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Chapter 1

Billie

Headlights sweep across the kitchen window and my stomach flips.

"Seven thirty on the dot," my dad says from behind me, still mashing potatoes with more force than necessary.

His wife Janice laughs. Rhett is Janice's father. My step-grandfather, though that word has never fit him. Not since I was fourteen and he looked at me for the first time and I felt it land somewhere it shouldn't have.

I head for the front door and swing it open.

The rain hasn't started yet, but the wind is up, carrying the smell of wet sage and coming weather. His massive F350 King Ranch rolls into the driveway, does his classic three-point turn so it's backed in next to my garage, then cuts the engine.

The door opens and closes with a heavy, familiar thunk.

Boots on gravel. Long strides. He rounds the front of the truck and there he is.

My chest does that thing it always does when Rhett appears. More than a flutter. A full-body brace, like my bones know something my brain won't say out loud.

He's in worn Levi's and a tan flannel button-up, sleeves rolled to his forearms, square-toed cowboy boots scuffed to hell. He looks like the image you'd see if you looked up cowboy in an old encyclopedia Britannica.

He's on me before I get my greeting out, folding me into a hug that lifts my boots off the porch. His arms go all the way around me and then some. I press my face into his chest and breathe him in. Leather and Old Spice and something underneath that I don't have a name for but my body does.

I hold on one beat too long. Maybe two.

"There's my girl." His voice is low, a rumble I feel in my belly. He presses his mouth to my forehead and holds it there before setting me down. His big hand stays on my back, warming me when I shiver.

I pull back and smile up at him. God, this man. Six-four, salt-and-pepper hair curling at his collar, a face the sun and work has weathered into something most men will never earn. His hands alone could be their own biography. I think about them more than I should.

"Missed you, old man." I wink with an elbow to his ribs, keeping my voice light.

His eyes hold mine and those lines around them deepen. He's been gone a week and it felt longer than it should have for a girl talking about her Pawpaw.

Inside, Janice gets a hug with his hand cupping the back of her head the way he's probably done since she was small. She pulls back and swats his arm. "You look too thin. Are they not feeding you down there?"

"I ate fine."

"Not enough. Sit down and eat real food."

Rudolph gets a handshake that turns into a back slap that turns into one of those half-hugs men do when they love each other but would rather swallow glass than say so.

Dinner goes fast the way it does when everyone's hungry and happy. Janice has commandeered my stove, my counter space, and what's left of my dignity — the last time I cooked for them, I set off the smoke detector twice and served pasta that could've been used as grout.

I've contributed coffee. Rhett drinks it like it's the best thing he's ever tasted, which makes something warm curl behind my ribs.

Janice reaches across the table and taps the leather sheath on Rhett's belt. "Okay, I've been dying all through dinner. That handle looks new. You finish the one you've been working on?"

Rhett glances down like he forgot it was there. Unsnaps the sheath and draws it — a fixed-blade with an elk antler inlay that catches the overhead light.

"Lord," Rudolph mutters, leaning forward. "That's a piece of work, Rhett."

He turns it in his hand, offers it handle-first to my dad.

"Can I hold it?" I ask, and his eyes find mine across the table. His gaze drops to my mouth for a fraction of a second, so fast I could've imagined it, and the air between us pulls tight.

"Later." He nods toward the counter raising the mug I handed him a minute ago. "Cup's low."

I get up to make another pot and I can feel his eyes on my back the whole way across the kitchen. Or maybe I just want to.

Janice's phone buzzes on the table. She glances at it, frowns. "Oh, for the love of — it's Darlene. Hank's out again." She holds the screen toward Rudolph. "If we don't come get him in thirty minutes, she's calling about the noise ordinance."

My dad's jaw tightens. He's already standing. Hank's their Jack Russell and he's a whole therapy session unto itself.

"I'm sorry, honey." Janice retrieves her jacket from the back of the ladderback chair. "We have to go deal with this before she gets the sheriff out there."

"Go," I wave them off. "Save Hank from the long arm of the law."

Dad turns to me at the door. "Storm's going to hit hard. You sure you don't want to come stay with us?"

I shake my head. "I have everything I need here. I'll spend half the night up writing. Just go. I'm good."

The goodbye is fast — hugs, a reminder to text when they're home safe, Janice apologizing again for the abrupt exit. I stand on the porch and watch their taillights disappear down the road.

Rhett is in the doorway behind me. I feel him the way you feel a storm rolling in.

"You sure you're all right out here alone?"

I turn and look up. "Yeah."

Then he pulls me in, one arm around my waist. His hand slides down and settles on my hip, his thumb pressing into the hollow just inside my hipbone and my breath catches so hard I pray he doesn't hear it.

We've always had this unspoken thing between us. He made me feel special from that first meeting at the rehearsal dinner.

But, I'm nineteen now and feeling special has changed. I like it more than a girl should like anything about her grandfather's hands on her body.

"Night, sweetheart." His voice is rough, fitting him the way those darn Levi's do. He squeezes my hip and steps into the dark. "You call if you need anything. Anytime."

I watch him cross to his truck, watch the dome light bloom when he opens the door and disappear when he shuts it, watch the headlights flare and swing as he pulls out. I stand in the open doorway with my arms wrapped around myself until the sound of his engine dissolves into the night.

I can still feel his thumb on my hip like a brand.

I step back inside and lock the door. Deadbolt, then chain.

The cabin holds the ghost of him. His coffee mug on the table, the scent of leather fading from where he stood. I press my fingers to the spot on my hip and think about the size of his hand, the heat of it, how he didn't rush.

I shouldn't be thinking about this.

But I've been stuck on a scene for a week, a dark bedroom, a woman alone, the feeling of being watched, and now I know why it won't come. I've been writing around the thing I won't let myself feel.

Thunder rolls overhead and the lights flicker but stay on. I move to the window beside the door and look out — just the dark, just the cottonwoods thrashing in the wind.

I pull the curtain shut, turn my back on the door, then spin on my toe, my hand finds the deadbolt one more time and checks that it's turned.

Just to be sure.


Chapter 2

Billie

The dream is all hands and no face.

Rough palms, wide and calloused, dragging up my thighs, spreading me open. A mouth settling against me that feels like a violation but also like it knows exactly what I need. The scratch of stubble on the inside of my thigh. A low voice humming against me and I know that sound.

The face moves down low, it's dark, I can't see, but what this man's tongue is doing would make a girl find God. He's working his mouth on me and it feels dangerous, but I don't want him to stop.

Please, show me your face.

No, baby. No one can know--

My eyes snap open and I feel like I'm suffocating.

I'm on my stomach, hips grinding into a pillow that's somehow made it between my legs, my worn Bullwinkle and Rocky t-shirt rucked up around my waist. My skin is damp and my breath is ragged and the ache at the apex of my thighs throbs with unfinished business.

I fling myself onto my back and press the heels of my hands against my eyes.

Relentless rain batters the cabin as I kick my heels into the mattress. Lightning turns the room to bone-white for a half second, then it's gone.

I reach for my phone on the nightstand. The screen stings my eyes.

Rudolph at 10:14 PM: Home. Love you baby. Goodnight.

Janice at 10:22: Darlene is neutralized. Call us if you need anything sweetheart.

Rhett at 10:30: Got back safe. Lock up, sweetheart.

Sweetheart. I stare at that word until the screen dims. He calls Janice that too, calm down.

12:03 AM — I've barely been asleep an hour and I'm wound so tight I doubt sleep will return anytime soon. I drop the phone facedown on the nightstand and swing my legs off the bed, padding to the bathroom. I peel off my soaked panties and kick them into the corner.

I twist on the faucet with a squeak, cup my palms, gather some cold water, then lower my face into it with a sigh. Rinse, repeat.

When the dream lust retreats to a dull throb, I brace my hands on the sink and look at myself in the dark mirror. Lightning flashes and I look flushed, wide-eyed, blonde strands falling out of the messy bun.

"What is your problem?" I mutter, tugging my scrunchie out of my hair and letting it fall.

I know what my problem is. My problem is six-four with salt-and-pepper hair and hands that could carve my heart right out of my chest.

I snap off the light and pad back into the bedroom.

Cold air raises goosebumps on my bare legs. Not the stale chill of a drafty cabin. This is fresh, moving air.

I dart my eyes around the dark room. The French door to the balcony is open a couple of inches.

It wasn't open when I went to bed. I press the backs of my knuckles to my lips.

The storm spray is wetting the hardwood in a little puddle by the opening.

A hint of shadow from the porch light, but not enough to make out shapes.

Pushing some steel into my spine, I step toward the door to close it and an unoiled hinge squeals slow, like a bad horror movie. Then a scrape from something heavy follows from behind me.

I go stiff. Every nerve comes alive going on high alert.

"Don't close it." A low voice rolls out from near my closet, where the dark is thickest. "I like hearing the rain while I watch you."

My heart hammers in my throat. I can't swallow around it.

Another creak, scrape. "Was a nice little show. You lying there on your belly. Rolling up that pillow and stuffing it where you need attention. You made some pretty sounds..." The voice is muffled and the silence when he stops talking is somehow more frightening than when he's talking. "Made me want to climb on top of you and do some ass humping of my own. Gave me some ideas."

My hands start to shake. I press them flat against my hipbones. The distance to the bedroom door is five steps to my left. He's to my right, between the closet and the open French door.

"I know what you're thinkin' there, little bunny." He exhales on an audible swallow. The scrape of his boot comes again, one, two. "Go ahead and run. That's a party I'd show up for any day." There's another pause, another scrape, tension presses the air around me as pressure builds behind my eardrums. "I waited for your family to leave. They think you're nice and safe and tucked in for a day or so at least. Enough time for me to have all the fun I want."

My teeth are chattering as saliva gathers under my tongue.

I'm fast. I know this land.

Whoever this is doesn't have that advantage.

I tense my thighs, inhale, and launch myself toward the bedroom door, rip it open, and I'm through it before the sound of his first boot step hits the hallway floor behind me.

My legs move up and down in a fury but his steps come heavy and unhurried behind me.

I take the stairs two at a time in bare feet, my hand slapping the wall as my balance teeters in the dark. I hear him chuckle, then a boot hits the first step following me down.

Fuck. I'm moving as fast as I can but he's still too close.

I hit the ground floor and cut through the living room, panting, banging my shin on the coffee table, pain blooming up my leg. The front door is deadbolted and chained.

Of course it is.

I fumble with both, shaking, rattling the chain off, throw the deadbolt, and yank the door open.

The storm hits me like a wall. Mouth open, I suck in wet air and cold as rain soaks through my shirt.

Wind shoves me sideways off the porch. I catch the railing, then my feet hit mud that swallows me to the ankles.

I dare one look back. A silhouette moving through the house toward the door.

I tug each foot from the mud with a wet, sucking sound and run.

There's no moon, no stars, nothing but the black sky dumping water and the occasional lightning flash that turns the whole world white for a split second before snatching it away.

In those flashes I gauge the old work truck. Twenty yards left. I pivot and sprint, rain hammering my face, blinking to keep my sightline clear.

"Come on." I hiss, reaching the truck and tugging the door handle.

Locked. I don't lock this truck. No one wants to steal this piece of shit.

Fuck.

I slam my palm against the window and spin, pressing my back to the cold metal, chest heaving, scanning the dark.

Lightning cracks overhead. The front door to the house is wide open. The hallway light's been turned on, spilling a weak yellow rectangle onto the porch.

Standing in that light is the man. Watching me. All black. His face in shadow.

I make a break for the tree line. Forty yards to the creek, then north — there's a hunting blind in a huge oak. I can make it.

My feet are numb and every step is a fight, the earth pulling at me, holding me, slowing me down. I'm in nothing but the t-shirt, soaked through and plastered to my body, and the cold is sinking into my bones.

I don't even have the dignity of underwear.

Lightning flashes and I catch a glimpse of the boulders that line the creek and veer toward them. If I can get over, I can get to the blind.

I'm ten feet away when my foot catches something and I go down hard with an oof. Hands and knees and face down into the sloppy earth, the impact jarring through my wrists, cold muck splattering up my thighs and stomach.

I scramble, toes slipping, knees to my chest trying to get up and my right foot slides out from under me and I go down again, tasting mud and rain.

Get up. Get up. Don't quit. Never quit.

Tears burn at my lower lids. This is impossible.

How is this happening to me? My mind spins, trying to think of anyone I've bumped into in town recently that seemed off. I come up with nothing. I've never even had a secret admirer let alone a stalker.

This is crazy.

When the lightning flashes again, he's right there.

Five feet away. Walking through the storm like he's the one that brought it with him.

That's when I see it.

It's not my eyes playing games. He's wearing a mask.

White bone. Hollow eyes. A toothy grinning skull flashing before the dark eats it again.

I choke on a gasp tangled with a gag. I dig into the ground and push off, turn, turn again, cut behind the big rocks and keep low so he can't see when I double back.

I get behind the oak. The ladder's on the far side, out of his sightline.

I manage one hand on the first board and I'm hauling myself up when my head jerks back with a violent tug of my soaked hair and I tumble back to the wet earth with a hard thud.

I scream. The rain sucks it from the air.

There's nowhere to run.


Chapter 3

Billie

My back slams against something broad and hard and the air puffs out from my lungs.

The hard edge of a belt buckle bites into my back through my soaked shirt. A massive arm locks around my waist like a steel bar.

"You're fast, little bunny." His mouth is against my ear, muffled through the hard mask. His chest expands against my back. "Thought you'd make it all the way up. But I would have followed."

I kick backward with a grunt, heel connecting with his shin, and he scoffs but it's a pleased sound, not a pained one. His arm tightens until my ribs ache.

"Fight all you want, little girl. Makes my cock harder."

He starts walking with me thrashing and throwing fists back over my head but all I hit is flat, stone hard muscle.

Heat lights up my skin, a tight fury in my belly knots as I settle my focus on the locked arm around my waist but it's covered by soaked, black fabric and as much as I pull and pound and scratch, I find no weak spot on this mammoth intruder into my life.

His footsteps speed as we move, not quite a jog, but strides that cover the ground like a normal man running.

We reach the porch as my strength wavers and he hauls me up the steps and through the open front door, my toes barely brushing the floor.

Inside, he kicks the door shut behind us with a bang that shakes the frame. Water pours off us both, pooling on the hardwood, and the sudden absence of the storm's roar makes the house feel like a vacuum. All I hear is my own ragged breathing and the drip, drip of the rainwater falling off us.

He sets me onto my feet, there's the thunk of the deadbolt, then he clutches the top of my head in an enormous hand and aims my face toward the stairs. "Move."

I do. Not because I've given up. Because the cold and the run have taken everything I have and my legs feel like over-cooked noodles.

He walks right behind me, guiding my head with his hand. Warm breath hits the freezing skin on the back of my neck sounding muffled through the mask, and the fingers of his other hand poke at the small of my back when my forward motion slows.

Up the stairs we go, my pulse pittering like a hummingbird's, down the hall until we're back in the bedroom.

"What do you want?" I scream. It's a fairly rhetorical question but I can't go down in silence. I won't.

I have to do whatever he wants so I live. That's the goal.

Just. Live.

"I don't want to ruin the surprise, little bunny." He answers, in a register so low it's barely audible but my already freezing exposed skin chills further.

He pushes me forward, slamming the door behind us, and before I draw a breath, that hand on my head returns, the fingers digging in as he spins me around and I'm shouldered against it with a thud.

"Let me go!" I work my knee upward but there's not enough room to gain any velocity. I curl my fingers into fists and pound but the only body part I can reach are shoulders that feel like rocks.

"Shhhh, it will hurt less if you calm the fuck down." He towers over me in that skull mask, water squishing our clothes as he pushes against me, mud streaking my legs and the black fabric that covers him. The room is dark except for the lightning that keeps turning it into a series of still frames.

I glare back, panting and shaking and the idea that no matter how hard I fight, how smart I try to be, I may never leave this room again settles into my bones.

Finally, he reaches behind his back then his hand comes back around and even in the dark I know it — the shape, the weight, the smooth carved handle he'd made himself.

The knife he said he'd show me later.

How is this happening?

He holds the slick metal to my throat as my mind spins, tip pressing the soft skin just beneath my jaw.

"Didn't think I'd let you get away, did you?" He tilts his head, the mask grinning at me. "Nowhere to go out here. Nobody to hear you. Just you and me and all this dark."

I should be terrified, maybe this man…he ambushed Rhett on his down the drive, stole his knife.

But when his free hand slides between my thighs — rough, mud-slick fingers pushing against bare flesh the sound that leaves me isn't just fear.

It's filthy and desperate and it comes from somewhere I can't control.

He laughs. Low and pleased and muffled but deep in my marrow, I know.

"You're sick," I hiss, my whole world unraveling. Everything I've known up until now in my life, starts to crumble around my mud-covered feet.

He leans in until the skull's grin is inches from my face. "That makes two of us." His fingers push harder, sliding through my feminine places, and my hips move against his intrusion as much as I battle the urge, I lose.

I have to be sure. I shove my hand up between us, fingers hooking under the jaw of the mask and ripping it sideways.

The buckle snaps and it clatters to the floor as the burning in my eyes returns.

Lightning cracks at the same moment his face is bared and the world stops turning.

No. No, no nonono, not him.

I know those eyes. I know that jaw, that hard mouth, those sun-creased lines carved deep around eyes the color of a winter sky.

I know that hair, damp now and falling across his forehead.

He was looking at me just like he is now across my dinner table a few hours ago. While my father sat beside him.

My mouth opens. My chest fills. His fingers between my thighs and I'm still wet and I'm still pressed against this door by a man who just chased me through a storm.

"Pawpaw?"

His expression doesn't change. He doesn't soften, doesn't pull his hand away from my pussy. He holds my gaze with those cold, steady eyes and pushes his fingers into my opening. Two thick, rough fingers enter me with no warning and my head falls back against the door.

"That's right, little bunny." His voice is all Pawpaw now. No mask to muffle it. Just that low, raw scrape I've heard say grace over supper and tell my father how proud he is to be part of our family. "And you're soaking wet for me. So let's see how much worse I can make you feel about how good this is going to get."


Chapter 4

Billie

His fingers are inside me. His face is bare. And I can't stop staring at it because it's the same face that kissed the top of my head on my porch tonight, the same face that smiled across my dinner table while my dad talked about fence posts.

The same face that belongs to the man my family calls Pawpaw.

"You can't do this," I whisper, even as my hips roll against his hand. Even as my pussy clenches around his thick fingers like it's trying to keep him there. "You're — we're —"

"Say it." He curls his fingers inside me and I gasp. "Tell me who I am."

I shake my head. If I say it, it's real. If I name what this is — his fingers deep in his granddaughter's cunt, my body pinned to the door by a man who played Santa on Christmas. Who taught me how to whittle sticks and scared Billy Tindale half to death by waiting in the backseat of his shitty Buick with one of his bowie knives after he kept snapping my bra sitting behind me in Algebra.

If I say his name, all those good and pure memories disappear and I can't pretend this is a stranger in a mask.

He pulls his fingers out and I involuntarily whimper at the loss. He holds them up between us glistening from my own lusty betrayal and not the rain with an expression as calm as stone.

"You won't say it, but your little pussy already did." He brings my arousal to my mouth and drags them over my lips, painting me with my own flavor. "Now open up and taste how much you want your Pawpaw."

My jaw loosens and he pushes his fingers between my lips. I taste salt and shame and the edge of my own arousal and I suck without being told to. He watches me with those winter-sky eyes, unblinking, and my face burns so hot it could dry the rain still clinging to both of us.

He pulls his fingers from my mouth and reaches behind him for the knife.

He holds the blade to my throat. Tip resting in the hollow, cold steel warming fast from the heat rolling off me. His bare face makes it worse — or better, I don't know which anymore. The skull mask was horror-movie terror. His actual face is something else entirely. Familiar terror. The kind that comes from knowing exactly who's holding the knife and wanting him to press harder.

"Pawpaw, please." My voice cracks, I'm begging for what I'm not sure.

"Please what?" He tilts his head. One corner of his mouth lifts, that familiar twinkle in his eyes. "Please stop? Or please don't?"

I don't answer because the truth is both and neither and something in between that I don't know who I am.

He flicks the blade downward. One smooth long motion and my nightshirt splits from collar to hem, the wet fabric parting exposing my chilled skin. He doesn't stop at the bottom — he traces the tip back up, and the ruined shirt falls open and hangs from my shoulders.

"Take it off."

My fingers shake as I push the slit shirt off my shoulders and let it drop. The fabric hits the floor with a sloppy, sodden smack.

I'm naked. Mud-streaked, goosebumps racing over my skin.

Rhett's eyes travel down my body with the slow patience of a man who's been waiting a very long time for something. His eyes linger on my tits before continuing downward, touching my stomach, hips, the dark strip of hair above my mound.

"Look at my big girl." His voice drops to that low rumble and my nipples literally ache. "All grown up and smelling like a slut for your ole Pawpaw."

My eyes sting. Shame and pain and lust stab at my softest parts and I can't stop the fluttering down below my belly button.

"That's sick," I whisper. "We're sick."

"Maybe." He traces the flat of the blade across my left breast, circling my nipple with the cold steel. "But your cunt doesn't think so." He presses the tip in just above my nipple — one bright point of pain, one bead of blood rolling down the curve. "Your cunt thinks this is exactly right."

He's not wrong. I can feel myself dripping down my inner thighs.

"Touch yourself."

I shake my head.

He presses the blade harder against my breast. "I watched you hump a pillow in your sleep, little girl. You think I don't know what you need?" He leans close enough that his breath ghosts over my mouth. "I've read every filthy word you've written. I know what your characters do in the dark. Now show me what the author does. Get your fingers in that fucking cunt or Pawpaw is going to show you a different side of him."

My hand slides down my belly. It doesn't feel like a choice.

When my fingers meet my clit, my thigh muscles shake. I'm so sensitive the slightest pressure sends a convulsion through my pelvis.

"Inside," he orders. "I want to see you shove them deep."

One finger. Then two.

I push them in and my mouth falls open. God, why am I so wet?

Pawpaw watches, jaw working in the low light. This man taught me to saddle a horse and kissed my forehead thousands of times and is now watching me fuck my own pussy with my fingers against my bedroom door.

"Deeper."

I shudder and push. My palm grinds against my clit and I bite my lip until there's a metallic sting that spreads over my tongue.

"More. All of them. Show Pawpaw what a dirty girl you are."

I add a third finger. A fourth.

"I can't."

"Awe, you and I both know that's a lie. And you call me Pawpaw. I like to hear you say it."

"Pawpaw." I breathe, pushing, pushing as he kicks the inside of my left leg.

"Here, let's get you in a better position." Rough hands work my leg to the side, grabbing my stuffed moose from the basket next to the door and positioning my foot on top. "Keep that knee out like that, I like a good view of my granddaughter when she's being a big girl."

"Please—" I start to beg for whatever this is to stop, but that sharp point on my nipple cuts off any plea I might have managed.

"Get that hand inside your cunt. I know you can do it, it's your hand or mine." He holds up the fist of his other hand in front of my face and the melon sized knuckled ball sends a blast of fear coursing through me.

"I'll do it, Pawpaw. I'll try."

He unfurls his fingers and runs his knuckles down my cheek. A half smile making him look evil but still, Pawpaw. "I'm always proud of how hard you try. You're my good girl, I love you, now do it." His voice softens, then hardens to stone and I close my eyes and wince, tucking my thumb and pushing and the stretch is blinding.

"It burns." I whimper as I push but when I open my eyes, his stare tells me he doesn't care.

My inner walls resist then give, my vision flickers like the end of an old movie flapping in the projector.

A half sob, half moan croaks from my throat and I hate how good this feels. I hate that he's watching. I hate that I like him watching.

"That's my girl." His words are lust and gravel and my body gushes around my hand. "Look at you. Stuffing that little cunt so full for your Pawpaw. Keep going. Something else big is coming for you and I want you ready. I know you want my cock, but you have to earn it."

I whimper and push deeper, my hand sinking in to the wrist as I gasp. Everything inside me lights up with a fury of sensation. Pain and fullness and a desperate, clawing need for more, more.

The tendons in my shoulder and wrist ache from the strained position but my clit is on fire.

I'm close, getting closer as I turn my fingers into a fist inside the heat of my body, my eyes roll back—

"That's enough." He grabs my wrist and jerks my hand free. The extraction is sudden and graceless and my pussy clenches around the nothingness desperate and throbbing for something. He holds my hand up between us, fingers shining, and studies it.

Then he presses it to his mouth. Watching my grandfather's lips closing around my index finger with his tongue working the taste of me with a satisfied groan is sick and more erotic than I would admit outside of this room.

He sucks each finger clean, his eyes locked on mine. When he bites the pad of my thumb, I jolt and a small, broken sound slips from my lips.

"Every time I sit at your table," he mumbles against my wet fingers, "I think about this. What you'd taste like. What sounds you'd make." He lets my hand fall. "Your daddy's sitting right there asking me about cattle prices and all I can think about is getting my mouth on his little girl's pussy."

My stomach drops and my cunt pulses and I want to be sick and I want to come and I can't tell the difference anymore.

He crouches.

Oh my god.

Even on his haunches, he's enormous. His shoulders spanning the width of the doorframe, his hands gripping my hips like I might try to run again. He returns the knife into wherever it came from at his back, hooks my left leg over his shoulder and I'm spread wide, one foot on the floor, totally open to him.

"Pawpaw, don't." But my voice is thin and reedy and we both know I don't mean it. Or I do mean it. Or I mean it and want him to do it anyway.

"Don't what?" He drags his tongue through my folds — one long, slow stroke, base to clit — and my hand flies to the top of his head. Not to push him away. To grab his hair and take something from him.

No. Don't give it to this, it's twisted and sick.

I pull my hand back with a choked sob.

"Pawpaw, I can't. It's wrong."

He laughs against my pussy. "Is it, baby? Then, fight me. Makes my cock harder every time you pretend you don't want this." He sticks out his tongue, pulling my outer lips apart with long, rough fingers and circles my clit.

I grab his hair. I can't stop what's happening to me.

He eats me like the man in my dream.

His tongue pushes inside me, then flat and wide over my clit, then pointed and precise on the spot that makes the world seem to spin faster. He works me with his mouth the way he works everything — patient, relentless, unrushed.

His hands are full of me with one gripping the back of my thigh, the other spread across my stomach, pinning me to the door. And when he pulls his mouth off my cunt, it's to drag it sideways across the crease of my hip. He opens his mouth against the tender skin there and bites down.

He sinks his teeth in until a sharp burst of pain tells me he's broken skin.

I screech and kick and he growls against the hot spot where he bit down. The vibration rolls through my hip and straight into my clit. He laps at the bite and the floor feels like it's shifting under my bare feet. Then he drags his mouth back to my pussy with my blood on his lips and goes back to eating me with hunger that borders on violence.

I'm going to come. I can feel it building at the base of my spine, gathering like the storm that's still pounding my roof.

"Please, I don't want to come, Pawpaw. Not like this. Not with you. Why are you doing this?"

"Because I love you and this is how I show it now. I've waited. I've waited a long time and it's time. You owe this to me and you know it, don't you? You've always touched me and hugged me too long and given me all those little signs this is what you want. Now, you're getting it so be good and come for your Pawpaw and thank me like a good girl when you do."

He seals his mouth over my clit and pushes two thick fingers inside me and I convulse. I come so hard a raw, ugly sound drags out of my throat and my legs turn to cooked noodles and only his shoulder under my thigh keeps me standing.

I can't stop any of it, the pleasure and the shame and the gut-deep wrongness of coming on my Pawpaw's tongue while his fingers are buried in my pussy.

He doesn't stop. He works me through every pulse and aftershock until I'm shaking and begging and only then does he let my leg slide off his shoulder and steadies me against the door as he pushes to his feet.

My legs are water. I'm a mess of tears, snot, rain, mud. I feel like I've been taken apart and put back together upside down.

He cradles my jaw in one rough hand. Tilts my face up so I have to look at him. And the expression on his wet face is tender and savage at the same time. Like he loves me and wants to hurt me and sees no contradiction between the two.

"That's a big girl. Showing me that your little body is ready for the things I'm going to do to it," he whispers, and his thumb swipes a tear off my cheekbone.

Then his hand drops to his belt.

Clink, pop, then the distinct sound of a zipper.

He pulls his cock out and there's no words for what I see. Lightning flashes showing off the thick, veined shaft, the girth mimicking my forearm.

The deep, purple head is slick and looks like it's ready to pop. He's enormous. He strokes himself once, base to tip, and a fresh bead of fluid wells at the tip and drips to the floor.

"On your knees." He snaps his tongue in his cheek and my legs fold.

My knees knock against the hardwood as I steady myself, relentless tears now burning rivers down my cheeks. The weight of his hand presses on the back of my head, then fingers tangle in, fisting my hair, tilting my face up.

"Open that mouth. I'm gonna fuck all the doubt about what's gonna happen tonight right out of that pretty head of yours."

The spongy tip spreads my lips, a tang of the liquid lighting up my tongue as he takes my mouth without asking.

He feeds his cock in and my jaw muscles stretch. The first thrust fills my mouth and I press my tongue flat on the underside.

The skin is silky smooth, but underneath is angry stone and I don't know how I'm going to get through this or what my life will be like when he's done with me.

He feeds me more, more, until the head hits the back of my throat and I gag, feeling like my stomach is coming up my esophagus.

"Relax your throat. You need to learn how to make Pawpaw feel good, baby. You did all that teasing, even tonight when I hugged you, you pressed yourself against me like a bad, teasing little slut. Now, you learn what that means and do it right."

He drives forward and I choke with a violent, convulsive retch.

"Fuck," he hisses through his teeth. "Look up here. I want to see those pretty eyes. That's it."

He doesn't ease up. He pushes deeper and I gag again and again, my throat spasming around him, spit flooding my mouth and spilling over my bottom lip.

My hands find the hard muscles of his thighs under damp denim and I dig my nails in, not sure if I'm bracing myself or giving in.

He rocks. Cursing, slow at first, withdrawing until just the tip rests on my tongue before pushing back in until my nose is pressed to the coarse hair below his belt and I can't breathe. He holds me there — one second, two, three — and my vision swims before he pulls back, unplugs my windpipe for a second so I suck in air through my nose.

"Look at me," he says when my eyes drift down. "I want your eyes on me while my cock is in your throat. I don't want you to pretend you are doing anything other than sucking off your grandpa."

I suck him deep, hollowing my cheeks as the tears spill again, his hands take control of my head and he uses my mouth as his hole, fucking in and out, in and out, down my throat and I am nothing, just whatever he needs me to be.

"So pretty when you cry." He swipes a thumb under my eye, catching the wetness and brings it to his lips. "Everything about you is delicious. You like being my special girl, don't you?"

His hips drive forward, his grip on my hair burns my scalp, and the wet, gagging sounds fill the room blocking out the storm. Saliva coats my chin and drips down my throat and onto my breasts. I can't breathe on every third thrust and my world narrows to the rhythm of him — in, choke, hold, out, gasp, in again.

"Could come right down your throat." There's a new tension in his voice as I suck, suck, breathe, suck. His control is fraying. "You want a belly full of your Pawpaw's special prize? You've earned it, baby. Now, finish sucking me off and get what's coming to you."

I moan around his shaft and I hate myself for it.

He comes down my throat with a grunt, praising me as the salty cream flows and spurts, falls out of the corners of my mouth. His orgasm shakes his legs and he tears at my hair but I swallow, swallow hoping if I get this over with, he won't be able to do anything else.

He pulls out fast after his cock stops jerking. It's bigger than before it seems, bobbing between us, slick with my spit and his cum.

He fists it once, squeezing, and a thick ribbon of cum stretches from the tip to my swollen bottom lip before breaking.

I let my head fall between my arms which are still braced against his thighs.

Then, I look up at him and something in his expression tells me we're nowhere close to done.

"That's my good girl."


Chapter 5

Billie

"Now, get over on that bed. You did a good job getting your cute little face fucked, but do not think I forgot about how you were fighting me outside. Kicking and punching at Pawpaw. That's disrespectful and you'll be punished for that. Then, you'll get to apologize with your pussy."

I'm moving, doing what he asks but it's like my brain is disconnected from my body. I vaguely feel his hands on my back, my hips, my ankles as I crawl onto the bed on all fours.

"That's it. Stay still." He coughs as my forehead drops to the bedding. "Let me see that pretty pussy from behind. Show Pawpaw what's his."

My cunt clenches and I already know, I can't ever tell anyone about this. How could I?

It would wreck our family. And what about me? I've had what? Four? Five orgasms? I haven't really fought him. Maybe he's right, I lead him on and he loves me. He's doing this because of me.

I'm sagging and calming a bit when I hear the whisper of leather sliding through belt loops. A slow, deliberate hiss that raises every hair on my body.

I don't turn around. I don't need to.

The first crack of the belt across my ass is white-hot, sharp, instant. I cry out and my back bows upward, my fingers twist in the sheets. The pain blooms in a hot spiral, radiating from the point of contact through my hips and down my thighs.

"One. You count from now on." Then it's his calloused hand rubbing the welt in slow circles. "You'll understand someday why I have to do this. It's for your own good." The pain melts to warmth, and that warmth pools between my legs, and I hate my body for what it does with hurt.

The second one catches me lower on the backs of my thighs, and the sting goes deeper. I jolt forward and my elbows buckle.

"Two," I whisper, without being reminded.

His hand slides between my legs from behind, fingers dragging through my folds. "Already dripping again. Pawpaw's barely started and you're making a mess."

The third lands and I moan into the mattress. Spasms twitch the muscles in the tops of my thighs as the heat spreads across my skin.

Rhett goes quiet. His silence like a hand on the back of my neck.

"There she is." He says with a hint of something that sounds like awe. "Pawpaw didn't even have to ask. You're lifting that ass for me all on your own."

I squeeze my eyes shut. He's right. I don't want him to be right but my body is done pretending.

The fourth cracks across both cheeks and I take it with a gasp that vibrates through my chest. The fifth follows immediately, I can't draw a breath as the vicious stripe makes little white specks dot my vision. I arch and exhale and feel something inside me relax.

He smooths the leather across the welts then he tosses it onto the bed beside my hand.

"On your back." He orders and I fall onto my side, dragging my tongue over my dry lips.

He helps me the rest of the way, the springs groaning, and before I can orient myself, he's on top of me, straddling my hips, his weight pinning me flat, his cock thick and heavy tapping on my chin as he works.

He circles both my wrists in a rough hand and pins them above my head. The belt wraps once, twice, the leather biting into my skin as he threads the end through the slats of my headboard and cinches it tight.

I pull with the little strength I have left knowing it's futile.

I'm here physical but I'm coming to terms with the fact that I'm here mentally as well. Whatever that says about me, I don't even give a shit anymore.

My shoulders stretch and my wrists ache as my grandfather, twice my size prepares to do whatever he wants with my pliant and spent body.

The panic tastes like adrenaline. The adrenaline tastes like want.

He climbs off the side of the bed and his shirt goes first. His chest and stomach are a topography of hard labor. Thick slabs of muscle under tanned, weathered skin. A scar on his left side. Coarse hair tracks down from his sternum to his belt line.

He reaches to the back of his Levi's, tugging out the knife again and setting it on the nightstand. Then, he kicks off his boots with a thud, then jeans follow. He shoves them down and steps out and he's naked in my dark bedroom, and I forget how to breathe.

He wraps his fist around his length and strokes and a bead of cum rolls over his knuckles. Clearly, his cock is not having any issues staying erect. Whatever preconceived notions I might have had about older men needing rest periods between orgasms, my Pawpaw is crushing them under the heel of his boot.

He puts one knee on the mattress, then the other, settling between my legs.

He doesn't grab or wrench or force. He just places his palm flat against my inner knee and waits.

The waiting is worse than force. Force I can blame on him. This requires me to choose.

My knee falls open under his hand. The other follows. Just enough for him to see me, not enough to satisfy him, and we both know it.

He pushes my left knee wider with the heel of his hand.

"Wider, sweetheart." He says it like it's the most normal thing in the world. Like my legs should be open to him as a regular part of the day. "Pawpaw wants to see all your pretty parts."

I let him spread me until my hips ache and the air hits the heat gathered between my legs. He kneels there between my open thighs and studies, his jaw working.

"Prettiest cunt I've ever seen." He runs his other hand down his face with that low groan I know means he's pleased. "And it's all for your Pawpaw."

He slaps my pussy hard and I yelp and tuck my hips. The wet smack echoes through my bedroom and the warmth it leaves behind turns to a tingling down into my most intimate spaces.

"More?" He tilts his head.

I clench my jaw and say nothing.

He slaps again. Harder. The sound is louder and wetter and the sting throbs up through my clit and into my core.

"I asked you a question, little girl."

"No," I whisper thrashing my head back and forth. "No."

He slaps again adding more force but I know he's still only playing. If he gave me all he had, I doubt I'd remain conscious.

My thighs twitch to close and he plants his forearm between my quivering knees.

"Liar. Your pussy's telling the truth with all that juicy sweetness that's coming out of you like a river. If I flicked your clit right now, you'd be calling for your Pawpaw six ways 'til Sunday." Another slap. "Hear that sloppy pussy telling me the truth?" Another wet smack and I'm a breath away from flying apart. "Pawpaw can read this cunt like a book, sweetheart. And right now, it's begging."

The layers of pain and pleasure spin and spiral and I'm lost. Lost inside it all. Lost in the sight of my grandfather naked, cock thick smacking my gushing pussy until he unwraps everything I thought I knew about myself.

He reaches up and gives my tits a squeeze as the tension snaps. "These are nice little tits. Perfect size for a granddad to fondle."

The orgasm straps itself around me and I give in to it all. I'm screaming and panting and coming around his cock. Things happen to my muscles I can't explain as sensations that seem almost inhuman choke me and grab my insides and pull.

It's pleasure, but that word is so inadequate. I rocket into space, floating and letting the spasms take hold, riding it up, up, up then, he stops. The silence is sudden and enormous. I lie there shaking, my pussy throbbing, so sore and swollen it hurts to feel the air on it.

And I want his mouth on me so badly I could beg.

He sees it. For a second, I wonder if I said something, he's smiling, smug and satisfied when he finally shakes his head.

"I know, baby. You want my mouth again, but not yet." He reaches for the knife on the nightstand and a new rush of fear prickles over my skin.

Now what?

He brings the blade to his own chest. Presses the tip in just below his left collarbone and draws a line across the muscle. The skin parts and blood wells in a thin, dark stripe, beading across the tanned surface.

He doesn't flinch. He watches it, then smears his fingers through the line, coating them red.

Then he leans over me and paints.

His bloody fingertips press against my sternum, dragging downward between my breasts in a warm, slippery line. He traces the curve of my ribs on both sides with two red streaks like war paint. He gathers more of the crimson fluid, then draws a mark along each collarbone. The blood is warm and sticky and dries almost immediately, tightening in stripes on my skin.

He surveys his work. His blood mapped across my body.

"Now you look like mine." He growls with a nod, his hair glinting in the bit of moonlight that's starting to stream through the glass panels on the door.

My breath hitches and the shame shifts. The pleasure has turned to some sweet poison. There's no going back to who we were before.

He flips the knife in his hand, pinching the blade between his fingers, the smooth carved handle pointing down.

"You know what I'm going to do with this?"

I do. I wrote a scene just like it two months ago. A woman alone, a man with a weapon, the handle becoming something she didn't want.

I wrote it at two in the morning and deleted it by sunrise because it felt too close to a confession.

He knows everything.

He brings the handle to my opening and teases with cool pressure.

"Tell me you want it."

I shake my head.

"Tell me, or I'll use the other end."

"I want it." I gag as I say it but one end of the knife is significantly better than the other end.

"Say, please, Pawpaw." He orders with a slow blink, those blue eyes that used to be so tender turning to ice and I press my head back and give in.

"Please, Pawpaw. Please." I stutter as the words drag from my throat but when I look up, the pleased look I've seen so many times, causes that reflexive warmth to gather in my chest.

"Atta girl. I'm proud of you."

He pushes the handle inside me. The girth is less than his cock but the hardness is unforgiving. My inner walls grip and I feel every ridge, every contour his hands carved into this weapon that's turned into something else.

"Look at that." He sounds almost drunk. "Taking Pawpaw's knife in your little cunt." He pushes it deeper, in and out, fucking me with it and I arch off the bed. "Wonder what your daddy would think if he could see where his little girl's got it now?"

I moan knowing at this point, all my dignity is left in the mud outside.

The knife handle glides in and out. In and out, the handle slick with me, the blade glinting between his careful fingers every time he withdraws.

The danger and the edge of it are their own kind of high. One slip and he'd cut me. In an ironic twist, I trust him to keep me safe. But, the possibility alone has me clenching so hard my vision whites out.

He pulls the handle free and lifts it between us. It shines with my arousal. A thin streak of his blood still visible on the grip. He brings it to his mouth and licks it clean, his tongue dragging over the glinting surface, and the sound he makes is pure, guttural satisfaction.

"Open." He nods to my lips, lowering the slick handle to my mouth. "Suck it."

He slides the handle between my lips and I taste myself and his. I suck it clean because he's watching me and his cock is leaking onto my thigh and I want him to see what I'll do for him. What I'll put in my mouth. What I'll swallow.

"My girl." He pulls the handle from my lips, my body feels like it's on fire and sets the knife aside. "My dirty, filthy, beautiful girl. You do understand how much I love you, don't you, baby? Pawpaw loves you so much."

He shifts his body, lowering himself over me, his hips positioned between my spread thighs and the blunt, fat head of his cock pushes against my opening and I whimper.

My inner muscles clench instantly and I stop trying to figure out if I want this or hate it. Or both.

"Pawpaw, wait—"

He doesn't wait. He thrusts into me in one brutal, feral thrust.

The stretch is immediate and perfect. He's so thick that my body resists him for the first inch, my walls clamping down, and he groans through his teeth and keeps pushing.

"Jesus Christ." His hands grip my hips, fingers digging in. "What a tiny little cunt. Taking Pawpaw's fat cock like a good girl. Does it hurt, baby?"

"Yes, Pawpaw. Wait, please—"

I pant as he feeds me more. Every inch is a negotiation between my body and his. He pushes, I stretch, the burn crests and fades and crests again.

It hurts. It's incredible. I'm too full and I need more and I can't reconcile those two things but my pussy doesn't care about reconciliation. It wants what it wants.

"Too big. Too big." I mutter and wiggle and gasp, and my wrists twist against the belt.

"Too much for my little girl?" He pulls back a few inches and slams forward, burying himself deeper, and I scream. "Tell Pawpaw if it's too much."

"It's too much."

He does it again. Harder. "Doesn't sound like you want me to stop though. Your pussy's telling the truth again while your lips tell lies."

He's right. My legs are wrapped around his waist. I don't remember deciding to do that, but they're locked behind him, my heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper.

He sets a pace that's punishing my insides with long, deep strokes that bottom out against my cervix on every thrust. He grunts and I puff. The air leaving my lungs with every punch of his cock into my belly.

The bed frame slams the wall. The belt digs into my wrists. His body covers mine completely, his chest against my breasts, his breath hot on my neck, as he fucks and bucks and grunts his need into me.

"Every time I sit across from your father," he growls against my ear, his hips pump, pump, pumping, "I think about this. What his little girl's pussy would feel like if I ever got my dick inside her. Now I know, it's fucking tight and men would sign their lives away for a piece of this ass." He drives in deep and holds himself there, my opening burning and my body bursting with the pressure of everything he's forcing inside me. "I wondered if you'd cry when I'd fuck you." Another thrust. "How it would sound when you called me Pawpaw while I'm inside you."

I come. I'm done.

It tears through me. No build up, just explosion. Blackness takes my vision and my heart and my inner muscles clamp around his cock so hard he curses and grabs the headboard.

"Fuck — that's it. Squeeze Pawpaw's cock, baby. Squeeeeze it."

The orgasm hasn't finished when the next one starts. He shifts his angle, hooking my leg higher, and the head of his cock drags across a spot inside me that turns me inside out.

I come again — rolling, vicious, my whole-body clenching as a string of curse words tumbles from my lips as I spasm and spit and turn into a boneless vessel of his pleasure.

"Keep squeezing." He's sweating now, his chest slick against mine. "I want to feel that cunt milk all the seed from my balls."

A third orgasm claws its way from my center and complies with his command.

This one is sharper, his fingers finding my clit and circling it while he fucks me with those same relentless strokes. I'm sobbing. Chest heaving, face soaked and he licks the tears off my cheeks and hums with perverted satisfaction.

"Kiss Pawpaw." His lips hover over mine. "Show me you can give me a big girl kiss. Use your tongue like we see in the movies we watch."

God, I squeeze my eyes shut when his lips connect to mine. The scruff covering his face rasps on mine as the full, warmth of his lips move against me and he forces his tongue through my lips and I push mine forward to meet his.

His movements slow as we kiss and my stomach tumbles, his pelvis pressed solid against the swollen bundle of nerves, grinding in slow, frustrating figure eights.

He groans and I shudder as I kiss him this way. Our tongues twist and move slick and warm inside our mouths as he pumps his hips slowly, in and out of me.

"That was fucking, baby." He murmurs into my mouth pulling his lips back just enough to speak. "Now, let's do some love making."

His mouth slides back to mine with a warm exhale that is scented of sex and whiskey. We are tongues and lips and an easier grind of his hips turn the black to light and I hate how good it all feels.

"You're gonna take Pawpaw's special sauce now, baby. I can't go slow anymore, you feel too good." The bucking of his hips turns feral and violent. "Going to pump this little cunt full."

"No, please," I crack, this is too much, "I'm not on anything, please don't cum inside me." I squeeze around him but there's nowhere for me to go. His weight is immovable, his length plunged deep and no amount of squirming or wiggling is going to help. "Please."

"Too late, baby. You know this is your fault. You made Pawpaw do it, you made me—"

He slams in once. Twice. On the third, he buries himself to the hilt and his body turns to a flat, solid plane.

The first hot spurt sends tears tumbling from my lower lids. The base of his cock spasms, more warmth pumps inside me.

"Barebacking my granddaughter is just what we needed to bring us closer."

He pumps in short, staccato thrusts with each one, he stuffs another gush of sticky semen deep against my cervix.

Thick, hot ropes of my grandfather's cum coat my insides. It's so much it has nowhere to go and I feel it seeping out around his cock and sticking, warm on my inner thighs as I press my nose into his chest and let it all happen.

"Fuck." He breathes finally like a man coming up for air. "Sweet Jesus your pussy is magic. You should be glad I didn't know how good your pussy was sooner baby."

He stays buried in me while his cock twitches through the last of it. His forehead drops to the bedding and for a few moments we're just bodies — heaving, sweating, sated.

"You're gonna be spreading your legs for me a lot from now on." He growls, then kisses my cheek. "When I come in your house from now on, when no one's around first thing you do is spread your legs so I can fuck you. Understand, baby?"

He doesn't wait for my answer, the weight of his body lifts, his length slipping out inch by inch until he heaves a sigh and slips free.

A gush of warm sticky wetness follows, sliding down the crack of my ass then into the sheets under me.

"Messy girl." He sounds so smug. I turn my face in time to see him shove two fingers down between my legs, scooping up a gob of our mixed fluids and raises them to my mouth.

His other hand grips my jaw, turning my head and squeezing so my lips pop open.

"Swallow what Pawpaw gives you." He shakes his head, his thick brows drawing tight. "If your pussy won't hold onto it, I'll feed it to your mouth."

He stuffs the calloused digits inside my mouth without asking and I release a ragged groan.

His cock is bobbing, still hard but slick with us, his balls weighted and hanging low surrounded by coarse salt and pepper hair.

The taste of our pleasure is thick, salty, warm. I suck and lick his fingers clean and swallow, then he gathers more from between my thighs, feeding me until I've taken everything he can scoop out.

"Belly full?"

I nod. My vision blurry. My body is a landscape of ache and warmth and the deep, humming satisfaction of something I shouldn't admit.

He works the belt until it's released from the headboard and my arms drop, numb and useless.

"I'll always take care of you, never forget that." He sets my wrists free from the leather and the sudden realization that his aggressive need for me is just another way he shows me love. How special I am to him.

He rubs my wrists in slow circles where the leather dug in then presses a kiss to the inside of each before lowering my arms to my sides.

I release a long sigh as he braces his torso over me and I'm staring into the handsome face of my grandfather.

"You were made for me to come inside. That's what Pawpaw needs from you, don't ever be ashamed but also, you can't ever tell anyone." The ruddy, deep lines of his face are familiar but different now.

He picks up the skull mask from where it landed on the floor and turns it over in his hands, studying it like he's deciding something.

"How much do you love me, Pawpaw?" I manage. I need this before whatever happens next.

He slides the mask back over his face, and the man who just kissed my wrists vanishes behind the hollow eyes and death-white grin.

"More than you know, little bunny."

He runs one finger down the center of my body from throat to navel, tracing through the dried blood, the sweat, the cum.

"Storm's still blowing out there, little girl." He tilts the skull face toward the window where I barely noticed he's right, the rain is still driving and wind is whipping. "And Pawpaw's dick is still hard. Whatever can we do about that?"


Chapter 6

Billie

He pulls me off the bed by my ankle with one sharp yank that drags me across the wrecked sheets and drops me to the floor in a boneless lump.

He stands looming over me, his cock starting to lose some of its thickness but it's no less awe-inspiring from this angle.

The skull mask stares down at me.

He extends his arm, grabs the belt from where he left it next to my head on the bed, and loops it through the buckle, making a small circle.

He dangles it in front of me and my stomach drops.

"Put it over your head, pet. Around your neck like a good puppy."

"Pawpaw, please." I bite down on my trembling lip. "Don't make me do this."

"You do as you are told or I'm going to fuck the back talk right out of your mouth."

With quivering fingers, I settle the leather around my throat. The tail hangs down between my breasts. He wraps the loose end around his fist and tugs and the belt tightens against my windpipe.

"Pawpaw," I choke.

"Crawl like a dog, sweetheart." He strokes the top of my head with his free hand the way you'd pet something small and loyal. His rough palm smooths my tangled, mud-stiff hair back from my face.

He watched me grow up and never once touched me, never said a word, never let his eyes linger where anyone could see. He waited until I came to him. Until I was old enough and sure enough and brave enough to stand in his kitchen and say I want you and I don't care what it costs.

He loved me long before he let himself have me.

"You're going to walk with me," he says, tugging the belt. "Just like this. On your hands and knees. Right beside me like a good girl."

I lower my palms to the floor. The wood is cold and gritty under my hands. He takes a step toward the bedroom door and the belt pulls taut and I follow. Crawling beside him, my head at his hip, the leather leash connecting us.

We move through the dark hallway. His bare feet are heavy and slow on the floor. My bare knees ache with each shuffle forward. The house is silent except for the rain and his footsteps and the soft creak of the belt as it sways between us.

"I've got you." He assures me in that low voice that makes me feel safe. "You know that, right? No matter what I do to you tonight, I've got you. Always."

Everything else dissolves and it's just us. Rhett and Billie. The secret nobody knows. The love that doesn't make sense on paper but makes sense everywhere else.

He tugs the belt and it cinches my throat. "Down the stairs."

I crawl down beside him, one step at a time, his hand on the back of my neck when I wobble, steadying me without breaking stride.

The shame should be scalding. I'm naked on a staircase with a belt around my throat, crawling naked next to my grandfather. But what I feel isn't shame.

I'm not thinking. I'm his. The simplicity of it sits in my chest like a held breath finally let go.

At the bottom, we cross the living room. Past the couch where he sat with our family hours ago. Past the dining table where my father asked him about cattle prices.

He opens the front door.

The storm rushes in. Wind and cold and soaked earth. The porch is slick, water streaming off the overhang in sheets. Beyond it, nothing. Just black and rain.

He walks me to the railing. My knees hit wet wood and the cold lights up my whole body. He stands beside me, one hand on the belt, the other running down my spine in a long, slow stroke.

"Stand up."

I do, gripping the railing because my legs are unreliable. He positions me against it and pushes my upper body forward until my ass presses back against him. His cock at full battle ready hardness again settles against the cleft of my ass.

"Know what kills me?" He grunts against my ear, the hard plastic of the mask against my ear. "That I get to be the one who does this to you. Out of everyone in the goddamn world, you picked me." His hand spreads over my stomach. "Your own Pawpaw. The man who taught you to ride a horse. Who watched you graduate."

His hand slides lower. Fingers dragging through my folds from behind, coating themselves, then pressing against my asshole. I shiver.

"And you let me do this," he says, pushing one finger into my tight ring of muscle and my nails dig into the wet wood. "You let me have this body." A second finger. The stretch burns and I grip the railing harder, my hips pushing back into the wicked pleasure. Wanting more even while the burn is blooming. "That's my girl." His voice lowers, gets smoother. "Greedy little thing. Pushing back on Pawpaw's fingers like you can't wait to get your little bunny ass stuffed full."

"I need it."

"I know you do." He works me open with slow, twisting strokes, his free hand pressing flat against my lower belly so I feel the pressure from both sides. "You trust me with every dark thing you've ever wanted." He pumps his fingers, in and out, spits down onto the crack of my ass and my whole-body jerks. "I'd burn the whole world down before I let anyone else touch you."

My throat closes and my eyes flood. Under the mask, under the game, under every filthy word and rough hand. That's what this is. A man who loves me so completely he'll become whatever I need. The predator. The Pawpaw. The stranger in the dark. All of it, for me.

He replaces his fingers with the blunt head of his cock.

"Deep breath, little girl. Pawpaw's going in your bottom."

I breathe. His head pops inside and I yell into the darkness.

The stretch is enormous. He feeds himself in slow, one inch at a time, and the burn crests and holds and crests again. He's so thick my body fights him, every muscle clamping, resisting, and he doesn't stop. Just keeps that steady, merciless pressure adding more saliva, another scoop of my juices on his fingers, spreading them on his shaft until something in me gives and he sinks the rest of the way in one long slide that makes him feel like he's at the back of my throat.

"Oh God." My forehead drops to my forearms. I'm full in a way that defies description, his cock so deep the ache radiates up through my chest.

"Look at you." He runs his rough palm up my spine, over the knobs of my vertebrae, and grips the back of my neck. "Bent over the railing with Pawpaw's cock buried in your ass. Soaking wet." His other hand slides between my thighs from behind and two fingers press down on my clit, rubbing, rubbing, then he brings them to my mouth. "Taste how bad you want this."

I open and suck his fingers clean as he pounds into me from behind as his hand leaves my mouth and wraps around my throat instead.

"That's it." He groans and pumps and pulls and pushes. "My brave, filthy, perfect girl."

The rain hammers the ground three feet away and the cold wind cuts across my bare skin and behind me he's a furnace. His chest against my back. His breath harsh through the mask against my neck.

I adjust my angle, tilting my hips. My legs shake.

"There it is." He feels me clench. Adjusts his grip, lifts my hips higher, and hits that same angle making things loop and tighten in my center. "Found what you need, didn't you?"

"Don't stop, Pawpaw. Right there. Please, right there."

"I'm not going anywhere." He holds the angle and drives into it. Each thrust precise enough to make my toes curl on the wet wood. "This ass is mine. This pussy is mine. Every sound you make out here in the dark belongs to me." His thrust bottoms out, his heavy balls swinging low with every thrust, smacking on my wet slit. "And I'm going to hell for how much I love that."

I scream.

"Fuck. Fuck." He buries himself deep and comes. Every pulse hot and thick, filling me, his whole body rigid and shaking behind mine.

The rain keeps falling. The wind keeps blowing. We stay bent over the railing, breathing hard, drenched, steam rising off our skin in the cold air.

He pulls the mask off. Drops it on the porch. Presses his bare face to the back of my neck and holds me with his arms around my middle, my body mounted on him.

Then he pulls out, gathers me against his chest, and carries me inside.


Chapter 7

Billie

He carries me up the stairs with my face against his neck and lays me on the bed the way you'd set down something you were afraid to break.

Neither of us speaks. He disappears into the bathroom and the faucet runs. A minute later, he's back with a warm, wet towel and he cleans me in slow passes, wiping the mud and the blood and everything else off my skin. His hands are so gentle I almost don't recognize them. When he gets between my thighs, he pauses and looks at me with something close to pride.

"Made a mess of you."

"You're a dirty, disgusting man." I snort.

"You love it."

I do. God help me, I do.

I lie there and let him care for me. He puts the warm cloth on my welts, the scrapes on my knees, a nick above my nipple.

His bite mark.

"That's getting antibiotic ointment as soon as I'm done cleaning you up." His face has turned concerned. "Pawpaw got carried away."

He tosses the towel to the floor and lies down beside me. The bed dips under his weight and I roll into him with an exhale.

His skin is still cool from the rain. I press my face into his chest. The thump of his heartbeat slows as the rough pad of his index finger traces down my nose.

His face is flushed, his hair wrecked, sweat and rain drying on his jaw.

But his eyes. God. I could live in the way he's looking at me right now.

"There she is," he says, his thumb tracing circles on the side of my face. "There's my girl."

His girl. My entire being exhales.

"Hi," I whisper back.

He pulls me tight, chest to chest, legs tangled, his arm heavy around my waist.

"How'd you like that little bunny?" he asks into my hair.

"Ask the railing. I think I left teeth marks." His chest shakes under my cheek. "The chase was new though," I say. "How long have you been planning that?"

"Since you wrote that scene. The one with the woman running through the field." He runs his hand up and down my back. "You deleted it, but I'd already read it."

"You have my Dropbox password, Rhett. Nothing is deleted."

"True. I know it all."

I smile against his chest. This is what we are. The man who holds a knife to my throat is the same man who leaves track changes on my manuscripts with comments like "tighten this dialogue" and "this made Pawpaw hard, keep going."

The hands that pin me down are the same ones that rub my feet on the couch while I write. I trust him with my body because he earned that trust with years of other ways of showing me he loves me.

He reads the darkest things I write and doesn't flinch. Doesn't try to fix me. He just shows up and makes it real.

"The porch was a nice touch," I say. "Not in any of my drafts."

"Improvised." His chest moves up and down.

"Romantic being ass fucked by Grandpa in the rain."

"I do what I can."

The storm is winding down.

The first few months of us, I couldn't breathe under it. My father's face. The silence at a family dinner thinking when we'd have to explain that Pawpaw and Billie are together. That the age gap is thirty-two years and we don't care.

I've stopped carrying that weight. Whenever we decide to tell them, they'll either understand or they won't. The people who love us will come around.

And until then, I have this. The games, the writing, the quiet mornings after when he makes me coffee and reads my pages and tells me which scenes made him hard and which ones need a second draft.

"I'm going to write about tonight," I tell him.

"I know you are."

"The chase scene is going to be incredible."

"It better be. I got mud in places mud has no business being."

I laugh into his chest and he squeezes me tighter.

"Hey," I say, tipping my face up to look at him.

"Hey."

"I love you."

He cups my jaw in his rough hand and kisses me. When he pulls back, his thumb traces my bottom lip.

"Love you, sweetheart. More than I know how to say."

"Good thing I'm the writer, then."

He chuckles and we kiss. The rain softens to a murmur and my body hurts and feels so alive.

Rhett's breathing evens out but his long arms stay tight around me. I listen to his heartbeat and think about the ring he gave me, tucked in my nightstand drawer where no one will find it until we decide to show them.

I press closer and the storm fades and the house goes quiet around us.

I fall asleep already writing the first line of our happily ever after.


Chapter 8

Epilogue

Three Years Later

Three hundred women in a Bellagio ballroom are losing their minds over my wife. I'm against the back wall with a bourbon, watching.

Billie at a signing table is a different animal than Billie at home. The line wraps around the room and she's making every person in it feel like the only one. Same thing she does to me.

A woman in the line elbows her friend and points at me. They whisper. I tip my hat and they both turn the color of the Strawberry Margaritas they're holding.

Billie's readers know I'm the inspiration.

Who is HE, they always ask online. Her grandfather, someone will answer. Step-grandfather, someone else will correct. And then a thousand comments about how they'd call me Pawpaw too. Billie thinks that's hilarious. I think it's nobody's goddamn business, but I show up anyway. There isn't much I won't do for that woman.

The family knows now. Has for two years.

Rudolph didn't speak to me for three months. My daughter just sighed and told me if I was happy, she'd support me and help Rudolph come around.

He did. He shook my hand at the wedding. Didn't have to say much. Her friends got drunk at the reception and told everyone I was the hottest grandfather in Montana.

The line thins out. Billie signs the last book, takes the last photo, and finds me across the room. She's wearing a black dress that cost more than my first truck and heels that put her chin at my chest instead of my stomach. She crosses the ballroom like she's coming home.

She leans into my arm. "Hey, Pawpaw. Ready to go upstairs?"

"Been ready for two hours."

She grins and takes my arm and we walk through the lobby. Marble and perfume and slot machines pinging somewhere past the atrium. The elevator doors close and she turns to me with that look.

"You know," she says, smoothing my shirt collar, "you've been on your feet all day. Long flight. Three-hour signing. You sure you don't need a little blue pill to get through the evening? I won't judge. You're sixty. It's natural."

I hit the emergency stop.

The elevator jolts and she stumbles and I catch her by the throat.

"Say that again."

She swallows against my palm. "I said—"

I press my hips into her so she can feel exactly how hard I am. Have been since she put that dress on four hours ago. "Does that feel like a man who needs help?"

"No, sir," she whispers, and the flush is already climbing her neck.

I release the stop. The elevator hums back to life.

Our room is on the thirty-second floor. Floor-to-ceiling windows. Past midnight, the strip is nothing but neon bleeding into the dark.

I don't turn on the lights. The city does it for me, neon sliding across the bed and the carpet and her skin as she walks to the window.

She presses her palms to the glass. The strip is thirty-two floors straight down, headlights and taxi cabs the size of cigarette embers. I come up behind her and unzip her dress in one slow pull. It drops and pools at her heels. Nothing underneath just like I ordered.

"Hands on the glass."

She spreads her fingers against the window. Tits pressed to the glass, my hands already on her hips.

I pull my knife from my belt. She hears the sheath and her shoulders tighten.

I drag the flat of the blade down her spine, one vertebra at a time. She shivers and her breath fogs the glass.

"Every woman in that ballroom tonight wanted to know what I do to you." I bring the knife around to her front, tracing the edge along the underside of her breast. "They read your books. They think they know."

"They don't," she breathes.

"No, they don't."

I press the tip into the soft skin below her navel. Her stomach hollows.

"They don't know that my little girl gets wet the second Pawpaw pulls this knife." I slide the flat down to her pussy and press it against her clit. She moans, forehead dropping to the glass. "They don't know you beg for it. They don't know what you sound like when I make you come with a blade against your throat."

"Rhett—"

"That's not what you call me."

"Pawpaw." She barely gets it out. "Please."

I set the knife on the windowsill where she can see it. Then I drop my pants to my knees, grip my cock and her hip, and push into her soaking hole in one long stroke.

She cries out and the glass fogs around her open mouth. Vegas pulses below us.

I fuck her with my mouth against her ear.

I thrust hard enough to press her chest flat to the glass. "Made me famous. Every reader in the world knows what Pawpaw does to his girl." I pull out slow, push back in slower. "But they'll never know what it sounds like when you say you love me with my cock in my granddaughter's cunt."

"I love you." She's close already, her walls flutter and pulse. Her knuckles are white on the glass. "God, I love you."

"Come for Pawpaw. Right here. Let the whole city see what family is all about."

She does. Her whole body seizes and the sound echoes off the window and comes back to us doubled.

I follow her over, pressed between her shoulder blades, my hands covering hers on the glass. The lights of the strip swim and I hold onto her until my hearing comes back.

We stay panting and sweat-covered for a long moment. Staring out at the lights, feeling how perfectly we fit together no matter the numbers between us.

She turns and looks up at me, reaching up to trace the sun lines beside my eyes.

"Best signing yet," she giggles.

I kiss her forehead. "You say that every time."

"I mean it every time."

I pick her up and carry her to the bed because I'm sixty years old and I don't need a goddamn pill and there isn't a version of my life where I stop showing this woman what she does to me.

Babies haven't happened for us. Yet. But we've been so blissfully happy trying, neither of us has decided to do anything about it. But, soon.

Montana's waiting. The ranch, the horses, the quiet mornings with coffee and manuscript pages.

But tonight, Vegas gets to watch.
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