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Chapter 1
Dove


Another Friday, another ghost. Story of my life. At this point, I should be shocked if my dates do show. Or if they take an interest in me. As in, an interest in me, Dove Marelli. Not just a quick hookup with some chick they think is easy prey.

Prey.

I guess that's what I am when it comes down to it. Just a sucker. A fool who still believes in love.

Thing is, I really liked this guy. Dillon is a grad student at my college, but a friend at work set me up with him. He seemed solid, mature. More grown up than the few guys my age I've gone out with. In other words he was just my speed. Or so I thought.

He told me to meet him at the entrance to the Wylde Preserve, a 5,000-acre wilderness of dense, mountainous forests, owned by the state of Oklahoma.

It’s beautiful up here. Quiet. The native flora and animals are all protected. And as an introvert, and someone who just wants to finish my English Lit degree so I can hide away and spend my days writing, I’d love to find a quiet place like the Wylde Preserve to do so.

Anyway, Dillon said we could go for a walk and get to know each other. Maybe have dinner after. But he didn’t show. And I gave him plenty of time, ultimately giving up after waiting an hour. And now here I am, walking through the Wylde Preserve on my own in a cute little dress and high heel boots, my thoughts a useless spiral of rejection as I look 100% the fool that I am.

A few clouds roll overhead, blocking the warmth of the sun, and the air suddenly shifts, becoming heavy and humid. My dress clings to the backs of my thighs, and for one brief moment, I decide I'm lucky Dillon didn't show because then he would have seen what a sweat machine I am. I think I'll give up dating for a while. At least then I can say that I am choosing the single life.

When the walking path becomes a line of broken pavement, I stumble on a loose pebble and kick it out of my way, watching it skitter deep into the dense green forest. I pause and notice how still everything is. Moving my gaze over the wooded terrain, that urban legend I've heard over the years tickles at my brain. The one that claims the woods out here are inhabited by primitive caveman-like beasts.

A handful of people claimed to have spotted them over the years, and several photos have surfaced online, all of them far too blurry to make out. Several decades ago, two women supposedly came out here to hike and never returned. Eventually, they were chalked up to a couple of runaways. College girls who were maybe strung out on drugs or simply wanted to disappear. I had tried to find their stories online but didn’t have any luck. It seemed to be just another fictional tale.

Those kinds of stories don't frighten me, though. If anything, I feel safer out here, away from society. Because we all know where the real predators lurk, and it's not in the woods. It's in everyday places. The places you least expect to find them.

But I have come to the end of the trail, it would seem, and while the drone of cicadas is better company than the empty silence of my apartment, I know I can't stay out here all day. Even if I wanted to, these heels, which were an impulse buy, won't let me. My feet are absolutely killing me all of a sudden, and I'm regretting walking this far to begin with. I must have lost track of time.

With a heavy sigh, I turn around and start trekking the way I came. I'll make it back to my car in no time, and then I can put this day behind me. Or, I can bury it, right along with my dating life.

Thwack.

The sound cuts through the forest, sharp and heavy.

I stop dead in my tracks, and turn my head to the left, then sharply to the right in an attempt to locate the source of the noise.

It comes again, a powerful echo from somewhere deep within the trees.

Thwackkk… Thwackkk … Thwackkk!

It sounds like someone cutting a tree down. But that can’t be right. Not here in the Preserve.

Curiosity prickles my skin, and I peer past the wall of tangled vines and thick oaks, my eyes straining against the shadows.

Then I see him. A man, seemingly larger than life, stripped to the waist. A brief beam of sunlight filters through the tops of the trees, catching on the sweat-glistened expanse of his back as he swings an ax. His shoulder muscles bunch and release in a display of raw strength as the ax bites into a fallen log with a percussive crack that reaches all the way to me, vibrating through the soles of my heels.

My god.

The man works with brutal efficiency, each swing of the blade hard yet steady. I lean against a nearby tree along the path and watch him, completely frozen, chewing on my lip like it's nothing more than a piece of bubblegum. It’s a nervous habit I've had since the age of four, when I first entered the foster system. It's a habit that leaves my lip raw, but I can't seem to break it.

I need a better look at this man. A better look at every towering inch of his sweat-drenched body and dark, wild hair.

Without even considering my heels or how soft the leaf-strewn ground might be, I lift my foot from the pavement and start walking closer. I have absolutely no plan. No course of action. I'm just drawn to the stranger, a pull so great it's like the force of a magnet.

I step on a twig, and it cracks, causing the man's head to snap to the side.

Oh shit.

I freeze in place. But then he returns to swinging his ax, and I take another few cautious steps when my world suddenly flips on its axis.

A coarse net of rope flies up, sending leaves flying around me in a flurry. I gasp as the ground below me drops in a frenzy, and I’m hoisted into the air, tangled in a web of thick cordage.

My heart nearly tumbles from my chest, and I let out an audible scream as a cold panic floods my veins. I’m suspended upside down as the world spins in a nauseating blur of green and brown. The lower half of my dress has fallen down over my hips, and blood pounds in my ears.

I push my fingers through the gaps in the rope and cling tightly as the whirring slows. Then I see him. He lays his ax down and starts walking towards me, his steps slow and deliberate. Each twig that crunches under his massive weight sounds like a drumbeat marking my doom. Or my salvation, I can't decide which.

“Help!” My voice sounds like a weak, strangled thing. “Please, can you get me down?”

He doesn’t answer. Just keeps moving closer, his pace unhurried and his eyes fixed on me. He’s even bigger up close, a wall of muscle and sun-darkened skin.

He stops a few feet away, just beyond the sway of the net, and crosses his thick arms over his bare chest. Then, he watches.

The relief I felt seconds ago quickly curdles into a knot of cold fear in my stomach. He isn’t moving. He isn’t helping. He’s just staring, his expression unreadable, like he’s watching a wild animal caught in a snare.

“Hello? What are you waiting for?” I thrash, kicking my legs against the ropes, which only sends me into another dizzying swing.

I try to right myself, to get a foothold, but it’s no use. The net shifts, and the ropes cut deeper into my skin.

Panic tightens my chest. I twist and jerk in a frantic, useless struggle, and the net responds by pulling tighter, cinching around my body like a python. It presses into my ribs, squeezing the air from my lungs. And when I struggle to pull in a gasp, I can’t get a full breath. It’s too tight. It’s crushing me.

“What are you doing?” I shriek. “Why aren’t you helping me? Get me out of here!”

He takes one step closer, his shadow falling over me.

“Stop fighting it, girl. You're only making it bite harder.” He gestures with his chin toward the rope suspended above me. “Once you're still, I can cut you free.”

His voice is hypnotic and every muscle in my body locks. I go completely still, like a marionette with its strings suddenly held taut. The world stops its nauseating spin, and all I hear is my own ragged breathing and the rustle of leaves as he moves.

He reaches into the pocket of his jeans and removes a knife, and the blade glints in a flash of silver against his enormous hand. In one fluid motion, he reaches up and slices through the thick rope holding the net aloft.

SNAP.

I don’t even have time to scream before I’m falling. I brace for the hard slam of the ground, but it never comes. Instead, I crash into his body, and his arms catch me with an ease that steals the air from my lungs.

My feet scramble, and find the forest floor, but I don’t pull away. I just … cling to him, my arms wrapped tight around his waist and my cheek pressed against the hard plane of his chest. His skin is slick with sweat and radiates heat.

God, I’m so small against him, the top of my head barely brushes his sternum. He smells like pine needles, damp earth, and something else—something purely male that makes my head spin all over again. A tremor runs through me, adrenaline making me shake.

“Thank you,” I mumble against his chest and tilt my head back to meet his gaze. That’s when I notice his eyes. They’re storm-cloud gray, dark and intense. And they aren’t just looking at me. They seem to be consuming me.

I feel the strength in his arms holding me pinned to his body, one hand splayed possessively across the small of my back. A current, hot and electric, zaps between us.

“No problem.” His voice sounds more like a low rumble, and it sends a bolt of electric heat between my legs.

The raw attraction is too much. It’s a physical force, a magnet pulling me closer when I know I should run. So I wiggle and push against his monstrous frame.

When he lets me go, I scurry back a few steps, putting space between us. My hair feels wild and tangled, and my dress is twisted, so I tug it down before glancing at the discarded heap of rope on the ground.

“What is something like that even doing out here?” I ask, shivering from something. Irritation? Lust?

His eyes don’t follow my gaze. They stay on me, slowly traveling from my tangled hair, down the simple line of my dress, all the way to my ridiculous heels. A slow, deliberate inventory.

“Funny,” he replies. “I was gonna ask the same thing about you.”

A jolt, sharp and illicit, shoots through me.

It’s wrong. He’s so much older, and he’s looking at me in a way that should make me feel scared. But I’m not. I feel seen. A hot blush creeps up my neck, and my teeth find my lower lip, worrying the soft skin.

Finally, he runs a hand through his sweat-drenched hair and glances at the ropes.

“I set that over a year ago. Forgot all about it.” He looks back at me, a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes. “Was hoping to catch a predator, but I never dreamed I’d catch something as beautiful as you.”

Panic, cold and thrilling, flutters in my chest. Then out of the blue, a low ripple of thunder rumbles, and a split second later, a brilliant fork of lightning cracks the darkening sky above us.

I may have just been cut from a trap, but I'm still in one.

And that wild part of me, the one that was born from spending years in the system, isn't sure I want to escape.


Chapter 2
Silas


The first drop of rain hits my shoulder as I hold this beautiful girl's fearful gaze. Another follows when a crack of thunder rattles the air around us, followed by the sky ripping open with a flash of white light.

The girl flinches, her whole body tensing like a startled deer, then says, “You just admitted to catching me. What the hell.”

“I set that trap for the wild boar out here. They're feral. Dangerous. Didn't think a human would get caught up in it. This is my property.”

“This is protected land. All part of the Wylde Preserve. How do you own it?”

“The Preserve ends at the path, and it's closed to visitors. Has been for years. All this here, is my land.” I gesture in the direction where I was chopping wood, and for a second, all I feel is annoyance. I moved out here to get away from people. From the noise, the chatter of modern life, the complications of … humans in general. The last thing I need is another lost tourist to redirect back to civilization. My solitude is my most prized possession, and this girl just invaded it, uninvited.

But then I look at her. Really look. She’s not a tourist. She’s something else. She’s so damn small, and her dirty blond hair is a wild mess around her heart-shaped face. That dress, some flimsy, lacy thing, is already starting to darken with sweat. Her eyes are huge, the color of rich, dark soil, and they’re fixed on me with a look that’s half fear, half something else. Something that makes the air in my lungs feel thick.

“Well, there should be signs or something,” she mutters in a way that I suddenly find adorable.

“Noted. I'll get right on it.”

My annoyance vanishes, morphs into something else entirely. Something akin to a gut instinct I haven’t felt in years. And as a hard rain begins to fall, the urge to pull her close, tuck her under my arm and hide her from the coming storm, takes over.

“We need shelter. These storms can be a bear,” I say, my voice barely audible over the rising drum of the sudden downpour.

She hesitates, her gaze darting from me to the darkening woods, then back. A smart girl would run. A smart girl would see me as danger standing right in front of her. Even though I'm anything but dangerous. But she doesn’t run. She simply makes an announcement.

“I … I’m going back to my car. I’ll be fine.”

Fuck. I don’t want her to go. The thought is a shock, a sudden, unwelcome intruder in my mind.

“The parking lot is two miles away. My cabin is right over there.” I nod to the west and see the hesitation before she glances down at her high heel boots.

“Umm…” she mutters.

“It’s okay. I’ve got you.” I hold out my hand, and surprisingly, she slides hers into mine. Her skin is soft, her small fingers delicate against my palm. It feels like catching a bird. I close my hand around hers and lead her through the trees. She stumbles a few times, but I catch her, and when the rain starts coming down in droves, we pick up the pace.

My cabin sits just out of sight, less than fifty yards from where I was chopping the tree when the trap ensnared her. It’s a simple log structure, one big room I built myself, board by board. It’s my sanctuary. No other woman, other than my mom, has ever been here.

Until now.

I push the heavy door open and guide her inside as rain hammers against the tin roof. She stands just inside the doorway, dripping water onto the floor, looking impossibly tiny in the middle of my space. She hugs herself, but I still catch how the wet fabric of her dress clings to her like a second skin. I see the gentle curve of her stomach, the flare of her hips, the outline of her thighs.

Jesus Christ. My blood, stagnant for years, begins to move. It heats, thickens, and pools low in my belly.

Yeah, I’m gonna need a moment.

“I’ll get you a towel.” I grunt, turning away from her.

“Thanks.”

I move to the closet across the room and pull out a thick, clean towel. And suddenly, my hands feel clumsy as fuck.

What the hell am I doing? This girl is young. A college student, maybe twenty. I’m forty-fucking-three. This is a line I swore I’d never cross. But the protector in me, the part I thought I buried with my old life, is clawing its way to the surface.

The daddy.

It’s a quiet, possessive voice in the back of my mind, and once it takes over, I know I’m done for. She won’t be a visitor anymore.

She’ll be mine.

I walk back to her and hold out the towel. My voice sounds rough and impatient when I speak.

“Seriously, what are you doing out here all alone?”

She takes the towel from my grasp, her fingers brushing against mine. The contact sends a spark straight up my arm.

“I was supposed to meet someone. For a date.” She doesn’t look at me, focusing instead on drying her bare arms. “He didn’t show. I went for a walk and had just turned around to head back to my car when… well.”

My jaw tightens. Some guy wanted to meet her out here? In a place that's closed to the public? To top it off, the bastard stood her up. Just left this perfect, fragile thing alone. The thought makes me tighten all over, but I clamp my mouth shut. She doesn't need relationship advice from a strange man.

As she dries her skin, my eyes follow the movement of the towel over her arms, her neck. The simple motion is a slow torture. I start to grow stiff in my jeans and back away from her, tugging a clean shirt from the closet.

“That trap was a good ways off the marked trail. What were you doing so far off the path?”

She gulps and takes a breath, a small, audible sound in the quiet room. Her eyes finally lift to mine before darting to my bare chest. They linger there for a beat as I tug the clean shirt over my head.

“I heard a noise,” she answers. “I saw you, working. I … was curious. And I didn’t realize I had walked that far.” Her pupils are blown wide, two black pools that nearly swallow the pretty brown flecks.

What I see isn’t fear. It’s fascination. The same pull I feel, she feels it too. This realization hits me in a way that sends blood straight to my cock.

I need to get a grip.

I shift my gaze, looking out the small, single-pane window at the sheets of rain lashing the forest.

“Once this clears, I’ll take you to your car.” The words come out clipped, strained. “You shouldn’t be out here. Too many predators.”

Her chin lifts, a tiny spark of defiance flashing in her eyes.

“I’m nineteen. I don’t need a babysitter.”

I look back at her, at the stubborn set of her soft jaw. A smirk tugs at the corner of my mouth. It’s cute, that little flash of fire. I give her a slow, deliberate nod.

“Okay. If you say so.” I watch her, notice the defiance in her eyes, and something dormant inside me stirs.

“You want some tea? It’ll warm you up.”

“No thanks.”

She wraps the towel tighter around herself, right as a violent shiver wracks her small frame. Her teeth chatter for a second, and her gaze drifts past me, landing on the red and black flannel shirt I tossed over the back of the couch this morning.

“You’re cold,” I state. “Put that on.”

Her eyes snap back to mine, wide with surprise. For a second, she just stares, and I'm convinced she thinks I'm being a creep. But then she offers a “thank you” in a faint whisper.

When she drops the towel and walks to the couch, her wet dress clings to every curve, And I have to stifle a growl. She picks up the shirt, her movements hesitant, but she finally slips her arms into the sleeves. It's huge on her, the cuffs dangling several inches past her fingertips and the hem falling mid-thigh, swallowing her almost completely. She looks like a child playing dress-up in her father’s clothes, and I think she might feel that way because she looks up at me and smirks, blowing a soft laugh through her nose.

Fuck.

Yeah, I’m done for.

When she turns and glances around the room, her eyes seem to search for a place to land, looking everywhere but at me.

“Make yourself comfortable. The couch is fine.”

She nods and sinks into the worn leather cushions, pulling her knees up to her chest and tucking the shirt around her legs.

“If you need to call your parents, or a roommate, let them know where you are, feel free.”

“Oh, well, I left my phone in my car.”

“Use mine.” I gesture toward the small flip phone charging on the table next to her. It’s an older but durable model. No frills, just like me.

She shakes her head again, more slowly this time. “I don’t have parents. And I live alone.”

The words hang heavy between us, like she just confessed something intimate.

My heart twists inside my chest. It’s not pity. It’s a deep, primal need to shield her. To stand between her and a world that has clearly failed to protect her.

“They pass away recently?” My voice is softer than I intend, maybe because I feel like I'm crossing a boundary by asking her something so personal.

“No.” She finally looks at me, her doe-brown eyes holding a universe of pain. “I never knew them. Grew up in foster care.”

She licks her lips, a quick, nervous dart of her tongue, then immediately looks away, as if she’s revealed too much, then pulls at a loose thread on the couch cushion.

“Do you… do you live here all year?” she asks, her voice small, clearly trying to steer the conversation into safer waters. “Or is this, like, a getaway cabin?”

I move from the center of the room, needing to put some distance between us before I do something stupid, like cross the floor and pull her onto my lap. So I stand at the window, my back to her, watching the rain sluice down the glass, blurring the trees.

“I guess you could say it's both. This is my permanent home. I’ve lived here for five years.”

“How do you manage? It’s so small. There’s no TV. No… anything.”

I turn back to face her. Her curiosity is genuine. She’s not judging, just observing.

“I don’t need all that. Modern amenities are a burden. A distraction. Out here, life is simpler. Better.”

“Interesting perspective. But … don’t you get lonely?”

My body tenses. A voice from the past, a woman I was with before moving here, told me I would get lonely. I told her she was wrong and never even considered that as a possibility. But now that Dove is bringing it up, and I’m looking her right in the eyes, I think I've been lonely my whole life.

“The woods keep me company. I spend most of my time outside, tending the garden out back, making sure the solar generator is getting enough sun to keep the fridge and lights running, chopping wood for that thing.” I nod towards the woodstove. “This is where I belong.”

Something shifts in her expression. The fear is completely gone, replaced by a soft, sweet curiosity. A flicker of wonder. “Cool. What’s your name?” she asks.

“Silas. Yours?”

“Dove.”

“Dove? Like the bird?”

Another laugh. “Yes, like the bird.”

“I can see that,” I tell her, stroking my beard and keeping my gaze fixed on her.

“You can see what?” she asks, quirking a brow.

"Why you go by that name. It fits you."

"Oh? How so?" Her curiosity seems genuinely piqued, her lips scrunching together as if she's fighting a smile.

“Because doves are smart.” I lean back against the window frame. “They’re gentle creatures. And aren’t they the universal symbol for peace?”

"Yeah, I guess they are."

I probably know more about doves than your average guy. I had a buddy back in high school who raised them for racing in the next county over. He never shut up about the things, and I guess some of it stuck.

“They have this instinct,” I continue, unable to stop myself from educating her. “They always find their way home. Doesn’t matter how far away you release them, or how lost they seem. They always come back to where they belong. They mate for life, too. And they are prolific breeders.”

The words prolific breeders hang heavy and illicit between us. My mind takes a sharp, dangerous turn. The image of her belly rounded and swollen with my child slams into me with the force of a freight train. I imagine her barefoot in this cabin, heavy with my seed, happy and safe and mine. My hands twitch at my sides, itching to cross the room and claim what my instincts are screaming belongs to me.

Dove shifts on the couch, pulling her legs tighter against her chest and breaking my trance.

“Yes, well, that’s all very sweet.” Her voice trembles just a little, though her chin tilts up in that stubborn way I’m starting to like. “But you don’t know me. I’m a total stranger to you, Silas. How could you possibly know if I’m smart or gentle? For all you know, I could be a serial killer luring you into a false sense of security.”

I blink, not at all surprised by the sudden sass, and then a laugh rumbles deep in my chest. To me it almost sounds rusty, unused, but it’s genuine.

“Well, little girl,” I drawl, a smirk tugging at the corner of my mouth. “If you are a serial killer, I think I’m safe. Most killers don’t usually get caught in a feral hog trap several minutes into the hunt.”

She ducks her head, a flush blooming on her cheeks as she twists her lips.

"Well …"

A laugh tumbles out of both of us, and another crack of lightning splits the air outside, violent enough to rattle the jars on the kitchen shelves.

Dove jerks in place, shoulders hunching up to her ears. Then, just as quickly as it started, the noise dissipates. The hammering on the tin roof stops, the wind dies, and the silence that follows is downright eerie.

"Maybe the storm is finally passing," Dove says, her body relaxing slightly as she slides her feet to the floor and peers out the window. "I can get out of here, let you get back to doing whatever you need to do."

I don't like hearing that. I don't want her leaving, certainly not now. Looking out the window, I stare at the sudden stillness of the woods. Something feels off.

"No," I answer, my voice leaving no room for argument. "When the wind and rain die out suddenly like that, it's not a good sign. The storm isn't over. It's … taking a breath."

Out of the blue, a shrill, piercing noise erupts around the cabin. An emergency alert sounding on my phone.

“What is that?” Dove scoots to the edge of the couch, her eyes darting to the device.

I pick it up and flip it open, reading the emergency banner across the screen.

“Tornado warning has been issued … Wylde Preserve and surrounding area … take shelter immediately.”

"Tornado?" she blurts, the word escaping her in an icy whisper.

I finish reading the alert. It seems a tornado has been spotted less than two miles from here, close by to where her car is parked. I don’t tell her, but she seems to know, fear stripping the color from her face.

"It’ll be okay." I keep my voice low and steady. I need to be the rock right now. "Don't worry. I’ve dealt with this before. The cabin is sturdy."

Dove goes pale, shaking her head as she stands up on wobbly legs.

"Where will we take shelter?" Her voice pitches up, bordering on hysteria. "Do you have a basement?"

"No. The bedrock is too high out here."

She looks around wildly.

"The safest place is the bathtub," I add, stepping toward her. "It's rock solid. An interior room. As far away from the windows as we can get."

Then I hear it. A low rumble in the distance, growing louder by the second. It sounds like a freight train is barreling through the woods, headed straight for my front door.

I reach out, my hand aiming for her arm.

"We have to hurry."

But Dove isn’t moving. She seems frozen, her eyes unfocused and terrified. Her hands fly to her stomach, clutching her midsection tight as if she's holding herself together.

"Not again," she mutters.

I pause, my hand hovering inches from her. Not again?

Whatever she means by that, it rips through my chest. The terror in her voice isn't just about the wind outside. It’s a sign of her past.

My protective instincts flare hot and violent. I don't know what happened to her before, but I know one thing for damn sure.

Nothing will hurt Dove while she's with me.


Chapter 3
Dove


Silas reaches for me, but I’m frozen in place, and it feels like the air has been sucked right out of the room, leaving a vacuum where my courage used to be.

"Dove.” Silas’s voice cuts through the rising howl of the wind outside. "We have to move."

I stare at his hand, but my feet refuse to move. It’s like I’m paralyzed.

Suddenly, the wind screams. It’s a high-pitched shriek that tears around the corners of the cabin. A tree limb outside bangs against the window I was just looking out of, causing the panes to rattle in the frame.

Silas doesn't wait for me to find my bravery. He steps forward, sweeps an arm behind my legs and scoops me up against his chest. My stomach drops as I clutch at him and bury my face in the crook of his neck as the world tips sideways.

Not again.

The thought flashes hot and bright in my mind, a terrifying memory I shouldn't even have.

Silas moves with speed, striding across the small cabin to the bathroom tucked in the corner. It's a small space, dominated by an old-fashioned clawfoot tub and a simple sink and a light that seems to be flickering. Without hesitating, he lowers me into the cold, hard basin.

"Stay down," he says before jerking the shower curtain down from the rod, the rings screeching and popping against the metal. He then steps inside with me, and his massive frame instantly fills the space before settling in behind me and pulling the curtain over the top of us, sealing us in a cocoon of white vinyl and darkness.

"Come here." He hauls me backward until my back is pressed flush against his chest. Then his arms are around me, locking me in a cage of solid muscle.

In any other situation, being squeezed into a bathtub with a stranger I met less than an hour ago would send my anxiety through the roof. I should be fighting. I should be screaming. But the roar outside is deafening, and I can feel the weight of it pressing down around us. Right now, the only thing that feels real is my mortality.

And Silas’s heart thundering against my spine.

This is an unusual, extreme circumstance. And I can’t deny that whatever I’m feeling right now matches the chaos.

I breathe in, ragged and shallow. Silas smells like the woods and rain, with a heavy undercurrent of warm, masculine skin. It’s intoxicating. The rough bristle of his beard brushes against my scalp as he tucks his chin over my head. He is so large, encompassing me completely, shielding every inch of my body with his own. I feel him tilt his head down.

"You doing okay?" he asks.

"I don't know," I whisper, though I’m not sure he can hear me over the wind.

His grip tightens. One of his large hands moves to splay over my stomach, holding me firm.

"Take a few breaths, nice and steady. Just breathe, Dove."

I try. I suck in a jagged lungful of air, focused entirely on the way his body feels against me.

"You're going to be fine," he whispers, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "I've got you."

"My parents probably thought the same thing." The words vomit out of me before I can stop them. "But that tornado got them anyway."

I feel Silas go stiff. "They died in a tornado?"

I nod, wondering why I’m confessing this to him. "I was barely four, but I remember hearing it. The sound. I thought a train had hit the house. It took them, but I survived. Somehow."

It’s the first time I’ve said it out loud to anyone in years. Most of my life, it’s been a line in a file at the foster agency. Parents deceased. Natural disaster.

Silas pulls in a deep, steadying breath. His arms constrict, pulling me impossibly closer. I can feel the hard plane of his chest, as well as the heat radiating off his thighs bracketing mine.

"I won't let anything happen to you," he promises. "Not on my watch."

I twist my head so I can see him, and he meets me halfway, tilting his head down to look at me. In the dim light that flickers through the curtain, his eyes are intense, burning with a protectiveness that borders on possessiveness.

And god help me, I melt.

A need, deep and hot, flares in my chest and dips lower, swirling into my belly. From there, it becomes an ache that has nothing to do with fear and everything to do with the man holding me. For the first time in a long time, no one is looking at me like a burden or a check from the system but rather like I’m something precious. Like he would tear the sky apart to keep me safe.

I feel safe. But I also feel desired.

His gaze drops to my mouth, and a surge of lust ripples through me, sharp and electric. I wonder what his lips would feel like. I wonder what his beard would feel like scraping against my neck, my thighs. Then the absurdity hits me. I’m sitting here having fantasies about a stranger while a tornado is trying to rip the roof off.

The noise outside pitches up in a roaring, grinding sound that vibrates the air around us. I whimper and burrow my whole body against his, pressing as hard as I can into his chest. Silas holds me fast, his hand coming up to cup the side of my head.

We stay like that for a stretch. The cabin groans, then something impacts the roof with a dull thud. But Silas doesn’t move. He’s like a boulder that can’t be budged.

"I found a hawk out here once," he says, his voice remarkably calm.

I blink, confused by the subject but grateful for the distraction. "A hawk?"

“Yeah, a red-tailed. Wing was busted pretty bad. Got caught in a down draft during a spring storm." He shifts slightly, adjusting his legs but keeping his arm comfortably snug around my waist. “I considered letting nature take its course, but I felt bad for the little guy, so I brought him inside. Kept him in a box by the woodstove."

I listen, entranced. I'm seeing a side of him, a tenderness I didn't expect from the gruff mountain man with the ax.

"Did he make it?" I ask softly.

"He did. Took, oh, about six weeks. I had to hand-feed him raw meat with tweezers. Ungrateful bastard bit me every chance he got." Silas chuckles, and I find myself grinning. "But the day I released him, seeing him take off from the porch, it was worth every bit of it. I see him around here from time to time, too. Always makes me smile.”

My heart gives a traitorous little flutter. I shouldn't have put myself in this situation. I know that. Going to a strange man's cabin is rule number one of Don't Get Murdered. But he told me to call someone. He offered me his phone. And now, he's telling me about nursing an injured bird.

"You ever have any pets?" I ask, turning around to face him as the sound outside dies down.

The humor fades from his expression, replaced by something somber.

"Years ago I had a dog. An old coonhound named Betsy. She was a good girl, lived a long time. She passed away from old age about three years ago."

His thumb sweeps back and forth over the fabric of the flannel shirt covering my ribs, now fluttering with butterflies.

"I miss it," he admits, his voice dropping an octave. "Having something small and vulnerable that depends on me to take care of it."

All I can do is nod as I peer into his eyes. His confession hits me square in the chest. “Some of the foster homes I stayed in had pets, and I always missed them the most when I left.”

“I can imagine.” Silas says, his gaze dropping to my lips and lingering there. I find myself leaning in, my breath hitching, my lips parting just slightly in invitation. We are inches apart, and I can feel his breath on my mouth.

Then, abruptly, he stiffens and draws back, his expression putting up a wall.

"It's quiet now," he says, his voice gruff. "I think the storm has passed. Stay here. I'll go check."

He flips the curtain off us and climbs out of the tub in one fluid motion. And in that instance, without his heat pressed against my body, the bathroom grows suddenly cold. I wrap my arms around myself, shivering and missing the weight of his body more than I care to admit.

I hope the storm has passed. I really do. But an unfamiliar, darker part of me sinks at the thought. The suspended reality where I get to be held by a man who looks at me like I’m the most precious thing in the world will disappear, and I’ll have to go back to my car, back to my life. Back to being the same girl who was stood up for a date.

I squeeze my eyes shut, hating how needy I feel. But then I hear the door creak open. It's Silas. He peeks his head into the bathroom, looking slightly keyed up, his jaw set hard as he gives a single, sharp nod.

"It's clear. You can come out."

“Good,” I breathe and try to stand, planting my hands on the cold enamel, but my legs feel like noodles. Between the adrenaline crash and the awkward angle, I wobble, these stupid heels slipping on the curved porcelain. But Silas is there before I can even think about falling.

He steps into the room and reaches down. And his large hands slide under my arms, his grip firm and sure as he lifts me effortlessly and hoists me over the rim of the tub.

For a second, my feet dangle, and I’m eye-level with him, smelling that mix of cedar and rain that seems to be etched into his skin. He sets me down on the bathmat, but he doesn't immediately back away. We are standing toe-to-toe, my chest rising and falling rapidly, not from fear but from the sheer electric charge of him.

"You okay?" he asks, his hands lingering for a split second on my waist before dropping to his sides.

He towers over me, solid and real, and every nerve ending in my body is alive. I want to lean into him again. Just bury my face in his chest and stay there.

"I'm fine," I manage to say, smoothing the front of the shirt he let me wear. It swallows me, but that just makes me feel smaller, more protected. "How bad is it out there?"

Silas pulls a face, a deep groove appearing between his brows. He rubs the back of his neck and I see his bicep flexing under his shirt.

"Saw a few downed trees out front," he says, his tone clipped. "The generator is still intact, thankfully, but I need to go out back and assess the damage properly."

"I'll go with you," I say quickly.

He looks like he wants to argue, his mouth parting in protest, but he stops when he sees the look on my face. I’m not staying in this bathroom alone.

"Alright. Stay close."

We make our way through the main room of the cabin and out the door. The air outside is different now—cooler and thinner, smelling of ozone and crushed pine needles. It’s eerie how calm it is compared to the way it was just half an hour ago.

I move my eyes around the property, stunned. The woods look as though a giant child threw a tantrum. Limbs are scattered everywhere, and parts of the canopy overhead look to be stripped. To the left, a massive oak has snapped halfway up, its top half leaning precariously against a neighboring tree, groaning slightly against the weight. It’s messy, but luckily the cabin seems untouched.

Silas steps off the porch, and I follow, stepping carefully in my heeled boots. Once we round the corner of the house to the backyard, he stops dead in his tracks, his shoulders going rigid.

"Oh, fuck."

"What?" I ask, stepping up beside him. "What's wrong?"

He doesn't answer immediately. Just stands there, rubbing a hand aggressively over his face and dragging his fingers down through his beard. He stares at a spot near the edge of the clearing, where part of a small, tin-roofed lean-to remains. The structure is flattened, crumpled like a soda can.

"My four-wheeler," he mutters. "It's gone."

"Gone?" I look at the wreckage, then scan the woods. "Like… blown away?" I realize how ridiculous that question is. Of course it was blown away.

"Must have been," he grits out. "The tornado caught it just right. Damn."

I can feel the distress radiating off him. I'm sure his four-wheeler is more than just a vehicle to putter around in. It's probably a lifeline, using it to haul wood and get around the property. Seeing him this unsettled, after he was so rock-steady for me inside, makes my chest feel hollow. I look past the wreckage to the fenced-in area near the tree line.

"Well," I offer, trying to inject a little optimism into the situation. "At least your garden is still okay. Maybe I can help you find your four-wheeler."

Silas barely glances at the rows of vegetables and shakes his head, turning his back on the mess as if he can't bear to look at it anymore.

"Not important right now. Don't worry about it. It's not your problem to fix."

“Hey now …”

He turns to me, his eyes icing over, shutting down the vulnerability I just glimpsed.

"Come on. I'll walk you back to your car. Once you're safe on the road, I'll come back and look for it."

"No," I say. The word pops out of my mouth before I can stop it.

Silas blinks, looking down at me with genuine surprise. "No?"

"Absolutely not," I say, crossing my arms over my chest. "I am not going back to my car while you stay here and clean up this mess alone. We're going to look for your four-wheeler."

He sighs, a sound of impatience, and presses two fingers to his forehead. "You don't have to do that, Dove. You’ve had a hell of a day. You need to go home."

"I know I don't have to," I insist, holding his gaze and refusing to back down. "But I want to help. Silas, if it hadn't been for you, I would have been walking on that trail when this hit. I could have been caught up in that tornado. Being at your cabin after cutting me from that trap, it probably saved my life."

His eyes search mine, the iciness in them melting into something warmer. Something like admiration.

"We'll find your four-wheeler first," I continue, my voice firm. "And then you can take me back to my car. Priorities."

He stares at me for a long moment. Then, slowly, a smirk tugs at the corner of his mouth. "You're stubborn.”

"I've been told," I laugh.

"I appreciate it. Most people would be running for the hills by now."

"I'm not most people."

"No," he agrees softly. "You're not."

He lifts a hand, his knuckles grazing my cheek before dropping away.

"For what it's worth," he sighs, "I'm glad you were at the cabin, too. And not just because it kept you safe."

My breath hitches. "Oh, really?"

"Yeah." He looks deep into my eyes, and I feel like he's seeing straight through to the real part of me. "Storms out here, they can get intense. But I usually ride through them alone. Having you to focus on, making sure you were okay, it … gave me a purpose. You gave me a job to do when I couldn't do anything else. You were my anchor, Dove."

I stare up at him, my lips parting slightly. It’s the sweetest, most honest thing anyone has ever said to me. He didn't just want me there as a distraction. He needed me there to feel useful.

To be the protector.

And I realize, standing in the wreckage of this storm, that I don't want to be anywhere else.


Chapter 4
Silas


I stand there for a second, watching Dove cross her arms as her heels sink into the mud. She isn’t backing down. Most women I’ve known would take the first ticket out of these woods after dealing with a tornado. Especially given her past. But Dove is saying she wants to stay. She wants to help me recover my property.

Fuck. She’s a keeper.

The thought hits me hard, settling deep in my gut. It’s dangerous thinking. She’s nineteen, and I’m old enough to be her father. But looking at the fire in those beautiful eyes of hers, logic doesn’t seem to have much of a foothold in my brain right now. All I know is that the idea of her leaving makes my chest feel tight.

"If you're coming," I say, nodding down at her feet, "you can't wear those."

I leave her standing in the yard and duck back inside before rummaging through the bottom of the closet. I shove aside a heavy toolbox and some winter gear until I find what I’m looking for–a pair of worn leather boots. I bought them eons ago, long before I filled out into the size thirteens I wear now. They're scuffed and the laces are frayed, but they're sturdy.

I walk back out and hold them up.

"Here, put these on."

Dove eyes the boots with scrutiny. “You think they’ll fit?”

“They’ll be a little big, but better than those.”

Pulling a cute little face, Dove doesn’t argue. Just sits on the edge of the porch before tugging off the heels and sliding her feet into my boots. As predicted, they swallow her whole. There's gotta be an inch or two of space at the toes, but when she stands and I get a look at those curves underneath my flannel shirt paired with my boots, something inside of me ruptures. Seeing her small, soft frame weighed down by my old, rugged gear does something to me. It marks her. Makes her look like she belongs here. Like she belongs to me. Fuck, I could look at her wearing my clothes all day and never grow tired of it.

"Not too bad I guess," she says, lifting her face and wearing a smile.

"Better than breaking an ankle.”

“True that.”

"Let's go," I say, turning toward the tree line where the storm path cut the widest swath.

We start walking and the woods are a mess. Leaves plaster the ground in wet, slick layers, and broken branches snag at our clothes. I keep my pace slow, listening to the clomp-clomp of Dove’s oversized boots behind me. Every time I glance back, she’s navigating the path with a look of pure determination on her face, biting that lower lip of hers.

We hike for about thirty minutes, and while the temperatures have dropped, it’s still humid as hell. Sweat makes my shirt stick to my back, and I keep worrying Dove will start complaining or ask how much further, but she stays quiet, following my lead and trusting me to get us where we need to go. That trust is a big responsibility. And it feels damn good.

"It should be just over this ridge," I call back to her. "The wind was blowing southeast. If it didn't get wrapped around a tree, it probably ended up near the creek."

We make it over the top of the hill, and I spot it immediately. My four-wheeler is sitting about a hundred yards down the slope, right on the edge of Cormac’s property. It’s tipped completely upside down, wheels pointing at the sky like a dead beetle, but it’s in one piece.

"Well, I'll be damned."

"Is that it?" Dove asks, coming up beside me and breathing a little hard.

"That's it."

She flashes a smile at me, and it’s all I can do to not lift her in my arms and kiss her fucking lips.

“Let’s go see if she still runs.”

With no warning, Dove slides her hand in mine as we make our way down the slope. I hold her and guide her down, her movements slow and guarded until we reach the bottom of the hill. Once we’re there, I see Cormac stepping out of his own cabin. He’s a good guy, keeps to himself mostly. Ex-military like me, like a lot of folks who drift out this way. He’s assessing a downed pine tree near his shed when he spots us.

"Silas!" he calls out, lifting a two-finger greeting.

"What’s up, man. Good to see you’re alright.” I walk over to the quad and give the suspension a shake. It’s jammed in the mud, but it looks structurally sound.

Cormac walks over, wiping his hands with a rag. "Hell of a blow we just had. Saw this thing tumble down the hill from my window. Thought it was going to come right through the wall."

"Sorry about that," I say. "Tornado caught it just right."

Cormac shrugs. "Nature happens." He looks at Dove, and I step closer to her, instinctively moving to shield her from his eyes, even though I know he can’t help but to check her out.

"This is Dove. She got caught out here when the storm hit."

Dove offers a shy smile, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. She looks small standing beside me, and when she reaches out to shake Cormac’s hand, her manner is sheepish, soft.

"Hi," she says.

"Nice to meet you, Dove," Cormac says, shaking her hand gently before dropping it. He looks back at me with a knowing glint in his eye.

I shift my focus to the four-wheeler. "You mind giving me a hand?"

"Yeah, let's get her upright."

Cormac grabs the front rack, I grab the back, and we heave on three. The machine feels like dead weight in the sucking mud, but with both of us putting our backs into it, it flips over with a wet thud, rocking on its suspension before settling.

Mud coats the handlebars, and the rest is slick with wet leaves, but the frame looks straight. Cormac wipes the seat with the towel he’s holding, and I swing a leg over before turning the key, grateful as hell when the display flickers to life. I hit the starter, and it cranks, coughs once, and then roars to life, idling with that familiar aggressive rumble.

“Tough son of a bitch,” Cormac laughs. "Can't kill a Honda."

“No kidding. I appreciate the help, Cormac," I shout over the engine.

“Hey, no problem.”

I look around his yard. He’s got a few limbs down, but nothing major. Still, the code of the woods stands.

"You need a hand with anything here?" I ask. "I can come back with the chainsaw."

Cormac shakes his head. "Nah, I got it. You better get the lady home."

"Alright. Take it easy."

Cormac heads back to his cabin, and I turn my attention to Dove. She’s staring at the quad like it’s a wild animal I just tamed.

"Hop on," I tell her, tapping the seat behind me.

She hesitates for a split second, swiping her tongue over her lips, but then she steps up on the footrest. I reach back to steady her as she swings a leg over and sits behind me.

"Hold on tight. Trail will be rough going back up."

“It’s fine,” she answers. “I’m not breakable.”

I let out a laugh as Dove leans forward. Her thighs wrap around mine as her arms slide around my waist. But the second her hands clasp together over my stomach, and she presses her body against my back, every muscle in my torso seizes.

The sensation of her soft curves molding against my hard edges is a blessing and a curse. I can feel her breasts pressing into my back, the heat of her thighs against my hips, and the frantic beat of her heart. Or maybe that’s mine. It’s intimate. Like it felt in the tub when I held her and kept her safe through the storm. Lust strikes my entire body, heavy and demanding my attention.

I shift the four-wheeler into gear, my grip on the handlebars white-knuckled. I don't know how I'm going to let this girl walk out of my life. The thought of dropping her off at her car and watching her drive away, only to never to see her again, makes me feel sick. And damn, it feels wrong.

We start moving, the tires chewing through the debris on the forest floor. The vibration of the engine is probably something she’s not used to, but she just tightens her grip and snuggles dangerously closer.

Fuck. I need a plan.

Navigating the woods back home, my mind races faster than usual. She's young. Too young for a man like me who's forgotten how to be civilized. Society would call me a cradle robber. They'd say I have no business looking at her, let alone touching her. But out here, society is just noise in the far distance. Out here, it’s just us and the woods.

And the fact that she fits against me perfectly.

I park next to the porch and kill the engine. The silence of the woods rushes back in, but the imprint of her body against mine lingers like a hot, fresh brand on my skin.

"We made it," I say, my voice rougher than usual.

She lets go of my waist, and I instantly mourn the loss of contact. As she climbs off, her hand brushes my shoulder, and I catch her scent again.

"Thank you, Silas," she says, looking at me with those wide eyes. "For everything. I’ll just change back into my shoes and we can go."

I swing my leg off and stand close by, and when I look down at her, at the trusting way she tilts her chin up, I know I'm in deep trouble.

"Don't thank me yet. I haven’t gotten you safely back to your car.”

I realize how creepy that sounds, but there's nothing I can do about it now. Those words are out there. It doesn't seem to bother Dove, though. She just lets out a soft laugh and turns to get her shoes off the steps. As she sits down to change back into them, her gaze sweeps over my property, and she rubs her lips together as if in thought.

“It's still a mess out here. I can come back and help clean up tomorrow before work if you want. When I'm dressed more appropriately.”

I feel a flash of excitement. The word “yes” is right there on the tip of my tongue. I want her here. I want her back on my land, wearing my clothes and sweating in the summer heat while I watch her bend over to pick up branches. The image of her working in my garden, flushed and happy, hits me with a heated force.

But I can't do that to her. Asking her to come back, to help clear the wreckage of a storm that I should be handling alone, it’s too much. It crosses a line. I’m a man walking a razor’s edge as it is. Having her here, looking at me with those big, trusting eyes is dangerous. I can’t be the daddy that’s threatening to erupt and rear its ugly head. If Dove knew the things I’m thinking, my deepest, darkest kinks, she’d run as far away from me as she could.

I have to let her go. And when I do, I can at least have these memories of her to keep forever. I made a decision when I moved out here five years ago that it would just be me and the land. No complications. No soft, sweet women to wreck my peace. And that’s how it needs to be.

No matter how badly I want to sink my cock inside of her until she forgets her own name.

The “yes” that was resting on my tongue vanishes, and I shake my head, forcing my expression to remain stoic. "It's okay, I can handle it. It looks worse than it is. I really appreciate you coming with me to find the four-wheeler."

She looks down at her boots as the light in her eyes dims. "Yeah, sure. No problem.”

Fuck, she looks disappointed. It twists a knife in my gut, but it's necessary.

"It’s gonna be dark soon. You ready?"

Dove nods, and moments later we’re back on the quad and she’s pressing her body flush against me once more. Every muscle in my spine locks up, and I grit my teeth so hard my jaw aches. I know exactly how much I am going to miss this. The softness of her breasts flattening against my shoulder blades and the way she trusts me to carry her through the woods. I gun the engine, maybe a little too hard, and we lurch forward.

The short ride is torture, but the good kind. The kind I’ll cherish always. Tonight, when the woods are dark and quiet, and I’m alone in that empty cabin, I know exactly what I’ll be doing. I’ll be thinking about the feel of her tucked between my thighs in the tub and the way her pretty eyes look up at me. I’ll think about her smile too, and her laugh. And I’ll wrap my fist around my thick length, stroking myself dry, muttering her name into the silence until I spill my seed. All I get is a taste of her. A memory to fuel the fantasies for the next decade.

I navigate the trail faster this time, needing to get this over with before I change my mind and kidnap her. Finally, we break through the tree line and roll into the gravel parking lot near the old entrance to the Preserve. The sun is starting to dip low, casting long shadows across the lot. I pull up where she’s pointing, and my stomach drops.

"Oh my god," she breathes.

A massive oak limb, thick as a torso, has snapped off and landed directly on the roof of the only small silver sedan in the lot. The metal is crushed, almost flattened, and the windshield has been shattered, leaving glass sprayed across the hood and the surrounding ground.

"Oh my ..." she whimpers, sliding off the quad before I’ve come to a full stop.

“Dove,” I belt out, but it’s too late.

"No, no, no!” She rushes to the car, her hands flying to her mouth.

I cut the engine as I take in the horrific sight. The destruction is total. The roof has taken on a V-shape, pressed all the way down to the seats. We stand there quietly for a few seconds, both of us processing the damage.

“It took me two years," she chokes, tears spilling over her lashes. "I saved every penny for two years for this car."

“Shit. Really?”

She looks at me, panic rising in her voice. "How will I get home? I can't even call for help. My phone is inside.” She points to the console, visible through the shattered glass but completely inaccessible under the crushed roof.

My gut twists at the wreckage. If she had been in this car, or if she had made it back here before the storm hit, I don’t even want to think about what might have happened.

I step forward and pull her against me on instinct, wrapping my massive arms around her shaking frame and engulfing her. She buries her face in my shirt and starts sobbing into my chest.

"Hey," I soothe, rubbing my hand up and down her back and feeling like the biggest asshole for noting how soft she feels against me. "It’s just a car. You’re safe, that’s what matters."

"I’m stranded," she cries, her voice muffled.

"You’re not stranded. I'm here."

She pulls back slightly, angling her head up at me. Her eyes are red-rimmed and wet, not to mention devastatingly beautiful. "I hate to impose, but … can I come back to your cabin? Just to use your phone? I can call an Uber to come pick me up."

"You’re not imposing by using my phone, Dove. But Cormac has a truck. I'll see if he'll loan it to me, and I can take you home."

"It's okay," she sniffs, wiping her cheeks with the back of her hand. "It's not your responsibility to do that anyway. You’ve done enough."

"The hell it isn't," I growl, my jaw hitching as indignation rises in my chest. "You got hurt on my property. You got caught in my trap. I owe you."

She shakes her head and suddenly, she looks fierce, despite the tears.

"If it weren't for that trap, we wouldn't have even met. I could have been in this car when that tree fell. Or I could have been swooped up in the tornado, just like my parents." She places a small hand on my chest, right over my heart. "That stupid trap saved my life, Silas. And it brought us together."

Something shifts between us at that moment. And my body feels charged by something electric.

My hand moves without my permission. I reach up, my fist tangling in her long hair, gripping it tight at the base of her skull. I tug, just enough to tilt her head back to expose her throat, and I hear the gasp that moves through her lips.

Fuck. All the blood in my body rushes south, pooling hard and fast, and I’m definitely doomed because my erection pulses inside my jeans, painful and eager.

"Careful, little girl," I warn. "It almost sounds like you want to be here."

Dove doesn't flinch or even back down. Instead, she presses her soft, youthful body right against my hardness. I can feel the heat of her through my clothes.

"I do want to be here," she whispers.

Every alarm bell in my head is ringing, but I smash them all. I’m done fighting this.

"I gotta warn you,” I tell her, my eyes boring into hers. “If you come back to the cabin, you won't be leaving tonight."

Dove sinks her teeth into her bottom lip. The sight makes me see stars.

"Maybe I don't want to leave."

The dam breaks, and a growl leaves me. I crash my mouth onto hers, devouring her as I pull her flush against me.

My arm bands around her waist like another trap, and I slip my tongue inside her mouth, sweeping, tasting. God damn, she tastes like everything that’s right, and sweet sin.

I fight the urge to grind my erection against her as she whimpers out a soft, helpless sound that makes her seem more vulnerable. And then she arches into the kiss, her fingers clutching at my shoulders.

God, I’m hard as a fucking rock. My cock is a long rod of hot steel, throbbing against her stomach. And my balls are heavy, aching with the need to empty inside her. I can feel pre-cum leaking, dampening the thin layer of fabric between us. If I could, I would take her right here against the side of her crushed car, but I need to get her back to the cabin.

Because there are things I want to do to her that Mother Nature doesn’t need to witness.

I break the kiss, pulling back just an inch. We’re both panting, our breath mingling in the air. Her lips are swollen, red from my beard, and her eyes are painted with lust.

I look down at her, possessiveness roaring through my veins, and my words come out raspy as I brush a thumb over her lower lip.

“Sounds like you're coming home with daddy, then."


Chapter 5
Dove


The word reverberates through me like a forbidden promise.

Daddy.

My breath hitches. Silas is so much older. And he’s a stranger. But he's calling himself that?

A hot shock of need pulses through me as I think about how I’ve always felt lost and craved a firm hand and steady voice. This is what I’ve been missing. A man who doesn’t ask, who simply claims.

“Yes,” I whisper, the word feeling oddly right. “I want to come home with daddy.”

A possessive growl tumbles from him. He leans in, his beard scratching my cheek as his lips find my ear. “Good girl. Daddy’s going to take care of you.”

We hop back on the four-wheeler, and I hook my arms around his waist, my hands locking over the hard ridges of his abs and my cheek pressed against his shoulder.

As we take off, a nervous sort of excitement shoots through me. I’m 19, and I’ve never been with a man. Not really. Oh, there have been a few fumbling encounters in the backseats of cars, me jerking a few guys off while they left me unfinished. But I’m still a virgin. I have no idea just how experienced Silas is, but I'm sure I'm about to find out.

As we move back through the woods, at some point, my hand brushes against the thick, hard ridge straining against his jeans. My god, he’s huge. Curiosity, wild and untamable, takes over, and my fingers drift lower until I’m flattening my palm against his cock and feeling it give a powerful thump against my hand.

Just then, Silas’s body goes rigid. He glances over his shoulder, his eyes dark and molten … a question and a warning. I meet his gaze with a shy smile, leaving my hand right where it is, and a thrilling wave of power washes over me. My car that sits half-crushed in a parking lot half a mile away is a forgotten relic. Nothing matters but this man and the idea of what's to come.

Minutes later, we’re back at his cabin and he’s leading me inside. Closing the heavy door with an impatience that doesn't surprise me, he turns, backing me against the frame and caging me in.

“You have a naughty streak, don’t you? Touching me like that, getting me worked up.” His voice is a rough purr, and it excites me even more.

“I had fun being naughty.”

“I bet you did.”

His gaze darkens as he leans closer, his voice dropping to a low, intimate growl. “I want to see just how naughty you can be.”

My bravery fizzles, quickly replaced by a flickering panic. This is real. He’s so big, and he wants me. I have to tell him the truth.

“I… I need to tell you something. I’ve never… you know.”

He doesn’t blink. The hard lines around his eyes soften as he lifts a calloused thumb to trace my jaw. “It’s okay, baby. I’ll go slow. I’ll teach you.” He pauses, his gaze holding mine. “But listen. If you’re uncomfortable, I’ll give you a safe word.”

Okay, I may not be experienced, but I know what a safe word is.

“That seems fair. What should I say?”

Silas hitches a brow and finally says, “Stromboli.”

A surprised laugh escapes me. “Stromboli?”

He nods. “I hear it, I stop. No questions. Understand?”

The seriousness of his tone grounds me. He’s giving me control, even as he plans to take it.

“Yes, I understand.”

“Good girl.”

The praise sinks into my bones and makes me wet, all at the same time. Then Silas’s hands slide from the door to my hips, his palms cupping my ass and squeezing gently as he tugs me against him. The solid length of him pulses against my belly, making my knees buckle.

When his mouth comes down on mine, he’s not as gentle this time. He devours me with hunger, his tongue sweeping past my lips to tangle with mine, and I kiss him back with a desperation that shocks me, my hands clinging to his shoulders as if he’s the only solid thing in a spinning world.

When he breaks the kiss to trail his mouth down my neckline, his beard becomes a wonderful tickle against my skin. His hands rest at the zipper of my dress, and I tingle all over as he tugs it down with a slow, deliberate rasp before brushing the fabric from my shoulders. I feel his knuckles graze my skin, and when my dress falls and pools around my feet, I step out of it, standing before him in just a simple lace bra and panties.

His hungry eyes roam over my body in what feels like a slow and thorough inspection that leaves me feeling utterly exposed. He doesn’t touch me just yet. He simply … observes.

Finally, Silas reaches behind me, his fingers deft and sure as he unhooks my bra and thumbs the straps over my shoulders until it joins my dress on the floor. My breasts feel heavy in the cool air, my nipples instantly puckering into tight, hard points under his gaze. He reaches out, his thumb and forefinger closing around one sensitive peak, and he rolls it gently and deliberately between his fingers, forcing a gasp to escape me.

“You like that?”

I can only nod, letting my eyes flutter shut. The anticipation of what he'll do next is almost overwhelming. And yet, it's no surprise when he hooks his thumbs in the waistband of my panties and slides them down my hips so slowly, it's agonizing. After forcefully kicking off my boots, I’m finally completely naked before him. Vulnerable.

His.

“Mmmm … perfect,” he mutters, staring at my body in a way that makes me drunk.

He leans forward, and his mouth immediately closes over a nipple, his tongue flicking the taut peak.

“Ohhhh …” I breathe, my hands flying to the back of his head to fist his thick, dark hair.

Silas suckles me so good, creating a strong, drawing pressure that sends a bolt of lightning straight to my core. He gives my other breast the same attention, and I’m panting, my hips starting to move in a predictable rhythm as an overwhelming lust crashes through my innocent body.

For some stupid reason, this is the moment my brain decides to think about the other guys I’ve dated. What did I ever see in them? Dillon, with his flimsy, weak character, ghosting me the way he did. And the others, with their fumbling hands and greedy demeanor. Now, they're nothing more than shadows of the past. Faded photographs. But Silas is a strong man who seems to be carved from the mountain itself, solid and real and knowing exactly what, and who, he wants.

And he wants me.

He stands upright, his hands finding my waist before lifting me from the floor. My legs wrap around him on instinct, my bare skin hot against his rough jeans.

He carries me across the room to the far side of the cabin where the bed sits, almost like it’s been waiting just for this moment. Maybe that’s me.

Laying me down on the mattress with a gentleness that seems at odds with his sheer power, Silas seems almost tender. I can’t help but notice how soft the comforter is beneath me, and it smells like him, like heat and clean air and … a daddy.

He stands over me, his shadow falling across my naked body. Suddenly, my heart is hammering against my ribs in some torturous blend of excitement and nervousness.

“Spread your legs for me, little girl.”

His command goes straight to my core. This is what I have been subconsciously craving: a man who knows what he wants and isn't afraid to take it.

There’s no hesitation, no second-guessing. I obey instantly, my legs parting to grant him access to the part of me that aches for him so badly.

My gaze drifts down his body as I bite my lip, catching on the thick outline his cock, and a hot, dizzying wave of anticipation crashes over me. He is so hard and ready for me.

His dark gray eyes drink me in, a slow, reverent appraisal of my exposed body. And then all I see in his gaze is a look of pure, possessive hunger that makes me feel cherished and devoured all at once.

“So beautiful,” he groans. “What a lucky bastard I am. To be able to worship a sweet, sexy body like yours.”

His words arouse me and stroke my ego all at once, completely destroying any insecurities or doubts I’ve ever had.

After reaching for the bottom of his shirt, he pulls it up and over his head in one fluid motion. I get to see the full expanse of his chest once again, and it’s a masterpiece of pure masculine power. A barrel chest, broad and chiseled with thick plates of muscle honed by years of hard labor. And a light dusting of dark hair trails from his pecs over the ridged wall of his abdomen, disappearing into the waistband of his jeans. It’s the sexiest thing I have ever seen.

Silas crawls onto the bed, the mattress dipping significantly under his weight. He moves with a predator’s grace, settling on his knees between my parted legs. And when he leans down, his hands bracket my hips and I feel his warm breath hit my skin. Then, his tongue touches me, moving in a slow, languid stroke.

My eyes shut as I let out a ragged gasp. The roughness of his beard and the wet heat of his mouth are an explosive combination.

He licks me again, a long, lazy sweep from bottom to top, tasting me, learning me. All I can do is let my fingers dig into the covers as my world narrows to this one, all-consuming sensation.

Silas quickly finds a rhythm, lapping his tongue in a way that builds a fire deep in my belly. My hips begin to move in a rocking motion that chases the pleasure. And when I hear a low moan bellow out of him in pure satisfaction, it surprises me. It's almost as though he's enjoying this as much as I am. It’s so damn erotic, that my pleasure is his pleasure.

He laves me, slick and thorough, and my current existence is nothing but the feel of him consuming me. When he lifts his head for a fraction of a second, I glance down, seeing those eyes of his grow hazy with lust.

“Fuck, little girl. You’re making daddy's dick so hard.”

His confession is so raw, so base, so utterly possessive that it ends what’s left of my composure. My back arches off the bed as he lowers his head again and uses expert precision to flick his tongue against the tiny, swollen nub at my center.

And before I even know what's happening, my whole body convulses. A white-hot, blinding heat floods my veins in a tidal wave of pleasure that obliterates all thought. My vision blacks out, and I’m lost, drowning in the first orgasm that’s ever been elicited by a man.

My body trembles uncontrollably, but Silas doesn’t stop. Even as my heart calms and the waves recede, he seems to want me delirious. So he continues to lick me, coaxing the embers back to a roaring flame.

I feel a new pressure building as a thick finger slides against my slick folds, probing gently before pushing inside. He can’t go that far as he meets a resistance that makes him stop. I gasp at being filled for the first time, even though it's only partway, and my walls clench around him.

A low, frustrated groan rumbles in his chest. “So tight for daddy,” he rasps. “So fucking perfect.”

My god. He’s growling because I’m so tight. The awareness is a potent aphrodisiac.

He keeps his finger inside me and the delicious stretching sensation is almost too much. I buck my hips, wanting more, needing to be filled by him. But all he does is slide that finger in and out of my shallow depths while his mouth returns to my clit, suckling with a fierce, demanding pressure.

God, it’s a devastating combination. My body ignites as pleasure coils tighter and tighter until it snaps. And my second orgasm is a violent, shuddering thing that forces a sob out of me. As if that weren’t enough, it’s only moments later when a third wave crashes over me as he continues to finger me, his mouth never leaving its place of worship.

I come apart completely, my body a live wire of pure sensation until I am utterly spent. My limbs feel so heavy, and my breath comes in soft, shaky exhales.

Then, Silas moves, crawling up my body until he’s lying on top of me. His weight is a comforting pressure as it pins me to the mattress.

Propping himself up on his elbows, Silas’s bare, muscular chest hovers inches from mine, and he looks down at me, his eyes searching mine, the wild hunger replaced by a look of profound, heart-stopping emotion.

When he lowers his head to kiss me, it’s different this time. It’s not a kiss of frantic lust, but of deep, soul-stealing possession. His tongue moves into my mouth, slow and sure, romantic almost, and I can taste myself on his lips, on his tongue. The flavor is musky, sweet, and undeniably mine, and the intimacy of it makes tears spring to my eyes. This man who calls himself “daddy” just worshiped me with his mouth, and now he’s kissing me with it, sharing my flavor between us.

A burst of need, deeper and more urgent than before, surges through me. I am his. I know it with a certainty that settles into every cell of my body.

I rut my hips up against him in a silent, desperate plea. I need to feel him inside me. I need him to fill the aching emptiness and claim me completely, once and for all. But his clothes are a cruel barrier.

Silas groans and pulls back, just enough to look down at me, his eyes burning with possessive fire.

“You want me, little girl?”

I can only nod, my lips unable to form words.

With a lust-fueled smirk, he moves off me, and I watch as he towers beside the bed, his hands going to the button of his jeans. And then, there’s the sound of the zipper right before he shoves the denim down his muscular thighs, kicking them away.

God, he’s magnificent. His cock is thick and long, and just as big as I imagined. It juts proudly from a nest of dark hair, flushed a deep red, and it’s hard with his need for me.

He curls a single finger in a silent command. Come here. And I obey without a thought, scooting on the soft bed until I’m at the very edge.

Silas looks down at me, his expression softening from animalistic hunger to something impossibly tender. Sliding both his hands into my hair, his fingers comb through the long strands until they’re cupping the back of my head. His cock is right at my eye level, a thick, angry pillar of flesh, flushed and pulsing with a life of its own. My lips feel dry, so I lick them, keeping my gaze fixed on the impressive sight before me.

His voice is a low, velvety rasp as he speaks. “What do you think? Does it frighten you? The size of it?”

“A little bit. I’ve only seen two before, when I gave hand jobs to guys who were … much smaller.”

A low growl vibrates in his chest, a sound of pure, possessive satisfaction mixed with jealousy.

“They were no one. Today, you forget you were ever with them, and you’ll only use that pretty mouth of yours to please your daddy,” he grits out. “I won’t take your innocence today. Not until you’re ready.”

Silas is commanding me, putting me to a task, but he’s also protecting me, giving me a safety net even as he pushes my boundaries. It makes me feel cherished and safe. And it also makes me so horny I think I might pass out.

I lean closer, my eyes zeroing in on the very tip of his crown. A single bead of clear liquid glistens there, a diamond of his need. I can’t believe how badly I want to taste him.

My hand comes up, fingers trembling as I wrap them around his thick, solid base, and his entire body jerks at my touch, a hiss of breath escaping his lips. I can feel the powerful pulse of his blood thrumming against my palm as I lean in.

I dart out my tongue and lick away that single drop. It’s salty and hot, and utterly him. That single action makes Silas groan, and it’s a sound that makes my womb swell with need.

I lick him again, circling the crown before taking a breath and wrapping my lips around the swollen head. His flesh is hot and smooth against my tongue, and I find myself moaning as I suck gently in sensual exploration.

The powerful muscle restraining his cock jumps in my hand, and it makes my clit pulse and ache.

“Fuck, yes,” he pants. And then his fist tightens in my hair, not painfully, but with a firm, possessive grip that grounds me.

I whimper as he thrusts his hips slightly, then he angles my head, guiding me. “That’s it, good girl. You know you’re going to make your daddy come.”

His words are pure fuel. I bob my head, taking him a little deeper, my jaw and throat muscles working and stretching. The sounds that tumble from him are my reward, a string of rough, broken groans and curses that tell me I’m doing exactly what he wants.

His hips begin to move a little faster now in rocking thrusts that match the rhythm of my mouth. And then his cock turns to steel in my hand as the pressure builds. I know he’s close. I've felt this before with my hands, but never my mouth, and it's so delicious.

Then, right as a final, shuddering groan rumbles from his chest, he tugs on my hair, pulling me loose from his length. I gasp, my lips still wet and tingling and my vision bleary from lust.

Wrapping his own fingers around his girth and angling his cock down, Silas makes me watch as a thick, hot stream of his release jets out, splattering across my breasts. The warm, sticky fluid slides down my skin, white against my pale flesh. I stare down at the beautiful mess, my heart hammering and my mind running with one question.

Why didn’t he come in my mouth?

But then I look up at him. He’s panting, his eyes closed and his face a mask of spent ecstasy. And in that moment, I understand.

It wasn’t about him. It was about me. About what I could handle. He’s in control. Absolute, total charge. And I realize with a clarity that steals my breath: I need that. And I need him.

Badly.


Chapter 6
Silas


The morning light filters through the window, and I awaken with a warm and tender body curled against mine. It's Dove, and the memories of last night hit beautifully hard. Her blond hair lies in a wild halo on my pillow, her face is soft in sleep, and her lips are slightly parted. She looks so fucking gorgeous. Something perfect blooms around my heart, filling me with an emotion so powerful it steals my breath. This is what it feels like to wake up with the girl you call home.

Dove didn't run. I laid my cards on the table, showed her the possessive, dominant man I am, the daddy buried deep inside, and she didn't just accept it. She seemed to fucking crave it.

The realization forms in me with a certainty as solid as the earth I’ve built this cabin upon. This girl, this small, perfect creature, is my soulmate. She belongs here with me. I don’t know how we will make it work, with her being a 19-year-old college student and me being a 43-year-old recluse. I just know we have to.

Strike that. We will.

Within seconds of wiping my eyes, I realize how hard I am, my cock hardening with a speed that’s almost painful. I pull the sheet down and allow my gaze to devour the sight of my girl’s body, the gentle slope of her shoulders, the swell of her breasts, and the soft curve of her belly. My fingers trace the line of her hip and down her outer thigh. Her skin is like silk. When a soft whimper escapes her lips, she melts against my touch, her body arching into my hand as her eyes flutter open. I cup a handful of her hair, not hard, just enough to feel her.

“Good morning, beautiful. How did you sleep?”

A slow, sleepy smile spreads across her face. “Better than I sleep in my own bed.”

We were up half the night playing, and her answer sends a bolt of pure satisfaction through me. I show her as much by capturing her mouth in a slow, erotic kiss. I've never felt this way about anyone else, but the taste of her morning mouth and sweet lust resting on her lips is the most intoxicating flavor I’ve ever known. My tongue tangles with hers, and my cock gives a hard pulse, leaking pre-cum against my belly. I break the kiss, grinding my hips just enough for her to feel the full, hard length of me.

“Mmm,” she purrs, wiggling closer. “Someone is hard.”

“As a fucking rock, baby. Daddy needs a release,” I growl, gripping the base of my shaft and sliding my throbbing cock between her wet thighs. Damn. All I can feel is her swollen and slick labia.

She lets out a sleepy moan and pushes her hips forward in a small, instinctive movement that meets my pressure.

“Good girl,” I grit out, my voice thick with testosterone. “Keep doing that. Grinding that wet pussy on daddy's dick.”

I'm not inside her. Not yet. I slide my length back and forth in her slick folds, and I’m fairly certain the base of my cock is rubbing against that sensitive little bump of hers, getting her worked up.

Her juices coat me, making every movement a slick, torturous glide. Her back arches, a beautiful, tiny bowing of her body, and her tits are right there, the nipples tight, hard points begging for my mouth. I palm her shoulders, my hand spanning her spine, and I pull her closer.

My tongue flicks out, tasting the salt on her skin before I take a nipple into my mouth and suck gently. All the while, I continue thigh-fucking her with my rigid length, the friction building a fire in me.

I feel the first tremor run through her, and holy hell. Her soft inner thighs clamp down on my girth, and her breath catches in a sob. It’s a beautiful sight because I know she's rubbing her clit just right, masturbating her heated pussy on my cock.

“Let go, baby … come for daddy …”

She mews like a kitten and her body convulses in front of me. I’m witnessing the wave of pure pleasure as it crashes through her, and it’s goddamn righteous.

Watching her come apart for me as she climaxes sends me over the edge. I give my hips one more thrust and that's all it takes. A guttural roar comes out as I shoot a thick load, the release so powerful my heavy balls seize and my vision goes blank for a few seconds.

“Mmm, I feel it … all your hot cum,” Dove purrs, clamping her thighs tighter around me and intensifying my orgasm. For an innocent girl, she sure is nasty, and I'm fucking here for it.

“I'm sure you do, baby. I'm sure you do …”

What I’m also sure of is my hot seed soaking her inner thighs and running down to the sheets, but I don't give a damn. All that matters is the feel of her spent body shaking beside me, and the bone-deep satisfaction of starting my day by bringing my girl pleasure. The both of us pleasure.

I roll onto my side, my body still humming from the release and our skin slick with mingled sweat. Propping my head up with my hand, I watch her come down from her orgasm. Her eyes are closed, and she's breathing deep and even. My god, she's so beautiful in my bed. I lean down and press a soft kiss to her forehead.

“I’m gonna make us some breakfast,” I whisper.

Her eyes flutter open, and she stretches into a lazy, feline movement that shows off the lines and sinful curves of her body. A slow smile spreads across her lips. “Okay. You want some help?”

“No, I’m good.”

She sits up, causing the sheet to fall around her waist. “Can I use your shower while you cook?”

“Yeah, of course.” I nod toward the bathroom. “I already fixed the shower curtain. Did it last night after you fell asleep.”

“Good. I’d hate to make two messes today,” she teases.

I chuckle as she slides out of bed. But then my laughter fades. She doesn’t bother to cover herself, just strides across the floor with confidence, her small, perfect ass swaying with each step. When she reaches the bathroom door, she glances back over her shoulder, a knowing smile playing on her lips before she disappears inside. Fuck. This girl is going to be the death of me.

While the water runs, I pull on a pair of jeans and grab one of my old, soft t-shirts, as well as a pair of clean boxers, and I lay them on the bed for Dove. Then I head to the kitchen, pulling the cast-iron skillet from its hook and starting up the woodstove. The smell of sizzling bacon and fresh coffee soon fills the small cabin.

Just as I’m plating up the eggs, Dove appears, wrapped in one of my towels with her hair still damp and mussy. Her skin glows, scrubbed clean and pink from the shower.

“Smells amazing.”

“Good. Get dressed.” I gesture toward the bed. “Food’s ready.”

She walks over and drops the towel without an ounce of shyness before pulling the t-shirt over her head. Naturally, it swallows her whole, falling well below her thighs. Despite being covered, she still slips on the boxers underneath, tucking a corner of the t-shirt into the waist. Damn. The sight of her in my clothes, so small and sweet, forces the lust straight to my groin, and my scrotum grows heavy. I’ve never recovered from an orgasm so fast, but I get the feeling this will be a new trend.

We eat at the small wooden table and Dove devours half her plate in no time. But we didn’t eat much last night, just nibbled on some fruit and jerky I made this spring.

“How do you get all your food without a car?” she asks between bites, her curiosity genuine. “Do you hunt?”

“Rarely. I’m too close to the Preserve where it’s not allowed.” I sip my coffee. “Cormac and I ride into town once a month and we stock up on things we can’t get from our gardens.”

“What do you do for work? I mean, how do you make money out here?”

“I get a pension, former military.”

“You were in the military?”

I give a silent nod. It's a part of my past I don't like talking about much, too many rough memories. So I change the subject. Plus, what I need to know already feels like stones in my stomach.

“Tell me, Dove. When do you have to be back for work and school?”

A shadow passes over her face, the light in her eyes dimming as her fork pauses on its way to her mouth.

“Actually… today.”

Something inside me twists. There’s a cold, hard knot of disappointment forming in my chest. But I force a nod, keeping my face a mask of indifference.

“I’ll make sure you get home after we eat.”

She’s quiet for a moment, her gaze dropping to her plate. I can see the wheels turning in her head, and I’d give anything to know what she’s thinking. Then, she looks up, her expression one of determination.

“I don’t have to rush off so quickly. My shift doesn’t start until 4:00 so as long as I’m home by 2:00, I should have time to change clothes and catch the bus. And I need to call my insurance company, let them know what happened with my car. I can’t afford a new one. I hope they pay for the damages...”

Her voice trails off but the words “catch the bus” are ringing in my head like a fire alarm, drowning her out. The thought of her—my Dove—on a dirty public bus, surrounded by strange men with their eyes lingering on her and having thoughts, makes a possessive rage simmer in my blood.

“You’re not taking the bus.” I set my coffee mug down, the ceramic clinking against the wood table with finality.

Her brow furrows. “But I have to get to work. And school on Monday. How else will I⁠—”

“We’ll ride into town and get you a rental until the insurance check comes through. I’ll pay for it.”

“Silas, no. You don’t have to do that. It’s too much.”

I lean forward, capturing her gaze. “Daddies don’t let their girls ride busses. The money isn’t an issue. It’s handled.”

Her lips part, but her protest dies before it can fully start. And then, her teeth find her bottom lip, that little habit of hers that drives me insane.

A soft smile crawls along her face. She likes it. She likes being cared for, being protected. A feeling of pure, masculine satisfaction washes over me. This is how it’s supposed to be.

Fuck. I want to lock her down, keep her here where the world can’t touch her, but I know that’s not right. She’s not a possession. Even though I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want her to be mine.

“After we eat, we’ll take a quick walk down to the creek, spend some time there. I want to know everything about the girl who got caught in my trap.” I reach across the table, my hand covering hers.

"I'd like that," Dove answers.

I carry the plates to the sink and give them a quick rinse, and Dove moves to the porch steps, sitting down to tug on my old boots. The same ones from yesterday. When she’s finished, I help her up.

“Let’s go.”

We walk out into the morning, catching the rays of the sun cutting through the canopy. Fallen branches and fresh leaves litter the ground, but the birds are already singing. Within minutes, we reach the spot where the path opens up, and the sound of rushing water grows louder. I take Dove's hand as we walk down a short hill to the creek.

"God, it's so beautiful out here," Dove says.

"I love it myself. Why I came here and why I stayed."

The water tumbles over smooth, gray stones, and I find a spot on a patch of soft moss before lowering myself to the ground and crossing my legs.

“Come here. Sit on my lap.”

A shy smile plays on her lips as she walks over and plunks her bottom right onto my thighs, settling into the cradle of my legs. I wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her back against my chest. She’s a perfect fit.

“Tell me about you. I want to know everything.”

Knowing is the only way I can properly care for her. I need the blueprint to everything Dove.

“Everything?” she asks, a lilt to her voice.

“Well, start with your favorite food.”

“Pasta,” she says immediately. “Any kind. With lots of cheese.”

I file it away. Pasta. Cheese.

“Favorite book?”

“The Secret Garden. I must have read it three or four times. I always wanted a place like that.”

My heart thrums. A secret garden. I can give her that. I can give her acres of it.

“Movies?”

“Old ones. Like, black and white. Anything with Audrey Hepburn.”

Okay, she's a little young to be into Audrey Hepburn. But now I have to know. “What got you into Audrey Hepburn movies?”

She turns serious for a moment, quiet and contemplative. I suddenly worry I asked something wrong.

“When my neighbor found me after the tornado, there was a stack of DVDs left in the wreckage of the house. All of them untouched. A collection of Audrey Hepburn and Cary Grant movies from the fifties and sixties. Apparently, my parents loved them. So, growing up, I watched them on repeat. It was the only way I could feel close to my mom and dad. I still have them.”

My heart twists for her. I can hear the pain in her voice, and the longing. I touch the side of her cheek and kiss her shoulder. "I'm so sorry, baby."

“It's okay. I've… I’ve gotten used to it, I guess. Them not being here.”

It's not okay, but I don't tell her as much. I'll make it up to her, every moment that she lost with them because of that tornado.

Dove continues to tell me little bits and pieces of her childhood, the families she lived with. It doesn't sound like love and affection were a big part of her life. But with me, that will change. I'll shower her with all the love and affection she can handle.

I also learn she’s studying English Literature at the local college and wants to write a book someday. Or maybe many books. She’s a girl of words and stories. I memorize every small detail of her life that she gives me. It’s a piece of the puzzle that is Dove, and I am a man obsessed with solving it. I need to know what makes her happy, what makes her sad, what makes her tick.

As she talks about school and her job at a call center, where she's made a few friends, her voice becomes a soft melody against the backdrop of the creek, and my hand finds its own path, eagerly navigating up the front of her shirt until my palm cups the warm, soft weight of her breast. She falters mid-sentence, her breath catching.

“As I… I was saying…”

"Yes, baby, keep talking. I want to know every little thing." I tease her nipple with my thumb, feeling it pebble under my touch. Stifling a growl, my cock is growing harder than ever, and I know it’s about to become a thumping pressure against her backside. I feel it flick as it presses against the zipper of my jeans, and my body grows hot with need again.

Dove stutters, her words dissolving into a soft, breathy sound, And she tosses a look over her shoulder, directly into my eyes. I see the fire within, a wild, beautiful blaze. Her cheeks are turning bright pink, and I know she's filled with the same lust that I am right now.

“You’re distracting me,” she whispers with a smirk.

“Good.” I lean in and roll a nipple between my fingers. “Dove, I want you so bad I can’t think straight.”

How am I going to resist fucking this girl when she drives me this crazy?

“Yeah … me too,” she breathes.

“But I want you to know this isn’t just a one-time thing for me, Dove. You walking into my woods… it changed everything.”

She just nods, her eyelids heavy and her gaze wistful. I know she wants to come again.

“Take it off,” I command, tugging at the bottom of her shirt. She responds by pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. Her skin looks pale and yummy in the dappled sunlight.

“Turn around.”

She shifts in my lap, her movements quick yet fluid, until she’s straddling my waist and facing me. Her small, perfect tits are inches from my face, her nipples already so very, very tight. But it's her mouth I want right now, so I capture her lips in a deep, bruising kiss, my tongue plundering her sweet mouth while I think about another part of her body I'd like to plunder.

When I pull back, I trace my tongue over one rosy nipple, then the other, drinking in the little gasps that escape her lips. Then I flip her, laying her gently on her back on the soft leaves and moss. I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers she’s wearing and tug them down her hips and her feet, until they’re resting in a soft pile of limbs. With her lying there naked, her flesh open and offered to me, I can't believe my damn luck.

"Are you as hungry as I am?" I ask, running my hand over her supple skin and studying every square inch.

She offers a frantic nod. "I am. So hungry."

Fuck. I let out a growl and position myself between her legs as fast as I can. Gripping her hips, my tongue finds her slick, wet heat, and her hands immediately snake through my hair.

She lets out a breathy moan as I lick her warm and swollen gash in long, languid strokes, tasting her sweetness. As she rolls her hips in a slow grind, I find her sweet little bean.

Damn. My cock throbs painfully in my jeans the second I flick my tongue against her swollen clit. I suckle and lick, bite and nibble. And then I take my middle finger and push it inside her opening to the first knuckle before curling it upward. I wiggle the top of my finger against the upper wall of her entrance, amazed at how fucking tight she is. And when I suck her clit past my lips, I'm rewarded with a sharp, shuddering gasp, and the words, “Oh god, daddy … yes … I’m gonna come so hard.”

Her words undo me. My balls fill up with so much cum, they throb with pain. Every shred of decency I had left in me is about to become obliterated because I'm having the most vile thoughts about this innocent girl coming on my mouth.

Growling, I flick my eyes up at her and watch as her body convulses through an orgasm … this beautiful wild girl coming apart for me.

She fists my hair so tight I nearly see stars, and I'm so glad she’s able to come fast because I can hardly wait for my own release.

When her tremors subside, I sit her up, noticing that her eyes are dazed and her cheeks so very flushed. When she bites her lip and looks at me a certain kind of way that I can't explain, I unzip my pants and tug out my cock. It springs free, thick and hard and pulsing with need.

“Suck daddy's dick, baby. I need your sweet mouth so fucking bad right now."

I splay my legs, giving her room, and she doesn't waste a minute getting between them, her body bending in such a way that I have a perfect view of her ass jutting up into the air.

I hold her hair up as her lips, wet and swollen from our kiss just moments ago, wrap around my crown.

“Ahhhhh, fuck, baby …” I groan.

She bobs her head, her movements tentative at first then gaining confidence. She sucks me off with a desperate, hungry rhythm that makes my head swim. The pressure has built to a roaring fire in my veins, and my hips instinctively start to jolt up and down.

“I’m gonna come,” I gasp out, my voice strained. “Can my good girl handle swallowing for me?”

A quick nod followed by a muffled groan is her only answer. It’s a gritty, throaty sound that comes from around my length. And then, Dove takes me deeper, her throat muscles milking me. Jesus christ, I've never had head this good.

My fingers tighten around her hair as I encourage her to go deeper, pushing her further down until I feel my release is imminent.

“Oh that’s it, such a good girl,” I groan.

Her small hands wrap around the base of my cock, and my head falls back. A wicked pulse of heat shoots through me when I come.

“Ahhhh … fuuuuuck,” I growl, feeling her tongue slither and slather all along the underside of my shaft.

I spurt my seed into her mouth in a hot torrent of release, and I feel the contractions of her throat as she swallows. I can't help but rut my hips up and down, the intensity of my orgasm rippling through my entire body, and my balls bouncing hard with each contraction.

Finally, I'm able to open my eyes and look down at her, and I can see she only has me partially engulfed. Her lips are halfway down my cock, and I can see the base of it above my dark tuft of hair throbbing like an entity. One more spurt shoots out, and she swallows it down before I pop her loose from my length that’s now only half hard.

She’s still on her knees, her eyes shimmering, and I can't help but softly stroke her cheek and admire her beauty. Her lips are more swollen than ever now.

“Get up here and kiss me,” I grit out, probably sounding angry even though I'm anything but. However she doesn't seem afraid or nervous of my tone because she obeys, climbing into my lap and setting her wet pussy over my softening cock.

After pressing her mouth to mine, Dove flicks her tongue against mine, and I can slightly taste myself. In this intimacy, it feels like she becomes bonded to me.

“Such a good girl,” I whisper against her lips. “I will always take good care of you. You’ll always feel cherished.”

“I want you to feel the same way, too, Silas,” she murmurs, her eyes bright with unshed tears. And honestly, those words hit harder than any orgasm. They wrap around my heart and take hold.

This rare and perfect girl, I will never let her go. And in the quiet of the woods, with the sun on our skin and the sound of the creek, I silently vow to make her mine forever.


Chapter 7
Dove


I push through the glass door of the car rental place and head back out to the parking lot with my keys in hand. Silas is there, next to Cormac's truck, the one he borrowed to bring me here. He's pacing on the asphalt in a tight circuit, shoulders tense and fists balled at his sides. It makes him look like a caged animal, and I'd be lying if I said it doesn't make me take pause.

Truth is, I don't want to leave either. I don't want us to separate. I want to stay with him. This restlessness that he's feeling, I feel it too. And it makes me realize just how serious things have gotten in a short span of time. We've known each other one whole day. 24 freaking hours. I shouldn't feel this strong a pull to him. But it's there, and there's not a damn thing I can do about it now. I know it's because of the care he took with me, the tenderness with every rough command he gave. He kept me safe, even from himself and what he wanted to do. What I wanted to do, too.

He stops pacing when he sees me walk toward him, his piercing eyes locking me down.

I hold up the keys and smile. “Well, I got a decent and reliable car to last me until I get a new one.”

He gives a single nod. “Good. Now I won’t have to worry about you getting back and forth to work and school safely.”

That statement sounds sweeter than any flowery compliment could. He worries about me, and that feels good.

I stand on my tiptoes and wrap my arms around his thick neck before pressing myself against him. He responds instantly, his arms banding around me and pulling me into a bear hug that lifts my feet several inches from the ground. It feels pure. Like a transfer of strength and warmth and something that feels a lot like love. When he sets me down, I keep my arms around his neck.

“When will I see you again?”

A smile touches his lips. “When do you want to?”

“Right now,” I say, and a laugh bubbles out of me.

“Ditto,” he chuckles, then reaches into his pocket and pulls something out, pressing it into my palm. “Here, take this for now.”

I look down. It’s an old flip phone, and I can't help but eye it strangely.

“It’s an old spare,” he explains. “My number’s programmed inside of it.”

“Oh, right.” I shake my head. “I almost forgot I don’t have a phone.”

“You do now. Keep it until you get a new one,” he says, leaving no room for argument. “And call me anytime you want. Anytime you want to come over, my door’s open.”

I nod. “Thank you again. I’ll call you tonight when I get out of work. Is midnight too late?”

His jaw tightens, and he shakes his head. “No, baby. It’s not too late.”

He leans down and gives me a kiss, briefly slipping his tongue into my mouth in a way that promises things I can only imagine. Then he hops into the truck, starts the engine, and drives off, leaving me standing in the parking lot with his phone in my hand and the taste of him on my lips.

A hollow ache thrums in my chest. Why am I sad that he left so quickly? So … easily? It's strange. I have a flash thought. I wish he'd chained me to his bed and refused to let me go. Then he could spend his days devouring my body and his nights rutting his cock down my throat until I beg him to fuck me.

But I know that's just a fantasy. What I really need is for him to do exactly what he’s doing: giving me this freedom to return to my normal life.

As I drive home to get ready for work, I realize just how exhausted I am. Every muscle is tired from our time by the creek, from using muscles I never knew I had, my body coming over and over. My mind drifts to the way my small frame fits so perfectly against his mountain of a body, the slick glide of his tongue between my legs and the delicious taste of his steely cock in my mouth. What I feel for Silas … this is a lust I’ve never known. But it's more than that.

I never knew I needed a daddy until he said that damned word. Now I’m afraid it’s all I need.

***

Just before 4:00, I slide into my cubicle with two minutes to spare, the scent of stale coffee and industrial carpet cleaner an unpleasant reminder that I’m no longer in Silas's cabin. The call center is already a hive of energy, the hushed, professional voices of my co-workers filling the air along with the rhythmic beeping of the phone queue. Saturday nights are always a special kind of hell. But I'm still on my high, my body and my mind buzzing with a deep, pleasurable exhaustion that doesn't bother me one bit.

I get on my headset and take the first call of the night, and I spend the next few hours on autopilot, trying to ensure my voice is a calm and soothing balm for angry customers while my mind wanders back to the woods, back to the feel of Silas's beard against my inner thighs and my neck, and the weight of his body pinning me to his bed, hoping he'd strip naked and claim me. I also think about the pulse of his huge shaft on my tongue as I sucked him dry. God, I never knew I had a sex drive like this. But here I am. Suddenly insatiable.

“There you are! I was looking for you.”

I jump, startled out of the vivid memory of Silas's orgasm this morning in the woods. Justine leans over my cubicle wall, her bright red lipstick lighting up her smile as she lifts her eyebrows.

“So? How was it? Did he sweep you off your feet?”

I force a thin smile, shaking my head as another call alert flashes on my screen. I put the customer on a brief hold. “He didn’t show.”

“What? Are you serious? Did he at least call or text?” Justine’s face falls. She’s the one who set me up with Dillon, so naturally she’s concerned.

“Nope. Nothing. Just left me there waiting on him.”

“That absolute asshole! I am going to give him such a piece of my mind on Monday. I cannot believe he would do that to you.” She leans closer, her expression softening. “Why didn’t you call me? We could have gotten together, trashed him over a bottle of cheap wine during the storm.”

"Well, you know, a tornado came through and everything …" Oddly, a laugh tumbles out of me, genuine and light. I flash back to me and Silas in the bathtub, and the way his arms felt so protective around me.

"Yeah, I got that tornado warning on my phone, but my neighborhood got out unscathed. Was your apartment hit?"

“No, it was fine. But my car sustained some pretty serious damage. I was still at the Preserve when it came through. I had to call my insurance company and report the damages, then get a rental car. It's … a mess.”

Concern spreads across Justine's face. "My god, I'm really glad you're okay."

"Yeah, me too." I'm okay because of one man.

She glances at the clock on my monitor. “Shit, my break is almost over. A bunch of us are going to the midnight showing of that new slasher movie after work. You should come. A little screaming and popcorn is the perfect cure for getting ghosted and surviving a tornado.”

The thought of sitting in a dark theater with a group of people makes me want to climb out of my skin. All I want is the quiet of my apartment and the sound of Silas’s voice filtering through the phone he gave me.

“Thanks, Justine, but I think I’m just going to head home. I’m completely wiped.”

“Okay.” She studies my face for a second, a flicker of concern in her eyes. “But you’re not allowed to hole yourself up just because some loser stood you up. That’s an order. I'm not letting you hide away.”

I pinch my lips together to keep from smiling. The idea of becoming a recluse, of being kept and belonging only to one person—to daddy—is no longer a punishment. It’s a fantasy. A possibility that lights up every nerve in my body.

The last half of my shift drags by so slowly I want to claw my eyes out. And by the time I finally clock out, my body is like lead weight. Once back at my place, I head straight for the shower, and as I scrub myself clean, I realize I'm washing away the little bit of Silas’s scent that remained. It makes me eager to see him again.

I dry off, slip into a pair of pajamas, and crawl into bed. As tired as I am, it's definitely calling to me, but I'm wishing it weren't so empty. I switch off the lamp and pull the covers up before glancing at the phone Silas gave me, sitting on the nightstand like a reminder. I lift it and open the front, and the small screen casts a soft blue glow around me. There's one new message.

Miss you, baby.

A smile stretches my lips big as ever. My thumb hovers over the keypad, but texting feels too impersonal. Instead, I find his name in the contacts and press the call button, and when he answers on the first ring, his voice wraps around me like a hug. How is it even sexier than I remember?

“Hey.”

“Hi,” I whisper, my voice suddenly shy.

“How was work?”

“Busy. Annoying. The usual Saturday night.” I roll onto my side, pulling the phone closer to my ear. “How was the rest of your day? Did you get everything cleaned up?”

“Most of it. Cormac came over and helped me with the big stuff.” A pause. “We rode into town after, got some supplies. Figured I should be prepped for a while. Plenty of food.”

“Oh? What do you need plenty of food for?”

His laugh makes my stomach tickle. “Well, I was hoping I might have a guest pop in from time to time.”

The warmth that spreads through my chest is immediate. “You were?”

“Mm-hmm. Been thinking about you all day, Dove.” His voice softens, losing its teasing edge and becoming something gritty and honest. “I already miss you. Only been a few hours and the cabin feels too damn empty. And, I don't know, empty has never bothered me before. Until you.”

I remember what he told me when I first got to his cabin yesterday. When I asked if he ever got lonely. He never really answered that question, just said the woods kept him company, and that was where he belonged. Maybe he does get lonely and was struggling to admit it.

“I miss you, too,” I confess. "I wanted to come over tonight. After work. But I thought it would be good for both of us to get some sleep. We didn’t get much last night.”

“I understand.” His voice is a low murmur. “Daddies want their girls to get a good night’s sleep.”

A delicious shiver dances down my spine and settles between my legs. “Well, if you think you can stand existing in civilization for a little while, I’d love to cook you a meal tomorrow, maybe this time at my place.”

The line goes quiet. Just for a beat. But it’s long enough for a knot of anxiety to tighten in my stomach. Maybe I was too bold. Maybe his world is his world, and he has no interest in entering mine. But then his voice comes back, a warm current washing away my fear.

“Sure, I’d love to see you, baby. And see where you live.”

Relief makes me giddy. “Okay. I’ll text you my address in the morning.”

“Can’t wait.” He’s quiet again for a moment, and I can almost feel him on the other end of the line, thinking. “Dove?”

“Yeah?”

“What are you sleeping in?”

“Some silky pink pajamas.”

A low growl vibrates through the phone, a sound of pure, animalistic approval. “You gonna be touching that sleek little pussy tonight while you think of your daddy?”

My breath catches and my walls clench in need. I know what he wants to hear. He wants to know he has that power over me, that he can make me come without even being in the room. But another truth, deeper and more urgent, spills from my lips.

“I’ll wait for you. Wait until you touch me. It’s not the same when I do it. The only touch I want is yours.”

The breath he sucks in is sharp and ragged. I hear him mutter a single word under his breath.

“Fuck.” There’s a pause, and his voice is thick with lust when he speaks again. “You’re such a good girl, you know that? But sometimes, daddy may want to watch you touch yourself.”

The image flashes in my mind: me, on his bed, his eyes burning into me as my own hands bring me pleasure. My flesh burns with the fantasy. “Well, if that’s what daddy wants, then that’s what daddy will get.”

“Mmm … goodnight, sleep tight, my angel,” he says, his voice sounding aroused and sleepy at the same time.

“You too.”

The call ends, and suddenly, my room doesn't feel so empty anymore. Probably because it’s filled with him.

Now there's no denying how badly my pussy aches, a deep, throbbing pulse between my legs. I can’t wait for tomorrow. But as I drift to sleep, I can't help but worry about something, something that's niggling at my brain and my heart.

My life looks different than Silas's. And while it's far too soon to even think about merging our worlds, I can't help but wonder if that will ever be a possibility.

Or if Silas will even want to.


Chapter 8
Silas


I stand outside her apartment door, a bouquet of wildflowers clutched in my hand. They’re a messy, vibrant mix of purple thistle and yellow black-eyed Susans I cut from the edge of my property this morning. A piece of my world for her. My heart hammers with a nervous energy I haven't felt in years. And I realize … I'm excited as a goddamn schoolboy.

When the door swings open, she’s standing there, and her eyes widen when she sees the flowers.

“Oh, Silas.” She smiles and takes the bouquet from my hand, her fingers brushing mine before bringing the blossoms to her nose. She looks so cute as her eyes flutter closed for a second. “My favorite colors. You remembered.”

Before I can say a word, her arms wrap around my neck and she pulls herself against me in a hug. Instinct takes over, and my arms enclose around her, one hand splaying across the small of her back and the other I bury in her soft hair. I pull her up against my body, and my dick gives a hard pulse. She’s wearing a pair of tiny blue shorts that cup the swell of her ass and a white t-shirt so tight it traces the perfect, pert shape of her tits. I can even see the faint outline of her nipples, and right away, an erection, thick and immediate, strains against my jeans. I want to get her naked, right here, right now. But I refuse to paw all over her like some rutting animal two seconds into our date.

I clear my throat, my voice rough with desire. “You look cute, baby.”

She pulls back just enough to look up at me, her cheeks dusted rosy pink. “Thank you.”

Dove takes my hand, her small fingers lacing with mine, and leads me inside. She sets the flowers down on a small table and shows me around the apartment. It’s small, neat, and smells like her. There are books stacked on a shelf, a soft-looking blanket draped over the couch, and framed pictures on the wall I can’t quite make out. My eyes can barely keep from dragging over the curve of her hips and the long, smooth line of her legs. I’m a bastard because all I can think about is taking her back to my cabin, stripping those little shorts off her, and devouring her for days. But I remain a gentleman, nodding and making the right noises as she points out her tiny kitchen with her simple yet modern appliances: a coffee maker, toaster, electric stove and oven that’s kicking out some delicious smells right now.

She squeezes my hand, pulling my attention back to her. “Well, that’s the full tour. Dinner will be ready in about an hour. What do you want to do until then?”

I swallow down what I want to say and glance out her window at the street below, the cars, the concrete.

“We could go for a walk around the block.”

“Oh. I’m a little nervous about leaving with the oven on.”

“Right,” I nod. Of course she’s being responsible.

“Besides, this neighborhood isn't nearly as nice as walking around your property.”

“No, it’s probably not.”

“We could watch a movie?” she suggests, her eyes hopeful.

“Sure.” I haven't watched television in years, but if it means I get to hold her in bed, or on the couch, I’ll watch whatever she wants. I just want to be near her.

Dove curls up on the couch, and I sit next to her. In adorable fashion, she immediately tucks herself against my side, letting her head rest on my shoulder. Loving the way she feels, my arm finds its way around her waist, my hand settling on the curve of her hip. And I gently coax the bare flesh there, just above the hem of her shorts.

She’s so soft and silken beneath my rough fingers, it sends a fresh bolt of need straight to my cock. The pressure between my legs becomes a tight ache, my scrotal sack already filling despite me having jerked off this morning.

Dove notices the twitch in my jeans, and she shifts slightly. When her hand comes to rest on my leg, high on my inner thigh, she squeezes, forcing my dick to grow stiffer.

“What are you thinking about?” she asks, her voice a low tease as her nails softly scratch the denim over the bulge that feels like it’s about to rip through the material.

“I’m trying not to think about a damn thing,” I grit out. “But I’ve missed my girl. And seeing you in these shorts and this sexy shirt is making me have impure thoughts. I’m just trying to be a gentleman.”

Dove angles her head, her innocent eyes looking up at me. Her palm flattens over the hard ridge of my erection, pressing down and forcing a choked sound to escape me.

“You’ve been a gentleman since the moment I met you. And since you got here. Maybe you could set him aside for a moment.”

Her touch is driving me absolutely mad, and now, hearing those words, a low growl tumbles from my chest. In one move, Dove massages me through my jeans and drags her nails over the sensitive tip of my crown.

Fuck. I see stars. So I wrap my fingers around her wrist, gentle but firm. “Be careful, little girl. If I set my so-called gentleman aside, it may be more than you can handle.”

She bites that perfect lower lip, her eyes flicking to the side in a shy, provocative glance.

“Well, maybe just give me a taste, then.”

My jaw clenches, and my control falters.

“Oh, I’ll give you a taste.”

In one fluid motion, I roll her back on the couch and lower myself until I’m on my stomach and my head is level with her hips. Her eyes, wide and curious, track my every move.

I place a kiss on the inside of her knee, then another just above it. I then trace a path of open-mouthed kisses up her inner thigh, slow and deliberate, until I reach the delicate juncture where her leg curves into her pussy.

She shudders out a full-body tremor, and I do the same to her other leg, savoring the way her muscles quiver under my mouth.

My hand slides up her belly, pushing her t-shirt out of the way, and then I shove the fabric of her bra up, baring her breasts to the late afternoon light inside her apartment. They are perfect, small and round with tight, pink nipples that pebble in the cool air.

A thick pillow rests behind her head, propping her up just enough so that her gaze stays locked with mine. I hook the crotch of her shorts with my pointer and peel the fabric aside, leaving her baby blue panties in place–a small triangular barrier between my mouth and her pussy.

The scent of her, clean and sweet with a slight musky undertone of arousal, drifts to my nose. I can’t help but let out a moan of approval before dragging my tongue along the crease of her upper thigh, right against the plush curve of her labia that’s still hidden under silken panties.

A ragged breath rushes out, and she tosses one leg over the back of the couch, the other splaying wide open in both an invitation and a surrender.

I switch sides, my tongue tracing the same line on her other thigh while my free hand finds her breast. I roll a nipple between my thumb and forefinger, feeling it harden into a tight little knot.

When I pull her shorts aside again, I notice her clit is so swollen and needy that it’s pressing a distinct ridge against the silken fabric of her panties. A wet patch blooms just below it, and I open my mouth to drag my teeth over that one perfect bump.

A whimper escapes her, high and thin, and her fingers tangle in my hair, fisting the strands at my scalp.

Fuck, she feels so good, and smells so fine. I graze my teeth over her again and again, the friction and damp heat, and the sound of her panting, becoming too much. A fire ignites in my groin, so hot and urgent I start to move against the couch cushion, my hips pumping in a desperate, mindless rhythm. My own arousal is a roaring beast underneath my skin.

“Oh god… daddy…” Her whisper, choked with pleasure, drives me wild.

Jesus, what this girl does to me.

My whole body seizes, and a primal roar erupts as a violent orgasm rips through me in a white-hot flood of heat that soaks my jeans and leaves me shuddering.

I feel each pulse of my cum as it shoots from the tip of my constrained cock head, and my orgasm seems to last forever. But even as the waves recede, I remain hard, my dick a throbbing rod of steel inside my jeans.

I catch my breath and push up on my arms, muscles straining with fatigue from my orgasm. Our eyes lock, and I realize that Dove has officially claimed my heart. She fucking belongs to me and I to her.

“You’re about to get a taste of what things are like when I stop being a gentleman, baby girl. You remember your safe word?”

Flicking her tongue to the corner of her mouth, she nods, then says, “Stromboli.”

“Good. Use it if you need to.”

A slow, wicked smile spreads across her face. “Well, so far so good.”

“Mm-hmm …” With a single, sharp tug, I pull her shorts down her legs and flip her onto her stomach, my hands gripping her hips to tug her ass into the air.

Dove gasps, her head turning to look at me over her shoulder. I notice her eyes are dazed with lust and approval.

Feeling like I’m on a high, I move between her legs, staying on my knees. I spread her ass cheeks with my thumbs, exposing the delicate, private parts of her and … goddamn. She’s completely bare, a smooth, perfect canvas of pale skin and soft pink flesh.

“Fuck,” I groan.

“You like it?” she asks, her voice a breathy whisper. “I shaved it all, just for you.”

I gulp as fresh heat rolls over my body. She did this for me.

For her daddy.

“Yes, I love the way you look, baby.”

With my mouth practically watering, I turn my head so that I can fit between her legs. My tongue finds her clit first, and I give it a quick, possessive lick that makes her entire body buck.

I then drag my tongue upward, over her slick, wet folds, all the way to the tight, forbidden pink rose at her center. I circle it with the tip of my tongue, tasting her, claiming every inch and savoring every little noise that comes out of her mouth. I quickly settle into a rhythm, lapping at her for long, torturous moments until her thighs begin to shake uncontrollably.

She’s close.

I push a thumb inside her tight little asshole, just to the first knuckle, and the searing clench of her muscles around me is fucking exquisite.

I angle my head once more, taking her clit fully into my mouth and suckling hard, and it takes no time for her back to arch expectantly.

“Oh! Oh! … I’m gonna come!”A loud cry soars around the room as she comes apart, her body convulsing beautifully as a warm current of her release spills across my face, drenching my nose and beard before dripping down to the cushions below. The taste of her, musky and sweet, floods my senses, and it is pure heaven.

I pump my thumb in and out of her tight bottom and stick out my tongue to catch the rest of her nectar while my cock, already hard once more, becomes a raging, painful pressure between my legs. But I know that’s just a temporary problem. One that’s about to get resolved.

Dove rolls her back in circles, rubbing her pussy against my face, and as the flesh of her ass jiggles uncontrollably, she reaches back with a hand and pushes my head away, murmuring something along the lines of it’s too much.

I back away and sit up, and she collapses on her side, a blissful smile painted on her pretty face. Her body is a beautiful wreck on the couch, limbs lax and her chest rising and falling in shallow, shaky breaths. I lean over her, my own body shaking with vicious, unspent energy.

“You okay, baby girl?”

She lets out a soft, breathy sound, not quite a word, and her head lolls to the side, her eyes hazy and unfocused. “Oh yeah … more than okay.”

A satisfied smirk pulls at my lips. “Good. Because I’m not done with you.”

I stand up, then curl a single finger at her, and my Dove obeys without hesitation. When she pushes up, her t-shirt and bra are still bunched at the top of her chest, leaving her small, perfect breasts exposed for my pleasure.

“Scoot to the edge for me.”

She does, her movements fluid as she shimmies forward until her ass is right at the cushion’s rim. I undo my jeans, and the heavy denim falls down at my feet. My cock springs free, a thick rod of flesh pulsing with angry need.

I hold it out to her, and her gaze drops. And when I see the look that floods her face and eyes, I can tell it’s nothing but pure, undiluted hunger. Her lips part in a soft pink bow of temptation, and she sits obedient, her bare chest rising and falling with each quickening breath.

My balls tighten into an aching weight as I step between her knees. My hand comes up, gathering the long blond curtain of her hair and fisting it at the nape of her neck into a makeshift ponytail. I give a gentle tug, tilting her head back.

“Be a good girl for your daddy and do what you’re so good at.”

She licks her lips in a quick, deliberate sweep of the tongue that makes my cock jump. Then she leans forward.

Her mouth is so fucking hot and wet as it closes over the swollen crown of my cock, and right away she starts sucking. At first, it feels like a gentle, exploratory pressure, but then she begins to bob her head in a rhythm that’s sure and confident.

What comes next pulls the air from my lungs. It’s the beautifully slick slide of her tongue as it traces a vein on the underside of my shaft. And then her free hand comes up, those small fingers finding my scrotum before cupping the heavy weight of my balls.

Her touch sends a bolt of need straight up my spine. They heave in her palm as my cock turns to solid steel in her mouth. This girl. This fucking perfect girl. She’s a damn natural at sucking my dick.

“Fuck, yes,” I pant, my hips already moving in a mindless, rocking thrust that’s just starting to stretch her pretty lips.

I push her head down, burying myself in the hot cavern of her mouth until my thicket of hair presses against her nose. “Tap my leg if it’s too much.”

A feminine groan is her only answer, which makes me happy.

Then I feel it, holy fuck … the insanely tight clamp of her throat muscles around my crown. And that sensation, along with her fingertips tickling along my ball sack, sends me reeling.

My seed shoots forward as I spurt a huge load of cum in her mouth, the base of my shaft pulsing with each jet. I hold her head steady, and Dove swallows every last drop, her pretty brown eyes angling up to meet mine looking so slutty yet innocent.

A string of curse words falls from my lips, and my hand trembles in her hair. “Fuck, Dove. You feel so good … I want to do this with you every day. I know that makes me a dirty bastard, but I don’t give a damn.”

Her eyes flutter closed for a second, a look of pure, blissful submission on her face. And as I feel myself growing soft in her mouth, a thought hard and clear as a diamond forms in my mind. It’s not a rational thought, I know that. It’s more of a primal certainty.

A promise to properly and permanently claim what’s mine.

I’m going to put a ring on her finger. And before the summer is over, Dove will be living here with me, and she'll be my wife.


Chapter 9
Dove


I stand at the kitchen sink while Silas takes a shower, rinsing out a coffee mug for the millionth time. My gaze moves from the blue Oklahoma sky to the new shed he’s building after the lean-to got destroyed last month during the tornado. It's hard to believe it's already been a month since we met. Time feels like it's going so much faster out here.

I love life at the cabin, this little sanctuary of peace and nature, my little world away from the city, and the chaos of the call center and stress of school.

And of course there’s Silas. I love being around him. He's just a big, masculine ball of focused energy. Even now, as I look at his project outside, a familiar heat stirs in my belly. There's something so sexy about a man in his forties who works the land until his muscles ache, and all to provide a better home. He even went with me to car shop when I finally got my insurance check. The one I wanted was $1,500 more than what I could afford, but the salesman refused to work with me, so Silas paid the difference. I told him not to, that I'd get something cheaper, but he insisted. He takes damn good care of me. And I know how lucky I am.

I've been here every weekend over the last month, and every spare hour during the week. Silas has come to my apartment some, but he's different there. Unsettled and restless. I don't blame him. My neighbors are noisy, especially the people upstairs playing music at all hours of the day and night, and stomping around. It drives me crazy too. I'd much rather be here with him.

These past four and a half weeks have been nothing but pure domestic bliss. Cooking simple little meals together, reading by the woodstove, and of course our playtime. My skin still tingles from last night. Silas is so good with me, so dominant yet careful and protective. He claims my body every day, praising me until I'm a puddle of submission. But he hasn't yet taken the ultimate gift. He's waiting for me to say I'm ready.

Thing is, I'm ready. I know I am. And I almost told him as much last night. But then, as we lay tangled in his sheets in the afterglow of our orgasms, he said something that took me by surprise.

Move in with me.

I didn't answer him. I didn't feel like I could at that moment. So I told them I needed to sleep on it. And this is where things get complicated.

From a financial standpoint, moving in here makes sense. I’m here more than I’m home, and it would save me a lot of money on rent. Plus, I want to wake up next to him every day. I want to come home to him, to share every little small pleasure we have from day to day. But as I stare out at Silas's beautiful property, submerged here near the Wylde Preserve, the reality of what that life would actually look like sets in, and it starts to burn away the fantasy.

The other day, I had to tether my laptop to my phone just to download one assignment, and even then, the signal was a joke. The commute between here and campus, where I can use the internet between classes, is draining me. I can't deny I'm exhausted.

If I move in with him, one of two things will happen. Either Silas will be forced to change his entire lifestyle in order to accommodate me and my need for modern amenities, effectively destroying the very peace he spent five years building. Or, I may have to abandon my future to share a life with him. I can already see the version of myself that could possibly start to resent him every time I fail a test because bad weather knocked out the cell tower. As I think about all this, a slow, cold dread seeps into my chest.

I hear footsteps behind me, right before a pair of massive hands settle onto my waist. Silas pulls me against his chest, and a smile immediately stretches across my face as his front meets my back. He tucks his chin on top of my head, his beard a rough but comforting scratch against my scalp.

“You were staring out this window when I got in the shower, baby.” Usually, the sound of his rumbly voice settles my nerves, but today it only makes me fight the tears.

“I know, I've got a lot on my mind.”

“Thinking about my question from last night?”

I start to speak, but a sob hitches out instead. I turn around to face him, right as a tear escapes my eye, hot and traitorous as it slides down my cheek.

“Oh … hey,” he murmurs, his expression changing from possessiveness to concern. He swipes the tear away with his thumb, his touch so incredibly gentle. "Tell me what's wrong."

I take a deep breath before the words come tumbling out. “I don't know how to do this, Silas. I want to be here with you all the time. I want to be yours every day. But how do we make it work?” I gesture at the laptop and Silas hesitantly flicks his gaze in that direction. Recognition washes over his face, and it honestly breaks my heart. I can't walk away from him, but I don't know how to fix this. Maybe I'm just making a mountain out of a molehill.

Silas tilts my chin up with a finger, forcing me to meet his steady gaze. “You're overwhelmed, baby. Spreading yourself too thin trying to bridge a gap you think you have to cross alone. I think you might see me, or living here, as some immovable object that will interfere with your future.”

I shake my head, adamant. “That's not it. I know you wouldn't interfere with my future. It's just … circumstances. It takes an hour to get to the campus from here. There’s no internet, which makes completing some of my assignments impossible. The commute to work isn't quite as bad, but I need that job to pay off my student loans. I'm splitting myself into three pieces trying to live in so many worlds, and I'm failing miserably.”

My vision starts to blur, and Silas immediately moves to pull me into one of his bear hugs I've quickly become addicted to. I don't know why I'm crying so hard. I feel like such a baby. I know I can push through this for the next few years until I finish college. It's only a temporary problem. And then I can join Silas in this beautiful, quiet life. I just need to be patient.

If only I knew how.

Silas caresses my cheek, and he asks me one simple question.

“Do you trust me?”

“Of course I do,” I answer without hesitation. “But if I move in, what happens? I either bring the dreaded technology with me and ruin your peace, or I stop going to school. I mean, how do we weave our lives together without someone losing themselves in the process?”

Silas glances behind me out the window, and his chest expands as he takes in a deep breath. “Okay, I hear you. But when I asked if you trusted me, I meant not just as a man or as your partner, but as your daddy.”

Warmth spreads across my chest as I whisper, “Well, yes.”

“Good, because I've already thought about all of this.”

Silas takes me by the hand, and without saying another word, he simply leads me out the door toward the backyard. He guides me to the outbuilding he's been working so hard on. I have no idea what's happening, but when we reach the door and Silas pauses, his eyes search mine with an intensity that makes my breath catch.

“You're right about one thing, baby. I don't like modern stuff. I don't like the city, or the noise, or the way it makes people forget how to live. But I realized something weeks ago.” He pauses for a moment and scans the trees around us. “My peace isn't just living away from the outside world. My peace … is you.”

After that confession, he pushes the door open. And suddenly, I'm completely speechless.

This shed isn't a shed. Not in the traditional sense anyway. Inside, it smells like fresh sawdust and linseed oil. Sunlight beams through a large window near the back, illuminating a space that looks like a high-end studio. Against the far wall is a massive desk, and it looks to be hand-carved from a single slab of wood, the grain holding swirls of circles like dark honey. Next to the desk is a plush emerald green reading chair, and beside that is an empty unstained bookshelf, just waiting for books.

“Silas,” I whisper, stepping inside. “What is this?”

“This is your space, baby.”

“What?” I snap my eyes in his direction, totally confused and completely blown away. I can't fight the smile that's taking over my whole face. And apparently, Silas is fighting the same dilemma.

“Cormac helped me run a heavy-duty solar power line from his house. He's got enough panels to power the whole city.” He points to the roofline, and my gaze moves up. “I also ordered a high-speed satellite dish. It'll be here this week, and I'll install it on the peak, so you never have to worry about the internet crashing again.”

I cover my mouth in shock, tears once again blurring my vision as Silas hands me a piece of paper from his pocket before continuing. “Also, you probably know this, but your school offers online learning. That lady right there, I talked to her, and she can help you get registered for them if that's what you want to do. You wouldn't have to drive to school every day. Maybe once a week or so. They call them hybrid classes or something like that.”

I unfold the piece of paper and see a woman's name with a phone number before moving my eyes around the shed again. I can't believe what I'm seeing. I thought about taking online classes, but dismissed them because I figured they were for people who were, well, in situations like I'm suddenly finding myself in.

“You did all this for me?”

Silas nods.

“But you moved out here to get away from all this.”

“I moved out here to get away from things that didn't matter,” he corrects, stepping towards me. “You matter, and your degree matters. I'm your daddy, Dove. My job is to protect and provide for you, and that includes protecting your dreams.”

I’m your daddy …

This is the first time I'm hearing him put it quite like this. And nothing has ever made me feel better or more complete.

Silas walks over to the big green reading chair and sinks into it before hooking his fingers into the belt loops of my jeans and pulling me onto his lap. I settle there, my heart a wild thing inside my chest. And I drape my legs over his as he wraps his arms around me, hooking his hands at my hips. This is a familiar position for us, and it always makes me feel like I'm behind a wall of quiet safety.

“You'll never have to choose between anything you want and me,” he promises. “I know the commute has been rough, splitting your time up between work and school, and coming here. But if you choose to move in with me, I promise to make it as easy as I can. If you want to keep your job at the call center, that’s up to you. But if you want to quit and focus on school, I'll pay for every bit of it. I have money. You know that.”

I bury my face in the crook of his neck and breathe in his scent. I can't believe he's doing all this for me. I don't know if Silas can fully comprehend what this means. Growing up in foster homes, I always felt like an interloper, a guest in other people's lives. But Silas built a special space, a little study alcove, especially for me.

A place that's just for me.

“Silas, you sacrificed your sanctuary and brought the world you fled right into your home, just so I can stay.”

“I haven't really sacrificed anything, baby. This building is separate from the main cabin, where we keep things pure and simple. Rustic, if you will.” He lets out a soft laugh. “But you're my world now. And my world needs a place to study and work on her hopes and dreams for her future. Our future.”

I sit up and hold his face in my hands for a change. His beard scruffs my palms, and I realize that this man is my home. I can't believe I ever thought my problems were insurmountable. I feel like no matter what challenges I face, Silas will help me overcome them.

“I've never had anyone like you in my life. I never thought I would.”

“I feel the same way, baby. I don't give a fuck if there's twenty-something years between us. I will always take care of you.”

I smile and press my lips to his. I can't believe less than an hour ago, I thought I would lose pieces of myself if I moved here. But now I know the truth.

That I would only lose pieces of myself if I lost Silas.

I try to keep the kiss soft and tender because that's how I'm feeling right now. But the moment he slides his tongue in my mouth, I melt into a puddle. I’m his. Absolutely and unequivocally daddy’s girl.

His tongue plunges into my mouth, and the kiss deepens and becomes something far from tender. Letting a hand slide from my hip to the back of my head, Silas's fingers tangle in my hair, and he holds me steady as he devours me.

My body turns to mush. All the doubts and fears I had just a moment ago burn away, leaving this one undeniable truth: I want Silas. I want all of him.

My fingers tease the thick hair of his beard, the texture course against my skin. And then I pull back, just enough to break the kiss. My breathing is ragged, and I can't help but notice that his eyes look like stormy pools of pure lust.

“Take me to bed,” I whisper, my voice trembling with a need so powerful it scares me. “I’m ready.”

His expression shifts, going from something that resembles raw hunger to a flash of concern. “Are you sure, baby?”

I give a single nod, at a loss for words.

That’s all the answer Silas needs. Standing in one fluid motion, he scoops me from his lap and holds me tight. My arms go around his neck, and I rest my head on his shoulder as he carries me from the shed, my new study, all the way back to the cabin. He pushes the door open with his foot and doesn't stop until he’s at the bed.

My feet drop to the floor, and I feel my chest rise and fall with every breath as Silas frantically rips his shirt off before tossing it across the room like it betrayed him. He then kicks off his boots, and his jeans are next, unzipped and shoved down with a speed that’s both terrifying and thrilling. He’s like a rabid animal, desperate to pounce upon his prey. But when he turns his attention to me, that frantic energy vanishes.

He kneels, his movements slow and careful as he fingers the button of my jeans, unfastening them with a reverence that makes my pussy ache. And then he carefully slides them down my legs.

My skin shivers as his knuckles graze my skin before moving to the lower half of my shirt. From there, Silas stands to pull it over my head with the same agonizing slowness.

My bra and panties follow, each piece of clothing removed like he’s unwrapping a precious gift. The contrast between how he treated his own clothes and how he treats mine sends a shiver down my body.

“Lie down for me,” he commands.

I obey, sinking back onto the soft covers and bunching the pillows beneath my head. My eyes trace the hard lines of his body, all corded muscles and wicked strength. My gaze drifts lower, catching on the thick, proud length of his erection. It stands long and hard as it bounces several times in the air, and a nervous shudder runs through me, but it’s tangled with a dizzying excitement.

When Silas finally gets on the bed and settles between my parted legs, his body heat radiates like a furnace, warming my skin. And then his mouth finds me immediately.

Oh my god. His tongue drags a slow, deliberate line up the sensitive swell of my gash before sweeping over my labia. I gasp as he licks me in one long, lazy stroke.

Silas then flicks the tip of his tongue over my clit, and my back twists off the bed. On a dime, my world has narrowed to the wet heat of his mouth and the rough scrape of his beard against my flesh. I’m a trembling mess in mere seconds.

But my world tilts even further when he pushes a finger partway inside me, and I moan at the sensation of being filled, my walls clenching around him. I can feel how tight I am, and I'm already nervous about how it's going to feel when it's his cock pushing inside.

His eyes, dark and hooded, flick up to watch my face as he gently fingers me while his mouth returns to its worship, suckling my bundle of nerves with a hungry intensity.

I watch him, noticing how hard my nipples are becoming, and I start rocking my hips, dangerously close to coming. But then I notice his hips are moving too, a subtle, rhythmic rocking against the mattress.

He’s air fucking the bed, his own body lost to the rhythm of my pleasure. The sight of his barely contained desperation, his eagerness to be inside me, it does something to me. I can’t take it anymore. I need to put him out of his misery.

My fingers run through his thick hair, fisting it tightly in my hand.

“As good as this feels,” I pant, “I really want you to get up here and fuck me, daddy.”

He stops instantly, every muscle in his body frozen as he sits up on his haunches and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. The other one finds his cock, stroking the thick length, and he looks down at me, his eyes burning with a fire that threatens to consume us both.

“I thought I would die waiting for you to ask,” he grits out, his voice laced with emotion. “But I’m glad you made me wait, baby girl. It was worth every glorious, painful second.”

Silas moves up the bed, positioning his body between my thighs where his cock bobs just above me, thick and flushed. My heart skips a few beats in hungry anticipation and a sliver of fear. I know he must sense it because he uses his fingers to spread my wet folds apart, exposing me completely to his hungry gaze. Then he spits, a thick glob of his saliva landing right on my clit. I pull in a rushed breath at the brutality of it, but it's still a warm sensation that I love.

When he grips the base of his shaft and nudges the head of his cock inside my entrance, the sharp, stretching pressure makes me gasp.

“Relax, baby,” he murmurs. “I’ll make it feel good for you. I promise.”

His thumb finds my swollen bundle of nerves, circling it with a gentle pressure. I bite my lower lip, a whimper escaping me as my toes curl down into the covers.

When Silas pushes deeper just an inch or two, the feeling of being stretched, of being filled by him, is so intense I nearly see sparks in my vision. But then he starts working my clit a little faster with his thumb in a slick, delicious rhythm that feels like a balloon is tightening in my middle. While bringing me to the edge like this, he continues to push and retreat with a slow and steady in-and-out, going deeper and deeper each time.

Then I feel it–a warm, yielding pop deep inside me. It’s not a sharp pain like I always imagined. It’s a moment of blissful surrender, a final tearing away of the innocent 19-year-old I was to make way for the woman I am becoming.

A low grumble fills the room as he pushes all the way in, sinking his entire length into me until he’s buried to the hilt.

“Fuck, baby … You feel so fucking good.”

The pressure as he fills me is immense. It's a solid but steady stretching that reaches a place deep inside I never knew existed.

It doesn't hurt. God no. If anything, it floods my body with pleasure. My back bows as a powerful orgasm rips through me, forcing my body to writhe with contractions harder than any Silas has ever solicited from me.

"Ahhh, that's it, baby," he growls. "Come around daddy's hard dick like a good girl."

My inner muscles clench around his thick shaft in violent, pulsing waves, and I'm sure he feels it as well. He responds by gripping my hips with both hands and digging his fingers into my flesh as he holds me steady.

Moving more rhythmically now, Silas fucks me in slow, deliberate motions, each thrust a deep, stretching pressure that makes me see stars. But then, after several moments, he increases the pace, moving harder, deeper, faster. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room in a sensual, primal beat. My breasts bounce wildly with each powerful thrust.

I am lost, drowning in a sea of intense sensations. Without even thinking, I find my own hand navigating between our slick bodies until my fingers find my clit. And then I start diddling myself there, chasing the pleasure and needing more.

“That’s it, baby girl. Keep touching yourself for daddy. Fuck, you look so sexy.”

His words are pure fuel. My hips buck against him as another orgasm builds, coiling tight and hot in my belly. Finally, I come again, a shuddering release that makes me cry out.

“Daddy,” I beg, my voice trembling. “Please, fill me up. Fill me with your cum.”

My plea changes him. I can see it in his expression and his eyes as he stares down at me. Sure enough, he loses it, a feral growl thundering from his chest as he ruts into me so deep my eyes cross. I feel every powerful pulse of his dick as it spurts a huge, hot load deep inside of me, coating my womb.

He keeps thrusting as he comes, my slick, tight walls milking every last drop. I slide my hands up his chest and squeeze his pecs as I watch his face twist in agonal bliss.

I never knew love like this was possible. I always believed "true love" was fiction. But here with Silas, I found everything I could possibly hope for.

He lets out a few ragged breaths, and when he finally pulls out, his spent cock is slick. I feel his ejaculate dribble down between my cheeks in a warm, sticky trail that marks me as his.

Silas lowers his body to kiss me, sexy and sure. Then when he falls next to me, we lie limp and sated, tangled in the sheets together, our bodies warm and filled with pure bliss.

He pulls me closer, my back flush against his chest, and his arm drapes over my waist possessively. His skin is hot against mine as his lips press a few soft kisses against my shoulder.

“I’m happy you’re moving in, baby girl.” His voice is thick with satisfaction.

A smile stretches my lips. “Me too.”

“When’s your lease up?”

“Less than two months.”

I feel him nod behind me. “Plenty of time to get all your things out and make sure your study hive is ready.”

I roll over to face him, a smile spreading across my face. “Study hive? I like that. I can't wait to start using it while I'm living here. And I think I will try to enroll in online classes, make things simpler. I don't know about giving up my job just yet. I still feel better having my own source of income.”

“That's fine, baby. Whatever you want. I like having a smart girl like you in my life. Smart, sexy and sweet.”

Our foreheads touch, and we lay quietly for a while, basking in our newfound happiness. Then Silas presses a kiss to my cheek. “I’m gonna make us some coffee.”

“Okay.”

He untangles his limbs from mine, and I watch him rise from the bed. My eyes trace the thick muscles of his hamstrings and calves, all the way up to the powerful curve of his muscular ass. Then, all that masculine beauty is gone once he steps into his jeans and walks to the kitchen. I remain in bed, listening to the comforting sounds of him moving around, the clink of mugs, the scrape of a drawer. A moment passes, then his voice cuts through the room.

“Huh. This is interesting.”

“What is?” I call out, pushing myself up.

“You have to come see it to believe it.”

Curiosity nips at me. I can't help but wonder if he found some kind of weird bug. Bugs are not my thing. But I'm pretty sure Silas is the type to get rid of something icky, not make it a point to show me.

I slide off the bed and pull on my panties from the floor, not bothering with anything else, and walk topless into the kitchen. When I round the corner, my heart stops.

Silas is on one knee, holding a small, green velvet box. He opens it, and inside, nestled against the worn fabric, is a ring. It’s a beautiful, antique-looking thing. A simple band with a modest, sparkling diamond that catches the late morning light.

My hand flies to my mouth but it can't stop the gasp that escapes me. His eyes find mine, and they’re filled with an emotion so real and intense it makes my knees weak.

“I know it’s crazy,” he starts, chin high and face full of pride. “I told myself to wait a while, but I can't. I know what I want. I want you to be my wife, Dove. I want to grow old with you. I want to take care of you until I’m too old to walk or breathe. To wake up every morning with you in my arms and know that you’re mine, and I’m yours. Completely.”

Tears well in my eyes, blurring the sight of him kneeling before me. This reclusive man, my protector, my daddy, asking for forever. It’s everything I never knew I was allowed to want.

“I–I want that too,” I finally manage to whisper, tears spilling over and tracing hot paths down my cheeks.

Without waiting a second longer, Silas stands and pulls me into a hug so tight it lifts me from the floor, forcing a surprised laugh to burst out of me. He spins me in a giddy circle, and when he sets me down, he takes my left hand in his, his touch impossibly gentle as he slides the diamond onto my finger.

It fits perfectly.

I just stare at it for a few long seconds, the single stone glittering on my hand. It looks like it belongs there. “It’s so beautiful. Where did you get it?”

I don't know why I'm asking. Maybe it's none of my business. But I just can't imagine where he found the time to shop for a diamond, while also building the shed.

“It was my grandma’s,” he says with a timber of pride. “She gave it to me before she passed. Told me to never use it unless I found the one.” He looks from the ring to my eyes, a soft smile touching his lips. “I know she’s smiling down on us right now. I know we’re gonna have the best life ever.”

I surge forward, standing on my tiptoes to press my lips to his. He tastes like sex and spice, and the promise of forever.

“We’re off to a good start,” I murmur against his mouth.

And I know we are. Because this is just the beginning.


Epilogue


Silas ~ Two Years Later

The last nail head drives in with a satisfying thwack as sweat drips from my brow and into my eyes. I pause to wipe it away with the back of my forearm as the late summer sun beats down on me, but the work feels good. Solid. I look at the outside frame of the new room taking shape, an extension of the cabin. It’s almost ready.

My thoughts, as they always do, drift to my wife. I haven’t seen Dove since this morning when she kissed me, grabbed a cup of tea, and disappeared into her woman cave to work. I miss her, just like I do every day when she disappears to write. It’s a constant, dull ache in my chest that only goes away when she’s tucked against my side.

The last two years have gone by like a whirlwind. As I watch a hawk circle high above her nest in the canopy, I think about everything that’s happened, wishing I could slow time down just a little. Dove finished school with honors. My girl worked her ass off, balancing online classes with her part-time job at the call center. She finally quit a month ago. Now, she spends long days in her writing studio, pouring her heart into her first book: a guide for kids aging out of the foster system. I’ve never been prouder of anyone in my life.

We’ve had our disagreements. I’m a stubborn old bastard, and she’s got a fire in her that refuses to be smothered. But we always find our way back. The arguments are really nothing more than gentle little storms that pass, leaving the air clearer. Every day, I look at the woman she’s become, and the love I feel for her deepens and settles into my bones like the roots of these old trees around us. My attraction to her hasn’t faded, either. It’s only grown stronger, blooming into an unending need that’s become a part of my DNA.

Deciding I've done enough work for the day, I drop the hammer into my toolbox and head inside the cabin. I pull a pitcher from the fridge and pour two tall glasses of lemonade before downing one glass in three long gulps, the tart sweetness cutting through the dust in my throat. The second glass is for her. After walking across the yard and stopping before the door to her studio, I give a light knock before pushing the door open and stepping inside.

And there she is.

She stands in the middle of the room stretching like she just stood up from hours of work. Her arms are raised high above her head, her body a long, graceful line. She’s wearing one of my old shirts, cut into a crop top that exposes the smooth, pale skin of her lower back, and a pair of those tiny shorts that are a sweet, slow form of torture. Her feet are bare against the floor.

My eyes trace the curve of her spine, down to the swell of her ass, but it’s the view when she turns that makes my cock twitch. I take in the perfect, round swell of her belly, taut and full. She’s six months along, carrying our first child, and the sight of her, so ripe and fertile, sends a hot spike of lust straight between my legs.

Dove finishes her stretch with a soft sigh and faces me, a brilliant smile lighting up her face when she sees me standing there. She pulls her earbuds out and sets them on a side table.

“There’s my husband. I was just coming to find you.”

She strolls toward me, and I drink her in. The pregnancy has been good to her. Her breasts, already swollen, strain against the worn fabric of the shirt. Her hips are wider, her thighs thicker, a soft layer of extra weight clinging to her curves. She’s never been sexier. She’s a goddess of creation, and she’s all mine.

“Brought you something.” I hold out the glass, and she takes it from my grip.

“Thank you.” Smiling, she takes a sip, then sets the glass on her desk before closing the distance between us. Her arms wrap around my neck as she presses her body flush against mine. I can feel the firm globe of her belly against my stomach, and my arms instinctively circle her waist, holding her close.

“How’s the book coming?”

“Pretty good.” She leans back, her eyes shining. “I’m on the last chapter. Then it’s off to the editor.”

“I’m so damn proud of you, baby.”

“Thank you. I'm not looking forward to all the revisions I'm going to have to do, though. How’s the nursery coming?”

“Great. It’ll be ready in a few weeks. Just in time for us to fill it with baby furniture.”

“Good. We've only got three months, which sounds like a long time, but I know it's gonna fly by.”

“Yeah, I'm sure it will. Seems like the last two years have. Can't imagine why, or what we've been doing to pass the time so quickly.”

“I can't imagine either.” She smirks and takes my hand, bringing it down to press my palm flat against her belly. I feel a faint flutter of movement, a reminder of exactly what we've been doing.

“Careful now. You're about to activate the launch sequence.”

“Oh, it's already been activated. Like, all day.”

She leads me over to the plush reading chair and pushes me down into it, a playful glint in her eye. I let out a chuckle, but I know what's coming.

“I’ve been so horny for you since lunch,” she confesses, her voice a husky whisper.

It’s no surprise. She’s been like this pretty much every day since the second trimester started. Absolutely positively insatiable. Some days we go at it two, three times, and still she wants more. I can relate.

Before I can reply, she reaches for the bottom of her shirt, pulling the cropped tee over her head and baring her magnificent, swollen breasts. Then she hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and shimmies them down her hips, kicking them away. She stands before me, completely naked, her body nothing but pure feminine power.

Heat, raw and consuming, floods my veins as the next sentence spills from her lips.

“I need daddy’s mouth on my aching girly lips.”

Fuck. Her words beeline straight to my cock.

A lusty groan rumbles from my chest and I slide from the chair, my knees hitting the cool wood floor with a soft thud. I’m eye-level with the perfect, round globe of her belly and the sweet, dark thatch of hair between her legs. The scent of her arousal, a scent I have now memorized, fills my senses.

My lips find the inside of her thigh, tracing a line of slow, closed-mouthed kisses upward. Her skin is so soft and so fucking warm.

Dove shivers in a full-body tremor, and her hands gently rest on my shoulders for balance. I look up at her, my gaze drinking in the sight of her flushed cheeks and heavy-lidded eyes.

With a reverence for her that goes all the way to my soul, I gently part her swollen folds. She’s glistening wet, the inner lips a deep, rosy red, already slick with her need.

My cock gives a hard, painful pulse because I'm so damn eager to taste her. So I cup the inside of her thigh and lift her leg until her foot rests on the arm of the chair, forcing her legs to part in an open, willing invitation.

And then I dive in.

My face presses between her folds until my tongue finds her, and I slather her wetness from bottom to top, a long, claiming stroke that makes her gasp.

A breathy moan escapes her lips, and her hands fist my hair before gripping me like a set of handlebars. This animalistic need of hers drives me insane, so I slide a finger into her slick heat, the tight walls of her womb clenching around me. I curl my finger, massaging the sensitive flesh high inside her as my tongue finds the hard pearl of her clit, flicking and circling with a relentless rhythm.

Her legs begin to shake, and her thigh muscles tremble as a low, keening sound builds in her voice.

“Oh, god, daddy…” She comes apart in a violent, shuddering wave, a raw cry of pleasure erupting from her uncontrollably. And her inner walls pulse around my finger as her release floods my mouth.

God, she tastes so good.

I’m hard as stone, my cock twisting with a painfully familiar pressure. I stand, my own body trembling with unused energy as I cup her ass. From there, I lift her from the floor and slide her back onto the smooth surface of her desk, her legs dangling over the edge.

The sound of my zipper causes Dove's gaze to shift down and watch as I shove my jeans out of the way. My turgid cock springs free, thick and angry and pulsing with need. I take it in my hand and, as usual, the skin is hot and tight and eager to be inside my wife.

Dove’s eyes, dazed with lust, navigate back up to mine.

"You're not going to let me suck it a little?"

I shake my head. "Hell no. I need to fuck right now."

Licking her lips, she spreads her thighs wider, allowing me to position myself between her legs and slide in without waiting.

Fuuuuck. My pregnant wife is so tight, so wet, and her walls are clamping around me like a velvet fist. I lean down, my mouth closing over one of her swollen, milk-ready breasts. Her nipple pebbles as I suckle it, and it crinkles against my tongue as a low moan murmurs from her mouth.

“Yes, daddy … suck my titties while you come in my pussy.”

Her dirty talk launches me over the edge, the vulgar demand sending a heated message straight to my balls.

I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and I thrust hard. After only nine or ten deep, punishing strokes to the root, my balls heave, and I bellow out a roar before shooting my load deep inside her.

It's a hot, thick flood, meant to seed her, to claim her all over again. Even though that’s already been done. My cock twitches a violent pulse with each spurt of my release. And I know for certain we’ll do this again before the sun sets. Maybe twice.

I pull back slowly, my body spent and buzzing. Cupping her ass in my hands, I hold her steady as I lean in to kiss her. Our tongues tangle, a slow, deep dance of love and lust and our shared pleasure.

A soft laugh escapes my lips, and Dove echoes it, her own laughter a light, airy sound that fucking wraps around me like a hug.

I help her slide off the desk, and because she’s still slick with my seed, I pull off my own t-shirt and use it to gently wipe her inner thighs, cleaning her up with a practical tenderness that is second nature to me now.

She watches me, hands resting on my shoulders and her eyes soft and full of a love that still feels new.

“Come on. I want to show you something.”

I toss the shirt aside and help her back into her shorts and crop top before taking her hand in mine. Once we're outside, the smell of fresh cut wood still hangs in the air. The late afternoon sun is sinking low in the sky but still shines on the back of the cabin.

Dove stops, her eyes widening as she takes in the work I've done today. And then she peers through the window.

“You can see the rest of it from inside, but it's almost done.”

“I can see that.” She turns to me, her face a picture of awe. “You work so fast. It’s incredible. Then again, I’m not surprised. I don’t think I’ve ever had to worry about you getting something done.”

She says it with such simple, matter-of-fact confidence. The trust in her voice is a balm to my soul. But then her smile falters. She pulls her hand from mine and wraps her arms around her middle, her gaze drifting toward the trees as a shadow passes over her face.

I step closer, my hand finding the small of her back. “What are you thinking, baby?”

She’s quiet for a moment as she chews on the inside of her lip. I can tell her mind is spinning.

“I was just thinking how lucky I am.” She turns to me, her soft brown eyes shimmering with something I can’t quite name. “You’re such a good husband. A good man. And our baby…” She places a hand over her belly. “This baby is going to have the most wonderful childhood. A childhood I never had. I’m so grateful I can give them that. That we can.”

My heart swells. I pull her into my arms, tucking her head under my chin and holding her tight. Her words, so full of pain from the past but hope for the future, make me want to hold her tight and never let go.

“It makes me happy, too, Dove. Happier than you know.”

She snuggles closer, her cheek pressing against my chest. I can feel her relax into me before letting out a sigh of contentment.

“Well … as long as we don’t have any more tornadoes blow through.”

She says it lightly, but there’s a tremor in her voice, a seriousness that cuts through the quiet afternoon. The memory of that day, not the one she spent with me in the tub, but the one that ripped her parents from this earth, is still a ghost that haunts the edges of her thoughts. I know she still grieves.

I gently cup her face, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. I make her look at me, my eyes holding hers.

“I kept you safe then,” I remind her. “And I will always keep you safe. You and this baby. Nothing will ever hurt you again. Not on my watch.”

A genuine smile takes over her face before she wraps her arms around me. She then pulls herself up on her toes to hug me with all her might.

“I know you will, daddy. There's not a doubt in my mind.”

Those words, whispered with such absolute faith, echo in the space between us. Hearing her say that, knowing she trusts me so completely, is the best damn feeling in the world. And it's all I'll ever need to properly care for my girl and the family we build.


Thank you


The End

Thank you so much for reading! The next Wylde Daddies book will be available soon.

Follow Izzy Slam on Amazon

Follow Daisy Luke on Amazon
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