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Chapter One

 


Beautiful trees of brilliant yellow and
orange hues seemed to whiz by as the town car sped down the
interstate. The crisp autumn chill in the air added to my gleeful
demeanor. My new love Emmett was taking me on a surprise outing. He
wouldn’t give me any details, but I knew I would probably enjoy
it.

Fall had always been my favorite season and
this was the very beginning of it. That meant I had about three
more months to enjoy the fading of the leaves and the brisk air. I
had the best childhood memories from this time of year. I
remembered the satisfying crunch of maple leaves under my black
Mary Jane shoes as I walked to school. I could taste the warm tangy
goodness of my mother’s homemade cider. I smiled at the thought of
jumping into the leaf piles with my older brother. The overall warm
and fuzzy feeling I had because of the season, combined with the
rush of my unexpected romance had me as happy as I had ever
been.

“I hope you’re looking forward to some
delicious fare Ell. I’m taking you to one of the most exclusive
places in town.”

“Hmmmm... We are in the middle of a forest
preserve. What posh café could you be taking me to?”

“We’re almost there.” He reached out and held
my hand while I just smiled.

I was nervous about being in public together.
It was an odd feeling, being so deeply in love with someone,
especially after only two days, but also having to balance that
love with the thought of being criticized by the media. As much as
I was enjoying the car ride to our unknown destination, I was
having trouble not thinking about last night when we met in the
deli. I kept seeing the camera flash in the deli window. I kept
reliving this morning when Lanie woke me up to show me that my half
nude body, with all of it’s imperfections, was front page news.

But Emmett’s arrival a few hours ago to my
tiny apartment changed everything. I now knew why my rounded figure
was front page worthy. Why Emmett was being followed last night by
paparazzi. His father was about to be selected for the Vice
Presidential slot on Candidate Weller’s ticket. Now I was in the
spotlight just for knowing Emmett.

We turned onto a dirt road and I instantly
spotted water glistening in the distance, framed by burnt red maple
trees. Emmett turned left onto a cobblestone driveway and I saw a
rustic one story cabin overlooking the clear blue water of the
secluded lake. He parked the car and like the gentleman he was, he
opened my door and helped me out.

The cabin didn’t look like much. It was
fairly large, but judging by the cracking wood exterior and the
piles of leaves blown against the house, this getaway spot had seen
better days. We walked up the steps together, hand in hand. The
faded wood groaned with each step we took. I looked at Emmett
questioningly but he simply smiled back at me and pulled me
onwards.

The wooden door of the cabin creaked open and
I was shocked at the interior. The common façade did not match the
decadent décor inside. I had expected cobwebs and deer heads, and
instead was greeted by sparkling hard wood floors, large scenic
paintings of nature and one impressively large stone fireplace.

Emmett pulled out his key chain and pressed a
button. A swooshing sound filled the air for a second and a fire
bloomed within the stone confines of the hearth. I stared
transfixed at the flames as they darted and danced between the logs
stacked within the recess. The startling showmanship excited me.
The flames warmed the room up nicely while my mind wandered to
thoughts of Emmett and I intertwined in front of the fireplace.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“This is better than any restaurant. Thank
you for bringing me here.”

“I’m glad you like it. This is where I come
to clear my head. It’s my home away from home.”

I wanted to see more so I kept walking. I
passed through a small dining room with a hand carved cedar dining
set filling the center of the space. I ran my hand over the
polished wood as I continued towards the open door on the far side
of the room. My mouth opened wide as I looked through the door at
the speckled gray granite and the gorgeous stainless steel of the
top of the line kitchen. The kitchen looked like it cost a small
fortune but the best part of the whole room was the wall of windows
that faced the lake and the colorful forest.

Emmett snuck up behind me and wrapped his
arms around my waste. His lips tenderly went up my neck, eventually
landing on my lips. He turned me around and I looked deep into his
steely blue gray eyes.

“You know this has never been seen by anyone
else. Well, minus the team that built it. This is my solace and I
wanted to share it with you.” He leaned in again for a kiss.

I met him half way, bringing my face in
close, waiting for our lips to meet. Tingles shot through my body
as we touched. While we had just spent a wonderful sex filled
morning together in my apartment, I wanted nothing more than to let
Emmett take me right here on the kitchen floor. As our kiss
lingered, I took a breath in through my nose, drawing in the
wonderful smell of pine needles and leather that hung in the air
around Emmett wherever he went. And after seeing where he spent his
free time, I understood why he smelled of such wonderful
scents.

Between his smell, his touch, and his
piercing eyes, I wanted him to bend me over the table and have his
way with me. But Emmett had shown me this morning that when it came
to sex, he was the one in control. The idea of his strong hands
roaming all over my body, guiding me into position, moistened my
panties. I pressed my body against Emmett, trying to signal how
badly I wanted him right now but he was either oblivious or was
teasing me on purpose. Instead of reciprocating my desire, he just
continued planting tiny, heart rate increasing kisses up and down
my neck, pausing occasionally to tickle my earlobe with his probing
tongue.

I couldn’t take it anymore. “I want you right
now!”

Emmett pulled away from me, holding me at
arm’s length. His eyes drilled into me. “I know you do, but we work
on my timetable not yours. Now be a good girl and keep quiet.”

Instead of upsetting me, his attitude only
served to increase my desire for him. Emmett was soft and sweet
while in public, while being strong and dominant behind closed
doors. And he managed it without violence, without a raised voice.
His touches were never cold and clinical, and I craved every second
of contact with him. I never thought I could want someone so badly.
Emmett was as near to perfect as I could imagine.

Our make out session continued unabated for
another ten minutes. My nipples were as hard as diamonds at this
point and wanted nothing more than his soft hands to slowly touch
my pink disks. My wanting hole likewise begged for attention. I
tried to grind myself against Emmett’s hard body, but he caught on
to my actions almost immediately and would shift his body from side
to side, keeping me from my uncontrolled desire to dry hump him
into submission.

Emmett pulled away from me once more. “I
think you’re good and ready now. Show me what a good girl you are
and get down onto your knees.”

I stared into his eyes and saw love in them,
hidden behind mock indifference. I smiled at his game and slowly
lowered myself to my knees, dragging my hands down from his
shoulders and across his torso. I never broke eye contact as I sunk
to the floor.

“I’m your good girl. Now what would you like
me to do?” I asked.

He smiled. “I think you know what I want you
to do. And while you’re doing that, I want you to take your hand,
slip it into your panties, and touch yourself. Show me how much you
want this.”

That was my cue. I nearly tore the buckle off
of his belt in my haste to get his pants down. My fingers worked
quickly but clumsily in my excited state and I struggled to free
his bulging cock from under his boxers. When I finally managed to
pull his rock hard dick from his pants, I wasn’t sure where to
begin. I was amazed at the sight of his member. This was not the
first time his cock had been in close proximity to one of my holes,
but when he took me this morning it had been from behind.

I hesitated too long for Emmett. One of his
strong hands dipped between my neck and the thick chained Tiffany
choker he had given me this morning. He tugged on the necklace,
pulling me towards an empty chair a few feet away. I struggled to
keep my balance, but ended up making the short journey on all
fours. He sat down and pulled me up between his legs with my hands
resting on his thighs. His cock bobbed up and down in front of
me.

“Now Ellie, we’ll try again. Show me how much
you want to be with me.”

I wasted no time showing my desires. With my
left hand I grabbed the base of his dick, while my right hand shot
down into my panties. My hand moved quickly over my throbbing clit,
with my fingers brushing against my dripping pussy with each
stroke. I turned my attention to Emmett while continuing to
pleasure myself. I stroked his shaft up and down with my left hand,
watching his face for signs of approval.

But apparently a hand job wasn’t what Emmett
had in mind. His fist once again clenched the Tiffany choker and
his hand pulled my head in closer to his erect member. He lined my
mouth up with his tip, and the meaning could not have been clearer.
I opened my mouth, making my pouty lips into a circle, and pushed
my head forward onto his dick.

The tip of his cock pushed past my lips. The
ridge of his mounded dome felt slightly rough as it moved into my
mouth. Once the tip had cleared my lips, my tongue moved into
action. I licked and tickled every millimeter of his tip, letting
my tongue slide over the rougher ridge of his head before sliding
either upwards towards his tip, or downwards across his shaft. I
began to bob my head up and down, letting his shaft slide in and
out of my mouth, but never letting his head pass from between my
lips.

Meanwhile my right hand was now slick with my
own wetness. I had given up on simply stroking my throbbing clit.
Now I was alternating between quick, explosive strokes and slower
penetration. It had happened accidentally at first, with one of my
fingers catching against the panties and bouncing back into my
hole, but the feeling felt great. Now I was dipping three fingers
at a time inside of my wanting pussy, curling them back and forth,
tickling myself from the inside. And while my fingers were nestled
deep within me, my thumb was slowly massaging my constantly aching
clit.

Emmett’s eyes were rolling about and his hips
were gyrating in rhythm with my head bobs. My pussy felt fulfilled
and the pleasure was building inside of me. I knew within the next
minute that my actions would cause both of us to come, and the
thought of it only increased my pace. And then it happened.

Knock knock knock!

I pushed away from Emmett’s hard cock and
looked at him with a wry smile. “Never seen by anyone else huh?
Guess that’s a neighbor by for a cup of sugar?”

“What the hell? I swear to you I didn’t make
that up. No one knows about this place!”

We sighed in tandem as we both stood up and
adjusted our clothing before moving to answer the door.

“Is this what your life is always like? Are
we going to be interrupted every time we touch?” I asked.

With his hand on the knob, Emmett turned
towards me and shook his head. “This is new to me too.”

The knob turned slowly and the door swung on
its creaky hinges for the second time today. Standing outside was a
tall, thin man in an impeccable Italian suit and slicked back
blonde hair. He looked disgusted by his surroundings, or possibly
the present company. When I looked to Emmett, he didn’t look too
happy about this man presence either.

“How did you know where I was? Nobody knows
about this place,” Emmett demanded.

 


The thin man shrugged. “I don’t want to be
here anymore than you want me here. I feel just foul and I just
know my shoes are going to get scuffed up. I am here because your
father sent me.”

Emmett’s face turned from anger to surprise.
“I never told him about this place and I used my personal accounts
to build it. How did he know?”

The blonde man cackled. “You really are dense
aren’t you? You may have paid for this wooden waste in the middle
of a field, but you came here in a family car. We have GPS in all
of them Emmett. If you would have just answered your phone instead
of running off into the woods with your chubby trollop you could
have saved me the trip.”

Emmett squeezed my hand tightly. A vein in
his neck was throbbing and the anger on his face was back, fiercer
than ever.

“Cameron you have about five seconds before I
toss you and your suit into the lake. Why are you here?”

“You father wants you at the convention
tonight,” Cameron looked on me with distain, “and leave your booty
call here. She has embarrassed your father enough for the
week.”

“You better watch your tone Cameron. Ellie
isn’t a booty call, and I won’t be bullied by you or my father into
who I may have a serious relationship with.”

“Hmmm serious you say?” Emmett pulled out his
smart phone. “Phew! Three bars. I was worried there would be no
service here.” He began to speedily text away on his phone.

“If that’s my dad you can tell him I’m not
coming tonight.”

Cameron ignored him.

“I’m serious Cameron. I’m not leaving Ellie
alone so I can sit around with you all night.”

Cameron just kept typing on the tiny
keyboard. He put on a fake smile and shifted his head to the side
to get a better look at me. His eyes dropped back down to his phone
while shaking his head. After about a minute he looked up and
started talking to Emmett as if he was the only one there.

“Okay, she will join you tonight. But you two
need to get to the convention center stat because the style team
will have their work cut out for them.” Cameron snickered to
himself as he walked back to his car.

I sighed loudly. I knew Emmett’s father was
going to be a thorn in our side, but I thought we would have at
least gotten a day before his political ambitions started ruining
our time together. Now the worst case scenario was occurring. I had
anxiety just dealing with the lunch rush crowds at the deli. I
wasn’t sure I could handle being paraded in front of the entire
country.

“Please don’t freak out,” said Emmett. He
took a deep breath. “You know my father is accepting the nomination
to be VP for Candidate Weller. Your job, along with me, my step
mom, and my half brother is to look supportive for my father in
front of the cameras. That’s it.”

His speech did little to calm my nerves. It
didn’t matter that I was relegated to nothing more than a stage
prop. I was still on stage. The headlines about me this morning
were bad enough. I didn’t want to invite even more scrutiny.

“I don’t know if I can do this Emmett. I know
I said I would, but it’s just so much so fast.” I was on the verge
of tears.

Emmett brushed his hand over my cheek while
he tenderly kissed my forehead. “Ellie, you’re beautiful and smart,
and you will be fine tonight. Just be yourself and everyone will
love you as much as I do.”

His sweet gesture and tender touch actually
helped to settle my nerves. Emmett looked back into the cabin
longingly before shutting the door and grabbing my hand once
more.

“So much for breakfast,” he said as he shook
his head. “I’m zero and two for romantic meals together so
far.”

I didn’t answer. I just stared in fright at
nothing.

“Come on scardy cat.” He said as he guided me
to the car.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I
wanted this. I wanted to be with Emmett. It’ll be fine.




Chapter Two

 


Emmett nudged my shoulder, waking me from my
fitful slumber. I couldn’t believe I had actually fallen asleep on
the drive. But I had to admit I felt a little better after my short
nap. My heavy eyes opened to see the oil stained concrete in a
parking garage. There were men in black suits wearing headsets
standing on either side of the car. One of them opened my door and
motioned me to follow him.

“Ellie, I’ll see ya later, and don’t worry
sweets.” His words echoed off the concrete.

The burly security guard seemed focused on
his mission and didn’t utter one word to me. Although he didn’t
talk, he seemed nice. Every door we came to, he would move ahead to
hold it open, waiting for me to walk through, always giving me a
small smile when I passed. He exuded a calm confidence but he was
one more reminder that I had stepped into a life far away from the
one I had been living only yesterday.

I had been here once before for a country
concert a few months ago. But now I was backstage, and somewhere in
the mass of rooms there was a style team waiting for me. I was no
longer a face in the crowd. I was now walking down the same back
passages with security details just like my favorite singer
probably had a few months ago. This was becoming a surreal
experience.

After a few minutes of walking we stopped in
front of an unmarked blue door and my silent bodyguard pushed it
open. From inside I heard the undistinguishable chatter of multiple
voices. But the room became silent as I stepped across the
threshold. All eyes turned towards me and I froze, staring back at
assorted men and women standing around a brightly lit vanity.

I turned to see if the guard was coming in,
but without me even asking I watched his head shake back and forth
atop his thick neck. It looked like I was on my own.

“Thank you,” I said to him as he walked
away.

I walked further into the small room while
the small crowd of four stared at me and sized me up. I hated
feeling judged. I felt the beginnings of a panic attack coming on
as my breaths quickened and my heart raced. The negative thoughts
came pouring in. I bet they are disappointed to have to work
with a girl like me. I hope they have clothes bigger than a size
five. What does Emmett see in me? Am I going to get laughed off the
stage? To calm down I closed my eyes and breathed deeply.

A familiar scent hit my nose as I did so. It
was a smell that I found comforting but didn’t know why until a
hand landed on my shoulder and a voice whispered into my ear. “Hey
Ell, how ya been?”

“Lanie, you’re here? How did you? What?”

“Emmett called the deli and filled me in. He
was worried about you and thought you could use a friend while he
dealt with his dad. He called while you two were on the way over.
Mentioned you were pretty much catatonic.”

I spun around and embraced Lanie. This past
year she had always found a way to be there for me when I needed a
friend. My stress level fell just from being around her and I
started to get my head again.

“I’m here for you Ell . Don’t worry about a
thing. This crew is here to make you shine like a diamond. Before
they start do you need anything?”

My stomach growled loud enough for the entire
room to hear. We looked at each other and giggled at the gurgly
noise.

“There is a craft station down the hall. I’ll
find you something to eat.”

Lanie went snack hunting, leaving me alone
with the style team. They began to talk amongst themselves,
discussing just how they planned on making me presentable to the
country. I zoned out the chatter and thought of Emmett. I couldn’t
believe he had the insight to call my best friend for support. I
didn’t know how he did it, but Emmett seemed to know just what to
do to make me happy. Just thinking of him sent tingles down my
spine. At this very moment, I wanted nothing more than to be in his
arms, with his hands roaming over my body.

I was snapped back to reality by all the
commotion that had started around me. One of the team members
walked me over and sat me in a comfy styling chair. My scrunchie
was tugged out, causing my chestnut hair to drape over my shoulders
and blow into my eyes. My feet were removed from my running shoes
and placed into a hot bubbly bath. My hands were in the process of
a manicure and someone began to massage all of the tension from my
shoulders. As the style team worked hard on making sure I looked
good and felt great, I couldn’t help but think. Maybe this isn’t
so bad.

Lanie came back a few minutes later with an
assortment of fruit and pastries. There was no way I was able to
feed myself so she squeezed her small frame between the stylists
and began to hand feed me as if I was a toddler. It was comical but
it showed me what a true friend she was. When a bit of the glazed
sugar from my crueler flaked onto my chin, she was there to brush
it off me. She really was the older sister I never had.

One of the stylists put a gel filled mask
over my eyes, leaving me deprived of my sight while the team danced
around me. The strong smell of the nail polish burned at my nose,
intermingling with the soft scent of the powdery makeup being
applied to my face. I heard scissors snipping away at my hair. I
felt the hot wax strip being placed on my calves and the tug as the
linen strips were pulled away. It felt like someone removed a
hundred band aids from my skin at the same time.

Lanie sat patiently on a stool near me,
occasionally pressing a grape against my lips, but otherwise being
as quiet as she could. I tried to pry out details of what was going
on right now from Lanie, but she wouldn’t comment on any of it.

“Come on, just gimme a hint! I wanna know
what I should expect,” I whined to her.

“Be patient. You will like it, that's all I’m
gonna say to you.”

“Fine,” I sighed. “Just make sure I still
look like myself when they are done.”

“Oops! Maybe I should’ve spoken up at the
black lip stick and pink highlights.”

“Not funny.”

“It’s a little funny.”

One of the stylists removed the gel mask and
after my eyes adjusted, I could see that one of them was holding
out my wardrobe for the night. I wasn’t impressed by the clothing
selection and started to freak out. The outfit consisted of a
matronly navy blue dress on a hanger, matching blue ballet flats,
nude pantyhose, and some kind of girdle bra combo thing.

“Lanie, I think they’re trying to make me
look like a librarian or something.”

“Ell, at least give it a try. I mean it
doesn’t look like a piece you would normally wear, but they’ve been
spot on with everything else so far. These folks are professionals.
Put it on first, then you can complain.”

I understood that I was attending a political
event in support of Emmett’s dad, but I wanted to come off as
youthful, not whatever this get up was. I took a deep breath as I
began to disrobe. Well I’ve come this far. Might as well go all
the way.




Chapter Three

 


I was now fully dressed and breathing had
become a bit of a chore because of the tightness of the girdle. But
I was made up and ready to go. I was in disbelief when I glanced in
the mirror the first time. I had never felt so elegant in my life.
When they handed me the navy blue boat neck dress, I freaked a
little. It looked like something my grandmother would’ve worn. But
now I knew to never question the motives of a style team.

The dress was elegant and accentuated my
curves without looking trampy. The bustier girdle smoothed out my
sides and stomach nicely and the bra kept my large breasts in
check. The shoes were surprisingly cute and comfortable. And since
they weren’t three inches high like my normal “nice” shoes, I
wouldn’t be walking awkwardly like a baby giraffe on national
television. I wouldn’t say I was sexy in the outfit, but I was
attractive.

My thick hair was done in a sophisticated up
doo with wavy tendrils dropping down either side of my head,
framing my round face. My makeup was simple and tasteful. The old
adage of make it look like you aren’t wearing any at all seemed to
hold true. My skin glowed with youthful exuberance. I still looked
like myself, just the more elegant version.

“So Ell, what’s the verdict?” asked
Lanie.

“Ohh Lanie, I feel beautiful.”

“You’ve been beautiful since I met you, I’m
glad you are finally seeing it too.”

I reached out and gave her a hug, being extra
careful to not accidentally wipe my foundation on her sweater.

“Lanie, you are like the sister I never
had.”

The style team kept working, and I wasn’t
quite sure how much time had passed, but suddenly Lanie spoke up.
“Oh, I gotta go sweetie. I’m looking forward to see you on TV
later. Break a leg!”

I gave her a quick hug and she left.

I watched Lanie pass through the open door
and then I saw the quiet security guard from earlier. “It’s time
for me to escort you back stage Ms. Worthing,” he said in a deep
monotone voice. That was the last time I heard his voice that
night. We walked in silence through corridors and backrooms until
we found the others.

My eyes darted to Emmett immediately. He
looked as gorgeous and impeccably dressed as he always did. His
steely eyes locked with mine and he mouthed a single word. “Wow”. I
guess he approved of my makeover.

Behind Emmett stood Cameron. My heart had
skipped a beat when I saw Emmett, and had skipped another when I
saw Cameron, but for very different reasons. He was as snippy as
earlier, shouting out orders to all of us in the party. Luckily the
crowd on the other side of the stage door was roaring, so it was
fairly easy to drown him out. I smiled and nodded, pretending like
I knew what the hell was going on.

A thin elegant blond in a plum colored
pantsuit came over to me. She leaned in close and spoke loudly into
my ear. “You must be Eleanor. I’m Candice, Emmett’s step mom. You
look stunning! Emmett has been telling me all about you.”

“Thank you,” I shouted back.

I smiled, but at the same time felt awful.
Emmett had told me nothing about his family. He might have been
good at cheering me up, but his secretive nature revolving around
his family was something we were going to have to work on.

“Oh and this is Emerson,” she added.

I looked to her side and saw an adorable boy
with spiky hair, wearing the same suit as Emmett. I knew he had a
half brother but I imagined them being closer in age. The little
tyke couldn’t have been a day over six.

Candice waved bye and walked across the room
to stand next to her husband. I thought I was going to get to meet
him next, but instead he looked over at me and gave me the nod with
a cold look on his face. That was it. I assumed his mind was racing
because of his big announcement so I let it go.

Emmett moved to my side and I felt his hand
slide around my shoulder. A gentle kiss landed on my cheek seconds
later. I thought he was going to say something, but the stage door
opened before he got the chance.

A patriotic rock ballad played as we began to
walk through the door into the bright auditorium. The crowd cheered
and clapped while red, white, and blue balloons fell from overhead.
Emmett enclosed my hand in his as we went down the stage steps and
took our spots. We were taken to front row and sat next to more of
the security detail. I looked around and froze at the sight of
cameras all around us. Emmett could tell I was tense. “Ellie, just
relax and smile. I’m just as nervous as you are right now. Just
stay composed. We’ll work off this stress later just you and
me.”

The thought of what was to come made the
stress melt away. My mind became filled with dirty thoughts and my
clit began to throb. A few speeches and then some alone time.
Just the two of us, I thought to myself. A smile played over my
lips as I replayed our earlier fun back in my head.

His father took to the stand and began to
speak. My mind zoned him out to make room for fantasy. I
unconsciously grasped the necklace Emmett had given me yesterday,
running the silvered links between two fingers. Emmet took notice,
and his hand dropped to my thigh under the table. I felt his
fingers creep down to the hemline of my blue skirt, which ended
just above the knee. When he reached the end of the garment, his
hand reversed direction, sliding between my legs and pushing my
skirt up a little as his hand pushed closer to my sensitive
areas.

I bit my lip, trying to keep a straight face
while Emmett touched me tenderly under the table. I was acutely
aware that thousands upon thousands of people were watching this
event on TV, blissfully unaware that someone up on stage was being
driven mad by her boyfriend as he teased her mercilessly. But just
as suddenly as his hand had breached the inner sanctum of my
thighs, it withdrew. At the same moment, I heard my name blast out
of every speaker in the large hall. Emmett’s father was still
speaking.

“This young lady is Eleanor Worthing, and as
luck would have it, she’ll soon be my daughter-in-law. We were so
happy when my son and his fiancée told us the good news last week.
We’re so excited for the upcoming wedding and welcome her with open
arms into the family.”

The crowd roared and clapped. I became
overwhelmed as a spotlight fell over Emmett and I. When I looked
over at Emmett, he was as shocked as I was. His olive complexion
had drained of all color. He did his best to keep calm, but I could
feel the tears welling in the corners of my eyes. I only hoped the
cameras turned away from me before I started crying in earnest.

I sat as still as a statue for the rest of
the convention, my eyes never leaving the centerpiece in the middle
of our table. Engaged? We had only been together as a couple for a
day and a half. Things weren’t supposed to move this fast!




Chapter Four

 


Once the speech was over, Emmett grabbed hold
of my hand and quickly led me back to the room I had spent hours in
getting ready. We were not truly alone. Standing by the doorway
were two very large security guards and for the first time I
suspected that they were not for our protection, but to keep tabs
on us.

“I can’t believe the nerve of your father!
How could he?” I blurted out.

Emmett pinned me against the door, grabbed my
chin with one hand, and put two fingers over my mouth to keep me
quiet.

“My father is vindictive and will steam roll
anyone to get what he wants. This is his way of fixing the problem
we caused him.” He said in a low tone.

“By screwing with our lives? He can’t do
this.”

“Just give me time Ellie. We’ll figure
something out.”

Bam Bam Bam!

Another voice sounded from the other side of
the door. “Emmett! Son! I know you’re in there. I need to discuss
something with you. Open up!”

His father sounded friendly when he asked for
entry, yet Emmett held me protectively as he reached his hand out
to unlock the door.

The older Jacobs entered the room and
motioned for his security to stay outside. The second the door
closed behind him, his face morphed from a gentle smile to an evil
glare. He grabbed Emmett by the shirt collar and forcibly pushed me
to the ground, causing me to land uncomfortably on my tail
bone.

I sat stunned as I stared at the man in front
of me. He didn’t look like the same man who just spoke in front of
the packed auditorium of his struggles and family values and
claimed to welcome me into the Jacobs family.

I glanced at Emmett who looked like a scared
puppy about to get beat by his master. His father slapped him
across the face and quietly spoke so the entourage waiting outside
of the room couldn’t hear any of the venom being spewed.

“You and your disgusting pig of a girlfriend
are not going to ruin the campaign for me.” He pulled the collar
tighter, choking Emmett and then spoke in my direction. “You will
both do as I say or their will be consequences.”

He turned his gaze back to his son. “You
won’t go gallivanting around town anymore. Your cars are gone. You
will be driven around by one of my chauffeurs. I have one along
with your security waiting outside. I took measures to make sure I
always know where you are. Oh and you both will be living at my
estate. And don’t get any ideas, you will not ruin this for
me.”

His grip loosened on Emmett’s collar and
color began to return to his son’s face. His arm relaxed and he let
go moments later. With a deep breath and a quick smoothing out of
wrinkles on his suit, the Senator had once again dropped into his
public persona. He opened the door and looked at the now large
crowd sitting in the corridor. He grinned at the gaggle of cameras
and reporters outside.

“Let’s leave those lovebirds alone for a bit.
It’s been a big day for everyone.”

The door slammed behind him, leaving the two
of us alone.

Emmett had a look of grave concern on his
face. “Are you okay? Did he hurt you?” He grabbed me and hugged me
tightly. “I’m so sorry I got you mixed up in this.”

“Emmett, I’m freaked out. What the hell is
going on? Is he normally like that?”

“He’s a dangerous man. I feel crazy thinking
this, but I have other suspicions as well.”

“Like what?”

He leaned in and whispered into my ear, “I
will let you know when I feel we’re safe.”

“What are you talking about?” I squealed
loudly.

“Ell, please trust me, we will follow his
instructions until… until well… I’ll let you know. I‘m sure you
aren’t ready for the commitment he just thrust us into but please
oblige.” Emmett took deep breathes as he held me tight. “Just
please trust me, I’ve know my father and I know how he is. I don’t
want anything to happen to someone else I love.”

His statement scared me but at the time I
didn’t want to know what he meant by that.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and got on
my tippy toes so my lips could reach his. After I planted a soft
kiss on his lips, I whispered, “I will do whatever I need to keep
us both safe.” My lips kissed his cheek and I felt a salty tear
slip past my top lip and onto my tongue. “Oh Emmett, I’m so
sorry.”

I backed up to look at his blue grey eyes
welling up. “I don’t want to find out how far my father will go.”
He shuddered and was on the verge of a breakdown. For the past two
days it had been my eyes blurry with tears while Emmett was my
rock, but now he needed me. He buried his head down into my chest,
and I began softly stroking his back.

He regained his composure quickly.

“Thank you Ellie. I’m sorry that things
couldn’t have been simpler for us.”

“Good things never come easy,” I said. My
hand stroked against his cheek softly.

The touch was enough to reignite the flames
within Emmett. Where only seconds before he had buried his head
against my chest, now he was standing tall once more and I found
myself being guided in by his strong hand for another round of
kisses. Our lips pressed together and in no time at all my tongue
flitted in out of my mouth, searching for his counterpart.

I felt one of his hands graze the center of
my back as if it were looking for something. He found the stiff
line of fabric covering the zipper of my dress and traced his
finger all the way up until he found the pull tab. With a quick
motion and the sound of metal on metal, the zipper was pulled down,
leaving my back exposed. His hand slipped into the depression of my
lower back and began to caress it. But instead of his hand meeting
my soft skin, he was greeted to the soft lace of my bustier.

His lips parted from mine and he brushed his
hands over my shoulders gingerly, taking the tips of his fingers
and sliding them under the fabric of my dress. The comfortable
material lifted from my shoulders and slid down my arms before
gravity took over, causing the garment to pool at my feet.

Emmett took a few steps back. He looked me up
and down and bit his lip. “How did you know I can’t resist sexy
curves in lingerie?”

I giggled with a puzzled look on my face.
“Ummm this isn’t sexy lingerie. It’s a piece of shape wear.”

“Looks like lingerie to me and I like it, so
I don’t care what you call it.”

“Okay then,” I looked at him with big eyes.
“I’m wearing this for the pleasure of your eyes then.”

“I enjoy it because it’s oh so fun for me to
take off. Come here.”

I stepped out of the center of the dress and
kicked it away, flinging it halfway across the room.

He reached out for me and his hands slowly
went down my body until they found the top of my stockings. He
started sliding them down, lowering himself in the process. His
lips kissed down my leg until both the hose and my panties were
off. His lips grazed my ankle before making their way back up my
silky smooth leg.

His hands gently brushed the sides of my
thighs sent a tickly wave coursing through my body. His kisses, so
soft and tender, caused a longing in my loins. He stood back up and
held me close while he tried to take off my bustier. But this was
no average bra he could easily slip off. There were at least two
dozen hook and eyes he needed to unfasten.

One by one he undid them, reclaiming my body
from the shapewear inch by inch. I could feel myself able to
breathe again. When he only had a quarter of the hooks undone, my
luscious breasts broke free and spilled over, pushing the fabric of
the shapewear down.

When he saw my tits on display, a primal urge
came over him and with all of his might he ripped the bustier off
me, ruining the fasteners. He grabbed the small of my back and
brought me closer to his own. I felt his engorged cock under his
pants rub against me, teasing tiny moans from my lips.

His hands cupped my tits, which he massaged
and squeezed before he brought one to his mouth. My nipple puckered
at the feeling of his lips tenderly kissing it. But Emmett was not
about to forget that I had two lovely breasts. He twiddled and
twisted my other nipple between two fingers, causing my pussy to
grow even wetter. To show my thanks, I reached my hand down and
petted his erection, eliciting a throaty grunt in response.

He released my tits from his grip and stood
back up. I heard the clanking of brass as he undid his belt and
took off his pants and underwear. Then button by button, I was
exposed to more and more of his muscular physique that was kept
hidden behind his white undershirt. He pulled the thin cotton tee
over his head exposing all of his glory to me.

I got so caught up in his beauty that my
freshly manicured hand made its way down my body. I began
vigorously massaging my blood engorged button. I felt my juices
dripping onto my fingers as they moved with a blur over my pink
pleasure dot. My clit was sensitive to the touch and barely
required any movement to begin a build of momentum.

Emmett was fully nude but still holding his
white suit shirt as he stepped close to me. He slapped my hand away
from my lady bits and embraced me. But it was not a soft romantic
hug. His touch was rough and wild. He spun me around and pulled my
hands behind my back, then tightly restrained them using his long
sleeved shirt.

The silky shirt was soft and smooth against
my wrists, but at the same time, tight and constricting. I tried to
wriggle out of the makeshift restraint, but Emmett knew how to make
a knot stay.

“Ellie, you know I don’t like you doing that
without permission,” he said as he shook his head. “Tsk, tsk young
lady. Whatever will I do with you?”

I lowered my eyes to the floor and twisted my
right foot back and forth on my toes. Like our previous sexual
encounters, Emmett was taking control and that only made me want
him that much more.

“I’ll try not to let it happen again. Your
body is so fantastic, the sight of it got me caught up in the
moment.”

“I don’t want excuses Ellie. You need to
learn self control. I feel the same way when I see your naked
curves, waxed pussy, and pouty lips. But you don’t see me playing
with myself every five minutes.”

I blushed. It was nice to hear the effect I
had on him. “Well I guess you’ll have to teach me then huh?”

“You know it baby.”

“How about you take the makeshift handcuffs
and then you can uh, give me a lesson.”

Emmett chuckled at me. “Are you dense? This
is the lesson. Your hands strayed so there they will stay until I
say otherwise.”

I scoffed. “Fine, whatever you say
master.”

“Watch it girl, or you will find yourself
without a voice too. You seem very talkative for someone who should
be listening and learning.

I decided to play his game. I obediently
nodded my head.

He scooped me up by my ass cheeks and jabbed
his throbbing member into me. Colors bloomed and faded before my
eyes as he dug deep into me. And he wasn’t done yet. He walked over
to the vanity that was on the opposite side of the room. His
swollen member bounced from side to side, slipping in and out with
the motions of his hips as he carried me, impaled on his fleshy
spear. When we reached the vanity, he slammed my ass down onto the
desk. His thick member was still inside of me as he moved me around
the tabletop to get me situated.

The vanity truly was the perfect height for
us. His erection made its way in and out of my dripping hole
without him having to change his height at all. His pelvis grazed
me in just the right spot while he hammered my insides with his
cock.

The sensations I felt when he reached the
back of my wall almost caused me to lose my balance. I fell back
uncomfortably, resting on my bound hands. I tried to sit back up
but Emmett pressed down on my stomach, stoppingme.

He grabbed hold of my hips as I laid there
and pinched hard as he increased speed once again. His massive size
gave me a shooting pain when he reached maximum capacity but it was
quickly overshadowed by the jolt of pleasure I felt when he rubbed
against my aching clit. The passion inside of me grew stronger with
each thrust.

I knew from previous experience that Emmett
preferred a quiet lover. But without a way to grab something to
pacify my moans, I worried how he might punish me. When I felt the
pressure reach the precipice, I tensed my muscles and held my
breath. The pleasure rocked my body and I allowed myself a slow
labored breath between clenched teeth so that I wouldn’t pass
out.

The steady breathing only seemed to intensify
the orgasm, causing my legs to twitch and softly kick against
Emmett. I was a little surprised that my erratic movements hadn’t
garnered a reaction from him. The constant movement of his cock
within me never slowed. I was still stuck lying on my hands when he
bashed against my clit mid-orgasm. An overwhelming sensation
threatened to break my silence as the pleasure within me continued
to intensify. I bit my cheeks so hard that I tasted blood in my
mouth, but I was determined to stay quiet and keep my orgasm a
secret from Emmett.

I knew in the back of my mind that my silence
wasn’t hiding the fact that he had caused me to come. I pulsed and
writhed on the tabletop with my wrists in pain under me. My tummy
was tensed and my movements had slowed. My body jerked every time
he rubbed up against my clit or slammed into my G-spot. My body was
screaming out to Emmett while my lips were pressed shut, guarding
against any moan, no matter how tiny, from escaping into the
room.

Just when I thought I couldn’t hold in the
sounds of my pleasure any longer, I heard Emmett let out a low
grunt and his speed dissipated. I felt his cock throb and release
itself into me.

Emmett withdrew his penis shifted to one
side. I was now eye to eye with his glistening member. Our juices
comingled and made his cock shine in the florescent lighting of the
room. I was confused by his stance until I felt a hand on the back
of my head and his swollen tip pressed against my closed lips. He
wanted me to clean him up!

But more than anything else right now, my
desire to be his good girl rose to the top. My lips parted, letting
his slick shaft slide into my mouth. The taste of sex touched my
tongue, sweet and salty as the same time. My tongue slid up and
down his shaft and tickled the ridge of his tip. Emmett moaned
above me. This was a dirty kind of sexy, and I found myself loving
it. When Emmett was satisfied that I had cleaned him off enough, he
pulled out from my mouth and moved away from the table.

I was attempting to get off of the vanity
without the aid of my hands and I was finding it a difficult
task.

He smiled and gave me a slight laugh. “Are
you having trouble?”

“A little,” I said with a grin.

He moved in close and slipped his hands
behind my back. With a quick tug, my arms were free. Now that I had
the use of my hands, I cleaned myself up and combed the room for my
articles of clothing.

I didn’t want to embark into the chaos that
awaited us outside the door. If it were possible to live in this
small room for the rest of my days, I would have been quite
content. But I resigned myself to the fact that such a plan was not
going to work. I put my panty hose and dress back on, doing my best
to smooth the wrinkles I caused when I tossed it aside. I went to
the mirror, fixed my disheveled hair and put on another round of
lipstick.

Emmett had likewise dressed, and we turned
simultaneously towards each other. The broken bustier lay in the
corner, and my hair no longer looked professionally quaffed, but
otherwise I looked presentable. Emmett likewise looked disheveled
on close inspection, but if we moved quickly enough, there was a
chance no one would notice.

He reached for my hand and I let his large
fingers slide between my smaller digits. He gave my hand a light
squeeze as he reached for the knob.

“You ready?” he asked.

“Not really, but as long as you keep holding
my hand I’ll be fine.”

He smiled at me, “Then I’ll make sure to
never let you go.”

The knob turned freely and the door swung
open. Almost immediately, we were blinded by flashbulbs. I tried to
shield my eyes, and Emmett pulled me into the hall which was
clogged with reporters. They were all trying to talk over each
other and I wasn’t until Emmett raised his hand that a quiet calm
fell over the gathered crowd.

Emmett squeezed my hand again and smiled for
the cameras. I followed his lead and we stopped just short of the
group.

“If you’ll all excuse us, we have a wedding
to plan.”
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Full-figured Ellie is amazed when she
attracts the attention of Emmett, a handsome customer who eats at
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
about.

But Ellie's insecurities and Emmett's shadowy
past threaten to destroy their relationship before it even begins.
When a strange man interrupts their first date, Ellie is put in a
situation she could never have expected. Should she stay with
Emmett and get dragged into the political spotlight, or stay away
from him forever?
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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
businessman, Samantha is forced to make a choice. Stay faithful to
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
bondage, blackmail, and one extremely persistent employer.

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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