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Chapter One

Never in a million years did I think that I
would be wearing a two carat diamond on my finger. As I stared into
the jewel, watching as the light overhead refracted through the
faceted surface, I couldn’t help but be nervous with the fact I was
wearing such a thing. I worried what the consequences would be if I
lost it or damaged it somehow. Heck I wasn’t even sure if it was
actually mine. I thought about Emmett, the man I was now engaged
to, and what this ring meant for the both of us.

I couldn’t decide if the ring was a lie.
When Emmett’s father, Senator Waylon Jacobs, broke the surprise
announcement of our engagement during a political nomination for
Vice President, he had neglected to realize that my ring finger was
bare. Of course my finger was naked for a very good reason. Emmett
and I had only been officially dating two days. We were barely
boyfriend and girlfriend let alone fiancé’s, but I was a political
scandal in the making for the Senator, and the engagement was his
way of rectifying the situation.

But the same media who turned a low wage
sandwich maker into a household name wasted no time in accusing the
Senator of forcing our hand when they noticed the lack of a rock on
my finger. The media began to question Senator Jacobs about the
missing ring. Like the two faced politician that he was, he came up
with an endearing story about it. He claimed that I was such a
sweetheart and didn’t want his big day overshadowed by our
engagement so I chose to keep the ring at home until the acceptance
rally was over. He said that I had no clue he was going to spill
the beans. At least that last part was true.

The day after, a beautiful cushion cut
diamond ring mysteriously showed up on my bed in it’s little velvet
box with the explicit instruction to wear at all times. I had been
cautiously wearing it ever since. But I didn’t feel like it truly
belonged to me. It was gorgeous and I enjoyed the majestic feeling
it gave me when I wore it, but it didn’t feel real. To be honest,
the Tiffany necklace Emmett gave to me for my birthday had more
meaning to me than the ring ever would.

It made me sick to my stomach to see how his
Dad acted in the eyes of the media. He seemed to be personable and
sweet, but I knew now that in his private life he was a twofaced
monster. Emmett and I were pretty much being held hostage in his
home until after the election. There was security posted at all of
the exits of our new quarters. We couldn’t even run to the market
without an entourage. To all outward appearances it looked like it
was for our safety, but in reality it was to ensure that we were
under the Senator’s watchful eye at all times.

Even though I had been living in the
Senator’s home for over a month, I had only met his father once. He
was a far cry from the warm and loving man he portrayed on
television. Within seconds of our first meeting, he had pushed me
to the ground while he threatened and choked his son Emmett. And as
quick as his anger had been unleashed, it was bottled back up. He
had left the room, with both Emmett and I shaken to our core, with
rosy cheeks and a smile on his face for the waiting press
outside.

The only silver lining I could find in this
whole situation was that the Candidate Weller and Jacobs’s campaign
had some of the best PR reps that money could buy. I went from a
slut sleeping with a horny politician’s boy to America’s sweetheart
engaged to a senator’s son.

Emmett and I had become so popular in fact
that we were finding pictures of the two of us popping up on
entertainment and gossip websites. Photos of us in public doing
everyday things like eating breakfast or taking a walk became
headline news. A picture of me leaving the post office had trended
on media sites last week as proof that I was a down to earth
person. I just needed stamps! It boggled our mind to think that
people could be interested in us to this extent.

Despite all of the media attention and the
very real threat of his father, Emmett and I were truly happy
together. The reality of our situation pushed us closer together,
with Emmett becoming the only person in my life that I could rely
on when I needed help. It was us against the world and even though
I hated being treated as a prisoner in a home that wasn’t my own by
a man who despised me, being with Emmett made everything worth
it.

As I continued to gaze upon the exquisite
rock on my finger, I felt my phone vibrate. I reached into my purse
to see that I had a text from Lanie. A text reminding me that
Emmett and I had a cake tasting later today. My mood soured as I
read the message. The hardest part about all of this was that I was
unable to tell Lanie the truth. She had been my only true friend
for years and now I was lying to her on a daily basis. She truly
thought that I was living a fairy tale life, which I guess could be
a true if the evil king had won in the end.

She was still my friend and the only part of
my old life that Senator Jacobs allowed me to keep, though not by
his choice. She had dove head first into her duties as Maid of
Honor without me having asked her. By the time anyone was aware
that Lanie had assumed the mantle of wedding coordinator it was too
late to stop her. She had been making calls all around town
dropping my name like mad. When word got back to the Senator’s
camp, there was nothing to do except bring Lanie on board in an
official capacity.

I sent her a quick reply then heard a knock
at the door. I answered it and found my stylist standing on the
other side. She had come by to drop off my new outfits for the next
couple days. Even my clothing was part of the political web spun by
the Senator. Designers wanted me to been seen in their clothes, so
for a donation to the election campaign fund, my wardrobe would be
supplemented with brand name looks. I didn’t mind that part so
much.

Today was a brisk October day so I was given
a chocolate brown sweater dress, black leggings and knee length
black suede boots. The dress hugged my curves in all the right
places without making me look trampy or cheap. And at the Senator’s
insistence, every outfit had built in shape wear. The boots with a
small heel on them and were shockingly comfortable, with arches
molded to the shape of my foot. Having professionals make me custom
clothes had boosted my body image greatly.

I brushed my brown hair and tucked a cute
tortoise shell headband behind my ears to give me a more finished
look. I then applied some light make up and by the time I finished,
Emmett was ready as well. He looked quite tasty in nice jeans and
tight charcoal sweater.

He came up behind me and hugged my stomach
while his lips tenderly brushed my neck. He then whispered into my
ear. “We need to talk in secret later. It’s important.”

I pretended to swoon and brought my lips up
to his hear. “Meet in our normal place?”

He turned me around and brought me in for a
hug. My head dropped on to his shoulder.

“We’ll see baby. Though it would be nice to
mix it up. I have another location that may work.”

He nibbled on my ear playfully.

“Okay my love,” I whispered as we let go of
each other.

We weren’t sure if our rooms were bugged or
not, but considering the lengths that the Senator was willing to go
to make sure we didn’t embarrass him, neither one of us wanted to
take any chances when it came to our personal matters. We had taken
to guarding our words and talking in low whispers while in the
house, and if something was really important, we tried to hide our
conversations altogether. I thought Emmett was being paranoid at
first, but the more I learned about his father, the less I
questioned our cloak and dagger methods of communicating.

Putting aside the ominous news that Emmett
had just given me, I put on a happy face and grabbed his waiting
hand before stepping outside. His news would have to wait. We had
important business in town today. After all, those cakes weren’t
going to taste themselves.




Chapter Two

The baker was a charming older woman with a
slight southern twang in her voice. She brought tray after tray of
samples to us, and they were as sweet and delightful as she was.
They were all so tasty that making a decision was going to be quite
difficult. And to make our decision even harder, it seemed that
every time we came close to picking a winner, she would go back in
the kitchen to bring out more for us to try and fall in love with.
In between the snacking and our attempt at decision making we
became caught up in small talk with Caroline the baker.

“I was so tickled when you two decided to
choose my shop for your Wedding cake. I would have thought you
would have chosen a larger bakery than mine.”

Emmett smiled at her. “You probably don’t
remember, but when I was a kid my mom would take me here when I had
a bad day and let me have a cupcake. Your shop brings back some
great childhood memories.”

Caroline studied Emmett for a few seconds
before snapping her fingers. “Chocolate cake with blue frosting and
sprinkles.”

Emmett smiled. “What an amazing memory you
have.”

“You two always stuck out. I remembered how
your eyes used to light up as soon as you walked in the door. And
you would always look through every bakery case even though you
always decided on the same chocolate cupcake. And your mother never
rushed you. She was such a sweet lady.”

“It was our special thing. I tried to drag
it out as much as possible.”

This was the first time I had ever heard
Emmett speak of his mother. I had been curious for awhile, but
there was always so much going on. I knew I should have kept my
mouth shut but, the words just came out.

“Emmett, when do I get to meet this sweet
mother of yours?”

Caroline just stared at me with confusion
while Emmett looked at me with sad eyes.

“Ellie, she died ten years ago. We’ll talk
about it later.”

I was stunned. The pain in his eyes tore at
my heart, but at the same time, anger was starting to boil in my
gut.

“I’m so sorry Emmett but how the heck would
I know? I thought we had moved past the secret keeping! I feel like
I still know nothing about you. Yet here we are getting married in
three months!” I threw my fork down on the table and got up. “I
need to go home I can’t take this right now.”

I swung the bakery door open and whizzed
past my security team. My apartment was only a few blocks from the
bakery. I ran past them while they yelled behind me to stop. But
running had never been my strong suit, and when I turned my head I
could see that the burly men charged with keeping tabs on me were
having no trouble keeping pace.

I gave up trying to escape. If they had
wanted to carry me back to the bakery they could have. I might not
have liked being followed everywhere, but at least they knew enough
to give me some space when I needed it. So I kept walking toward my
small apartment, now only a block away. With tears streaming down
my face, security followed me but I noticed that they weren’t the
only ones tagging along. Paparazzi had sprung up out of nowhere and
were busy filming every second of my breakdown.

I froze in fear. Oh no! What have I
done?

I took a few deep breaths and tried to
regain my composure. I needed to fix this and fix it fast. But
before I got the chance to explain myself, Emmett and Caroline came
around the corner to my rescue.

Caroline marched right up to the press and
started talking, giving Emmett a chance to move to my side.

“I see tiffs like this all the time in my
business,” she said with a giggle. “He wanted vanilla wedding cake
and she wanted dark chocolate. Planning a wedding can get real
emotional. It’s always the small things that finally do it.”

Emmett gave me a hug while Caroline held the
media’s attention. His head leaned in close to mine and he
whispered in my ear.

“We need to have our little meeting now. It
can’t wait any longer.”




Chapter Three

The ride back to the compound was completely
silent. Any warmth that Emmett had shown me out in the street
seemed to have disappeared as soon as the car doors had closed. Now
he sat with his head in his hands not saying a word to me. And when
we finally pulled up to the expansive mansion we now shared with
his father, he didn’t treat me any kinder. When we got out of the
car, Emmett held on tight to my shoulders and guided me inside.

As soon as the front door shut behind us, it
was clear he was angry with me. “Bathroom. Right now!”

But I wasn’t in the mood or mindset to
follow his commands. I stormed off to my bedroom to change into
some comfy clothes before heading to the bathroom. I was twenty
times more comfortable in my white tank top and sweats than I was
in the expensive frock I had worn out earlier. And just to annoy
Emmett, I sat on the bed staring up at the ceiling while he waited
for me in the bathroom.

But eventually I calmed down enough that my
curiosity overrode my anger at Emmett. When I arrived in the large
bathroom where he was waiting, he acted like I hadn’t just ignored
him for the past thirty minutes.

“Ellie, everything’s fine. The baker told me
she will not tell a soul what happened, so we are safe. But
seriously, you can’t be such a loose cannon. You could get
hurt.”

After everything that happened today, Emmett
was only concerned about our stupid public image. I was tired of
these games.

“I’m already hurt Emmett! You didn’t think
it was important to tell me about your mother? That’s a pretty big
life altering moment that you would think someone would share with
their one and only.”

The anger welled up inside of me and I led
it come pouring out. “This situation is so fucked up. I’m being
forced to marry you by your insane father, I still know practically
nothing about you since you are still keeping secrets, and I can’t
even tell Lanie what is really going on!”

I let out an over exaggerated sigh. “I just
wish my life would go back to normal.”

Emmett walked over to the spacious tub and
turned on the water as well as the jets. “You can’t talk so loud.
You know they could be listening.”

“That another thing! I’m getting sick of the
paranoia! I know your father has some screws loose but do you
really think he cares about what we are doing?”

Emmett looked equal parts hurt and
angry.

“Well, I’m sorry that I’ve ruined all you
had going for you. I know how much you loved your minimum wage job
and rundown apartment.”

My face soured and I could see the instant
regret over what he had just said on his face. Emmett quickly
steered the conversation in another direction. “And if you had all
the facts about my Father you would take all of these measures as
well.”

My eyes welled up with tears and I began to
scream at him. “Then tell me what’s going on! Why won’t you just
tell me? I am sick of the hiding and the secrets!”

Emmett pulled me over and held me tightly.
“I really don’t think you realize what the consequence of your
little meltdowns could be. Calm down and we’ll talk.”

I scowled at him and shrunk into myself as
he tried to hold me. “Let go of me. Just let me mope in peace.”

“I feel like I can’t get through to you. I
love you Ell, but right now you’re acting like a child.”

His comment caught me off guard and I
realized I was acting rather childish. I started to calm down and
pressed my head against his chest. “No more secrets Emmett. I love
you but I’m barely hanging on over here and I need you to talk to
me about what’s happening.”

Emmett rubbed my smooth arms with his hands,
pacifying my foul mood even more. He pulled me in even closer and I
felt something quite unexpected considering the events of the past
few hours. As he hugged me tight, I could feel his manhood pressing
into my leg, hard as steel. My heart pounded in my chest the second
I felt him. Somehow the anger of the moment had turned into
something far more pleasant, and I realized that he wasn’t the only
one feeling that way. Whatever talk we needed to have could wait
for a bit.

I looked up at Emmett’s gorgeous face above
me. He was trying to keep a stern expression on his face, but the
hint of a smile kept forming. I stuck my tongue out at him jokingly
and rolled my eyes.

“I won’t tolerate this bratty behavior. If
you want to act like a child then I will punish you like one.”

I pretended to look scared of my upcoming
discipline but I was secretly anticipating what it was he had in
store for me. I grabbed hold of the thick chain of my Tiffany
necklace and unconsciously twiddled it between two fingers.

He grabbed me by the hand and pulled me over
to the toilet. He sat on the lid and pulled me over his lap. He
positioned me so I balanced across his legs on my stomach. I
squirmed and tried to get away from Emmett, but he just held me
tighter while my sweats were pulled down to my knees, exposing my
rounded ass to the steamy room.

SMACK!

I felt the palm of his hand land on my cheek
with a hard sting. “You need to learn to not have temper tantrums
like that!”

SMACK

“Hopefully this will help you behave
Ellie.”

SMACK

My ass cheeks were in misery but the rest of
me was thoroughly enjoying his lesson. Each time his hand landed on
my rear, it would linger for a second while his fingers dipped down
between my legs to tease me. The pulsing pain from the spanking was
dulled by the longing throbs coming from my lap.

SMACK!

“I’ll be good! I’ll be good!”

SMACK!

“Show me then and be quiet until I ask you
to speak. Your punishment will end when I say so.”

His commanding words sent shivers down my
spine and increased the growing wetness between my legs. Whatever
else was wrong in our relationship was made to seem unimportant
during our frequent sexual encounters. They always had a way of
reminding me just how much I loved Emmett, and how lonely I was
before he came into my life.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

A flurry of hard spanks snapped me back into
the moment. My ass cheeks stung from the onslaught and tears welled
in my eyes. I bit my cheeks, trying to keep my cries contained, not
wanting to break the silence he demanded from me.

And then the spankings stopped. Emmett’s
member was straining against the fabric of his pants, and I could
feel it poking me in the belly.

“So are you going to behave like a good girl
Ell? Or will we have to have more of these little sessions?”

I wasted no time hesitating. “I’ll be good!
I’ll behave like a good girl should.”

“Good. That’s what I want to hear.”

SMACK!

“That one was for good measure.”

“Hey, that wasn’t necessary!”

“Oh I think I was,” Emmett said with a
devilish grin.

He grabbed my hand and stood me up. My old
sweat pants and my underwear were down at my ankles and he kicked
them away. He wrapped his hands around the bottom of my t shirt and
slipped it from my body. My generous breasts bounced down once they
were free from the confining top.

“This is still my favorite outfit of yours,”
he said as his eyes wandered up and down my naked form.

Emmett quickly stripped down, tossing his
clothes aside. The room had grown thick with steam from the running
water. The warm air was like a blanket, and I could see the water
vapor clinging to every surface in the room, including us. It was
getting so thick that water was condensing and dripping back down
from the ceiling. I giggled to myself, thinking about how the room
was as wet as I was.

Emmett stepped into the Jacuzzi tub and slid
his body down into the water, submerging everything except his
head. He shifted his gaze to stare at me. “Are you just gonna watch
or do you want to join me?”

I got into the hot bath and maneuvered
myself in between his legs while leaning back against his chest.
His arms encircled my waist and I closed my eyes, letting the steam
rise up into my nose and let the warmth seep into my lungs. I sunk
down, dipping my breasts in the near scalding water, which sent
tingles through my body. I was fully relaxed when I felt a powerful
jet of water brush over my leg and graze my clit. The contact made
me arch my back involuntarily. When I relaxed again, my back
pressed up against his throbbing erection.

Emmett seemed to appreciate the stimulation.
He draped his muscular arms around me, cupping my tits and
massaging my pointed pink mounds. My nipples hardened under his
teasing touch as he gently tickled and squeezed them. I began to
ache and long for more.

I craned my neck and brought my mouth to
his. As we connected, I parted my lips, letting my tongue snake out
in search of excitement. It probed and pushed against his closed
mouth, looking for a way inside. And when his lips finally parted,
our tongues danced together in harmony.

While our mouths were engaged, I felt one of
Emmett’s hands drop away from my breast, slipping down my body and
across my tummy. But it didn’t stop until it had slipped farther
south, coming to rest over my lady bits. His fingers probed me,
eliciting soft moans as he dipped inside and curled his fingers
within me. His touch sent me into spasms and just when I thought I
had myself under control, he dropped his unused thumb onto my
throbbing button, adding the pleasure of his touch on my clit to
the feelings of his fingers tickling me from the inside.

I was lost in a sea of sensual sensations.
His tongue had taken the lead, dipping into my mouth and sliding
across my lips. And occasionally it would pull back altogether
before he would nibble on the pouty pillow of my lower lip. And
while that was going on, his remaining hand above the water bounced
from tit to tit, making sure both of my pink top hats were fondled
equally, keeping them both hard and demanding to be touched and
twisted. Combined with the feelings created by his submerged hand
between my thighs and the random jets of hot water across my skin,
I was having trouble keeping track of all the pleasurable feelings.
I couldn’t even imagine how Emmett was keeping up his
multitasking.

His foreplay continued for another few
minutes which were thoroughly enjoyable for me, but must have been
hard on him. While he continued to touch and tease me, I could feel
his hard member on my back, pulsing up and down, begging for
attention. But my sole pleasure wasn’t going to last. His hands
moved away from my private areas and centered on my waist. He was
guiding me with a twisting motion, commanding me without words to
turn around to face him. I was a bit saddened by the loss of his
skilled hands over my erotic zones, but I knew our fun wasn’t over
yet.

Emmett planted one last lingering kiss on my
lips before drifting over my cheek and nibbling on my ear.

“I love you,” he whispered before migrating
down my neck, leaving a trail of kisses along the way.

Each tender kiss made me want him more. I
began to grind against his swollen member in the deep water,
creating waves that started small at first, but gained in size as
they bounced off the sides of the large tub. My body motions caused
the growing waves to crash against the white porcelain, spilling
water over the sides and soaking the floor.

As I continued pressing my body against his
hard shaft, Emmett cupped one of my tits and brought it to his
mouth. He kissed the nipple and traced it with his tongue, causing
my hole to yearn for a filling. I rubbed myself harder and faster
against his erection. I could’ve climaxed if the tub wasn’t so
full.

The water was slowing my motions down,
making this more of a tease than a means to an end. Emmett noticed
this too and reached around me to turn off the faucet. His body
writhed under me and I felt him kick at something before I heard
the unmistakable sound of water being sucked down the drain. As the
tub emptied, Emmett scooted away from me and stood up, dripping
water all over the last dry parts of the bathroom floor.

He grabbed my hand to help me out of the
Jacuzzi tub then carefully laid me down upon the warm and wet
tiles. He yanked a plush towel from the holder and balled it up,
making me a makeshift pillow. I smiled at the kind thought as he
dropped to his knees between my legs.

Wet from the tub, the floor, and my
excitement, Emmett lowered his damp body on top of mine and his
ready cock slid right into my slippery hole. My pussy engulfed it
without hesitation and I wrapped my arms around him. My hands
roamed across his muscled back when I felt the first deep jab.

Emmett’s proclivity for quiet lovemaking had
me scrambling for something to use as a gag. When he got into the
groove there was very little I could do to keep myself from moaning
in pleasure. With nothing else in reach, I took the towel I had
been using as a pillow and scrunched it up before I bit down on it
to help muffle any noise. I returned my hands to his lower back and
held tight as he continued to burrow deep inside of me.

Our bodies were slick and so was the hard
floor, so it seemed like we inched closer to the wall with each
thrust. I tangled my legs around his muscular build and allowed him
to penetrate me even deeper. As he hit my wall repeatedly, I grew
closer and closer to my bliss. I held my breath, trying to will the
impending orgasm into being before it was quite ready. His pelvis
was rubbing against my clit in all of the right places while his
thick member collided repeatedly with my G-spot. While trying to
conjure an orgasm with my mind hadn’t worked, I didn’t have to wait
long for Emmett’s powerful love making to give me what I was
craving. I clamped down hard on the towel as the cataclysmic orgasm
rocked and jolted my body beneath him.

His pace hastened when he noticed my body
twitch and jerk with pleasure. His hips drove into my post orgasmic
clit, causing it to erupt with a frenzy of intense, almost painful
bursts of tickles. As I tried to ignore the overwhelming sensation,
I felt his nails dig deep into my shoulders. He let out a deep sigh
and I felt the swell of his cock within as he shot his seed into
me. Without pulling out, he collapsed on top of my body and
breathed deeply. After a few moments he gave me a kiss on the cheek
then climbed off of me and hopped into the shower. Not feeling as
clean as I should after having spent so much time in the bath, I
quickly stood up and hopped into the spacious shower with him.

As we stood under the water in each other’s
arms, letting the hot rain run in jagged streams down our skin,
Emmett leaned in close and whispered softly in my ear.

“I hate to ruin the mood, but I think it’s
time for our talk.”

After all the excitement, I had completely
forgotten the real reason we had ended up in the bathroom together.
“What? What is it?”

Emmett sighed deeply. “I’m not actually sure
how to begin. I guess you know now about my mother. I loved her
deeply. And a few days ago I was looking through an old photo album
when I found something. Something that makes our secret little
meeting all the more important.”

“Well you have my attention. What was
it?”

“Well I dropped the album and one of the
pictures shook loose. My mom had written a bunch of things on the
back. At first I thought it was just a recap of the picture, but
then I realized it was a journal entry. It was dated over ten years
ago. I got curious so I took all of the photos out and she had
written on almost all of them.”

“She used it as a journal then?”

“I suppose she wanted to write all of her
thoughts down in a place she knew my father wouldn’t find them. I
didn’t see him as a monster back then, but I’m sure he was.”

“So what does a secret journal have to do
with us?”

Emmett pushed away from me and stared me
straight in the eyes, giving me a look as cold as I had ever
seen.

“Because Ellie, I think my Father may have
murdered my Mom.”




Chapter Four

I was stunned.

“Holy shit Emmett why would you even think
something like that! Your Dad may be an ass but I can’t see him as
a killer. What makes you think something like that?”

“Hear me out Ell. After I found the secret
journal I looked for more. In a box in the attic I found two more
photo albums with secret entries as well as some of my mother’s old
diaries. I pieced everything together last night and it chronicled
everything. It started with her suspecting my dad of cheating with
his intern and went all the way up to right before her death. She
actually wrote fearing what he was going to do to her when she
decided to file for divorce. She said she was worried for her
life.”

“I still don’t see the jump to murder
Emmett. I’ll admit that secret diaries are pretty damn weird but it
doesn’t prove anything.”

“Ellie it doesn’t matter if it’s true. My
mom was the sweetest person I knew. And it’s not just the memories
of a little boy. Everyone who ever knew her said the same thing.
Those journal entries read like things out of a nightmare. People
were following her. Calling her on the phone and hanging up. Things
started disappearing.”

Emmett took a deep breath.

“I know it sounds crazy Ellie but if I know
one thing that is true, it’s that my Father would never let
anything jeopardize his political career. My mother divorcing him
and exposing his infidelity would have done that. She was killed in
a hit and run on the way to pick me up from school. They never
found the driver, never found the car. My Dad used her death to get
elected to the Senate. You might not believe me but I know it’s
true.”

We stood in silence, separated by the stream
of water from the showerhead. I leaned against the cold tiles of
the shower as I let the new information sink in.

Could Emmett be right? It’s clear his Dad
will go to length to make sure his career remains picture perfect.
I wouldn’t be here if he didn’t.

“Alright Emmett. I’m not sure what’s going
on but you have me freaked out. Does your Dad know you are snooping
around?”

“No, I am pretty sure he is none the wiser.
As for the books, I was worried someone else would stumble upon
them so I took it and put them in a safety deposit box at my
bank.”

I leaned in and hugged him. “Are we
safe?”

“I think so for now. As long as we don’t
throw anymore wrenches into my Dad’s campaign.”

I buried my head into his shoulder, letting
the water once again cascade down my body. The warmth of the wet
needles on my skin calmed my shaken nerves.

“I’m so sorry I was bitchy. I had no clue.
Please forgive me.”

“I do Ellie, don’t worry. This is why you
need to behave. I’m trying to figure out a way for us to get out
from under my Dad, but it’s going to take time. So I need you to
just stay calm and continue planning the wedding like my father
wants. Please don’t freak out like that again.”

“I’ll try to control my emotions
better.”

Emmett kissed me on the forehead and stepped
out of the shower, leaving me alone under the hot, steamy
water.

“Going somewhere?” I asked.

“I need to clear my head. I might go for a
run. I’ll be back in a bit. I love you Ellie.”

But before I could respond with a love you
of my own, I heard the bathroom door close. I sat underneath the
relaxing spray of the shower for awhile longer, thinking over what
Emmett had just old me. First it was the media, and then his
father’s controlling ways, and now the specter of murder hung heavy
over my head. For the thousandth time since Emmett had come into my
life, I was left thinking how strange and complicated my life had
become. But even now, I had to admit that I was far happier than I
ever thought I would be.




Chapter Five

“Get up sleepy head, come on wake up!”

I felt a nudging on my arm and opened my
eyes.

“Oh you’re back Emmett! I must have dozed
off.”

I kicked off the warm, red fleece blanket
that I had curled around myself while watching TV. I had tried to
stay awake, waiting for him to return, but as the hours grew late I
found it harder and harder to fight off the heaviness of my
eyelids. I stretched out and yawned deeply, catching Emmett staring
at my chest in the process as my back arched and pushed my well
endowed breasts outward.

“Good then! You will be nice and awake for
our surprise date night. Come on, get dressed.”

I looked at him suspiciously. He was dressed
casual in jeans and hooded sweatshirt. He also seemed a bit
nervous. Clearly he wasn’t planning on running into any
photographers tonight. I wondered what he had planned. And there
was only one way to find out.

“Okay, lemme get dressed.”

Emmett clapped his hands together as I moved
slowly towards the bedroom.

“Chop chop! Since Dad is out of town
campaigning I talked security into letting us have a little private
time, kind of. They promised to wait outside the restaurant.”

I smiled at Emmett as I put on a pair of
jeans and a tight black shirt. I was happy to be able to wear
something more my style, but even the simplest of my outfits had
built-in shape wear. I smiled as I caught a glimpse of myself in
the mirror. Plump, but pleasantly so. I slipped into a pair of
black boots and held out my hand, letting Emmett lead me to the
waiting town car.

I slid onto the soft leather of the back
seat and buckled up. The low hum of the engine and the scenery
passing by was calming. We sat in silence, with my head on his
shoulder, both of us staring out the window at the passing lights.
After about fifteen minutes of driving, the scenery started to
become really familiar.

“Huh. Is there a new restaurant in my old
part of town or something?”

“You’ll see.”

“Look! It’s Pine Street Deli! I wonder how
Lanie is doing.”

The driver pulled to the curb and Emmett
quickly jumped out of the car. His hand reached back through the
door and his head dipped below the roof, letting me see his large
smile.

“Well? You coming?”

I laughed and grabbed his outstretched hand,
letting him guide me from the backseat.

“Our dream date is at my old work? Did you
bring Chinese again?” I asked Emmett.

“Just let the night happen, there is no need
for questions.”

He linked arms with mine and as we moved
closer to the door, it opened quickly and I saw Lanie holding it
ajar. My heart jumped as I saw my best friend waiting for us. It
was already well past closing time, so I knew Lanie was here for a
reason.

I escaped from Emmett’s grasp and ran to
give my friend a hug. She leaned in to me and whispered in m
year.

“Emmett told me everything. I’m so sorry
you’ve been going through all this shit alone.”

Emmett nodded at our security team and shut
the door behind us. I looked out the window and saw them standing
guard outside the very same window where I had seen the fateful
flash of a camera a month ago. I looked over at Emmett and saw him
drawing what must have been newly installed shades on all of the
windows.

I begin to fill up with happiness as I
looked around the old place. One of the tables was adorned with a
beautiful daisy centerpiece and two flickering candles.

Lanie slowly backed away from me and turned
on her professional persona. “Hi there! My name is Lanie and I’ll
be your waitress this evening. Please follow me this way; we have a
nice table over here.”

I glared at Emmett in with mock anger. “Is
this where you went on your run?”

He just shrugged his shoulders at me.

I turned my attention to Lanie. “Okay
waitress, what are your specials this evening?”

“I’m glad you asked ma’am. Our special today
is take out from Szechuan Palace down the street. But I will start
you out with a glass of white zinfandel. On the house.”

She grabbed two soda cups from behind the
deli counter and filled them each halfway.

“Thank you Lanie.”

She nodded at me and headed into the
kitchen. She arrived a few minutes later with two paper plates.
While our dinnerware wasn’t fancy and the food was cheap, the
throwback to our first date was making my eyes water. This meant
more to me than a night out at the best restaurant in town.

“If you need anything just yell for me, I’ll
be back there.”

I smiled at her and mouthed thank you. She
returned my smile and cheerfully bounced away to the back.

There was one clear difference in tonight’s
date compared to our previous meal a month ago.

“You figured out chopsticks!” I said as I
watched Emmett pick up a piece of orange chicken between the two
pieces of bamboo.

“I wouldn’t go that far. I’m not in danger
of poking my own eye out anymore though so that’s a small
improvement.”

I watched as he lifted the piece of chicken
towards his mouth, and burst out laughing when it fell from between
the chopsticks before reaching his lips. The piece of chicken
bounced off of his white sweatshirt, leaving a golden brown stain
in the middle of the garment.

“Nice one. Food goes in your mouth you
know.” I couldn’t stop laughing.

Emmett grabbed the plastic fork sitting next
to his plate and tossed the chopsticks over his shoulder. “I tried.
I think I’ll just stick with ol’ pokey here.”

He jabbed the plastic fork down into the
middle of his plate, and managed to break one of the spines in the
process. The ridiculousness of the night was a welcome relief from
the fake existence I had found myself trapped in for the past
month. This was real, and I never wanted the night to end.

I could see the candlelight flicker when I
looked into Emmett’s azure eyes. I felt ashamed. I had been so
whiny and selfish earlier. Emmett was going through hell and I was
not making it any easier. Through it all he still managed to be the
sweetest boyfriend imaginable.

“Oh Emmett, I don’t deserve this, I’ve been
awful today.”

He reached across the table and held my
hand. His soft touch made the thousands of butterflies in my
stomach flutter in unison.

“Ellie you’re human. Off days are bound to
happen. And making you happy makes me happy. I’d catch a falling
star for you if that’s what you wanted. I’m deeply in love with
you.”

Our eyes were locked and I couldn’t tear
myself away from his gaze. I don’t know how long I looked into his
eyes, battling the urge to cry as my emotions bubbled over, but it
was long enough that I hadn’t noticed Lanie take away our empty
dishes and cups.

“Ellie, I know we have an uphill battle to
fight, but I’d like to think that what we have is worth the journey
and the tears it might bring. Hell, if my father can’t drive us
apart, I’m not sure anything can.”

Lanie came back with a small pink bakery
box. It looked just like the one he had given me on my birthday on
that first day of our rocky relationship. Emmett let go of my
hand.

“Open it up.”

I began to open the top flap and thought I
saw something sparkle from within. I closed the flap in disbelief
and looked at Emmett who had moved from his seat and was now down
on one knee. I couldn’t contain the happiness any longer and my
eyes welled up before the tears started streaming down. I opened
the box once more and saw a modest diamond set on a white gold band
atop a chocolate cupcake with pink frosting.

“Could you pass me the cupcake sweetie?”

I nodded my head and slowly handed the box
to Emmett, careful not to let my shaking hands drop the precious
cargo within. I watched as he removed the ring and licked the tiny
bit of frosting off of the band.

“You are stubborn, you’re emotional, and you
make awful sandwiches. But you are also kind and loving and have
put up with all of the crazy around us just to stay with me. You
are the woman I have always wanted Ellie, and I want to keep
sharing my days with you. A life without you is not a life I would
like to have. I’m sorry for my Father, but I promise things will
get better.”

Emmett reached out and grabbed my hand.

“Eleanor Worthing, would you be my wife? For
real this time?”

I couldn’t speak. I was choked up and my
vision was blurry from the constant stream of happy tears spilling
from the corners of my eyes. I just nodded my head while he slipped
the huge rock forced onto us by his Father from my finger and
replaced it with the far more modest one he chosen for me. He put
the other ring into a velvet box and slipped it into his
pocket.

“That is going back from whence it came and
I don’t care what my Dad says about it.”

I hugged him tightly as he stood up, burying
my tear stained face into his shoulder. When I lifted my head, I
saw Lanie across the room clutching a square box of tissues. This
night, this place, and these two people meant so much to me and I
couldn’t put into words just how happy I was that Emmett had made
this all happen.

This was the first step in our real life
together. This moment right now, right here. I pulled myself away
from Emmett long enough to beckon Lanie over with a wave of my arm.
She came running, and I hugged them both at the same time. I wished
that this moment would last forever, but I knew as soon as our
group hug was over that I would have to go back to living a double
life in a house that wasn’t mine. But now I was going back with the
knowledge that the people who mattered to me most knew what I was
going through and would be there for me when I needed it. This was
real start of my new life, and right now, I couldn’t have been
happier.
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her deli daily just to see her. She is even more shocked when
Emmett admits that her sexy curves are all that he can think
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But Ellie's insecurities and Emmett's
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begins. When a strange man interrupts their first date, Ellie is
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Although Ellie and Emmett's love is brand
new, Ellie can't remember a time when she was happier. But dark
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When her husband leaves on an extended
business trip, Samantha Wheeler seeks a job to keep herself busy.
But when she attracts the interest of a powerful and sexy
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the husband who is never home, or bow down to the allure and power
of her new boss who will do anything to have her.

This story contains vivid sex dreams, light
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Excerpt

…“This is as far as
I go. Mr. Chapman wanted to talk to you alone. Don’t worry and good
luck.”

This was turning sideways on me as I found
myself being pushed into the car by both Diane and the driver. I
was unsure if I should have resisted the forced attempt to get me
into the vehicle, but I saw no immediate danger in getting into the
backseat. I climbed in and was seated before I lifted my head to
see the man sitting next to me. To my right, the door slammed shut.
Through the tinted window, I could see Diane waving at me
slowly.

I waved back, but I didn’t think she could
see me through the heavily tinted pane of glass. As I was trying to
attract her attention, the care pulled away from the curb, and I
noticed for the first time that the backseat smelled strongly of a
scent I had run into early in the day. I turned my head quickly and
was surprised by the man I saw sitting next to me. I had expected a
fat old man, but instead the handsome stranger from the elevator
sat to my left, smiling at me. The same man who only an hour ago I
had fantasized about while on my way to a job interview.

“Hello Samantha. I must say I was awfully
disappointed when you turned down my job offer. People don’t often
tell me no.”

I looked at his handsome face. His blue eyes
stared directly at me, waiting for an excuse for my behavior.

“I… I’m sorry Sir, I just didn’t think I
would be a good match for y…”

Before I knew it, the warm smile Mr. Chapman
had been wearing only moments earlier had morphed into a mask of
rage. I felt his hands on my body as he yanked me across his lap.
His strong hands pinned me down against the seat. I felt my skirt
being unzipped before having it slid down off of my round butt. A
finger dipped under the waistline of my underwear and soon my bare
ass was hanging out in the open in the backseat of the car.

The action was so sudden and unexpected that
I couldn’t think of anything that could have stopped this savage
attack. I laid across the backseat of the car, with my stomach
pressed into his knees. If being thrown across a man’s knee in a
moving car wasn’t strange enough, I soon felt his strong hands
slapping against my backside. The stinging sensations from his
repeated blows on my bare bottom were painful, but I had no idea
how to properly respond. I felt tears roll down my cheeks as my ass
grew warm and red. The blows continued to rain down hard and fast
against my unprotected cheeks.

As quickly as the surprising attack began,
it was over. Chapman pushed me back up into a sitting position. My
skirt and panties were still down around my knees. The cold touch
of the leather seats against my swollen butt sent shivers up my
spine. I tried to lift myself off the seat using my hands, but his
hand dropped to my shoulder and pushed me back down. I was afraid
to move, the tears were still flowing from my face, but I made no
effort to wipe them away. I simply sat, staring straight ahead,
half nude from the waist down as my skirt and panties lost the war
with gravity and sank down around my ankles….
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