  “Commit to a year here?” she asks.


  “Yes. We can stay in Atlanta until you have to start back at Northwestern for the winter semester. We’ll move into my parents’ house because as much as I like and have come to respect Randall, I don’t like sponging off him. I’ll get a job. Then we can go back to Evanston when you have to start work. We’ll stay there until next summer, and I’ll decide what to do then.”


  I know I’m hedging on that last statement because my mind hasn’t been changed. At least not as of this exact moment, because I still feel deep down in my heart that I need to return to Caraica. It’s my true home, and as much as I’ve come to care for Moira… as much as I think I’ve come to need her… my loyalties are still with Paraila and the tribe. The biggest part of my heart is still there.


  Moira gives out a stuttering breath. Her voice is shaky when she says, “Okay. I think that’s a good plan.”


  I smile at her then because, for now, this crisis has passed. “It’s a plan then.”


  Moira surprises me when she grabs ahold of my face and kisses me deeply, plunging her tongue in, and I’m helpless to resist. I kiss her back, grateful to return to where we were… a mutual need for each other that we are both willing to satisfy by living in the here and now. I can do a year here. No problem. Not with Moira by my side.


  Pulling her lips back slightly, Moira whispers, “I think I still might be a little pissed. I think you’ll definitely need to fuck that out of me tonight.”


  I groan at the thought and wonder if I could just fuck her right here in the car, in broad daylight. My hand drops to the front of her jeans, and I work at her button. At the very least, I could probably get her off really quick.


  Knock, knock, knock.


  Moira springs away from me, whipping her head to the driver’s window, where a woman stands peering in at us. This is no doubt Lisa, as she has the same red hair and green eyes as Moira. She’s slightly older but they look remarkably alike, except Lisa is a little more rounded in the breasts and hips, probably from childbirth. I’ve noticed that happens to some of the Caraican women after they’ve had children.


  Moira doesn’t spare me another glance, just pushes the driver’s door open and flies into her sister’s arms. I watch them hugging through the window for a moment, reach down to adjust my hard-on, and then get out of the car.


  I turn to look at them over the roof of the car as they smile at one another.


  Lisa shoots me a glance and then looks back to Moira. “Sorry to have interrupted your… um… whatever it was you were doing. But I’ve been hanging out at the window watching you since you pulled in, and I couldn’t stand not giving my baby sister a hug another moment longer.”


  Moira laughs and pulls her sister back in for another squeeze before releasing her. I shut the car door and walk around the back. When I reach the sisters, Moira introduces us. “Lisa… this is Zach. And Zach, this is my sister Lisa.”


  Lisa reaches a hand out, and I shake it. “It’s a pleasure, Zach. Moira’s told me a lot about you.”


  She then turns back to Moira and punches her lightly in the arm. “But apparently not everything. That was some kiss I was watching.”


  “Stuff it, Lisa,” Moira says with good nature, and then reaches her hand out to take mine. I don’t hesitate a second, linking our fingers together in what is our first public display of affection around someone we know. It feels… nice… not to have to hide my attraction to Moira.


  “Well, come on in,” Lisa says as she turns toward the flight of stairs that lead up to the porch of her stilted cottage. “Adam should be home soon, and I’ve got some steaks to throw out on the grill. The kids are so excited to see you.”


  Almost as if on cue, the front door bursts open and two red-haired children… a boy and a girl… come barreling down the steps screaming, “Aunt Moira.” Moira told me in the car that the little girl is eight and the boy is just six years old. I watch as she falls to her knees and opens her arms, then both kids are crashing in to her for hugs.


  She wraps them in tight, pressing her nose into the little girl’s head, and I watch as she inhales their scent. A slight stirring in my chest occurs over the beauty I am watching. I never thought about Moira with children before, but she clearly loves her niece and nephew. I wonder what type of mother she would be, but I think I know the answer to that.


  A twinge of yearning filters through me, knowing that isn’t something that would be possible for me to ever have with Moira. It’s not something I ever thought of before, quite frankly. In Caraica, sexual freedom abounds, and although women and men marry, and although the woman must submit to the man, there is no such thing as infidelity. Women are allowed to have sex outside of their marriage, just as men are allowed to do so. It’s done by mutual consent, and while sometimes jealousy can come in to play, for the most part, it’s an accepted custom. Even when a woman gets pregnant, if she’s taken more than one lover, the child is treated as a child of the tribe, not of the marriage, and everyone takes a hand in raising the baby. Well, that is, the women care for the baby and the men provide food and protection. Caraican men remain pretty removed from the kids, especially the little girls. They show a bit more interest in the boys once they are old enough to learn how to hunt and provide.


  “Colleen… Samuel… I’d like to introduce you to my friend, Zach,” I hear Moira say. She stands from the ground and with a hand on each kid’s shoulders, faces them toward me.


  “You’re the man that lived in the jungle,” Samuel says to me. Colleen keeps her shy eyes on the ground.


  “That’s right,” I tell him with a smile.


  “Are there lions there?” he asks wide-eyed.


  Laughing, I ruffle his hair, and Moira smiles at me. “No lions, but there are jaguars. And alligators and really big snakes.”


  Samuel’s mouth purses into a little “o” of wonder. “What’s a jaguar?”


  Moira laughs and takes both kids by the hand, leading them up the stairs. “We’ll pull one up on the computer and show you a picture. But let’s get inside.”


  Glancing over her shoulder at me, she shocks me when she says, “Remember… still pissed here. Better do something about it tonight.”


  Fuck… I had just gotten my hard-on under control and now it’s back again.
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  With three fingers lodged deep in Moira’s pussy, I latch onto her clit and suck extra hard. She breaks apart as easy as spun glass, shoving her fist in her mouth to muffle her cries with the knowledge that the kids are sleeping in the bedroom next door.


  I circle my tongue around her lightly and pull my fingers out. Rising up on my knees, I take my cock and guide it in, slipping easily into her wetness with a soft groan.


  Taking her ankles in my hand, I raise them up and place them on my shoulder, leaning forward to place my hands on the mattress just to the sides of her breasts. It pushes me in even deeper, and Moira makes a strangled sound.


  “Still pissed at me?” I ask quietly as I pull back slowly and then sink back into her.


  She shakes her head violently, squeezing her eyes shut.


  “I don’t know,” I say dubiously while I slowly thrust my cock in and out of her. “I think you might be. In fact, I think you need to come one more time… just to get the anger out.”


  “I can’t,” she moans as her eyes open to look at me. “You broke me just now.”


  Chuckling, I keep pumping in and out of her, eying with pride the red tint to her neck from the massive orgasm she just had and the sheen in her eyes. Leaning to the side to support my weight on one hand, I grab her by the wrist and shove her own hand between her legs.


  “Touch yourself,” I tell her. “Make yourself come again while I’m fucking you.”


  She shakes her head again but I look down and see her fingers working at her wet flesh. I sigh in absolute pleasure as I watch her… feeling her tight pussy gripping me.


  “That’s my sweet girl,” I praise her and thrust a little harder, thankful the little twin bed that we’re on, which belongs to Colleen, isn’t groaning the way I want to let loose.


  I feel my orgasm start to bubble at the base of my spine even as Moira’s free hand blindly grabs at my bicep, digging her nails in deep.


  “I’m coming again,” she whispers, and her hips buck as her back arches. She throws her head back baring that slender throat to me, and I lean all the way down, causing her body to practically fold in half so I can run my tongue along her skin. My balls contract for a splendid moment, and then I bite down on her throat as I start to come inside of Moira, feeling the spasms of her waning orgasm still rocketing through her pussy.


  Even as my hips shallowly pump at her, trying to squeeze every last bit of pleasure I can, I lean up so Moira’s legs can fall limply back down to the mattress.


  Then I collapse on top of her, my entire body feeling depleted of all its strength. I bury my face in her neck and pull her tight into my arms, my breath still ragged. My cock is still lodged inside of her, still semi-hard but flagging in repletion.


  Turning to my side a bit, I pull Moira in closer as her own pants brush soft against my chest. The damn bed we’re in is so small, my legs hang off by a good foot and my ass is hanging precariously over the side.


  “No way are we going to be able to fucking sleep in this bed together,” I grumble as I kiss her temple. “I’ll take the floor as soon as I’m able to move.”


  “Let’s pull all the blankets onto the floor, and I’ll sleep down there with you.”


  “No way… you should keep the soft bed.”


  “I’d rather sleep next to you if it’s all the same,” she says in a miffed voice, which makes me smile.


  Grabbing her by the back of her hair, I tug gently so her head arches back. When I can see her eyes, I ask, “Done being pissed at me?”


  “Oh, yeah,” she says with a satisfied smile. “Totally over it.”


  “That’s a shame,” I tell her softly as I bend in to nuzzle at her neck. “I wasn’t quite done with you yet.”


  She giggles, and the sound is like lovely music swimming through my veins. “Oh, well… in that case, I’m sure I might still be just a little angry with you.”


  “That’s my girl,” I murmur before taking her mouth with mine.


  


  Chapter 24


  Moira


  “Okay, this is the first time I’ve had you alone since you got here… you need to spill everything right now,” Lisa says, and I tear my gaze away from Zach as he swims in the Atlantic Ocean.


  Turning to my sister, who sits beside me on the beach in a lounge chair with a big floppy hat on her head, I smile at her briefly before turning back to look at Zach. “Not much to tell.”


  God, he’s so freaking gorgeous. He’s wearing a pair of navy-blue board shorts that hang low on his hips, and I can’t help but stare at the “V” cut muscles at the bottom of his abdomen, which are only second in beauty to the washboard abs he sports. He’s utterly perfect… lightly muscled but not too bulky with an absolutely smooth, hairless chest. His legs are powerful, just the perfect size for his towering height.


  “Geez, Moira… your tongue is practically hanging out of your mouth while you stare at him,” Lisa says with a snort and slaps my arm. “So dish. Give it to me.”


  I peel my eyes off Zach, giving a brief glance at Adam as he plays with Colleen and Samuel in the shallower water, and then turn to look at Lisa. She’s lying on her side in the lounge chair, staring intently at me.


  “It’s so crazy,” I tell her, because that’s the best way to describe Zach and me. “I mean… at first, when I was bringing him back to the States, he couldn’t stand me. He refused to engage with me and was fighting against me at every turn.”


  “Like how?” she asks curiously.


  “Like refusing to eat with utensils and refusing to wear clothes.”


  Lisa’s jaw drops, and then she whispers, “He went naked?”


  Nodding my head, I tell her, “Around the house.”


  “Oh, God… fantasy come true,” she murmurs. “You lucky bitch.”


  “I didn’t feel lucky,” I tell her truthfully. “It was frustrating as hell because I couldn’t cross that line with him.”


  “But clearly you did,” she points out. She knows this for a fact, because when I came out into the kitchen this morning, she handed me a cup of coffee and said, “I don’t even have to ask if you had a good night last night. I clearly heard you did.”


  My face went up in flames, then I was horrified that the kids had heard us, but she told me to relax, that they had slept through it. Then she nudged my shoulder and whispered in my ear, “But it sort of got Adam and me worked up, so thank you for that.”


  Geez. Now my sexual escapades were making others horny. Just great.


  “So, what changed?” Lisa asks.


  “I just couldn’t resist him. I wanted him too much. So I gave in and submitted to it.” I don’t provide any more clarity on the details, and she certainly doesn’t need to know my submission meant that he put me on my knees and fucked me without emotion from behind. While that first time felt amazing, when I think back on it, I don’t ever want to go back to that place again. Seeing all the depth of feeling Zach gives me now when we come together has spoiled me too much. I have his emotion now… I’m not giving that back.


  “What are you going to do?” Lisa asks, and I know exactly what she’s asking. She and I email each other almost every day, and we talk a few times a week. I’ve kept her updated on Zach’s progress, and she’s well aware that he wants to return to Caraica.


  “Zach has sort of committed to stay here a year. So I’m going to make the most of it,” I tell her simply.


  “But at the end of the year?”


  “He returns to his home… in Caraica,” I tell her sadly.


  “And what will you do?”


  “Probably die of a broken heart, I’m thinking.”


  “Oh, sweetie,” Lisa says in commiseration, swinging her legs over the side of her lounge chair. Planting her feet in the sand, she leans forward and takes my hands. “I’m sorry. Maybe he’ll decide to stay.”


  Shrugging my shoulders, I give her fingers a squeeze. “I doubt it. I don’t think he finds anything here that rivals his love for his home.”


  Lisa’s eyes soften with sympathy. “Do you love him?”


  “Getting there,” I admit dejectedly. “But it’s completely one-sided.”


  Leaning over to the cooler that sits at the end of our chairs, Lisa reaches in and pulls out two beers. After she hands me one and opens her own, she says, “It’s still early. A year is a long time. Feelings can develop.”


  “Or his longing for home can worsen,” I point out as I twist the cap off my bottle. I take a long sip and then lean back in my chair, pointing my face up to the hot Carolina sun and letting its warmth seep in to me.


  “Well, just judging by the way he looks at you, I think there’s a whole lot more to the way Zach feels than you give him credit for.”


  Turning my head to look back at Lisa, I ask, “What do you mean?”


  She merely nods toward the shore’s edge, and I turn to see Zach walking out of the water toward us.


  Rather, toward me. Raking his eyes over my body, he gives me a penetrating smile. His eyes are warm and hungry as he takes a hand and runs it through his wet hair. God, I could just perish right now from how beautiful he is.


  Zach stares at me the entire time he walks our way, and Lisa mutters, “Geez… you two are going to need to get a room just from that look.”


  I snicker to myself and watch Zach reach into the cooler to pull out a beer.


  “Have fun in the ocean?” I ask.


  “I did, but it would be more fun if you came out there with me,” he says with a licentious grin.


  “No way. I already explained to you I don’t go in water where I can’t see my feet. You do understand there are sharks out there, right?”


  Zach laughs and flops down on the chair next to mine, kicking his long legs out and resting his beer on his taut stomach, which is dotted with sparkling drops of sea-salted water.


  “Mommy,” Colleen screams from the water’s edge. “Come look… sand crabs.”


  Lisa gives a disgusted look and makes a dramatic shudder. “Ew… I hate those things, but the kids love catching them.”


  Standing from the chair, she leans down and punches the end of her beer bottle down in the sand to hold it upright. “A mother’s duty is never done.”


  Zach and I watch her walk to where Adam and the children are squatted down near the tide line, pushing their fingers through the wet sand and looking at the crabs.


  “Have I told you how hot you look in that bikini?” Zach asks me, and I turn my head to look at him. His eyes drift down to my breasts, and he licks his lips.


  I bring a finger up and trace the edge of the material that sits on the inner swell of my breast. “What? This old thing?”


  Zach’s blue eyes darken to the color of denim, and his voice is rough when he says, “Let’s go back to the cottage.”


  I give him a sweet smile. “No way. We’re hanging on the beach today with my sister and her family. No time for sex.”


  His look is sinister when he leans over toward me and runs a finger down my leg. “I’ll make you pay for that later.”


  Grabbing his finger, I pull it up to my mouth and bite the tip of it. His breath rushes out in a hiss, so I lick the end and he gives a soft moan. “Maybe I’ll make you pay instead.”


  Zach jerks away from me and leans over the side of the chair. Grabbing a towel from one of the three large bags we packed with various supplies, he tosses it over his lap and grumbles, “Christ… you gave me a fucking hard-on, and I can’t do a thing about it.”


  Leaning over in my chair, I stroke my hand down his arm. “Poor baby. Tell you what… I’ll give you a stupendous blow job when we go in later and take a shower. How does that sound?”


  Zach groans again and leans his head back in the chair, squeezing his eyes shut. “You’re killing me, Moira. Absolutely killing me.”


  “Why is she killing you?” I hear and look up to see Adam strolling up. He reaches into the cooler and grabs a beer, easily popping the top and taking a huge chug. Flopping down in Lisa’s abandoned lounge chair, he places his feet to the side in the sand.


  “Abandoned the sand crab hunt?” I ask, avoiding his question, which would have only been satisfied with the embarrassing answer that I gave Zach an erection.


  Adam shudders the same way Lisa did, except his seems more genuine. “I hate those little fuckers. They’re like little spiders with shells.”


  Laughing, I tease, “So you leave it up to the woman to handle those things?”


  “Abso-fucking-lutely,” he says with a wry grin. “I have no problem with the woman doing those things. I even make her kill the spiders we find in the house, which I’m betting makes me seem like a lame-ass to Zach.”


  Zach laughs in good nature. “Nah, man. Spiders give me the willies too.”


  “Yeah,” Adam agrees as he waves his beer bottle around. “But you can be all manly and say that. You freakin’ hunt monstrous anacondas and battle alligators. You’re allowed to be afraid of spiders. I don’t have that type of street cred.”


  We all three laugh in unison as we watch Lisa comb for crabs with the kids.


  “So, what are you going to do with the rest of your time here?” Adam asks Zach.


  “Going to try to find a job to keep busy. I don’t like using Randall’s money.”


  “Are you two going to stay in Atlanta?” Adam asks as he absently brushes sand off his legs.


  “For now,” I say. “Then we’ll go back to Evanston when classes start up for winter semester.”


  Adam nods in understanding. “But you’ll definitely go back to Caraica? You don’t want to stay here?”


  My body stiffens slightly over Adam’s probing questions. It’s not that he’s asking anything inappropriate, but it makes me uneasy because Zach has only recently committed to spending time here and part of me is afraid he really didn’t mean that offer.


  “That’s my plan, but I’m going to stay here for at least a year,” Zach says smoothly, and while it still hurts every time he talks about leaving, I’m relieved to hear absolutely no regret in his admission that he’s going to be staying for a while.


  “Gotcha,” Adam says, and then he turns in the chair to look at Zach over me. “So, tell me… what’s it like… really… where you live? What’s a typical day like in the wild?”


  Zach stands up briefly and turns his chair to face Adam. I can see absolute pleasure on his face that someone has asked about his home, and he’s clearly eager to share it.


  “First… it’s the most beautiful place you can imagine,” Zach says with reverence in his voice. “Green as far as the eye can see. The air is heavy… like a soft blanket… and sometimes smells like perfume because of the wild flowers. Brilliant-colored birds fly overhead. The jungle can be mysteriously quiet, although it can be very noisy when all the animals are chattering. But there’s also danger, and I live every moment on the edge… always aware that a small misstep could have grave consequences. It’s hard to describe… but, when you are always cognizant of how fragile life is in that environment, you feel more alive… more exhilarated.”


  Adam’s eyes are wide and almost glazed in a hypnotized fashion as he listens to Zach paint a pretty picture of his life. But I know it’s much harder than what Zach is portraying. I know every day is a struggle to keep their society whole and free from harm.


  “What do you do every day there?”


  “The man’s main job is to protect the tribe.”


  “From wild animals?” Adam asks with intrigue.


  “Sometimes,” Zach says. “But also from other tribes that attempt to raid us.”


  “Seriously? That happens?”


  “Absolutely,” Zach says. “There are a few tribes that we are constantly at war with.”


  I hope Adam doesn’t push for more information because I absolutely don’t want Zach telling him that those raids and wars result in loss of life. I don’t want him knowing that Zach has killed, because while I understand it based on my education and background and the way I’ve come to know Zach on a deeper level, it’s not an easy thing for many to digest.


  Instead, Adam asks, “So, you stay close to your village to protect it?”


  “No, we have to hunt almost daily to provide protein. We go out in large hunting parties but will leave a few men back for some modest protection.”


  “And what do you hunt?” Adam asks, fascinated by the concept. Such a man.


  “Tapir, wild pigs, and alligator. That’s some of the bigger prey, but we also hunt monkey and snakes. Although we fish as well, and that’s actually something the women help us do.”


  I didn’t know that and I perk up in interest at this concept—that the women would actually be counted on to help in the providing of the food. I mean, they tend the crops but the men do that as well.


  “So you all go out with fishing poles and have a day at the river or something?” I ask Zach.


  “No, far more interesting than that. The women make up palm-frond baskets, and we fill it with a plant that has a toxin in it. We then find small pools and submerge the baskets in the water. The toxin temporarily stuns the fish but doesn’t cause permanent damage or poison them. When they float to the top, we shoot them with small bows and arrows. It’s actually one of the ways the boys in the tribe learn how to use their own bows. It’s more of a tribal bonding experience when we do that.”


  My heart sighs at the same time it sinks. I can’t mistake the fondness in Zach’s words, and I even recognize longing within them. He comes from a society that has mastered the idea of community living. It’s something that we have long lost in this country.


  “This is all so fascinating,” Adam says with a smile. “I’d totally starve to death if I were lost in the Amazon.”


  “Just like I’d probably starve to death here,” Zach says, and my head jerks toward his when I hear a slight hint of bitterness.


  His eyes come to mine, and I see something in there I’ve never seen before. Uncertainty, fear, and low self-esteem.


  “No way, dude,” Adam says with a laugh. “There’s a grocery store on every corner.”


  Such a simple answer for a terribly complex problem.


  Sure… there’s food everywhere, but what Zach means is that he truly has no way to earn it. He has no transferrable skills, no education, and no work experience. He’s virtually unemployable except for maybe manual labor and, even then, you have to have skills or experience.


  Is that why Zach wants to return to Caraica? Because there at least he’s needed? He’s important and he can survive? Whereas here… it would be such a struggle to catch up to this society that left him behind so long ago?


  I know, without a doubt, that Randall would gladly have Zach stay with him and would provide for every comfort he could ever wish for. I also know Zach will never… ever accept something like that. He’d rather be homeless and starving before he accepted that type of lifestyle. He has too much pride to ever submit to that.


  But on the flip side, I know Randall would never let Zach just take his charity. Randall has all but made a formal offer of employment at Cannon’s if Zach were interested in that. I’m betting Randall would also want Zach to complete his education and would help him obtain that.


  Interesting things to consider, and maybe I need to broach this more with Zach. Maybe if he saw a way to survive and flourish here, he wouldn’t want to go back.


  Maybe he’d want to stay here with me and build a life.


  Probably more wishful thinking on my part, but a wish is better than nothing and, right now, I have nothing to entice him to stay.


  


  Chapter 25


  Zach


  My eyes roam over the classified ads with frustration, looking at the “Help Wanted” section and seeing job after job that I’m either unqualified for or that I’ve already applied to.


  Nothing. Not a single call back for an interview.


  I feel like such a lame-ass when I fill out the applications, really only able to provide my name, current address, and two references.


  Moira and Randall. My lover and my godfather.


  No education. No work experience.


  No call backs.


  The front door to my parents’ house… correction, my house… opens and I turn my body from my perch at the kitchen table to see Moira walk in like a ray of sunshine. She’s carrying two grocery bags in each hand and, when her eyes light upon mine, she smiles at me brilliantly.


  “I got some gorgeous steaks for us to grill out tomorrow night. Randall said he’d join us for dinner. Oh, and more Cocoa Puffs for you, and I bought Lucky Charms for me.”


  I want to laugh at her silly joy in grocery shopping because Moira seems to have been lit up from within this last week since we’ve moved into this house. She’s enjoying the role of homemaker, easily slipping into a new lifestyle with me. She cooks and keeps the house clean, has planted flowers in the front yard, and even repainted the kitchen and living room.


  Hefting the grocery bags onto the counter, she chatters away about meeting a woman at the store that had twin baby boys. I don’t hear longing in her voice, but I do hear absolute happiness as she recounts how cute they were dressed alike, even with matching pacifiers stuck inside their tiny mouths.


  And my mood turns even darker than it was a moment ago. As Moira seems to be happier with where we’ve settled, I’ve become increasingly frustrated and bitter. My life seems to be running just one day into the other, and I’m succumbing to boredom and restlessness.


  Sure, Moira and I still go out almost every day to explore the area around us. We go shopping, see foreign films, take tours of galleries, and have picnics in the park. We read newspapers together and discuss the most interesting articles. We drive out into the country and take in the scenery, stopping at country diners to try southern home cooking. I’m busy every single day with Moira and yet, I find it all frivolous.


  Except when I’m fucking Moira. That is the one thing that makes me happy, and there’s nothing pointless about that union. It gets so much better every single time I touch her… kiss her… stroke her soft skin, and she whispers sweet words of abandon to me. It’s what keeps me going… keeps me motivated to push forward and continue to try to find some unity with this new life I’m leading.


  “So, any luck with the job search today?” Moira asks as she puts the steaks and some milk in the refrigerator.


  Pushing the paper away, I sigh in irritation. “No. All the same stuff I’ve applied for already.”


  Her voice is cheerful and encouraging. “No worries, baby. You’ll find something soon, I’m sure of it.”


  “It’s kind of hard to get a fucking job when I don’t have any experience,” I snap at her, and then watch as her body jerks as if I’ve slapped her.


  I sit poised… tensed… ready for her eyes to narrow and for her to spit words of anger back at me. Instead, she stares at me a moment, and then her eyes soften. She walks up to me and drapes herself across my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck and nuzzling her cheek against my shoulder. “I’m sorry. Please don’t get frustrated. It can take a while to find a job, even for people with a lot of experience. Besides… if it’s really important to you, you know Randall will hire you at Cannon’s.”


  Bitterness that feels like hot ash wells up inside of me, and I push her off my lap. I stand up and throw my hands out to the side of my body. “Of course finding a job is really important to me. Don’t you get my frustration over this? And just drop the fucking Randall thing. Taking a job from him is like taking the fucking money he piles in my bank account. I can’t do it.”


  Spinning from her, I walk back toward our room.


  Yes, our room… formerly my parents’ room, but we took that one since it had the bigger bed. Moira fitted it with new sheets and a comforter done in browns and beiges… much more masculine she asserted. Reaching into the closet, I pull out the tuxedo that I’m going to have to put on for tonight’s dinner party that Randall is throwing in my honor.


  Fuck, I don’t want to go to this thing. Large crowds are not my thing and I’m tired of the endless curiosity about me, and the probing questions of what it’s like to live like a heathen, and everyone being completely flummoxed that I would want to return there to live. I constantly have to justify my desires to everyone.


  Everyone except Moira. She silently accepts my decision, even though I see the sadness in her eyes whenever I talk about returning.


  “I’m sorry, Zach,” I hear softly from behind me as her arms slip around my waist. She presses her cheek to my back and holds me tight. “I know this is hard on you. What can I do to make it better?”


  I briefly cover her hands with mine as they rest on my stomach, stroking my thumbs over her skin. She feels so good, plastered up against me. Warm, tight security. Comfort. I’ll miss fucking Moira when I leave, but damn… I’ll miss this as well. I’ve never had it in my life, and now that I’ve had a taste, I know this will be a terrible loss that I’ll have to live with when I go back.


  For about the millionth time, I rage inside over the unfairness of my situation. I’ve so long ago committed my heart and my loyalties to Caraica that I feel powerless to do anything but return. It almost feels like a moral obligation at this point. I know when that time comes, I’m going to be devastated to leave Moira.


  I know without a doubt her memory will haunt me, and not just because of the stellar sex. No, it’s turned into something so much more than that. My ability to talk to her for hours on end and even my ability to sit in absolute but comfortable silence with her is a treasure I’ve never had. Not even with Paraila.


  That thought also darkens my mood to a foul blackness and suddenly, her hands upon me seem almost stifling.


  Pulling Moira’s arms away from me, I step out of her embrace and turn to face her. “You better start getting ready. We’re going to have to leave soon for the party.”


  Disappointment fills her eyes, but she gives me a smiling nod of understanding and heads for the bathroom. I think briefly of joining her in the shower, but then decide against it. I don’t think I can handle intimacy with her right at this very moment.
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  “So, then the priest looks at the bottle and says, ‘Good Lord! He’s done it again’.”


  Everyone standing in our group laughs uproariously, and I plaster a fake smile on my face. I didn’t get that joke, nor the other two the pudgy bastard had told the cream of Atlanta’s society.


  Looking around the massive ballroom that sits in the east wing of Randall’s mansion, my eyes search for Moira. She had walked off several minutes ago to use the restroom, and my skin was itching to have her back at my side. I feel uncomfortable with these people that I have nothing in common with, and it’s torture trying to bear up under their scrutiny.


  Finally… there she is… walking back in with a confident and graceful stride. She’s wearing a strapless, white gown that plunges low in between her breasts, knotted in the center of her chest with a crystal, rhinestone flower. When she walks, a slit up the side reveals her long legs with her feet encased in crystal-studded sandals that add about four inches of height on her. Perfect alignment for me to fuck her standing up without having to bend my knees to compensate for the height difference.


  I pull away silently from the group and make my way across the floor to her. Reaching out, I grab two glasses of champagne from a nearby waiter and when her eyes land on me, they shine with delight and tenderness.


  We come together, and I hand her the glass. Her delicate fingers take it from me, and she takes a small sip.


  “You look like you could use this more than me,” she murmurs.


  “These people are strange,” I tell her. “If one more person asks me what monkey tastes like or if I crap in the jungle, I’m going to strangle someone.”


  “Has it really been that bad?” she asks in commiseration.


  Anger sparks within me, but I rein it in tight. It’s not for Moira. “These people are so condescending to me. Half of them talk slowly to me like I’m a half-wit.”


  Rage flashes across Moira’s face. “Who did that? I’ll fucking have their balls. Randall will have their fucking balls.”


  “Easy there, tiger,” I tell her, my chest flushing warmly over her protectiveness of me. “I’m a novelty. I get it. But I can’t fucking stand this party.”


  Moira smiles and places her hand on my chest. “We’ll leave soon. I’m sure Randall would understand.”


  Reaching my free hand out, I trace my fingers along her cheek. “I’m sorry I snapped at you earlier. I shouldn’t take my frustration out on you.”


  Her hand comes up to cover mine, and her eyes close briefly as she nuzzles into my caress. “It’s okay. We all need that one person we can just vent to.”


  “And you’ll be that person for me?” I ask in amusement.


  Her eyes bore into me with utter seriousness and purpose. “I’ll be your everything if you want me to.”


  Fuck yes, I want that.


  Fuck no, I can’t have that. Not when we’ll eventually be living on two different continents.


  Rather than give her affirmation, I pull our joined hands away from her face and lean in to give her a soft kiss. She sighs so softly, like a flower opening up its petals, and it makes me want to crush her to me.


  “Isn’t that sweet?” I hear a woman’s voice from behind me. “Looks like your little secret is out in the open. Congratulations to you.”


  Turning to face Cara, I pull Moira protectively into my side. It’s amazing that I had once thought this woman beautiful, from a purely male appreciative standpoint. But knowing what I know about her, and knowing that she has malice toward Moira and wanted to taint her with a disgusting offer of group sex and drugs, has me feeling more than a little dangerous at the moment.


  Cara stands there, wearing a blood-red gown, her hair piled with sophistication on top of her head. She’s holding a tumbler full of amber liquid and by the glaze in her eyes and the slight way in which she sways back and forth, I can tell she’s drunk.


  “Where’s your date tonight?” I sneer. “Oh, wait… that would be your brother, right?”


  Cara merely cocks up a perfectly arched eyebrow over my audacity. While my preference is to fight with fists and blades, I can sharpen my words when I need to.


  “How dare you think to judge me?” Cara says snidely. “You’re nothing more than a jungle rat trying to fit into a society that will never accept the likes of you. You’re nothing and you’ll never amount to anything here, hard as you might like to try. So, enjoy your time here while you can, Tarzan. Then run back to your little home and try to remember all the ways in which you failed. I’m betting Moira will be grateful to get rid of you, leech, but then again, she’s one of those women that look easy to appease. I’m sure she’ll be fucking her next pet Indian as soon as you’re gone.”


  “You fucking bitch,” Moira snarls as she takes a step toward Cara but I pull her back toward me.


  I hear another voice from behind me add on, “What in the hell has gotten in to you, Cara?”


  Angling my head, I see Randall standing there with anger blazing in his eyes. He steps around me and takes Cara by the upper arm, leaning in closer to her. “It is unacceptable to speak to Zach that way. He’s family.”


  Cara pulls her arm away from Randall, her own eyes fevered with indignation. “He’s not our family. You’re blind to him.”


  “I see as well as I ever do,” Randall murmurs with disappointment. “I’m seeing very well right now. I think you need to leave, Cara.”


  “What?” she asks in disbelief. “You’re kicking me out of your home?”


  “I’m asking you to leave before you make a scene and before I’m forced to kick you out. Go home and sleep off your drunk, and then maybe tomorrow you’ll be able to offer Zach and Moira an apology.”


  “Never,” she hisses but spins on her heel, almost toppling over and heading toward the doorway. I notice Clint angling in toward her. He takes ahold of her arm as if to steady her, but she throws it off. He follows right behind her, and I sincerely hope that I never have to see those two again.


  “I’m so sorry, Zach,” Randall says to me in apology. “She’s had too much to drink, and I’m sure she didn’t mean those words.”


  Moira rests a hand on my arm, but I can feel her shaking. Oily unease settles within my chest, almost suffocating me. “You don’t need to apologize for her, Randall. Besides… her words were pretty much true.”


  “That’s preposterous,” Randall gasps. “Her words were nothing more than meaningless drivel coming from a drunken and self-absorbed woman.”


  “Still,” I tell him kindly as I reach a hand up to clasp his shoulder. “It’s not your place to apologize for her behavior. Now, if you don’t mind… I think Moira and I are going to leave for the night.”


  Moira slips her hand into mine and laces her fingers with a slight squeeze. “Thank you for hosting this party for Zach. It was very nice.”


  I know that was the kindest thing Moira could think to say to Randall at this moment, and I watch as sadness overtakes his face. “It was a pretty stupid idea having this, huh? What was I thinking? These people aren’t your friends. Hell, ninety percent of them aren’t my friends either.”


  “It’s okay,” I assure him. “It was the gesture that counted.”


  “I’m sorry,” Randall says, his eyes soft and wistful. “I just wanted to show you off. I’m just… really proud of you, Zach. I have no one else in my family that gives me such pride. That’s all.”


  Some of the darkness that had been threatening to overtake me over Cara’s words… which were no doubt about as truthful as any I’ve heard since I’ve been here, starts to recede. Warm fondness for this man, who has indeed given me an amazing opportunity, which led me to Moira, starts to fill up that black hole. Yes, I will miss him too, when I’m gone.


  A lot.


  


  [image: break]


  


  Moira sits straddling me in the limousine on the way home. She had just pushed a button that rolled up a dark piece of glass that separated the driver from us. Then she pulled up her gown, threw a bare leg over my own, and settled down into my lap.


  I don’t hesitate a moment, reaching up and pulling the top of her dress down to expose both of her creamy, pale breasts. She wraps her arms around my head and pulls my face to her. My tongue flicks at a nipple, teasing it to a stiff peak before pulling it into my mouth and sucking on it.


  My hands slide up her thighs, pushing the satiny material of her dress further up until I glance down and see a hint of white silk covering her pussy. I dip a finger under the edge and skim my finger through the slick folds, causing Moira’s back to arch backward in pleasure.


  “That feels good,” she moans softly.


  A little too softly for my needs, so I plunge a finger in deep and she cries out.


  “How does that feel?” I ask her as I lean back a bit and watch as my finger pumps in and out of her.


  “Oh, fuck… so good,” she says, and I add another finger, then another.


  Not good enough… I want to hear more, so I lean my body to the side and lay flat against the leather seat, keeping Moira in place with my free hand.


  “Crawl up here,” I tell her as I remove my fingers. “I want to fuck you with my tongue.”


  Moira scrambles up my chest, pulling clumsily at the material of her dress to keep it out of the way. She takes a brief look out the window and says, “We’re about five minutes from the house.”


  “More than enough time,” I assure her and grab onto her hips, dragging her the rest of the way up my body. I bend my legs, scooting my body down further in the seat so I can give her enough room to spread legs wide on either side of me.


  When she’s perfectly positioned over my face, I order her, “Now lower that pussy onto my mouth, sweet girl. I’m starving.”


  Bracing her hands on the door, she slowly lowers herself. I stick my tongue out to make first contact, eagerly probing at her entrance, and she continues to sink down until I’ve impaled her with it.


  “Oooohhhh,” Moira gushes as she swivels her hips above me.


  I push my arms up between her thighs and, with my hands, I peel back the swollen lips of her pussy, giving me unfettered access to what I’m really searching for. I need that clit between my lips if I’m going to get her off fast.


  Latching on and sucking hard, I pull my tongue in on the action and strike quickly at her with it. Moira cries out almost painfully but then gasps, “Oh, damn… I’m going to come so fast.”


  That motivates me further, and my tongue fucking picks up the pace. I manage to rotate one hand to jam a thumb into her wetness, and Moira nearly shoots off my face. I pull her back down and concentrate on pounding her clit with my tongue, pulling her down hard against me almost to the point of suffocation.


  I know she starts to come when her thighs clamp hard against me, and she grinds herself down onto me. I actually just constrict my tongue into a hard point, and let her ride it through her orgasm. She finally falls backward on my body, staring up at the ceiling of the car with her bare breasts heaving.


  “Oh, Zach… you destroy me so good,” she says softly.


  It’s then that I realize the limo has come to a stop. I sit up in the seat and wipe the wetness from my face with the sleeve of my tuxedo jacket, and see my little house glowing under a streetlight.


  I have no clue how long we’ve been here, but I can see the driver waiting patiently outside the car door, his back to us.


  “Holy fuck,” I say in astonishment. “I’m betting he got an eye and earful.”


  Moira giggles as she pulls the top of her dress up and rolls to the side to straighten out the folds of the skirt portion. “His car smells like sex. He’s going to have to spray this down.”


  I reach out and grab ahold of her shoulders, pulling her into me for a swift kiss. “I love the way it smells. All musky and sweet like you. In fact, I want to get you in the house so I can do that again to you.”


  Pulling away, I reach for the car door, but Moira’s words halt me. “Actually… I was hoping we could do something else tonight.”


  I turn to look at her, my eyebrows raised in expectation. “What did you have in mind?”


  “Well,” she drawls out. “I’ve had a few drinks… and you just gave me a massive orgasm. I’m feeling so relaxed.”


  I look at her in curiosity and wait for her to tell me exactly what she wants.


  “So relaxed,” she continues, as if she’s leading up to a big, secretive reveal. “I think I want to give you my ass tonight.”


  A groan rips out of my throat as lust sizzles through my body. My dick goes so hard that it feels like it could cut through steel. I grab her hand, throwing the door open so suddenly that the driver yelps and jumps away as I drag Moira out of the car.


  “Thanks for the ride,” I tell the driver as I bend down and haul Moira up over my shoulder.


  “Yeah, thanks for the ride,” she calls out to him as I bound up the porch steps and practically kick my own door open.


  


  Chapter 26


  Moira


  Zach carries me in a fireman’s hold into the house, slamming the door behind with his foot. Straight down the small hallway and into the bathroom.


  As he sets me down gently on my feet, I look at him. His eyes are fierce and his body is practically vibrating with energy.


  “Get undressed,” he orders me as he turns the shower on.


  “But… I’m ready—”


  “No talking, Moira,” he says with unrestrained hunger. “For tonight… I’m in absolute control.”


  Turning my back to him, I say softly, “I need you to unzip me.”


  Zach steps in close to my body and rests his fingers on my shoulders. I can feel them shaking, and the knowledge that he’s about to come undone almost causes my knees to buckle. He leans down and bites me on my shoulder, then drags the zipper down my back. Reaching up, he gently pushes the material down past my breasts, ribs, hips, and lets it pool to the floor.


  Then he steps away and starts taking his own clothes off, his eyes burning into me the entire time.


  The shower is so small, it barely fits the two of us in there, but I find a benefit to that. He’s pressed up close to me, my back to his front. I watch as his large hands take the body wash and squirts a large puddle into his palm. Holding his arms out in front of me so I can see, he slowly lathers his hands up and my breath catches in my chest. Because I know what he’s going to do with those slick, soapy fingers.


  The hot water cascades around us as Zach tells me, “Bend over and put your hands on the wall.”


  I immediately comply and suck in a deep breath as he starts massaging the lather into my butt cheeks. Working closer to my ass, he surprises me when he moves one hand around my front to slip a finger into my pussy, massaging my inner walls and causing me to sigh in pleasure. His finger slips out and pulls up, now rubbing in circles around my clit as his other hand continues to knead at one of my ass cheeks.


  Faster and faster he rubs at my sensitive knot until an orgasm quakes through me, leaving me shaking, yet oddly still needful.


  Because I know we are only just getting started.


  “Beautiful,” Zach murmurs as he slides his finger back to my anus, where he gently circles it. The lather has been washed away, so he grabs the body wash again, pouring it directly onto my ass and bringing his finger up to catch the creamy slickness.


  When his finger comes back down to my back entrance, he gently pushes against me, slipping his finger in all the way. My body stretches nicely around him, and I groan over the feeling. My nerve endings are sparking hot and with no will of my own, I start pushing my backside against his finger.


  Zach brings his free hand down with a stinging slap to my ass, causing me to yelp. He chuckles but then says darkly, “No moving. I’ve got a lot more to give you, and I don’t want you to get hurt.”


  As if to prove his ominous message, Zach pulls his finger out, and then starts to push two back in.


  Oh, well… okay, that feels a bit different. There’s a slight sting around the opening, but he goes slowly. As I take a sucking breath into my lungs, he pushes both digits all the way in deeply. Holding still for a few moments, he starts to gently move them in and out of me, letting my tight passage stretch and accommodate. The stinging sensation diminishes, and Zach knows I’m ready for more because of the soft moans fluttering over my lips. It’s torture, but I keep my body absolutely still so he can work at his own pace.


  Zach pulls his fingers free, adds more body wash, and then says, “Hold on, baby. I’m giving you one more finger.”


  Anxiety tightens my chest as I prepare for the invasion, but he goes so slowly… so gently, that I’m amazed that the stinging is no greater than when he put two fingers inside of me. He thrusts them in deeply and pulls them back with exquisite tenderness. In and out, in and out, and a pleasurable convulsion rumbles through me. I can’t help it… I push back against him, wanting to feel him even deeper, and I’m rewarded with another crack of his palm on my ass.


  “Ooohhh,” I moan, because the hurt actually feels so good.


  Zach pumps his fingers in deep again, and then stills for a moment. Suddenly, the most intense feeling occurs… fullness such as I’ve never felt back there as I realize he’s pulling his fingers apart, stretching me even further. It feels amazing, and I think I could come this way if he kept at it.


  Reaching around my chest with an arm, Zach pulls me up into a standing position with his fingers still deep inside of me. He leans his head in and nuzzles at my temple. “Okay, I want you to ride my fingers for a bit.”


  My head falls back onto his shoulder with surrender, and my hips immediately start gyrating and pumping against his hand. He doesn’t help me at all, keeping his hand absolutely still, but soon I learn a rhythm and then I’m grinding down on him, feeling the knuckles at the base of his fingers pushing against my pussy lips.


  Zach hisses against me. “Fuck, that’s sexy.”


  He drops his hand down that is holding me up by the chest, bringing it to my front. Pushing his way past the slick folds, he pinches my clit lightly between his thumb and forefinger and then I’m shrieking out as I start to climax violently.


  “Yes, oh yes,” I cry over and over again. “Fuck… Fuck.”


  When my tremors slow but not cease, Zach pulls his fingers out of me and leans over to turn the shower off. He steps out first and sweeps me up into his arms, which is a good thing because I’m absolutely boneless and weakened.


  Zach carries me into the bedroom and practically tosses me onto the bed, soaking wet. I start to turn over on my stomach, but he says, “Don’t. I want you on your back when I do this.”


  “My back?” I ask in confusion, thinking maybe that last orgasm rendered me stupid. I thought we needed to do “this” doggie style.


  “Trust me,” he says with a grin as he leans over to the bedside table and opens the drawer. My heart starts a stuttering thump when I see him pull out the lube and toss it on the bed beside me. He then reaches out and pulls out a flesh-colored, vibrating dildo that’s not mine. I’ve never even seen it before. Turning to me, his look is sinful when he turns the base and it starts buzzing.


  Holding it out for me to inspect, he says, “I bought this on Amazon. It’s got a butterfly on the front to hold against your clit, and it’s eight solid inches that I’m going to fill your pussy with when I’m fucking your ass.”


  My entire body shudders over the thought… over Zach’s filthy words… and by the unrestrained lust I see in his eyes. My gaze flicks downward, and his cock is practically sticking straight up. I’m not sure I’ve ever seen it this hard. I reach my hand out to touch him, but he steps away from me.


  “No touching. I almost fucking came in the shower just watching what I was doing to you,” he says in a moment of complete and utter honesty. “Now lay back and spread your legs for me.”


  I ease back onto the bed, making sure there’s enough room for him to crawl up and join me. My heart is thundering, and I’ve never been more wildly excited for something in my entire life. I’m giving something to Zach that I’ve never given to another person, and he’s accepting something he’s never had before.


  Zach crawls onto the bed and kneels down in between my legs. He turns the dildo off, placing it next to my hip. I eye it with fascination. Reaching out, he puts his hands on my breasts and gently squeezes them for a moment. Then his hands move to my face and he leans in and kisses me, softly and deeply… with quiet hunger.


  When he pulls back, he places his hands under the backs of my knees and spreads my legs wider, lifting up and pushing them back… way back… until the tops of my thighs mash against my breasts and my ass lifts off the bed. I’m splayed open for him, completely vulnerable.


  “Put your hands here,” Zach indicates with a nod to where he’s holding my legs. “I need you to hold yourself open like this for me.”


  A rushing gasp of air pours out of me, and I suck another lungful back in. “Where in the world did you learn this?” I ask him in wonder as my hands come up to hold my legs in place. He seems to know exactly what he’s doing, and I’m amazed.


  Reaching over to the lube, Zach gives me a wide grin. “There’s an instructional video online. Two porns stars did it. I’m not following it exactly, and their instruction involved these weird-looking things called anal beads, but I got the gist of it.”


  “Oh, God,” I mutter. Zach learned about anal sex off the Internet. There’s a freakin’ instructional video?


  Flipping the cap open, the snapping sound draws my attention to what he’s doing. He squirts out a clear liquid onto his fingers and brings his hand down. I tense for an assault on my ass, but he merely rubs the slickness onto my pussy, sticking two fingers into me before pulling them out to rub against my clit. My entire body bucks because I’m so sensitive there, but then his hand is gone and he’s squirting more lube onto his fingers.


  I watch in avid fascination and a little bit of fear as he smears the gel onto his cock, wrapping his enormous hand around it and stroking himself a few times. He then takes the lube and squirts some more onto the tender tissue at the base of my pussy, and I feel it trickle down over my tight opening.


  With this thumb, Zach flips the cap of the lube closed and tosses it down to the bed. He puts a hand on the back of one of my thighs, bringing his wet fingers down between my legs, catching the puddle of lube and sliding it down over my anus. With slow surety, he pushes three fingers back into my ass. I’m amazed there’s not even a bite of pain. Clearly, the way he worked me earlier helped to stretch me, and my heart melts over his tender foresight.


  I don’t even have a chance to enjoy his fingers because when he sees how easy he slides into me, he’s pulling them back out and taking ahold of his cock. I swallow hard as I watch Zach’s eyes glitter with excitement as he guides the tip to my ass. It’s warm and pulsing when it touches my tight tissue, and a sizzle of fear and lust swells within me.


  Zach’s eyes rise to mine, and he murmurs, “Do you trust me?”


  “Implicitly,” I tell him with surety.


  A breathtaking smile spreads across Zach’s face. “You really do, don’t you?”


  “I know you’d never hurt me.”


  Zach nods and says, “Deep breath in, baby girl. Then let it out slowly.”


  I do as he asks, expanding my chest to nearly bursting with the precious oxygen I’m sure I’ll be missing later, and then I start to let it out. Slowly… slowly… and when my lungs are nearly depleted, Zach pushes forward with his hips, sinking the tip of his cock into my ass.


  Oh, the burn. There’s a slightly more biting sting because his cock is bigger than his three fingers put together, but he immediately pops past the tight ring of muscles surrounding the opening.


  I gasp out loud, and Zach gentles me with his words. “Easy, baby. You’ve got more to take.”


  “I don’t know if I can,” I tell him, even as at the same time my body is begging him to push forward.


  “You can. You will,” is all he says as his face tightens in concentration.


  With the mushroomed head of his shaft held firmly by my tight muscles, Zach places both of his hands on the backs of my thighs, right below mine, and starts to sink deeper into me.


  An animalistic groan starts rumbling deep within him… I can hear it purring and getting louder and louder the further he falls into me.


  Inch after amazing inch slides into my ass, and my gaze is pinned hard on his thick cock as it disappears into my darkest, most secret of places on my body. The initial sting lessens, then warms, and then sizzles nicely as the nerve endings in my passage are massaged by his movement.


  Finally… finally he’s in to the hilt. I look up to see his face contorted in rapture and his jaw locked hard, as he stares down at our union.


  Slowly, he drags his gaze up to me, and our eyes slam into each other. We share a look such as we’ve never had before. It’s filled with awe… respect… lust… and there, on Zach’s face, something I’ve never seen before. He holds me in his heart. Yes, I can see it clearly, and it makes me physically melt around him.


  “This feels so fucking good, Moira,” he says through gritted teeth.


  I want to tell him the same, because it does… it feels amazing, but I’m so overwhelmed with feeling and emotion right now that I can’t even open my mouth.


  Zach pulls slowly out, sinking back down into me. “Are you okay?” he asks with an almost a pain-filled voice.


  I nod my head and then turn my gaze back down my body, as I watch his cock start to move slowly in and out of me. Zach groans and hisses from the contact, and I can’t help the keening sound of pleasure that starts to slide from my lips. The pressure… the fullness… the tingling nerve endings and tremors that race through my ass as he plunders it.


  “Oh, God,” Zach moans as he sinks into me and holds still. “I’m not going to last long.”


  “It’s okay,” I gasp out as I feel his cock inside of me jumping with excitement to unload. “Let loose.”


  Zach shakes his head furiously. “Not until you come again. Make sure you hold your legs up.”


  I tighten my grip, which had become lax due to Zach taking control and keeping my legs spread and my ass raised off the bed. Zach grabs the dildo and quickly squirts some lube on it, all while he remains lodged balls deep in my ass. Twisting the base, the humming noise fills the air and my pussy quivers in excitement.


  Zach strokes the dildo with his hand, getting it good and greased up… not that I need it. I can feel the wetness dripping out of me and the cooling of the air conditioner against my flesh. Eight inches… slightly smaller than Zach’s own cock… gets pushed to my entrance where Zach rubs the head there for a moment, grazing it a few times over my clit, which causes me to cry out each time.


  With a sudden thrust, Zach shoves the dildo deep into my pussy, angling the butterflied appendage against my clit, and an agonizing shriek of pleasure tears out of me. My hips buck hard, and I almost dislodge Zach completely from my body.


  “Shh,” Zach whispers to me. “Easy.”


  Tremors race through my body, so filled I am in both holes from Zach’s cock and the massive dildo. The butterfly buzzes against my sensitive skin, and I know I’m only a moment away from what I’m guessing is an orgasm that’s going to send me into a coma. The feelings inside of me are so overwhelming that I don’t know if I can handle them.


  “Are you ready?” Zach asks, and my eyes fly to his. “Ready to get fucked hard?”


  “Oh, God,” I whisper. “Oh, God.”


  Zach starts moving the dildo in and out of me, gently at first, and then with more force. When he has a nice thrusting motion, which is lodging it deep within me on every down stroke, he starts pumping his hips, the movement of his cock within my ass causing a massive, shuddering quake to roll through me.


  “More,” pops out of my mouth when I realize that Zach is holding back on me.


  “Fuck,” he hisses and then starts slamming his cock in and out, his balls slapping against my skin.


  The muscles across my lower back start to constrict and boiling pressure between my legs starts to build. Zach fucks me with the dildo just as hard, ramming at me from both sides, hitting my clit with the vibrating attachment.


  An explosion hits me dead center, deep within my core, and bursts outward, racing up my spine, seizing my brain and causing my fingers to dig painfully into the tender skin on my thighs.


  I scream louder than I’ve ever screamed in my life as my entire body seizes and contracts, then shudders violently from head to toe. My hands start to slide from the hold I have on my legs, and Zach suddenly releases the dildo, which is still lodged deep within me. His hands come up to grab the backs of my legs, pushing them back even further so he can lean over me. He pounds into my ass, downward now because of his angle, which pushes the dildo in deeper and lodges the vibrating butterfly right onto my clit again.


  I scream again as another orgasms bursts forth through my body, and tears start pouring out of my eyes from the overload of pleasure. I start sobbing in relief… release… lust… love, and Zach pounds into me hard while words pour out of his mouth.


  Oh, Moira… never felt this way before.


  Everything’s changed.


  So fucking good. How can it be this good?


  Finally, he pushes in all the way, to the base of his cock, and his fingers dig in painfully to the skin on my legs. He throws his head back, muscles in his neck corded tight and a vein in his temple throbbing violently. Zach opens his mouth, closes his eyes tight, and lets out an animal howl of pleasure as he starts to come, his entire body lurching… trying to get deeper with every spurt of seed he pours into me.


  He comes, and he comes, and he comes, and he is utterly magnificent… astonishingly beautiful… my uncivilized man.


  Zach’s eyes finally open, and his head angles down to look at me with glazed eyes. When our gazes meet, another shudder rips through his body and he lets out a stuttering breath.


  Awareness seems to filter back in his eyes, and his look becomes worried. “Oh, God… are you okay? Did I hurt you?”


  I shake my head rapidly, and my voice is thick with emotion when I say, “No. It was amazing. You’re amazing.”


  Zach reaches out and gently takes the dildo out of me, turning it off and tossing it on the floor. He slowly pulls his cock out of my ass, and I feel a rush of warm fluid pour out, causing a tiny tremor to run through me. I feel so empty when he’s gone, but he replaces my need for fulfillment by immediately dropping down on top of me and wrapping his arms tight around my body. Rolling to his side, he takes me with him and murmurs into my hair, “Oh, Moira. Moira, Moira, Moira.”


  He squeezes me tight, almost holding on to me in desperate fashion. My hands come up to stroke at his hair, while he pushes his face into the crook of my neck.


  Suddenly, I feel something wet against my skin, and Zach shivers in my arms. He takes in a deep breath and lets it out in a quiver.


  “I don’t want to leave you,” he says… almost desolately.


  My heart constricts… cramps… rolls over and almost dies at the pain in his voice. Because while he says he doesn’t want to leave me, it doesn’t mean that he’s not going to.


  I decide to put my heart on the line, because if I don’t, I could lose everything that has become dearest to me. Fisting his hair, I pull his head away from my neck and see the shimmer of wetness still in his eyes… swimming with such yearning and pain.


  I lean in and place my lips over one eye, feeling it flutter closed. I kiss him softly on the tender skin, feeling his lashes against me and tasting the salt of his tears.


  Pulling back, I wait until I can see those beautiful blue eyes, and I tell him with overwhelming feeling. “I love you, Zach. I don’t want you to go.”


  He sighs gently with a tender smile, and he presses his mouth to mine. “Let’s just lay here like this for a while. I don’t want this moment to end, because everything always seems to end for me.”


  I can’t deny his request, so I don’t push further at him. I made my feelings known, and now he holds my heart. It’s up to him to decide what to do with it.


  


  Chapter 27


  Zach


  “Zach?” I hear Randall’s voice and look up from the magazine I had been reading as I waited for him in his lobby. He didn’t make me wait long, and I stand up from the couch I was sitting on.


  “Hey… I’m sorry to show up unannounced like this, but do you have a minute to talk?”


  Randall beams at me and beckons me forward. “For you, I have all the time in the world. Come on… let’s go back to my office.”


  I follow behind Randall, my heart beating with fear and excitement. When I woke up this morning, still wrapped up sweetly in Moira’s arms, my decision was made. I was going to stay here… with her… and start a new life. A life maybe I was supposed to have all along. A life reclaimed.


  I also knew, deep in my heart, this is what Paraila was hoping for me.


  But I needed Randall’s help… so the first order of business was to swallow my pride and ask for it.


  I had slipped out of bed gently, leaving Moira softly slumbering. I know I wore her out the night before, and after experiencing the most intense, most erotically overwhelming orgasm of my entire life, I was wrecked as well. I had never slept more deeply or more peacefully since the day I was born.


  When I woke up, I knew that had nothing to do with the fact that I claimed Moira’s ass as my own last night. It had everything to do with the fact that she loved me, and I was pretty fucking sure that I would die without her. So I took a quick shower, got dressed, and made a call to Sam to ask him to drive me to Randall’s office in downtown Atlanta.


  Randall leads me into his office, softly shutting the door behind us. He takes a seat on his leather couch, foregoing the formality of sitting behind his desk. I take a chair opposite, placing my hands on my knees… my body tight with anxiety.


  “What’s wrong?” he asks with concern in his eyes. “You look about ready to explode.”


  “I want to stay here… in the States. With Moira.”


  Understanding laced with pure happiness seeps into Randall’s eyes, and his teeth flash at me. He claps his hands together once and says, “My boy… that’s fantastic news. I’m sure Moira is so happy. I knew there was something special between you two.”


  “Actually… I haven’t told her yet. I need to get some things figured out first.”


  Randall leans forward, his face dead serious. Leaning his elbows on his knees and clasping his hands together, he asks simply, “What can I do to help?”


  “I need a job… some way to…” But my words falter. How do I say this without sounding like a caveman? “I need some way I can take care of Moira. No… that’s not right, because she can take care of herself. I just… I need some way to contribute. To be useful. I need a job, and I’d like to work for you. Maybe in one of the stores… stocking shelves or something like that.”


  There.


  It’s out.


  I’ve asked for his help, and all I can do is wait to see what he’ll do for me.


  “Zach… you have a place at Cannon’s. And I will have you start at the bottom and work your way up, so you can learn every facet of this business. Because if you stay here… and you work for me, I expect you will go places and be right at the helm with me one day. But for now… I don’t want you here.”


  I blink in surprise at him, so sure he was going to immediately put me in the store that’s located in the mall not three miles from my house. “But… I need something now… a way to make money.”


  “What you need is your education,” he says with a serious look. “I propose letting me help you get that. You’d need to get your GED first, and then you need to go on to college. You’re bright, and there’s no reason why you shouldn’t flourish in an academic setting. You’ll be a little behind, but I’ll get a tutor to help you get caught up.”


  “School? College?” I ask, dumbfounded. It had never occurred to me.


  “Yes, and once you complete your undergrad, I’ll put you to work here. I’ll want you to go on and get your MBA, but you can do that and work part time.”


  I appreciate the strong confidence in his words, but this just won’t do. I don’t have time for that. “I need to earn a living now. I need to be able to contribute,” I tell Randall with sincerity. “I cannot accept charity.”


  Randall leans back in the couch and taps a finger against his lips while he appraises me. “How about this… you can work part time at Cannon’s while you get your education. It won’t be enough to cover tuition and books, but if you let me pay for that, the part time work can help you contribute to yours and Moira’s household expenses. I assume you will stay with her?”


  “That was my plan. Which means I’ll have to go to school somewhere near her home if I can swing it. Or at least within traveling distance.”


  “Trust me… I donated enough money to Northwestern when I hired Moira that I guarantee you’ll get a spot there as long as your grades are good.”


  Good grades? Oh, fuck. Can I really do this? Can I really buckle down and actually go to college?


  Fuck yeah, I can, roars within my head, because I’d do anything to make this work with Moira.


  “I accept,” I tell Randall with a smile of thanks. “And I’ll pay you back every dime you invest in to me.”


  Randall chuckles and stands from the couch. “Not necessary. I consider it investing in Cannon’s future. But I will accept a hearty handshake to seal the deal.”


  I stand from my chair and reach out to Randall’s outstretched hand. On impulse, I step forward and wrap my arms around his shoulders, pulling him in for a quick hug. “Thank you, Randall. This means a lot to me.”


  When I pull back, his eyes are wet with emotion, and he gives a cough. “Yes, well… it’s my pleasure. Truly, and can I finally say, Zach… welcome home, my boy.”
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  Sam drops me off at my house, and I practically leap past the four short steps that lead up to the porch. I shove the door open, calling out Moira’s name.


  I see her immediately sitting at the kitchen table, her laptop open and her cell phone lying beside it. She turns to me, and her face is deathly white. Standing from the chair, she walks toward me, reaching out her hands. I link mine with hers and ask with a sickening feeling in my stomach. “What’s wrong?”


  “I’m so sorry, Zach,” she says, her eyes filling with tears. “But Father Gaul called a little bit ago. The Matica raided Caraica two days ago. Father Gaul immediately hiked out to a river town that had satellite phone service to call me.”


  “Paraila?” I ask, my throat feeling as if it were filled with sand and my heart galloping away from me.


  “Injured. He was shot with an arrow, but Father Gaul thinks he’ll be okay. It went into his shoulder and the wound looks fine.”


  “And the others?” I ask in a hoarse whisper.


  Moira’s eyes drop to the ground, and she doesn’t answer me right away.


  “Moira,” I yell at her. “What about the others?”


  “Several are dead… I’m not sure who. Some of the children were taken. The village was burned to the ground.”


  My head tilts back, my neck seemingly unable to hold it up. My mouth opens, and I roar in pain, “FUCK!”


  Moira’s arms are around me, squeezing me tight… plastering her body as close to mine as she can get. “I’m so sorry, Zach. So, so sorry.”


  My arms hang limply at her side, unable to accept her comfort. Fury blazes through me… fury at Paraila for making me leave, rage at Randall for insisting I come, and bitterness toward Moira for enticing me to stay away from my home and those that needed me.


  I peel Moira away from me, heading into the bedroom. Rummaging through the closet, I pull out my backpack and throw it on the bed. I quickly find the cargo pants and bush shirts Moira had bought for me to wear in the Amazon, along with some socks and my hiking boots. I stuff it all haphazardly into the pack and then reach into my top drawer to pull out my passport.


  Out of the corner of my eye, I see Moira walk into the room. My head snaps to hers, and I bark, “I need you to arrange for me to get back to Caraica. Get me in as close as you can, and I’ll hike the rest of the way. I’ll need some of those dehydrated rations and water tablets. Anything else you can think of.”


  “Zach… there’s no rush. The raid is done, and Paraila is going to be just fine. If you wait, I’ll go—”


  “Just fucking do it,” I yell at her, my fists clenching in rage. “It’s the least you can do for pulling me away from there in the first place.”


  Moira’s face blanches, and tears fill her eyes. It feels like an arrow has pierced my heart, so terrible do I feel for what I just said.


  But I won’t take it back, because the brackish bitterness is choking any further words out of me.


  How could I have been so stupid as to have left? What kind of selfishness must have been living within me… to have caused me to abandon the people that needed me most? Paraila could have died. Others did die, I think, while choking on the pain of those thoughts.


  More importantly, how could I have ever let myself get sucked into this world… receiving its pleasures and frivolity? I turned a blind eye to my people all because I got infatuated with a little bit of pussy.


  My heart clenches as I think these vile thoughts about Moira, knowing deep down they are unfair to her. But the guilt and shame is pressing in on me so hard that I have to abandon my love and desire for her. There’s no room… not when I’m filled with black rage, tortured pain, and now an insatiable need for revenge.


  “Zach,” Moira pleads with me softly. “Will you just hold up a minute… let’s talk about this first?”


  I take a deep breath and let it out slowly. “There’s nothing to talk about. I’m going back and if you won’t help me get there, I’ll go to Randall. He’ll do it.”


  Moira nods in understanding, turning toward the bedroom door. “Of course, I’ll make all the arrangements. I’ll come with you.”


  “No,” I say with an icy voice. “I don’t want you to.”


  Because there’s no point.


  There’s nothing she can do, and her life will only be in danger, because I know as sure as I’m standing here, ready to tear my hair out in frustration, that the tribe is already planning a retaliation.


  Moira’s face crumbles before me, and her shoulders slump. Resignation fills her face, and she blinks the tears away. “Okay,” she says softly. “I’ll get it handled for you. You should call Randall and tell him goodbye.”


  Yes, that’s a good idea.


  I can’t believe just an hour ago, I sat in his office and made grand plans for my future. Now I would be calling him to put those plans to rest and move on with my life.
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  I’ve gotten myself a little bit under control. I’ve wrapped my head around what has happened, as well as the fact that it will be a full three days of travel before I can get to Caraica, so I’ve decided to stop trying to worry myself into a frenzy. Moira managed to get me on the next flight out to Georgetown, Guyana and, from there, two charter flights to take me directly to the Amazon River in Brazil. From there, I’d have to figure out how to get a dugout canoe to make my way by water to Caraica, but I wasn’t worried about that. I’d steal one if I had to.


  Overall, she’d managed to cut probably at least a day’s travel off my journey by bringing me in through Guyana, for which I’m extremely grateful. However, I haven’t even found the voice with which to thank her for her efforts because I’m afraid to talk to her. I’m afraid of all the things she could possibly say to me to change my mind, and while the pain of what happened to my tribe still throbs deep within me, I’m now filled with excruciating pain over the fact that I’m leaving Moira behind.


  Leaving behind my new hopes and dreams that had just been bubbling up with excitement this morning.


  All gone… turned to ash in a terrible change of circumstances.


  Moira insisted on driving me to the airport, and the silence lays heavy between us. Her grip on the steering wheel is so tight that her knuckles are white, and she’s chewing on her bottom lip. I want so badly to reach out, stroke her hair, touch her face… and tell her it will all be okay.


  But it won’t.


  Not for either of us.


  The airport exit looms ahead, and she turns on her blinker to take it. My chest cramps with anxiety and the wrongness of all of this, but I push it aside. I have to be strong… for my people. For Paraila.


  And I hope that Moira can be strong enough for herself as I leave her behind.


  Moira navigates her way to the proper terminal, weaving among traffic until she finds a place to pull up alongside the curb outside of United Airlines.


  We both get out of the car, and I wait for her to circle around. She hands me my tickets that she had printed off at the house and then presses another envelope into my hand.


  “Here’s some cash,” she says.


  “It won’t do me any good,” I say as I try to push it back at her. “I’ll have to barter something else to get a canoe.”


  She shakes her head at me, her eyes haunted. “Not for a canoe. When you land near the river, find someone to buy some rifles from. Take the time to learn how to use them before you leave.”


  I blink in surprise at her. “Guns?”


  “You’re going after the Matica, aren’t you?” she asks simply.


  “You know we are.”


  “Then I want you to have the upper hand. Use the modern technology available.”


  My head starts swimming. “You want me to buy guns?”


  Tears fill Moira’s eyes, and she nods her head. “I want you to be safe, Zach. I want you to not get killed. Guns will help.”


  My fingers curl around the envelope and my arms slide around her, pulling her into my body. For the last time, I bend down, smell her sweet hair, and feel her heartbeat against me. Laying my cheek against the top of her head, I take the moment to revel in her touch… her love… her sadness.


  I’ll take that sadness with me to the grave, whether that is when we raid the Matica or years from now, when I’m probably dying of my battered heart.


  “You’re not coming back, are you?” she asks quietly.


  “No,” I tell her. “I’m not.”


  Moira pulls back and leans up on her toes, placing a soft kiss on my lips. “Then go with my love and know that I’ll never regret a moment we shared together. You’ll always reside in my heart, Zacharias.”


  Agony washes through me as I step away from Moira. She blinks those ethereal green eyes, as verdant as the Amazon, and crystal tears spill down her cheeks. My stomach cramps and my chest tightens in pain.


  Reaching out one last time, I stroke my fingers along her cheek. “Goodbye, Moira.”


  Turning away from me, she heads around the front of the car. She never looks back, and I watch as she climbs in and pulls away.


  Pulls away from me forever.


  Taking a deep breath, I raise my face to the modern sun and feel its heat for the last time. Then I turn and head into the airport, so I can get back to my real life.


  


  Chapter 28


  Moira


  I close my laptop in frustration and push it across my kitchen table, trying to get it as far away from me as possible. It’s not providing me the answers I want.


  In particular, I sent an email to Father Gaul two weeks ago, desperately hoping he would see it. I’ve been going out of my mind with worry about Zach, wondering if he made it back to Caraica.


  I’m sure he did. He’s the most self-assured, capable man I know. He’s at home in the jungle, so there’s no reason he wouldn’t make it back there.


  No, my worry is really about what happened after he made it back. Have the Caraicans already gone to battle with the Matica? Is Zach still alive?


  For the last two weeks, I could barely eat, so sick with apprehension. I’m sleeping maybe a few hours a night, but it’s a fitful tossing and turning.


  And I’m so heartsick that I can barely function. I miss Zach so bad. I think sometimes the best thing to happen to me would be if I just shriveled up and died, then this misery would at least be ended.


  Pushing myself up from the chair, I pad over to the refrigerator. I open it up and stare listlessly inside, noting the extreme lack of contents. Shutting it with a sigh, I head for the living room, intent on getting lost in a movie.


  A knock sounds at my door, and I jolt with surprise. No one even knows I’m back in Evanston. I assume it’s someone soliciting something, so I ignore it. The knocking continues, but I head to the couch and pick up the TV remote.


  A buzzing in my pocket startles me and I pull out my iPhone, seeing a text from Lisa.


  Open your damned door.


  What the hell?


  I scurry off my couch and run to the door, throwing it open. Lisa stands there, holding a carry-on suitcase with a devious smile on her face. “Hey, baby sister.”


  Stepping backward, I blink in surprise as Lisa walks in, setting her suitcase down. As I close the door, I ask her, “What are you doing here?”


  “Well… see, I have this little sister who has been ignoring my calls, texts, and emails for two fucking weeks, so I was worried about her.”


  “How did you even know I was here?” I ask, astounded that she’s standing in my living room.


  “Because I called Randall and he told me what happened. How could you, Moira? How could you go through all of that and not even tell me? Not even let me help you?”


  Her voice is laced with chastisement but also a huge dose of sympathy. My lower lip trembles. Then she’s opening her arms to me, and I’m sinking in to them.


  I start sobbing loudly on her shoulder as she strokes my back and coos words of comfort to me.


  “Let it out, sweetie,” she cajoles. “Let it out.”


  And I do… for the first time since Zach left me, I pour out every bit of my heartache and loneliness onto her in the form of tears and a little bit of snot.


  When I am finally able to get myself under control, I take a deep breath and pull back from her. She eyes me critically. “God, you’re a hot mess.”


  I stare at her a moment, and then we both burst out laughing. I cover my mouth with my hand as the laughter dies down, and Lisa looks at me with soft eyes.


  “Here’s what we’re going to do. You’re going to go get a shower, because damn girl… you stink. Then we’re going to go out to a nice dinner, and you’re going to tell me everything. Okay?”


  I nod at her even as a few stray tears leak out of my eyes. “I’m so glad you’re here.”


  “I’m always here for you,” she tells me as she shoos me toward the bathroom.
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  “The not knowing what happened to Zach is killing me,” I tell Lisa as I pick at the chicken primavera on the plate in front of me. The food isn’t holding much interest, but I had managed to down two glasses of wine before our dishes came, and I was pleasantly buzzed.


  “Of course that would be worrying you,” she sympathizes. “But you’re also battling a broken heart that he’s gone. You have a lot on your plate, baby.”


  Nodding my head, I spear a chunk of chicken with my fork and tentatively put it in my mouth. Oh, damn… that’s good. After I chew and swallow, I stab another piece of chicken, waving my fork in the air at her. “He just left so suddenly… and he wouldn’t talk to me other than to say he wasn’t coming back.”


  Misery overwhelms me and I let the fork fall from my hand, where it clatters loudly on my plate.


  “How long do you think you’ll be sunk in this misery, because frankly… it’s a little annoying?”


  “Excuse me?” I jerk backward, and anger rises within me.


  “Oh, come on, Moira. You’re not one to sit around and wallow in pity. Your man left you… yeah, that sucks. He could be in danger, and it’s worrying you silly. I get it. But my baby sister is a dynamo. She’d never sit back and just wait around for bad news to arrive.”


  “What in the hell do you think I should do?” I ask bitterly. “It’s not like I can call him on his cell phone.”


  “Well, no shit, Sherlock. So get off your ass and go find out what happened.”


  “Go find out what happened?” I ask stupidly.


  “Listen… if he’s dead, you need to know. If he’s not, you need to know. So go find out.”


  “You mean go to Caraica?”


  “Why not? You’re a freaking anthropologist. You’ve been to Amazonia before and you know how to get there. You have the resources at your disposal, the money with which to do it, because I know Randall will pay for the trip, and you have nothing but time on your hands. Unless you’re going to go ahead and go back to teaching in the fall?”


  Shaking my head, I reach over and grab my wineglass, knowing I’m going to need more fortification. “No, the university has already arranged for a temporary substitute for my classes. I’ll be starting back in the winter.”


  “Then there’s nothing holding you back,” she asserts.


  “Except the fact that Zach left me. He didn’t want me to go with him, even though I offered. He didn’t even say he was sorry… or that he’d miss me… or that he wished things were different. He barely said a word to me,” I grumble, now aiming my anger at Zach.


  “Come on, Moira. Think about what the guy was going through. He’d just found out his home had been attacked and his friends had died. You know he was struggling with the desire to return home anyway. You know, deep down, that it was impossible for him to even concentrate on anything except his need to get back to his people. So give him a break.”


  Her words are hard, but they ring with truth. I’ve been so immersed in my own tortured feelings that I had given little credence to what Zach had been going through when he got the terrible news. All I could think about was holding on tight to him, and that did me little good.


  “I don’t know,” I hedge, because even though I’m terrified to discover that Zach may be dead, I’m probably just as fearful to find him alive and unhappy to see me. He made a firm decision that he was returning permanently, his last words to me that he wasn’t going to come back to me burning an acid-like hole in my heart. “Maybe I just need to let it go.”


  Lisa snorts, and my eyes rise to hers. I ask angrily, “What? What’s with the passive aggressiveness?”


  “I’m not being passive aggressive. I’ll just be aggressive, how does that sound? Everything that is bothering you right now has to do with the fact that you have no clue what’s going on. Fear of the unknown is one of the worst feelings in the world. You have no clue if Zach is safe. You have no clue if he returned your feelings. You have no clue whether you would have worked out in the long term. You need those answers or you are never going to have any peace.”


  Now it’s my turn to snort. “I know the answer to one thing… we were never going to work out in the long run. He only committed a year here, so in some respects, maybe this is easier. Imagine how much harder it would have been when he left me after a year… after my feelings had gotten even deeper.”


  Lisa blinks at me, and her mouth hangs open slightly. “You don’t know, do you?”


  “Know what?” I sneer, the wine feeling warm in my veins. “That Zach was just probably using me for sex, but even the prospect of returning back to a bloody war was better than staying here to fuck me?”


  “Oh, God,” Lisa says with an eye roll. “Enough with the dramatics. No… you don’t know that Zach had decided to stay here permanently, do you?”


  “What?” I practically screech as I lean across the table. “Why would you say that?”


  Lisa leans back in her chair and thoughtfully runs her finger over the rim of her own wineglass. She smiles at me with mischief. “Oh, this is delicious. You seriously have no idea that Zach apparently had deeper feelings for you than you even give him credit for.”


  My eyebrow arches at her. “As evidenced by the fact that he left me?” I point out snidely.


  “As evidenced by the fact that he had met with Randall and told him that he decided to stay… here with you. He asked for Randall’s help… a job so he could help contribute to the household.”


  “Tell me you’re kidding me,” I demand with a sickening feeling in my stomach. “Tell me this is a joke, because I really don’t need to hear right now that he had feelings for me. I was better off being pissed at him for leaving.”


  “Sorry, sis. He and Randall came up with a plan to get his GED and then get into college. Zach insisted though that he have some way to earn income, so Randall was going to hire him at a Cannon’s store and sort of start him at the bottom so he could work his way up.”


  My mouth hangs agape. “How do you know all this?”


  “Because I bothered to talk to Randall. You’d know this too if you had responded to his calls and emails. He’s worried sick about you.”


  My head hangs in shame. It’s true… I’ve been ignoring everyone. After I dropped Zach off at the airport, I went back to his house, packed my things, and left. I had sent Randall a brief email that I was returning to Evanston and that the key to Zach’s house was under the doormat. He had responded back immediately that he needed to talk to me, but I deleted it. He sent me several more emails, which I deleted without reading. I didn’t need his sympathy, and I was better off handling this on my own. I also disregarded all of his calls and wiped his voice mails from my phone without listening to them.


  “Zach really told Randall he wanted to stay here permanently?” I ask, still disbelieving… still refusing to hope he had deeper feelings for me than I suspected.


  “Apparently the morning he left. He went to Randall’s office.”


  I remember waking up that morning and Zach’s side of the bed being cold. I had sat up in bed, a bit gingerly because my hip joints were a little sore from the way Zach had held my legs up, and my ass stung a little.


  But, oh God. That was the most incredible sexual experience I’ve ever had. I had hoped Zach had found as much pleasure in it as I did, because I so wanted to do that again. He was so primal and raw with me, but at the same time, so tender and thoughtful. When he’d asked me if I trusted him, and I answered that I did, his smile told me that that had meant more to him than anything up to that point.


  I had no clue where Zach went. I had assumed out for a walk… maybe down to the bakery we both loved to pick us up some breakfast. I made my cup of coffee, sat down to read my email, and then everything started spinning out of control when Father Gaul called me.


  I knew when he told me what happened to Paraila and the tribe that Zach was probably lost to me. I knew that I could never compete with the type of love and loyalty Zach had for his people.


  So it sort of stings just a bit more to know that Zach had made the choice to stay with me. For one brief, shining moment, he opened himself up and put me first, and I had no clue. He hadn’t bothered to wake me up and tell me. He went off on his own, made his plans, and then kept them from me. He didn’t even give me the courtesy of telling me that before he left because maybe… just maybe, it would have given me some hope for the future.


  I can only guess by the way he completely withdrew from me and told me he wasn’t coming back, that he had once again changed his mind and determined I wasn’t more important than what waited for him back in Caraica.


  Sighing deeply, I push my plate away from me. “I’m kind of tired,” I tell Lisa in a soft voice. “Mind if we go ahead and leave?”


  “Moira… don’t withdraw. Let’s continue to talk about this. I know you’re hurting.”


  I give her a sad smile. “I am hurting and I love you for your concern, but I think the best thing to do is leave this alone. Zach made his choice, and I have to honor it. Some wishes aren’t destined to come true.”


  “I don’t believe that. I think there’s still a lot left on the table here between you two,” she says adamantly.


  “No, there really isn’t. Actually… if I’m honest with myself, Zach made the right choice. It was right for him to return. He would have never been able to live with himself if he didn’t.”


  “So, you won’t go to him? Won’t even entertain that idea?”


  Shaking my head, I stand up from the table. “No. There’s nothing for me in Caraica. Now, I’m going to go out to the car if you don’t mind getting the bill. I need some fresh air and alone time right now.”


  I turn from my sister and I hear her mutter, “Fool,” as I walk out of the restaurant.


  


  Chapter 29


  Zach


  Sweat runs in rivulets down my face, trickling down my neck and chest. It’s fucking hot as Hades here, and I know I’d probably be cooler if I just shed my clothes. But like the pansy-ass that I’ve become during my time in the States, I’m much more enjoying the protection the long cargo pants, boots, and cotton bush shirt provide me against the sun, insects, and sharp palm fronds.


  Lifting up, I place the woven palm panel against the slanted bamboo supports, securing in another piece of the roof over Paraila’s new longhouse I’ve been building. Glancing down, I watch as Paraila lies in his hammock, watching me as I work. He has a tiny gauze pad over the arrow wound in his shoulder, one skinny leg stretched out before him and the other planted on the ground so he can sway back and forth.


  “Your work is good… you didn’t lose any of your skills while you were away,” he comments.


  I speak back in fluent Portuguese and shoot him a tight smile. “I wasn’t gone that long.”


  “Not as long as I had hoped,” Paraila mutters, and I turn a deaf ear to him. He was shocked when I came walking into the burned-out clearing of Caraica, dropping my backpack, machete, and three rifles in the dust at my feet. I purchased the weapons with some of the money Moira had given me, intent on using the guns when we went after the Matica. I walked straight over to Paraila as he lay on the ground. He wasn’t happy I had come back either, and that struck a tender nerve.


  “C’ordero, what are you doing here?” Paraila had asked as he grasped my outstretched hand when I dropped to my knees beside him.


  “I’ve returned,” was all I told him, gently peeling back the bandage on his shoulder to look at the wound. It was clean and I couldn’t smell any infection, so I covered it back up and stared into his eyes. “How are you?”


  “I’ve been better,” he muttered, “and S’amair’a hasn’t been very gentle when she tends to me. But I’m alive.”


  “I should have never left,” I told him sadly. “This would have never happened. I’m so sorry.”


  Paraila shocked the hell out of me then when he poked a spindly finger in the center of my chest and said, “Foolish, prideful boy… this would have happened had you been here or not. The only thing that gave me peace was knowing you were far away from this.”


  “So, you wanted me to hide like a woman?” I snarled at him, completely taken aback by his anger toward me for returning. I expected to be met with open arms by my adoptive father, and here he was, chastising me for coming back home.


  Paraila’s eyes warmed a bit, and he patted me on my arm. “No one would ever mistake you as a woman, Zacharias. You have proven yourself time and again that you are a strong member of this tribe. But I had wanted more for you… more than this type of life. I was a happy man knowing you were taking it.”


  Some of my anger melted from his words, because as any father should be, he wanted what he thought was best for me. Not what I thought was best though, and I thought it was best that I return.


  Sort of.


  I’ve had a million different changes of heart since Moira dropped me off at the airport. At least five times before I boarded the plane, I almost called her and told her to come back for me but, ultimately, my conscience demanded my return to Caraica, even as my heart demanded I return to Moira.


  It was a sore battle, and my heart lost out.


  The village had been decimated. Every longhouse burned to the ground. A few of the men had been injured protecting the village and four were dead, two of which were Elders. Five of the children… three boys and two of the older girls… had been dragged off into the jungle, and their mothers were distraught.


  I apparently arrived just in time, as the village had been packing up what salvageable items they had remaining and were preparing to move several miles down the Jutai River.


  I was shocked by this, of course, because I felt they would be preparing for a revenge raid and I had come prepared to fight. But Paraila advised me that the remaining Elders and some of the younger men wanted to discuss a peaceful resolution with the Matica. They were bigger and stronger than we were, and they were afraid continued war would ultimately mean our extinction. Father Gaul, who I noticed was busy helping to harvest some of the crops and seeds for transportation, was apparently at the epicenter of this idea to open some type of accord with the Matica, since he had established good relations with them.


  The idea appalled me, and I burned with an insatiable need to do violence on those that dared to hurt my people.


  In the end, however, I had no choice but to go along with the tribe as we made our journey down river. After porting, we walked as a tribe through the jungle, hacking our way to our new home. For three days, we cut away at a swatch of dense vegetation and made a new clearing. We burned down the roots of the plants and trees we had destroyed to make a new home, stockpiling bamboo and palm for our new longhouses.


  Food would be scarce for a while, at least until we could get a new crop of vegetables growing, but we had moved our tribe’s location many times over my life and this was just something we had to persevere.


  My first order of business was to build Paraila’s new home, so he would have shelter. Two of my tribe mates helped me with the structure, but I then chased them away to work on their own longhuts while I put the palm roof in place.


  “Are you still angry we have decided not to raid the Matica?” Paraila asks with humor in his voice.


  “That decision hasn’t been made for sure,” I point out. “Father Gaul may return and tell us the Matica aren’t interested. Then there will be war.”


  Paraila snickers at me. “Headstrong, you are. But this old man wants peace. He wants our children returned, and then he wants to live a life free of those worries.”


  My blood freezes in shame over his words. Because Paraila wants something that he should have. It’s only my fervent need for revenge that’s fueling me on, making me argue against him at every step of the way. Peace is a strange idea. Sure, I’d seen it in the modern world, but I’d seen enough to know that it wasn’t truly attainable in any society. People still fought and killed each other, squabbling over lands, rights, and monies. Our society was no different, so I didn’t want to give up on my need to set things right.


  “I see Tukaba looking at you,” Paraila says in mischievous voice.


  My glance cuts over to the women sitting around a communal fire, baking up some cassava flour for a midday meal. Her eyes are indeed focused on me, but the minute I look at her, they drop in total subservience.


  “Not interested,” I tell Paraila as I lift another palm panel to the roof and start to tie it to the supports. “I’ve got work to do.”


  Paraila snickers, and then he starts laughing loudly.


  “What’s so funny?” I snap.


  “You’re funny,” he says while still chuckling. “The Zacharias I know wouldn’t have cared if there was work to be done. He would have had Tukaba on her knees in the dirt and unleashed his mighty—”


  “Enough, old man,” I roar. “When did you get to be so rotten?”


  Paraila continues to chuckle as he swings lazily in his hammock. “Oh, Zacharias,” he says with amusement. “You don’t belong here.”


  My head snaps down to his and my eyes narrow. “Why would you say that?”


  “Because your heart lies elsewhere,” he says simply.


  I scoff at him and wrench another panel into place. Wiping my sweaty forehead on the sleeve of my shirt, I step away from the longhouse and walk over to a gourd filled with water, taking a deep drink. Looking back at Paraila, whose eyes shine at me, I say, “My heart is here where it belongs, Father. Stop trying to see something that isn’t there.”


  Turning away from Paraila, I grab my machete and stomp off into the jungle to cut some more palm. I need escape from his knowing eyes and his wiser words. I may want to deny what he sees in me, but the truth is, my heart is nowhere but back where Moira is. I’d only been back in Caraica a day before I’d realized I had made the biggest mistake in my life.


  Not in returning to Caraica… because that was something I had to do. I had to return and make sure Paraila was okay, and I had to help my tribe avenge our fallen and stolen. No, my mistake was in not telling Moira how I felt. My mistake was in telling her I wasn’t coming back. My mistake was in cutting off all ties with the one person in this world that I cared for more than anything. I fucked up big time, and I was now stuck in a situation that I didn’t know how to fix. I’m not even sure it is fixable because I think of how easily Moira accepted me telling her it was over. She had turned her back on me and, although tears of sadness were coursing down her face, I also saw that her spine was stiffened with resolve when she walked away. She never looked back at me once.


  It was over. For sure. I needed to let it go and figure out a way to harden my heart. This was my life now, and I needed to live it as best I could without having her by my side.
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  Father Gaul had returned to our village three days later and, surprising to us all, he had the five children with him. They ran to their mothers, tears of joy breaking out in everyone’s eyes, including mine. In addition to the kids, he had peace offerings from the Matica that included seeds, flour, and items such as blankets and plastic tarps. The Matica had established trade relations with other tribes as well as river merchants. They were more advanced than we were when it came to using those items to make their lives easier.


  Everyone was stunned by the ease with which the Matica had opened up to the possibility of peace. It didn’t come without a price though. In exchange, we had to agree to no further raids against them, as well as open up to the idea of marriage contracts with their tribe. This was to help cement a permanent relationship and to help build their numbers. While they were seeking peace with us, they still warred with other tribes and, in addition, we were expected to ally with them.


  I was bitter over the terms, still thirsting for the need for vengeance, but the Elders and most of the other tribesman agreed this was the best course of action.


  A feast is underway, and the moon is hanging low over our new village. Most of the longhouses are complete, and we are settling in fine. I’m still wearing the clothes I brought with me, and I can’t figure out why I haven’t forsaken them yet. Many of my tribe mates have teased me over it, but all in good nature.


  I think maybe because they make me feel closer to Moira, knowing she bought them for me, and knowing that clothing is part of the culture that I had at one time thought I would become a permanent member of. Much like I tried to cling to my old ways when I first got to the States, here I am clinging to some of the new ways I recently learned.


  Movement from the corner of my eyes catches my attention, and Tukaba walks up to me, her eyes lowered to the ground. She holds out a banana leaf filled with meats and fruit.


  I take it from her and say, “Thank you.”


  She starts to turn away, but then turns back. With eyes still lowered, she asks, “Is there anything else you need?”


  “No thank you,” I tell her with a soft smile. “This is plenty. You should get something to eat.”


  Dropping to her knees in front of me, she looks me directly in the eye, which is something new, and says, “You haven’t touched me since you returned. I am available for your needs.”


  To my surprise, Tukaba turns her body so her ass is facing me and starts to lower her cheek to the ground.


  Her body is still beautiful to me, dark caramel colored with shiny, black hair that now falls forward around her face. Her pussy is bared to me, and I even see it glistening in the moonlight through the patch of pubic hair covering it. My cock doesn’t even stir an inch.


  Because fucking Moira owns it.


  “I’m sorry, Tukaba,” I tell her. “Please stand up.”


  She immediately scrambles to her feet and turns to face me. “I don’t understand. You always wanted me before.”


  “I know,” I tell her softly. “But I’ve changed since I’ve been gone. There is another I want.”


  I think in most circumstances, some may consider those words to be cruel, but our society isn’t like that. Tukaba had no notions of anything more than being a vessel for my release, as our norms didn’t provide for dating and seducing. Women were there for the taking. That was their job. If a man wanted to bring a woman into the marriage fold, he took her there. If not, she was happy with satisfying the other tribe members.


  It was really very simple.


  So much more simple than what I left behind with Moira. That was utterly complex, confusing, and overwhelming. And I missed those feelings terribly.


  Tukaba gives me an understanding, if not accepting, smile, and then walks away from me. I watch her for a moment, and then look down at the food in my hands. Picking up a piece of roasted wild pig, I plop it in my mouth and chew on it thoughtfully. I look around the village and see that everyone is happy. Happy to have their sons and daughters back, and happy they won’t be losing any more lives to the Matica. They are fulfilled, and I realize with sudden clarity, that fulfills me as well.


  Fulfills me as much as possible because there’s still a gaping hole in my heart that unfortunately, can only be filled by one woman.


  “I see you spurned Tukaba’s advances again,” Paraila says as he sits in the dirt beside me.


  I ignore his comment and nod toward his shoulder. “How is it feeling?”


  “It aches, but nothing I can’t handle. This old man has a lot of years left in him.”


  We’re silent as we sit and listen to the women singing. I shove the banana leaf filled with food toward him, and Paraila takes some of the fruit and chews on it.


  “When are you going back?” he asks me, sage wisdom and surety in his words.


  I turn to him in surprise, and he just stares at me knowingly. He gives me a smile filled with happiness and understanding.


  “As soon as possible,” I say, not even knowing myself that I had made the decision to go back to Moira until he just asked. It seems that Paraila is always one step ahead of me.


  “So, tell me about her,” he prods.


  “What makes you think it’s a woman?” I ask mischievously.


  Paraila snorts and says, “Because I know you, my son. I know you.”


  We share my food by the fire, and I tell Paraila all about Moira. I tell him all the reasons why I have to follow my heart, and I tell him how much I am going to miss him and my family here. We talk long into the night because it’s our last one together.


  I’m leaving in the morning… back to civilization. Back to Moira.


  


  Chapter 30


  Moira


  I’m so exhausted that I doubt I’ll make it to my room to collapse on my bed. Yes… my couch would do just fine if I can make the few steps there. If not, the floor is fine too. I want to do nothing but sink down into sleep and not return for maybe…oh, say four or five years.


  The cab has just dropped me off at my house. I heft my backpack up and open my mailbox to see if there’s anything in there. Kelly had agreed to check it every few days, and she must have come today because it’s empty.


  My trip to Caraica was an absolute waste of time. Once I finally got over my sadness and grief, I realized that Lisa was right. The unknown was killing me, and I had to make the journey to make sure Zach was safe.


  Except I couldn’t find him. The guide I had hired after my charter flight ended said he knew exactly where the Caraican village was. We made it in a day and a half of hard river paddling and hiking, just a total of four and a half days after I left the States.


  When we emerged into the clearing, I was stunned to see it deserted. My heart was slamming against my ribs as I looked at the charred remains of the longhouses and the crops overgrown with weeds.


  I had no clue where the tribe went… or even if they existed. Fear permeated every cell in my body as I considered the worst possible scenario. That they had all been slaughtered in a revenge raid.


  But that didn’t make sense either. Only the men would have raided, leaving the women and some men behind for protection. So where were they?


  My guide agreed to stay the night in the abandoned village while I tried to figure out my next move. Sadly, I had no options. I clearly couldn’t go poking around the Amazon, trying to find Zach. It was 2.7 million square miles in size, and it would take me ten lifetimes to scour it in search of him.


  The next morning I decided my best course of action was to make my way back to the small river town where my charter flight had landed and see if I could find out any information.


  After the day and a half travel back, I stayed another two days on the river talking to various Indians that came to the hub to trade goods. The only thing I was able to glean was that there was a rumor the Matica and the Caraicans had reached a peace pact, and they were not at war. No one seemed to know where the Caraicans had gone.


  With no other options available, I took a charter flight to Sao Paolo and returned home to the States. Bitterness was a black scourge upon me because I had learned nothing new that would ease my heart. Zach was truly lost to me forever, and there was nothing left for me to do now except to try to figure out how to pick up the pieces and heal myself from this pain.


  When I reached Sao Paolo, I immediately called Randall to update him on my failure. As Lisa said, he happily funded my expedition, as anxious as I was to hear news of Zach. Like me, he had no expectations that Zach would return, but he was terribly worried about his welfare and was hoping at the very least that he and I would be able to share a mutual peace of mind.


  When Randall got on the line, it was a little difficult to understand him with the connection I had. “Moira… is that you?”


  “Hi Randall,” I said, trying to put a smile in my voice that I know failed miserably. “I’m in Sao Paolo now.”


  “How are you doing?” he asked, which I thought was odd. Why wasn’t he immediately pumping me for information about Zach?


  Ultimately, I was too tired to try to ponder that further, so I told him, “I’m fine, but I’m sorry, Randall… I couldn’t find Zach.”


  “Oh… well, okay. You tried and that’s all you can do,” he said, almost distractedly.


  “Are you okay?” I asked him, because he sounded a bit off.


  “Fine, fine,” he assured me. “Just a little bit… um… disappointed, I guess. So, when are you coming back?”


  “I fly out tonight and should be in Chicago tomorrow morning,” I tell him, stifling a yawn. I’m hoping I can crash in one of the terminal chairs and catch a little nap.


  “Okay, my dear. Well, have a safe flight and we’ll talk when you get back,” he said.


  I hung up from my call with Randall, utterly confused. Maybe he was just grieving and couldn’t process what I was telling him. I thought he’d demand to know everything I did to find Zach, but maybe he’s just waiting until I get back in deference to me. He has to know my inability to find him is weighing heavy on my shoulders.


  Fishing my keys out of my pocket, I make the long walk up my sidewalk. Okay, it’s not so long… maybe only twenty feet, but it’s twenty feet too long as tired as I am. Lifting my chin in resolve as I put my key in the lock, I decide that I’m too tired to make it to my bedroom… but I won’t succumb to the floor. The couch will be a nice, happy medium.


  I turn the knob and push the door open, letting my pack fall to the floor and immediately eying the couch. I trudge my way there, not even bothering to take my shoes off. Resting one knee on a cushion, I fall face-first into the comfort that is calling me to sleep.


  Snuggling into the softness, I close my eyes and sigh. I immediately start to slip under, and a dream comes upon me.


  “Moira.” I hear Zach’s voice.


  Oh, that sounds lovely. Rich, full of timber and emotion. I can imagine his beautiful eyes and his magnificent body. I remember the last time we were together as he fucked me, then as he held me after and let tears slip out of his eyes against my skin.


  “Moira,” he says again, and he sounds a bit louder this time. A bit clearer.


  My eyes fly open, and I hear it again. “Moira.”


  I scramble up onto my knees and peer over the back of the couch… into my kitchen, where I see Zach sitting there at my kitchen table. He’s wearing a pair of dark-washed jeans and an olive-green T-shirt. His feet are bare and his hair is wet. Blue eyes burn into me with intensity.


  I rub my own eyes furiously with my hands and look back again.


  Yup… still there.


  Maybe I’m hallucinating. Maybe I got some type of fever or infection while in the jungle. Yes, that coupled with lack of food and sleep the last few days, I’m surely just imagining that Zach is sitting in my kitchen.


  I flop down with frustration onto my back on the couch and squeeze my eyes shut, willing myself to fall asleep.


  “Come on, Moira. Stop playing around,” Zach says.


  Holy fuck.


  He’s really here.


  In my house.


  While I’ve been traipsing around the jungle looking for him.


  I come flying off the couch and round it with a speed that belies the exhaustion I’m feeling. Zach stares at me, a small smile curving his lips up as he watches me stride toward him. He stands from the chair and opens his arms to me, and I fly at him.


  My hands reach up and I slap them to his chest, shoving with all my might. His eyes flare in surprise and he stumbles backward, the kitchen chair catching him behind the knees. He falls down into it with a thud.


  I lean in and shove at his chest again, although I don’t budge him an inch this time.


  “You asshole,” I snarl furiously. “What are you doing here?”


  I expect Zach to give me a sheepish apology for breaking my heart, for leaving me… for making me worry, and most of all, for causing me to go half a world away just to make sure he was okay.


  Instead, he surges up out of the chair and clasps my face with his hands. Jerking me to him, he crushes his mouth to mine, thrusting his tongue into my mouth and giving me the hottest, wettest, deepest kiss of my life. He growls low in his throat, and my bones liquefy.


  Oh, to feel his hands on me… his eyes searing me with lust when he pulls away marginally. He leans in and kisses me again, our teeth knocking together with brutality. He bites at my lip, sucking it into his mouth as he pulls my hips inward and grinds his erection against me.


  Zach tears his lips away and reaches down to my T-shirt, whipping it over my head. I open my mouth to argue with him but he kisses me again, effectively shutting me up. His hands work at my canvas belt, finally my button and zipper, and then he’s shoving my pants and my underwear down to my knees.


  “What do you think—?” I start to say but he kisses me again, his tongue mating with mine so I’m robbed of any power of speech. My breathing starts getting harsh as his hands roam over my body, pinching at my nipples through my bra.


  He cups me between the legs and hisses when he sticks a finger in me, “Wet baby. I knew you’d be.”


  My mind is spinning and there’s a small part of me that is yelling at me to stop this assault, but the other ninety-nine point nine percent of my body is screaming at him to hurry up and just fuck me.


  Zach doesn’t waste any time. His hand goes around to the back of my neck, and he pushes me down to the kitchen floor. The linoleum is cool against my knees, and I know it will feel cold against my cheek as I watch the floor rise to meet me while Zach puts me in the same position that started all of this between us.


  Harsh pants fill the room… mine, Zach’s… we’re both desperately on edge. I can hear the scrape of his zipper and then his hands are at my hips. He places the head of his cock against the back of my pussy and starts rotating his hips, working his way into my body. When he gets about an inch or so in, he finally grabs ahold of me hard and slams his way home.


  I cry out, “Oh, Zach.”


  He answers me with a guttural moan and says, “I’ve missed you so much.”


  Those words melt my heart. Then he melts my body as he starts to thrust in and out of me, holding me in place by my hips.


  “Oh, Moira,” he pants as he moves with such deliberation… such care. “You just don’t know. You just don’t know.”


  His words are broken and coarse, his breath practically wheezing from his exertions. I feel a sudden buildup of pressure between my legs, then an orgasm is tearing its way free even as my heart starts filling up with joy that at this moment… this very moment… Zach has returned to me.


  Zach slams into me one more time and digs his fingers into my skin, roaring out his release, which I can feel coating my the walls of my pussy. He collapses onto me, rolling us so he can pull me into his arms. He presses his mouth to the back of my head and kisses me, then we lay like that for a while as our breathing starts to go silent.


  I don’t know what to say to him. He’s here.


  In my house.


  Alive.


  Sudden joy over what this means courses through me.


  Yes, he’s alive.


  And yes… he’s here with me.


  Zach suddenly releases me and pushes up from the floor. I watch, completely boneless, while he tucks his cock back in his jeans and zips up. He then bends down and scoops me up in his arms.


  Without a word between us, he takes me into the bathroom and sets me down gently. Turning away from me briefly, he turns the shower on and adjusts the temperature.


  When he turns back to me, he leans in and gives me a soft kiss. “I missed you.”


  “You already said that once,” I murmur, my head still spinning that he’s standing here… with me.


  “I plan on saying it a whole lot more, so get used to it,” he says with a grin.


  Zach kneels down before me, taking off my hiking boots and socks. He peels my pants and underwear off me, and I use the opportunity to touch him by resting my hands on his shoulders for balance. I even drag my fingers through his hair, loving the soft but slightly longer locks. He purrs under my fingertips and nuzzles my stomach briefly.


  Standing up, he alleviates me of my sports bra and then takes off his clothes before pulling me under the hot spray of water.


  Zach washes me, oh so gently. He takes great care massaging shampoo into my hair and working the conditioner in so every piece is coated with the silky liquid. He lathers his hands and runs them over every square inch of my body, his eyes never leaving the path that his trails are blazing. He’s oh so gentle between my legs, making this not about sex, but about caring for my body in a way he never has before.


  When I’m clean, he wraps me in a towel and proceeds to soak up every drop of water from my skin.


  Then I’m up in his arms again, and he takes me to my bedroom, where he peels the covers back and places me in bed. Crawling in beside me, his hands reach out to pull me in close… my front to his.


  My cheek settles against his chest, which beats a steady tune, and we just lay in the silence. Zach strokes my back and presses kisses to my forehead, yet he says nothing. My eyes start to get heavy and, before I know it, I fall asleep.
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  My eyes fly open, and the first thing I notice is that it’s dark outside. My room is lit softly by the small table lamp that sits to my right, but it casts heavy shadows outside of the perimeter of my immediate vicinity.


  I turn to the other side of the bed and see it’s empty and, for a brief moment, I think maybe I dreamed that Zach was here. But no… I’m naked in my bed and clearly, someone was lying beside me as evidenced by the rumpled covers.


  Lifting my head up, I glance to my right and my heart stutters. Zach is in a small settee chair that sits beside my window. The moonlight filters in across his dark hair, casting silver glints on it. He’s beautifully naked, his long legs stretched in front of him. He has one hand resting lazily on his thigh, the other cupping his chin in his palm while his elbow rests on the chair.


  “What are you doing over there?” I ask, my voice still rough with lazy slumber.


  “Watching you sleep,” he says simply. “You must have been exhausted.”


  I nod my head and rub my eyes. “Yeah… I guess I was.”


  Zach pushes out of the chair and walks to the end of the bed. My throat goes dry at his complete magnificence. He looks cut from marble; the dark shadows in the room making the angles of his muscles look almost harsh in their formation. His cock is half erect, and I lick my lips as I stare at it in fascination.


  “Eyes up here,” Zach chides, and my face goes red as I look up at him.


  He bends over, pulling the cover and sheet away from my body. My nipples go erect from the cool air hitting them, as well as Zach’s hot gaze.


  Slowly raising a knee up, he crawls onto the end of the bed and makes his way up my body, pushing my legs apart as he goes.


  Never one for subtlety, his hands cover my mound and pull the swollen folds of my center apart. His mouth descends on me, his tongue shockingly hot and probing. I groan deep in my chest, my hands coming up to his hair to dig in tight and hold him in place.


  Zach uses his tongue and his lips to love on me… in a way that I know he loves, because he’s done it to me often enough. He’s become so skilled at his oral play that, within just minutes, he has me cresting in climax, but he doesn’t let up on me. He keeps at me, lashing at me with his tongue, sucking hard and then gently at me. His fingers come in to play, and he keeps his face between my legs for what seems like hours until I come again.


  My fingers pull tight on his hair, and he lifts his head up to me. I can see my moisture glistening on his lips from the lamplight, and he gives me a sinful smile.


  “More?” he asks.


  I shake my head, and he looks disappointed.


  “What are you doing here, Zach?” I ask, my need for answers demanding this be addressed.


  Sighing, Zach continues to crawl up my body, where he settles his hips against mine and rests his elbows to the sides of my rib cage. Leaning down, he kisses me softly… so softly I barely get a taste of my essence clinging to his lips.


  “I came back for you,” he tells me when he pulls his mouth away from mine. “I never should have left the way I did. It was wrong, and I’ll always regret it.”


  “I went looking for you,” I tell him, my voice small, the hurt over his abandonment coming out fresh again.


  “I know,” he says as he stares down at me. “I called Randall when I got to the States, and he told me you were there. I was going to get on a plane immediately and fly back over there to find you, but he urged me to wait.”


  “And you’ve been here at my house the whole time?”


  He gives me a sheepish grin. “For three days and… um… I sort of had to break in. You’re kind of missing a small pane of glass on your back door, but I taped over it.”


  “You broke into my house?” I ask with amusement.


  “I didn’t have anywhere else to go,” he says as he leans down to kiss me again.


  “Not true. You could have gone to Randall’s. You could have gone to a hotel.”


  “No, I couldn’t have. I needed to be as close to you as possible. I missed you so badly; this was the only place I could be. And I was going crazy with worry, knowing you were out in the Amazon… alone… unprotected. It was torture waiting for you.”


  “Now you know how I felt when you left,” I say in a chastising voice.


  “I know,” he says softly and lays his head on my chest. I can’t help myself. My arms come up to circle around his head, and I hold him tight to me. “I’m so sorry, Moira. I was out of my mind with worry and grief, and I let it push you aside. I should have never done that.”


  I hold him to me, feeling his skin against mine… feeling his warm breath against my breasts. “Randall told me that you had made the decision to stay with me… just that morning before you left.”


  Lifting his head, Zach looks at me sincerely. “Yes. I wanted that more than anything. I still want that… if you do.”


  “You’d leave your home… forever… to be with me?”


  “I’m here, aren’t I?”


  “Yes, but for how long? For all I know, this was just a chance to get another fuck in,” I say quietly.


  Leaning down, Zach takes a nipple into his mouth and tugs on it gently. When it pops free, he looks up at me with dark eyes. “Yes, I plan on fucking you a lot. Hard and repetitively, and I’m going to be taking that ass again soon because there is nothing fucking better than to be lodged deep inside of you that way. But… you and I both know this is a whole lot more than just about fucking. This is about the heart.”


  Said heart seizes, constricting inward, and then bursting out in hopeful abandon. “It is?”


  “You know it is,” he says with confidence. “I have fallen so deeply in love with you, that there is no where I can possibly be except by your side. Nothing means as much to me as you, Moira. Not Caraica, not Paraila, not the tribe. It’s you. It will only ever be you.”


  Tears fill my eyes, because I am so joyful to be hearing those words from Zach’s beautiful lips. My hands come up and caress his face, pulling him down to me for another kiss.


  It’s light and gentle, filled with love, care, and tenderness.


  “Tell me you love me too,” Zach says urgently. “I only heard it once from you, and I need to know you still feel it… deep down here.” Leaning down, he presses a kiss over my heart.


  “Yes, Zach,” I breathe out in a rush. “I love you so much. I nearly died when you left me. I was so crushed. Please don’t do that to me again.”


  “Never,” he vows just before bringing his mouth down on mine for a punishing kiss. I groan and my hips arch up. His erection lays heavy against my lower belly, and I rub up against it.


  Hissing through his teeth, Zach rears up, pulling me in his arms. He rolls so he’s underneath me and I come up on top, straddling him.


  “Ride me, Moira,” he commands.


  I swallow hard and place one hand on his chest for leverage and with the other, I grab onto his cock. I give it a hard squeeze, which causes Zach to moan, then I position it to my entrance and slide oh so far down his length.


  I feel deliciously tight and full when I’m completely impaled on his massive shaft. Before I can start to move, Zach’s hands reach up to cup my face. He pulls me toward him and leans the rest of the way up, so our mouths can meet again. He kisses me once more, as if he can’t get enough of that intimate touch.


  When he releases me, he lays back down flat and brings his hands to my hips. “Remember the first time we made love this way?”


  I nod with a smile.


  “You liberated me that day… made me see that I didn’t have to have absolute control all the time. You tamed me… showed me how to be a civilized man.”


  I laugh low in my belly and rub my hands on his chest. “Silly man… I could never civilize someone like you. I wouldn’t want to.”


  “I’m not that wild man you brought out of the jungle anymore. I’ve learned to adjust… to accept… to experience.”


  “Because you are an amazing man, Zacharias Easton. Still wild… completely beautiful to me… and always evolving.”


  Zach surges upward, wrapping his arms around me and driving his cock in just a little deeper. I give a soft moan but focus on Zach, who brings his nose in so it’s almost touching mine.


  “You are my life now, Moira. I will die before I ever hurt you again, and I will love you unconditionally for the rest of my days.”


  I smile at him and nod my head. “I’ll love you right back.”


  He gives me a stunning smile, and his eyes shimmer in the glow of the light as he lies back flat on the bed. “Excellent. Now… ride my cock, Moira. Liberate me again. Set me free from my old life, once and for all, and show me that you’re really mine.”


  Placing my hands on his chest, I rise up, feeling his length slip along my passage until I can feel the swollen head almost break free, and then I push back down on him hard. Zach tilts his head back, closes his eyes, and groans.


  “Yes,” he whispers. “Liberate me.”


  I rise up and lower again, and when I’m sitting down on him hard and tight, I whisper back to him, “I’m not setting you free, baby. I’m bringing you home.”


  


  Epilogue


  Zach


  I walk down the corridor of Brandon Hall, nodding at some of the students I recognize from my classes. I’m two weeks away from finishing my freshman year at Northwestern University, and I find myself amazed at where the time has gone.


  My life in Caraica seems so far away from me. I still miss it with a vengeance, and I worry constantly about them. But I also know that I am where I’m supposed to be. There is simply no choice in the matter. Moira is what’s most important.


  When I reach her door, I smile at the cheap, plastic plaque.


  Dr. Moira Reed, Associate Professor


  I’m so proud of my woman. So incredibly impressed and respectful of everything she has accomplished in life. In fact, I’m pretty sure that I’m going to declare anthropology as a minor to my business admin degree. It won’t be needed for my future course in life because I’m dead set on getting into Kellogg’s MBA program here at Northwestern. However, it gives me just one more thing I can bond with Moira over. And trust me… bonding with that woman gives me immense pleasure.


  I knock lightly on her door and hear from within, “Come in.”


  Pushing the door open, I immediately see her sitting behind her desk. Her office is small and cramped, with research books and papers littered everywhere. Even both of her chairs are stacked with materials.


  “Hey,” she says in surprise. “What are you doing here?”


  I step in and close the door behind me, surreptitiously turning the lock. She doesn’t even notice the faint click, but I think it’s masked from the sound of me dumping my pack onto the floor.


  “Just thought I’d see if you were free for lunch. I have another two hours until my next class.”


  Standing up from her chair, she smiles at me and says, “Absolutely. I’m just grading some papers.”


  She steps into my arms and tilts her head up at me. Never wanting to miss an opportunity to have my mouth against hers, I give her a kiss, immediately deepening it as I pull her in tight to my body.


  Moira gasps when she feels my erection swelling against her, pulling back with a laugh. “Get yourself under control, Zach. We’re in an institution of higher learning.”


  I walk her backward until her legs hit the back of her desk and grind my shaft against her. Feels so fucking good.


  “I need to fuck you right now,” I breathe out over her mouth, and then I nip at her lip.


  Moira moans in my arms and tries to push me away. “No. Not here in my office.”


  “Yes, here in your office,” I tell her as my hands go down to start inching up her skirt. She doesn’t wear stockings, for which I’m immensely grateful, because that will make this just a tad easier on me to get in and get the job done quickly.


  My fingers have become so accustomed to finding her sweet spot that I swiftly find my way under her panties, and then I’m stroking her wet folds. “Fucking perfect,” I moan with my lips near her ear.


  “Zach… we can’t do this. Someone might come,” she pleads, but then I sink a finger into her and she says, “Oh, damn… that feels good. Don’t stop.”


  “Wasn’t going to stop,” I tell her before biting her earlobe and then sucking on it to ease the sting. “Want me to fuck you, or eat you out, then you can suck my cock?”


  “Oh, geez,” she mutters. “But God, I love your filthy mouth.”


  My finger flutters over her clit, and I lean back to look down at her. “Which do you want?”


  Chewing on her bottom lip, her eyes glazed with lust, she contemplates her choices. I shove a finger back inside, and she groans. “Come on, Moira… make a choice. I’m dying here.”


  Her lip pops free of her teeth, swollen and glistening wet. “Quick fuck. We don’t have time for the other.”


  “Good answer,” I tell her as I spin her around and push her down until her chest comes to rest on the pile of books and papers on her desk. Skimming my fingers up the backs of her thighs, I push her skirt up. She’s wearing a pair of pale pink panties made of soft silk… one of my favorite pairs she owns.


  I don’t make a lot of money at my part-time job at Cannon’s here in Evanston, but I do spend some each month on buying her a piece of lingerie. I love dressing her in it, and then peeling it off with my teeth.


  Taking care not to rip or stretch the delicate material, because I bought it with my hard-earned money, I push the material to the side until her pussy is exposed to me.


  So fucking beautiful and completely mine.


  I drag a finger up through her flesh, catching her moisture on my finger and then sucking it off. She tastes like fucking Heaven.


  “Mmmm,” I growl low. “I’m rethinking this… I think I want to eat you out for lunch instead.”


  “No way,” she says as she pushes her hips back against me. “You got me in the mood for a fucking, so give it to me.”


  I bring my hands down and squeeze her ass cheeks, before pulling them apart to look at her tight bud back there. I fucked that last night… with her riding me from the top. It was transcendental.


  “Okay, baby,” I tell her as I bring my hands to my shorts and release my cock. It’s swollen hard as a rock and pre-cum seeps out of the slit in the head.


  Stepping in close, I bring it to the honey-slick folds of her pussy and line up just right. With a distinct push of my hips forward, I sink in to her and Moira groans… really loudly.


  “You’re going to need to be quiet, baby,” I tell her. “Or someone will hear.”


  Her head thrashes back and forth as I pump in and out of her a few times, having to practically bite my tongue to keep quiet myself.


  On a particularly deep stroke, Moira cries out again, and my hand snakes around to cover her mouth. She bares her teeth and lightly bites at my palm, which causes me to smile and start to thrust into her harder.


  I need to make this quick because she really would be in a world of trouble if someone caught us. Not that our relationship is a secret. The school is well aware of my situation and my relationship with Moira, and it’s not forbidden. Modern times and all that. But she certainly can’t be caught fucking around in her office. Society just isn’t ready for that yet.


  I pound her sweet flesh with my cock, racing faster and faster toward my climax. I don’t want to leave her behind and while I can feel her breath quickening and her muscles clutching at me deep, I want to get her there first. I put my other hand between her legs and give her clit a swift pinch, knowing that the pleasure-pain will set her off.


  Yeah… I know her body that fucking well.


  Like a cannon, she explodes around me, and her cry vibrates against the palm of my hand. And, fuck yeah… coming now… fucking hard.


  I slam in one more time, and then hold still so I can reap the pleasures of another fantastically amazing orgasm brought on by the sexiest, most beautiful, most loving woman in the world.


  My Moira.
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  Moira’s cheeks are still flushed red from our lovemaking not ten minutes ago, and she’s so stunningly beautiful in this moment as we sit at an outdoor cafe and wait for our order, that I have the urge to wrap her in my arms and nuzzle up against her.


  “Why do you have that goofy grin on your face?” she says as she takes a sip of her iced tea.


  “Because I’m in love… with you,” I say all sappy like.


  “You’re a dork,” she says with a grin. “But I love you, too.”


  “So are Lisa, Adam, and the kids still coming next week?” I ask. They had planned to come out for a visit when the kids were out of school, but it had been tentative so far.


  “Yes. She just emailed me today. They’ll actually fly in on Sunday night.”


  “Excellent,” I say, excited over the prospect of seeing them. In almost all respects, Lisa has become like a sister to me, and Adam and I get along amazingly well. But best of all will be getting time with Colleen and Samuel. I never knew I had such an affinity for children, but every time Lisa and her family have come here, or we’ve flown to North Carolina, I find myself spending most of the time playing with the two little rugrats.


  “And Lisa says you cannot buy them any toys when they’re here,” Moira says with a stern look. “She says you spoil them.”


  “Lisa can go to hell,” I tell her with a pointed stare. “Those kids deserve to be spoiled.”


  Giggling, Moira agrees. “They kind of do, don’t they? That’s the joy of being an aunt… and well, you’re sort of like their uncle. We’re allowed to spoil them and then hand the sniveling little brats back to their parents when they’re all good and rotten.”


  “Exactly,” I tell her as I reach across the table to take her hand. “But… you and I never talked about kids. Why is that?”


  Moira shrugs her shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess because we’ve never really talked about our future. Do you want them?”


  “Absolutely… I’m thinking three or four would be good,” I say with confidence.


  “Maybe let’s start with two and we’ll work from there. Besides, we’re kind of talking about this backward. Kids come after marriage.”


  “Not in this modern society,” I tell her with surety. “I’ve seen and met plenty of people that have families without getting married.”


  Moira’s face falls a bit, but she can’t help but agree with me. Marriage isn’t what it used to be, at least from my keen observation skills so far.


  “You’re right,” she says. “It’s just… it’s a norm for most couples. It’s a time-honored tradition and shouldn’t be taken lightly.”


  “I suppose,” I hedge. Moira’s gaze turns out to the busy sidewalk, a slight frown on her face.


  Grinning, I lean over and reach into my backpack, pulling out the small, velvet box that has been burning a hole in it all day. I set it on the table, and the movement catches her eye. When she focuses on the box, I merely push it across the table at her.


  “What’s that?” she asks with suspicion.


  “It’s a bomb,” I say sarcastically. “Be careful with it.”


  Moira smirks at me and grabs the box, prying the lip of it open. When she reveals the contents, she gasps. “Where did you get this? It’s amazing.”


  I lean over to the left and look at the four-carat oval diamond encased in an antique setting. “Randall gave it to me when we visited him at Christmas. It was his mother’s, and he wanted to pass it on to me.”


  “Are you serious?” she asks as she tilts the box left and right, looking at the ring from all angles.


  “As serious as I am right now when I tell you I want to marry you,” I say, and her eyes snap to me in surprise.


  “You do?” she whispers.


  Reaching over, I take the box from her and pop the ring out. Grabbing her left hand, I slide the ring on. This was a tradition that Randall told me about, and I soaked up all the knowledge. He did tell me that this was usually done on bended knee, supposedly with some type of poetic rant from the man to the woman. That wasn’t my style though.


  “Yes, I want to marry you,” I tell her in exasperation as I grasp her hand. “I’m thinking maybe this time next year? Then we can get started on the children.”


  “Whoa… wait up a minute,” she says as she pulls her hand away from me. “I didn’t say I’d marry you.”


  I raise an eyebrow at her and smirk. “You will.”


  She huffs out an exasperated breath and demands, “Do you always have to be in control?”


  I surge out of my chair and stalk to her side of the table. Grasping her by the shoulders, I pull her upward and plant a punishing kiss on her lips. She opens underneath me and I push my tongue in, deepening our union and kissing the silliness out of her. The kiss goes on for so long that people at the nearby tables start snickering.


  Finally, I release her, rubbing my thumb over her bottom lip as her glazed eyes start to clear. “Yes, I have to be in control… most of the time. Now, will you just say you’ll fucking marry me?”


  Moira’s lips peel back into a wide and sinful smile, and she nods her head at me. “Yes, you impossible, uncivilized man. I’ll fucking marry you.”


  I let out a whoop of a cheer and pick her up in my arms to swing her around. Several of the people at the nearby tables start clapping in congratulations.


  When I set Moira back down on her feet, I lean in and feather my lips over hers again. “You won’t be sorry, baby. I swear I will love you like no man ever has.”


  Moira nips at my bottom lip and murmurs, “You already do, Zach. You already do.”


  If you enjoyed Uncivilized as much as I enjoyed writing it, it would mean a lot for you to give me a review.
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  Chapter 1


  Alex


  Flexing my jaw back and forth, it moves with a resounding pop but there’s no pain. That’s either because there truly is no pain or I’ve blocked it out. Regardless, I push back from the boards, even as that douche Talbot tries to push my face back into them again. The puck is between our legs and we scrabble to kick it loose.


  There’s less than forty seconds left in the game to break this tie, and I want to get it done. Although I have no desire for the spotlight that will come with making the game-winning goal, it’s absolutely preferable than being stuck in overtime or a potential shootout. I’m ready for this fucking game to be over.


  Giving a particularly hard push back, I’m able to free my stick from the boards and put the blade to ice. Because we’re playing on home ice here in Raleigh, North Carolina, and I know its speed and consistency like the back of my hand, it takes nothing but a short tap on the puck and it shoots back between both of our legs. I juke left and when I feel Talbot follow, I spin back right to skate around him, grabbing the puck just as it clears his blades, and take off for the goal.


  One of my natural talents is to freeze-frame the entire ice in my mind, analyze my best course of action and dump the puck as quickly as possible to the guy with the best scoring chance on our team. But now with only thirty-five seconds left in the period—and yes, I saw the clock winding down in my freeze-frame—I don’t want to leave it up to one of my teammates to seal the deal. I fake a pass to the nearside, then slip a quick wrist shot toward the goal, watching as it sails cleanly into the net, just between the upper post and the goalie’s left shoulder.


  Way too fucking easy!


  The red light behind the net burns bright and the arena erupts, nineteen thousand fans rocketing to their feet to scream in rapture that Alexander Crossman has broken the tie and most likely won the game. Of course, there’s still thirty-one seconds left for my team to screw the pooch.


  My teammates throw their hands up in the air, skating toward me to celebrate the goal. I make a half-assed attempt to look pleased with myself, which basically means I let my teammates rub the top of my helmet or tap my legs with their sticks. But that’s about as excited as I get when I score a goal.


  I hate this fucking shit... the adulation, the limelight... all of it.


  Skating back to the bench, I step up through the open gate and take a seat. Some of the guys shout down a congrats and a few nod at me; others ignore me point-blank. I’m not a well-liked guy by most.


  Grabbing the water bottle, I squirt a bit in my mouth, swish it around and spit it back out. The crowd goes crazy again, their cheers rising in crescendo as the replay of my goal is shown on the Jumbotron. I glance up at it, my brow furrowing. It’s a pretty sweet play and I totally smoked Talbot, but as I watch it I know without a doubt my dad will be calling tonight because he’ll find something to criticize. It’s physically impossible for him to do anything but.


  The announcer’s voice comes over the PA system, Carolina Cold Fury goal, scored by Number Sixty-Seven, Alexander Crossman, unassisted...


  And the crowd erupts into more cheers, drowning out the stats as they are relayed. I do a quick glance around the arena, knowing that the fans are happy as shit I just scored the game winner but also very much aware they can’t stand me. I even snicker as I see a sign across the ice proclaiming, Crossman for MVP, Most Valuable Prick.


  Classic! I’m the player they love to hate, and I could give a fuck.


  I come out,do my duty, score my goals and get my assists, collect my paycheck and past that, just leave me the fuck alone.


  If only life were that simple.


  For the remainder of the game, I don’t even watch the action on the ice. I sit on the bench and lean my head back against the glass, watching the time slowly tick down so I can be free of this shit for the night.


  


  ***


  


  “Crossman... in my office before you leave,” I hear Dan Pretore call out. He’s the head coach for the Cold Fury, and while he’s probably one of the best coaches I’ve ever played under, he’s a hard-ass as well. I know, without a doubt, that even with two goals and three assists on the night, I’m going to get my ass handed to me.


  Slipping on my suit jacket, I zip up my equipment bag and make my way back to the staffing area under the arena. None of my teammates say goodbye, none of them congratulate me. They know it wouldn’t do any good, because I won’t respond. Some of the newer guys think that’s just mebeing reflective, but the ones who have been here awhile know it’s because I’m a mean son of a bitch after a game, regardless of whether we win or lose. In fact, the better I do, the crustier I become, which I get... that’s some whacked shit and I’m sure a psychologist would have a field day with me.


  I rap my knuckles softly on the coach’s door, and he immediately calls out for me to enter. I don’t close the door behind me, only because I could care less if anyone hears my ass-reaming. Taking a seat across from his desk, I casually prop an ankle over my knee and look around his office with no real interest. It’s a mess... piles of papers, binders and fast-food wrappers litter his desk. He has several framed awards, but they’re all sitting on his floor, leaning up against the wall. I’ve been with the Carolina Cold Fury for almost six years now, and his office looks the same now as it did when I had my first meeting with him those many years ago.


  “Great game tonight,” he says, looking up from the iPhone that he had been texting on when I entered. “Your plus-minus went to forty-seven. I believe that means you’re leading the league right now.”


  I stare at him, offering no “thank you” for the praise. I don’t need it or want it and statistics never meant much to me. Kind of like all those awards Coach has on his floor... don’t mean shit to me. I respect his coaching skills for what they are, not what other people say about them.


  He waits for me to say something... an acknowledgment, an eye flicker, an I could give a flying fuck. He gets nothing, so he sighs and continues on.


  “That little stunt at the end of the game was uncalled for,” he tells me.


  He’s referring to the fact that I was named the game’s most valuable player—or most valuable prick if you go by what some fans say—which is an honor commemorated at the end of the game by having the player skate out on the ice for acknowledgment. At the time they were calling my name, I was halfway back to the locker room, refusing to come out for my stupid fucking lap around the ice. The fans’ boos followed me all the way back.


  “Sorry... had an upset stomach... diarrhea. Had to hit the can,” I tell him, my face a study of genuine truth even though he knows I’m lying through my teeth.


  Pretore leans forward across his desk, flashing his teeth at me in a snarl. “Do you think I’m fucking stupid, Crossman? You thumbed your nose at the crowd and this team because you’re an asshole and no other reason. I’m fining you a thousand dollars for that stunt.”


  I pick an imaginary piece of lint off my slacks and look at him blandly. “Fine. Anything else?”


  Leaning back in his chair, Pretore studies me for a moment. Steepling his hands in front of his face, he regards me with interest. “You know... I don’t get you. You were the best player in the Quebec Juniors by the time you were sixteen, the number one NHL draft pick six years ago, and you have the potential to win the Art Ross Trophy every fucking year if you actually decide to start caring about this game. Instead, you do the bare minimum to get by, which, lucky for you and your career, still makes you pretty fucking good. You have the talent and ability to captain this team, yet you have the emotional maturity of the arena’s janitor. You’re a fuck-up by most standards, yet you’ll continue to get your pay and bonuses because you have more talent in your pinky than most players have in their entire body. I guess what I don’t understandis ... how do you look at yourself in the mirror every day knowing that you’re wasting your life?”


  I know where the coach is coming from. I get it... his little speech is supposed to be a slap-down plus a build-up. He knows I don’t respond well to ass-kissing and lofty praise, but rather I respond to the challenge of proving myself. Unfortunately, his words tonight are absolutely wasted lung capacity on me, because I’ve heard this speech a dozen times already from my dad.


  “I look in the mirror same way you do, Coach... every day to shave or brush my teeth. I’m comfortable with the guy staring back at me.”


  Pretore snorts at my response and although he’s pissed at me, I also know that answer amuses him somewhat, because he too is a smart-ass by nature.


  “Yeah, well, you may be comfortable with that reflection but the suits upstairs aren’t. They’re mandating an immediate cleanup of your attitude.”


  Boring! Had this conversation too... many times before.


  “I see the look on your face,” Pretore says with a sigh. “They’re not joking this time.”


  “Let me guess... they’re going to demand I go to the children’s ward of Raleigh Community Hospital and sign autographs or something. Show that I’m really a teddy bear inside.”


  “That’s not a bad idea, but no. They want you a little more involved.”


  For the first time in this conversation, I feel a tiny thread of apprehension move through me, and only because Pretore’s voice has gone from tired and frustrated with me to actually a bit fearful. Whatever the suits want me to do, Pretore doesn’t think I’ll agree to do it, so I’m guessing he’s getting ready for there to be a big fight on his hands.


  “Spill it,” I say quietly.


  “They want you to be the team spokesman for an anti-drug-abuse campaign.”


  “I can do that,” I say cautiously, because I can. I have no problem with supporting worthy causes and even though I’m an asshole, I know how to put a smile on my face when I want to... for the greater good, you know.


  “Specifically, they want you to work closely with the Wake County Drug Crisis Center and implement a program to talk to at-risk youth throughout the state.”


  “That’s fine,” I say, but the apprehension increases because this is sounding a little too easy.


  “They have very specific requirements,” Pretore says firmly.


  I just cock an eyebrow at him, urging him to just lay it the fuck out. He’s killing me here.


  Taking a piece of paper from a folder on his desk, he hands it over to me. I take it and scan it, noting an itemized list of stuff, but I just look back up at him.


  “Essentially, they want you committing at least five hours a week during the season, on non–game days, of course. Off-season, twenty hours a week.”


  “Jesus fucking Christ,” I curse, because I just became the equivalent of a felon who came out on parole.


  “That’s not all. They are going to have your liaison report to them weekly on your progress and your attitude. They’ll give him or her a list of criteria you must meet.”


  “No fucking way,” I snarl but Pretore ignores me.


  “If you don’t agree, I’ve been told that you are to be benched indefinitely and all bonuses forfeit.”


  “Do I have to wear an ankle monitor too?” I growl.


  “Finally,” he says, his voice even stronger, “at any time they deem you to have made an ass of yourself to the public or to our fans—and the ‘ass’ is their word, not mine—they are going to fine you five thousand dollars per infraction.”


  I open my mouth to curse again, but nothing comes out. Coldness washes through me as I realize my employer has just drawn a pretty deep line in the sand. I have two choices—do what they tell me or kiss my career goodbye.


  And the fucked-up thing about it—the kissing my career goodbye seems like the better choice for me at this very moment.


  


  ***


  


  Walking up the stairs to my apartment, I pull my keys out of my pocket, eager to strip out of my monkey suit and drink a cold beer. When I hit the top step, I stop as I recognize who is standing at my door.


  “What are you doing here?” I ask tiredly.


  Cassie cocks a perfectly shaped eyebrow at me, pursing her full lips as she smirks at me. “You had a great game tonight—which means you’re probably in the pissiest of moods. I thought I’d come over and help you blow off some steam... ‘blow’ being the key word.”


  Yeah, Cassie Gates gives the best head and I’m probably not going to turn her down, but it pisses me off that she came over without me asking her to. She’s been my casual hookup for the past year, ever since moving to Raleigh with her sister, Allie, whose husband, Kyle Steppernech, is a defenseman for the Cold Fury.


  “You weren’t invited,” I tell her as I insert the key into the lock, not even bothering to look at her.


  She merely steps in close and reaches a well-manicured hand down to cup me between the legs. Leaning her chin on my shoulder, she whispers, “Come on, Alex... you know I’ll make you feel good.”


  Her hand squeezes me and, along with the sexy purr in her voice, it works like magic and I start to get hard. Cassie’s a fucking knockout with her platinum blond hair, mile-long legs and fantastic tits, so yeah... my body reacts.


  Pushing the door open, I walk in, dislodging her hand but knowing she’ll follow me to finish the job. I hear her close the door as I walk into the kitchen. Dropping my bag on the floor, I pull a beer from the fridge and twist the cap, tossing it in the sink. Taking a deep swallow, I watch as she walks into the kitchen, sauntering forward like a woman on a mission.


  I know she thinks she has me figured out. That she can worm her way into a relationship with me by giving great blow jobs and even hotter sex, but she’s way off base. No self-respecting woman would get down on her knees for an asshole like me, just to try to trap an asshole like me.


  If I had more of a conscience, I might feel guilty about the give-and-take of our situation, but I’ve got no qualms about the part where I take what she is offering. I’ve been straight up, honest with her about how I play, and relationships aren’t part of my makeup. She knows she’s barking up the wrong tree if she’s looking for anything more than Richter-inducing orgasms.


  “Don’t come over again unless I invite you,” I tell her after I take another swallow of beer.


  Stepping up close to me, she trails a finger along my jaw, smiling apologetically. “Sure thing, baby.”


  “I’m not your baby,” I remind her, just because I feel like being an even bigger asshole than I normally am.


  “What are you, then?” she teases me as she starts to work at my belt buckle.


  “I’m the guy that fucks you when it suits me. Nothing more.”


  She chuckles, because that’s not the first time she’s heard those words from my lips. But being the glutton for punishment that she is, she merely says, “My, my, my... you are in supreme asshole mood tonight. I don’t get why you have to be so mean.”


  Stepping away from her grasp, I walk into the living room, grab a pillow off the couch and walk back into the kitchen. I resume my spot in front of her and drop the pillow at her knees.


  “There,” I tell her, pointing down at the pillow with an evil smile. “So your knees don’t get sore. See... I can be a nice guy.”


  And because Cassie expected no different of me, because this is actually a nice gesture on my part, she laughs in delight as she tugs open my fly and reaches her hand inside. With a few strokes, I’m ready for more and I push down on her head until she’s kneeling in front of me.


  She looks up at me with smoky gray eyes that would really be quite beautiful if I didn’t know about all of the conniving she hides behind them.


  “Let’s see if I can put a smile on your face,” she says and gives me a sexy purse of her lips.


  I bring my hand up and skim my fingers tenderly across her cheek. I love the feel of a woman’s skin, no matter if poison runs in her veins. Sliding my fingers through the hair at her temple, I hold her gently as she leans forward and takes me in her mouth, content to let her do the work and for me to enjoy the ride.


  Yeah... she’ll put a smile on my face. But that’s about the only thing she’ll give me that’s worth a damn.


  


  Click To Order Alex


  


  Sneak Peek: Savin’ Me (Heat Wave Series Book 1)


  by Alannah Lynne


  


  Chapter One


  


  Oh man, not the strawberry… not the strawberry… Aw, shit.


  Erik Monteague clenched his jaw and steeled his defenses against the impending carnal assault. The laughing guests, jazz band, overflowing food tables—everything at the Sinclair Marketing Group open house faded into the woodwork as his field of vision narrowed down to ruby lips and the damn lucky strawberry about to be sucked into them.


  Her pink tongue flicked across full, luscious lips, then scooped a bead of chocolate from the bottom of the large, ripe fruit. She opened her mouth, slid the berry inside, and wrapped her lips around it.


  Good God Almighty. Erik shifted his stance and stifled a moan. “I can’t believe I’m jealous of a piece of fruit.”


  A familiar chuckle pierced his lust-filled haze, causing his pinpoint vision to snap back to wide-angle view. From the corner of his eye, he spotted his best friend, Steve Vex, making like a bartender, serving up a beer.


  “What’s up?” Steve asked, laughing.


  The smirk on Steve’s face proved the question was rhetorical, so rather than answering the jackass, Erik swiped one of the beers. “Perfect timing.”


  “Yeah, you looked like you might be overheating.” Steve tipped his bottle in her direction and hitched his chin. “I’ve never seen her before. Who is she?”


  Who is she?


  Erik stared at Steve for a moment, perplexed by the simple question. It shouldn’t have required much thought, but Erik, always a straight-shooting, tell-it-like-it-is kind of guy, found himself hedging.


  He pinched the bridge of his nose and squeezed his eyes shut, trying to ward off the explosive memories of her and their night together.


  Her mouth—warm and slick—wrapped tightly around him…


  Her beneath him, bottom lip caught between her teeth in an effort to hold back her screams… Her mouth dropping open to gasp for air as she cried out her release…


  Him waking and reaching for her, only to find himself alone…


  He swallowed hard and scrubbed a hand down his face. “I don’t know who she is,” he said, somewhat truthfully. After all, just because you knew someone intimately didn’t mean you knew them.


  Steve quirked a pierced eyebrow. “Yeah, I think I’m going to have to call bullshit on that.”


  At times, having a friend who was closer than a brother was a true blessing. This wasn’t one of those times. “Sometimes you’re a real pain in the ass.”


  Steve’s lopsided grin grew to obnoxious proportions. “Yep,” he said, “it’s something I live for, especially where you’re concerned.” He took a sip of beer and waited. And waited. And when Erik didn’t elaborate, he pressed the issue further. “Seriously. What’s the deal?”


  Erik took a long drink of beer, then studied the floor and fought the urge to shuffle his feet like a teenager being grilled by a suspicious parent. He and Steve had been friends since the first day of kindergarten, when they’d both gotten into trouble for standing underneath the monkey bars, sneaking peeks up the girls’ dresses. In their twenty-seven-year friendship Erik had never kept anything from Steve.


  Until now.


  Unwilling to analyze why he wanted to keep her identity, or the scope of their relationship, private, when he’d never worried about that kind of thing before, he grinned slyly and said, “My friend, we have shared many things. But whatever I might know about her, I’m keeping to myself.”


  “Damn.” All traces of amusement dropped from Steve’s face, and he whistled low. “That sounds serious.”


  Erik bristled at what he suspected could maybe, possibly be a spec of truth, if he allowed it to go that far. But he recovered quickly and turned it into a joke. Nailing on a smile, he said, “It is.” He took a moment to enjoy surfing the shock waves rolling off his friend before adding, “Serious lust. You know, the kind that results in sex that’s mind-altering, not life-altering.”


  Shit. The instant the words left his mouth, he knew he’d taken the sarcasm too far. He’d left an opening big enough to drive a truck through, and, as expected, Steve barreled in. “Dammit, Erik, it’s been ten years. When are you gonna let it go and move on?”


  Erik rolled his head in a circle, attempting to loosen the muscles in his neck and shoulders that’d suddenly snapped into tight bands. They’d had this conversation too many times to count, and he didn’t want to have it again.


  Not tonight.


  Not ever.


  Rather than delve into the past—a past he couldn’t change or forget—he directed his attention across the room to something much more pleasant.


  Kat.


  He chuckled as he considered for the first time the possibility she might have given him a false name. That would certainly explain why, on all of his subsequent trips to Charlotte and multiple attempts to find her, he’d come up empty.


  The name fit her so well, he found himself hoping she hadn’t lied. Tall and lithe, her movements were fluid and graceful, like those of a cat. And when stroked just right, she damn near purred. He scowled. She’d also crawled under his skin and become a constant source of irritation—like cat scratch fever.


  He crossed his arms over his chest and leaned against the wall, studying her. She looked different than she had the night they’d met, and at first glance, he thought his mind was playing tricks on him. But the more he watched her move through the crowd, mixing and mingling and interacting, the more obvious it became. Her conservative business suit couldn’t hide her tempting curves or disguise the way her body moved with a natural sensuality.


  She still screamed “sex,” and he still wanted her to the point of aching.


  His stomach—and khakis—tightened as more unwelcome memories of her unbridled passion assaulted him. Her green eyes, locked within his gaze; her black hair falling across his chest while she rode him to oblivion. He’d almost forgotten all the reasons he avoided relationships and nearly professed true love that night.


  It was probably for the best that she’d snuck out on him while he slept. It had prevented him from doing something foolish. Like falling for her.


  “Hey, Romeo.”


  Startled from his thoughts, Erik jumped. The wicked gleam in Steve’s eyes set Erik’s nerves on edge, and his irritation flared. “What?”


  “I hate to wake you from your wet dream, but Elise has been watching you watch… whoever she is. And now Elise is headed this way.” He laughed and slapped Erik on the back. “You’re on your own with this one, brother, I’m out.”


  Shit.


  Erik closed his eyes and gulped his beer, wishing he had a keg tapped straight into his veins. There wasn’t enough alcohol in the world to make Elise Winstead tolerable, and the only reason he tried to be civil was out of respect for their mothers’ friendship.


  Elise stopped in front of him, crossed her arms under her large, surgically enhanced breasts, and pierced him with an icy look recognized by males from every corner of the globe.


  Rather than play games or dally around, he decided to get straight to the point and be done with her. “What do you want, Elise?”


  “Nothing, really.” She pecked a talon against her cheek. “It’s just that… Well, I couldn’t help but notice your interest in my competition.”


  Despite his desire to stay aloof, Erik felt his eyebrows rise in surprise. How could Elise and Kat be in competition for anything? One was like a Rolls Royce: compact with overdone curves, high maintenance, and pretentious as hell. The other—he flicked a glance to Kat—was like his Harley: sleek, commanded attention, represented wild abandon, and provided the ride of a life.


  “Competition?” he asked, hesitant to encourage further conversation, but curious enough about Kat’s presence at SMG to risk it.


  “The new account executive Rusty hired.” She looked at Kat with a truckload of disgust. “She’s from a big agency in Charlotte, and she’s got ninety days to prove she’s better than me.” She snorted. “As if.” Mumbling more to herself than speaking directly to him, she said, “I just don’t understand why she’d leave a large agency to come here. Something’s fishy.”


  Erik suspected he knew why Kat left her old job, probably for the same reason she’d been in that bar drinking the night they’d met. But no way in hell would he arm Elise with that kind of ammunition against Kat, or anyone else for that matter. If she was going to be a seething boil on someone’s ass, she’d have to do it without his help.


  “What’s her name?” he asked, pleased to hear he’d managed to sound casual and only moderately interested.


  “Kat Owens.” Elise shuddered. “Appropriate really—I hate cats. They’re sneaky and nasty.”


  As if sensing she were the topic of conversation, Kat began scanning the crowd while continuing to pick at the food on her plate. Her gaze skimmed past Elise and settled on Erik as she took a bite from another strawberry.


  Her eyes widened and she froze in place, strawberry stem caught between her finger and thumb, half of a berry sticking out of her mouth. It would have been humorous if his nerves hadn’t been skittering along a razor’s edge of irritation.


  And if she hadn’t started choking.


  He’d already taken three steps in her direction when she grabbed her water goblet and managed a few sips. The coughing subsided and she appeared okay, so he forced the tension from his body and resumed his relaxed stance against the wall.


  When she glanced at him again, probably hoping he’d been an apparition or a figment of her imagination, he tried to smile. But the question that had plagued him for so long—Why’d you run out on me like that?—turned his smile feral.


  Her shoulders sagged as she dropped her gaze to the floor, then slipped her feet into her previously discarded shoes.


  Elise tilted her head to the side and stared at Kat as she hustled to a small group standing nearby. Shit. He could see the wheels in Elise’s conniving mind turning and smell the rubber burning.


  “Well, that was… interesting.” She turned back and studied him, steady and unblinking. “Do you know her?”


  With Steve, he’d felt guilty for fudging the truth and had needed to justify his evasion. With Elise, he had no problem flat-out lying. “Nope. Should I?”


  Elise narrowed her eyes and studied him. “I don’t know.”


  He knew she wanted to say more. To ask more. But she wasn’t known as Queen of Scheme for nothing, and after years of practice, she knew how to hold her cards close to her disproportionately large chest.


  Her nose practically twitched as she sniffed the air for clues, knowing there had to be more to this story than she’d been told. She didn’t even try to be nonchalant about her devious intentions as she said, “Well, it’s been fun… and intriguing, but I’ve got to go. Things to do and all.” She gave a little finger wave and said, “Ta-ta,” then headed off in search of a pot to stir.


  Erik rubbed a hand over his eyes and drew in a deep, erratic breath. Part of him, the part that had spent the past thirteen months looking for Kat, wanted to yell Hell yeah! at his good fortune of finding her again. Looking just as beautiful and sexy as she’d been the night they met, no less.


  But dammit, he’d wanted to find her in Charlotte. With him living at the coast, that put the entire state of North Carolina and a five-hour drive between them, thereby limiting the feasibility of establishing what could be misconstrued as a real relationship.


  Especially since he didn’t do relationships—at least not any that lasted for more than twelve hours. And while he enjoyed more than his fair share of female companions, he always made sure there were no misunderstandings about what to expect after those twelve hours ended. That wasn’t to say he wouldn’t sleep with a woman more than once. But he always put enough time between encounters to make sure everyone knew where things stood.


  And he never spent time thinking about them between visits.


  Until Kat.


  He hadn’t been able to forget her or let go of hoping to see her again. Now, here she was in his hometown. Looking very much like she belonged and very much like she intended to stay. And that presented a problem. The fire between them burned too hot, and he doubted he’d be able to ignore it any more now than he’d been able to ignore it thirteen months ago.


  So where did that leave him?


  Avoid her and hope the simmering embers eventually cooled and she became a distant memory? Or work her out of his system by picking up where they’d left off?


  Naked.


  For all that he didn’t know, one thing he knew for sure. Before he made any decisions about the future, he needed an answer to the question that had driven him nearly insane for the past thirteen months. Why had she walked out on him without so much as a good-bye kiss or a kiss my ass?
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