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‘Maya!’

My gaze remained stubbornly on the passing landscape as our Hyundai sped at a magnificent speed on Route 125 to the town of Fleming.

My father’s next  few words to me were through gritted teeth.

Something that I’ve grown accustomed to.

‘I am speaking to you, dammit!’

My boyfriend’s face came to mind again, and tears welled in my eyes.

‘What do you want from me, dad?’

My fingers moved quickly to wipe my tears away. 

My pain was lost on him, and so were my pleas.

‘As it is, you are taking me away to God-knows-where just to keep me away from Cody!’

My father’s frown deepened, and his foot pressed slightly on the accelerator pedal.

He hissed viciously, ‘Don’t fucking mention that asshole’s name in my presence, Maya, do you hear me?’

This overload of emotions was too much!

My fingers searched desperately on my bag for a Kleenex.

I located one and mopped my cheeks.

‘Wow dad, your finesse with the English language is amazing, and you are an English professor and all.’

He grunted at my scathing remark. 

Secretly, I hoped that it had made him angrier.

My father was behaving in a ridiculous manner, as usual! 

So what if he didn’t like my boyfriend?

The reality is that he was NEVER going to like any of them because nobody measured up to his superior standards.

I quite liked Cody, and I was not willing to break off with him so easily.

I already had a lot invested in our 6-month long relationship. 

It didn’t bother me as much as it did him, that Cody supported himself by working in a pizza parlor while he and his band mates tried to put an album together.

He was a struggling artist, and he believed that he was going to make it someday.

I supported him wholeheartedly.

Cody was uncomplicated,  sweet, and quite attractive.

He was a regular guy.

My father needed to understand that not everyone could be a college professor!

The SUV swerved dangerously as my father wrenched the steering to a hard left as the road diverged.

A sign that welcomed us to the town (Ugh, if you can call it that!) of Fleming swished past.

I grew desperate now. 

Surely my father would sober up by now!

Who actually expected their parents to see their threats through?

‘Dad, please think about what you are doing! I don’t want to stay with Uncle Jordan, please!’

This felt like a trip to the C-Max prison!

My father’s jaw clenched, and his eyes remained stubbornly on the road ahead.

I realised at that point that I had probably gone too far when I escaped through my window the previous night just to see Cody.

It pushed him over the edge.

‘Dad!’

My father’s expression was impassive.

‘I said, NO!’

I remained seated in the vehicle when we reached my uncle’s home, which was an unremarkable double story house, in the middle of nowhere!

I suppose that was my father’s entire point.

‘Oh Fuck.’

I stared at the large dry fields of grass and then I spotted the thatched roof of the neighbor’s home, some distance away.

When we passed the town on our way here, my heart fell when I stared at the tiny shops.

There was just one main road, I think, and not a mall in sight!

I shot a look at my father and Uncle Jordan as they spoke.

Obviously, my father was complaining about me.  I could tell from his violent hand gestures.

I have no idea why Cody had such an effect on him.

My gaze moved to my uncle then.

He is an ex-policeman, about 40 or so.

He retired early (for reasons I don’t know) and surprised all of us when he packed up and moved to this far-out place 5 years ago.

He is 3 years younger than my father, and I really didn’t know much of him, other than what I just told you.

Can you imagine how desperate my situation is?

‘Maya!’

I ignored my father’s impatient calls and stared straight ahead.

He would never get me to budge from our vehicle!

I planned on being as difficult as I could.

I just turned 19 a month ago, but if my father intended on treating me like a child, then I would act accordingly.

‘Hey!’

I gasped when my door suddenly flew open.

My uncle’s light blue eye sparkled at me, and the corners of his lips tipped upwards in an annoying smile.

‘Are you hard of hearing, Maya?’

I frowned at him and crossed my arms over my chest.

‘Yes!’

His smile widened.

‘Get the fuck out before I carry you the fuck out. I am not your father, so don’t play with me, little girl.’

His tone remained casual, but the underlying threat that it held combined with his towering stature was believable enough for me to slide out of the passenger seat.

My father rolled my bag to me and sighed.

I couldn’t believe that he was actually seeing this through!

‘Behave yourself, Maya. I am busy with mid-year exams, and I don’t need you as a problem right now.’

His comment stung me, and it raised scalding tears to my eyes.

How could he say such a thing, and in front of a stranger?

I swallowed my raging tears.

He was abandoning me!

I wanted to hurt him then. 

Living with him since mom died, has been a fucking nightmare.

After receiving nothing but harshness from him, I had it!

He cared for his stupid students more than he did for me. 

It was obvious.

My tearful eyes narrowed at him, ‘I hate you. I wish mom was still alive instead!’

His eyes widened at my callous remark.

I turned away and ran straight into the house.
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My father left soon after without a word to me. 

I stared at our vehicle as it sped off back onto Route 125 towards Fenwick.

My tears of self-pity fell for a good few minutes, and then they dried up. 

What was the purpose of crying?

I stared at my packed bag and then at the simple wooden chest of drawers.

‘My God, what the fuck.’

The room was simple and neat with just a single bed and a headboard, a wooden side table and the chest.

Relief washed over me when the front door slammed, and then my Uncle’s Ford roared into life.

Thank God, at least I had a chance to call Cody now.

I peeped quickly out of my window, and just as the silver Ford approached the gate, I dived for my bag.

My father may have taken my cell phone away and thought that he got the better of me, but he never accounts for best friends.

Thanks to Chloe, who was always around to save me, she simply gave me her spare just before my father packed me off to this dump.

I switched the phone on and waited.

As soon as the menu appeared on the outdated Samsung, I dialed Cody’s number.

‘Babe?

My heart ached at the sound of his voice, ‘Cody!’ 

He sighed, ‘Your old man is quite something, baby. Where the fuck did he take you, exactly?’

I rubbed my tired eyes, ‘Some ugly town named Fleming to stay with my UNCLE!’

Cody sighed again and my mind drew an image of him swiping his hand fingers through his long dirty blonde hair.

‘Oh no, that’s so fucked up. Are you talking about the one who is an ex-policeman?’

I chewed my thumb nail anxiously.

‘Yes, the one and only. But that doesn’t matter, when will I see you again?’ 

Cody didn’t reply immediately, and my heart fell. 

My expectations and reality ...

Of course, Cody had to work, and Fleming was quite a distance away, so it would be difficult for him.

And I should mention that Jordan had somewhat of a reputation in Fenwick from his police days. 

So if Cody was hesitant to come for me, it was probably because of that too!

‘Soon, baby, soon. Until then, just sit tight. Remember that I love you.’

I sighed, ‘Don’t you miss me too?’

He chuckled, ‘Of course I do, but things aren’t so simple now.’

What did that mean?

If he loved me as he says he does, then he would move heaven and earth to get to me - shouldn’t he?

I suddenly remembered that I was quite a distance from him now, and I certainly didn’t want to argue with him.

I could hardly hide the disappointment from my voice.

‘Okay, sure, I will. I love you.’

We ended the call, and a flood of uncertainty overwhelmed me.

I didn’t expect Cody to withdraw from me as fast as he did. 

It was hard not to, but I recognised reticence in his voice, and I didn’t expect it. 

Later that afternoon, I packed some of my shirts and t-shirts away, although I planned to return home soon.

It’s just that I hate creased clothes, so I might as well.

My mood was at its all-time low.

I felt confused since my call to Cody.

Why was he pulling away from me right now?

More than ever, I was determined to get back to Fenwick soon. 

Hopefully, my father will miss me when he is at home WITHOUT me!

(I hope)

Admittedly, our relationship has been even more strained over the last two years since my mother passed away.

It wasn’t grief that made us constantly butt heads, but a difference in personality, we soon realised.

We never did get along, even when my mother was alive.

It was her unspoken duty to constantly quell our arguments and keep the balance in our small family.

I missed her at times, especially now.

She would have given Cody a chance - irrespective of how different he was from my father’s opinion of an idyllic boyfriend. 

A rapid tap at the door broke into my thoughts. 

I turned and stared at my uncle’s towering figure that covered most of the doorway.

Jordan was a tall man, much taller than my father, and he had a better physique.

He stood at 6 feet 3, and his shoulders were broad. 

His hair was dark, their family trait (I was blonde like my mom), and his light blue eyes were identical to my father’s.

However, they were not similar in any way.

‘It’s six, so it’s supper time. Get your ass downstairs.’

I watched as he turned and disappeared.

My mood dipped further.

Was this a military base?

I couldn’t imagine what it was going to be like to stay here, in the middle of nowhere, with my miserable uncle.

Jordan shoved a piece of steak into his mouth and chewed, while I moved the vegetables around listlessly on my plate.

The silence was deafening.

My thoughts roamed to my bedroom at home and my laptop.

(And my books, of course!)

I also wondered what Cody was doing and if Chloe missed me.

I could manage a late night call to her when my uncle turned in.

I stirred at Jordan’s deep voice.

‘You will cook tomorrow, Madam. I am not here to take care of you.’

I remained stubbornly silent.

‘Are you a mute as well?’

I looked up at him then, and he smiled.

‘Well, now that’s better.’

I didn’t have much of an appetite, so I set my fork down beside the plate.

‘May I go to the room?’

Jordan grunted and stabbed a slice of carrot, ‘No, eat up, and then you can leave.’

Anger flared through me, and I snapped.

‘I am not your daughter!’

Jordan stared at me, ‘Exactly.’

What?

I countered immediately, ‘I am NOT a five-year-old!’ 

My uncle laughed, ‘Really? You could have fooled me, Maya!’

‘Ugh!’

I refused to put up with his snide comments.

He didn’t even know me!

I slammed my hand on the table and stood up.

‘How dare ...?’

My words died in my throat when Jordan’s smile disappeared, and his brow creased in a frown.

‘Sit down as if you have manners or I will fuck you up, Maya.’

His tone was deathly calm but I believed him as I did before, and I took my seat again.

His eyes held mine, ‘You are right, I am not your father and I will not have a moment’s hesitation to put you over my knee.’

My cheeks scorched as I picked the fork up and speared a piece of steak, shovelled it into my mouth and chewed silently.

Wow, from the frying pan, and into the fire!

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER THREE


[image: image]


I was feeling lethargic the next morning when the awful sunlight speared through the curtains.

‘Oh God, so much light!’

I missed my bedroom, but right now, I wondered if Jordan heard of an invention called blinds.

It was obvious from what I saw of the drab house that he purchased an old house, and he never attempted to renovate or add any modern features to the place.

I stepped to the window and raised it.

A cool breeze swept through the tall dry grass in the distance, and the chilly draft poured into the room.

It reminded me that dreaded winter was just a whisper away.

I listened for my uncle, and I heard a distinct scrape of his boots downstairs.

He wouldn’t hear me, so I went into  the bathroom with the phone. 

There was still time to call Cody.

To my disappointment and surprise, Cody’s phone went to voicemail.

‘Ugh, you fucking idiot!’

I switched the phone off, and slipped it into the drawer in the bathroom.

You would think that he’d keep it on in case I call.

I sighed.

A good shower was in order. 

I still had the entire day to survive, and I had no idea what I was going to do without social media and my phone.

I did spot a TV in the lounge, so there was some hope at least that I wouldn't die from boredom.

The wooden stairs creaked as I stepped hesitantly downstairs.

Okay, so I had a good talk to myself last night, and I decided to reassess my strategy.

I also formulated a well thought of plan.

Maybe I could twist my uncle’s arm a bit. 

I could behave, get on his good side, and invite Cody over with his blessing.

I was certain that they would get along. 

It was reasonable to assume that Jordan should be easier to get along with, and he was possibly much more understanding than my father.

It was going to take some manipulation, but, hey, I was the queen of that.

‘Good morning, Uncle Jordan.’

My voice was bright and chirpy. 

My uncle looked up from his cell phone, and a smile played on his lips.

His attention went back to his phone, ‘Good morning, Maya. Would you like to have some breakfast?’

I sat down, ignored the scramble eggs, and reached for the cup of coffee instead.

‘Coffee will do.’

Jordan took a seat, across from me, ‘I need to go into town in about half an hour. Would you like to come with me?’

I raised an eyebrow.

(And do what there?)

I smiled brightly instead, ‘Sure.’

Jordan laughed at me, ‘Don’t worry, “City girl,” it’s not as bad as what you think.’

I smiled inwardly.

I have no idea how he understood me so well!

The ride into town was just more than five minutes, and it was smooth and easy.

I made small talk with my uncle. 

I had a lot of catching up to do if I intended to win him over onto my side.

‘How long did it take for you to adjust to the litt ... town?’

I watched his short dark hair flutter in the wind. 

He still kept it short as though he was in the police.

I suppose some habits are hard to kick.

‘Not too long, actually. It’s a nice place, low crime, and the people are friendly and honest.’

I stared at the large vacant corn fields just before the turn off into the town.

‘Okay, but what do you do for fun here?’

So far, I saw a few clothes shops, a superstore, and a diner.

Jordan steered the truck into a vacant bay and turned to me.

‘It depends on what your version of fun is.’

I laughed, and a blush tinged my cheeks. 

(My version of fun included making out and fucking, since I just started, but of course I couldn’t say.)

‘Never mind, uncle Jordan.’

He grinned just before he slid out of his seat.

‘I don’t want to know.’

Our first stop was at Presley’s diner.

It looked quite ordinary from the outside, but I was pleasantly surprised by its warm décor as we entered the establishment.

A regular bar with broad wood panels stood at the forefront, and the establishment opened out into a large restaurant/sports bar.

An elderly man, with a friendly face, smiled broadly at my uncle.

‘Jordan, you are finally here!’

My uncle turned to me and pointed to a barstool, ‘Sit there,’ and then he approached the elderly man.

‘Richard, what seems to be the problem?’

‘Well, David did not ...’

The man stopped mid-sentence and smiled at me, ‘And who do we have here?’

An elderly lady with a bright red and white checked apron joined him from a doorway that probably led to a kitchen. 

Her black and predominantly grey hair fell in ringlets around her round pink cheeks.

‘Pretty little thing, aren’t you?’

My blush deepened.

Jordan finally interjected, ‘Where are my manners? Richard and Marie – this is Maya, my niece. She will be staying with me for a while.’

Marie smiled wider, ‘That’s sweet. Are you Evan’s daughter?’

I nodded. 

(How did these people know my father?)

‘Good men - both your uncle and father.’

Richard slid a glass of iced soda to me, ‘Are you old enough to drink alcohol?’

I nodded emphatically when I looked at the red concoction with ice, but Jordan interjected coolly.

‘Yes, but she won’t. Thank you, Richard.’

I frowned when he lifted a bottle of beer to his lips and sipped.

‘I can decide that for myself, Uncle Jordan.’

He frowned, ‘No, you can’t. Now sit here with Marie and behave, while I go with Richard to sort the transport out for the winter festival.

Winter festival?

‘Sure.’

The soda tasted flat, so I abandoned it and studied my surroundings instead.

The restaurant was larger than I thought with plenty of seating, and I spotted a jukebox in the corner of the establishment.

‘Nice.’

It gave the place a warm ‘80’s vibe that I was familiar with because of my parents.

There was still hope yet.

I ended up chatting with Marie while my uncle and Richard were busy.

‘Are you studying, Maya?’

I shook my head, ‘No, I took the year off. I was undecided about what I wanted to do.’

She nodded as she wiped the sparkling beer glasses and set them on the counter.

‘That’s better than getting into something and losing direction when you realise you’ve made a mistake. College is a big deal.’

I smiled.

How refreshing! 

‘Exactly! But my dad doesn’t see it that way, Marie. He says that I am a wastrel.’

Marie smiled knowingly, ‘Well, darling, of course he won’t understand. He is an educator, so he looks at things from that point of view.’

That made sense. I never thought of it from his perspective.

It was no wonder my father was up in arms when I told him that I wanted the year off.

He thought it had to do with Cody, but that was not it at all.

‘Well hello there!’

I turned to a young man, maybe a few years older than me, as he slid onto the barstool beside me.

‘Hi.’

Mm, blonde hair and chocolate brown eyes. 

My eyes roamed over him once before I looked away.

Looking didn't harm.

He was a bit skinny for my liking but not too bad, and his smile was quite something.

He adjusted his worn cap, ‘Who the hell is this pretty little thing, Marie?’

A blush scorched my cheeks, and the young, handsome man openly inspected me.

Marie clicked her tongue in disapproval, ‘What would you like, Niles, because you certainly don’t need any trouble?’

His eyes remained on me, ‘A beer for now, Marie. What trouble would that be?’

My gaze remained on my soda.

‘What’s your name, pretty thing?’

‘None of your fucking business, Niles. Stay away from my niece!’

I jerked when Jordan’s voice boomed from behind me suddenly.

Where did he come from?

My uncle grabbed my hand and pulled me to the door. ‘Richard, I will speak to you later.’

‘Sure Jordan.’

I waved a quick goodbye to Marie and Richard before I was rudely jerked out behind Jordan.
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The Ford tires screeched as we left the parking bay at Presley’s.

My uncle’s jaw was clenched.

‘Are you going to be fucking problem for me as well, Maya?’

I frowned at his scathing question.

‘What - why would you ask me that?’

We turned onto the main road, and Jordan’s eyes remained focused ahead.

‘Because you seem to attract unsavory people wherever you go.’

Obviously, that was a snipe at me because of the slight interest from someone I DIDN’T know!

And he wasn’t just speaking of that guy, Niles, either.

This had to do with Cody.

‘I can’t help it if someone greets me!’

Jordan smirked.

I retaliated immediately.

‘What does that mean, Uncle Jordan?’

It didn’t take much to spark my temper, as you can see.

‘Lower your fucking voice. I am not your asshole boyfriend.’

He didn’t shout.

I haven’t heard him raise his voice once, but there was something about his no-nonsense tone that made me pause.

I mumbled, ‘Cody is not an asshole.’

Jordan shot a look at me, ‘What did you say?’

The string holding my proper behavior in place snapped.

‘I said that Cody is NOT AN ASSHOLE! You don’t even know him!’

He laughed, ‘I don’t want to either, baby girl.’

This was a lost cause. 

So much for trying to get along with him.

‘How can you decide on somebody just because of what my father says? Don’t you have a brain?’

Jordan laughed again.

My fingers were literally clenched into fists now.

This man was so annoying!

He steered the Ford into the long driveway.

‘I do have a brain and balls too, unlike your cheating boy ... friend...’

Those words resounded in my head, and my heart stammered.

What ... What did he say?

Jordan looked straight ahead and then rubbed his eyes.

‘What did you say?’

His face reflected regret immediately, ‘Fuck.’

But it was too late for that now!

The Ford came to a sudden halt at the closed garage door.

‘Look, Maya ...’

My heart clenched. It must have been true. 

He said it with such vindication!

I searched my chaotic mind. 

Hadn't my father alluded to this accusation before?

I didn’t take much notice then because I thought that Evan would formulate  anything he could about Cody.

He says a lot of things when he’s angry (and so do I).

Jordan sighed with regret, and his eyes held mine.

Worse yet, his cocky smile was gone.

(Oh my fuck, it was true)

‘I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but ...’

I refused to listen, ‘NO!’

In a flash, I was out of the truck, and running straight into the house.

No, no, no way!

I ran into the (my) room and slammed the door closed.

‘Oh God ...!’

Hot furious tears scalded my eyes, and my chest hurt.

Oh no, please let it not be true!

Cody wouldn’t do such a thing to me!

My hand fluttered into my bag at first. 

Confusion reigned, and my eyes blurred with tears.

I had to call Cody and ask him, but then Jordan stepped into my room.

I turned away from him, ‘Go away!’

I didn’t want to look at his mean, ugly (this was not true at all!) face.

I threw my bag aside in anger.

‘You are horrible, just like my father!’

I waited to hear the door close behind him, but instead, his warm hand settled on my shoulder.

My emotions flew in every direction at the warm, comforting weight.

A distressed person will accept comfort from anyone. It was in our nature.

‘Calm down, Maya. I will leave you alone, but only if you stop crying. That was not my intention.’

‘Wow, what did you expect then?’

I wiped my eyes dry.

It was humiliating to cry in front of him.

I could keep my dignity at least.

The sound of my weak wavering voice annoyed me, ‘How does my father know for sure? He just ...’

Jordan’s hand squeezed. 

Truthfully, that gesture made me want to bawl my eyes out again.

‘Your boyfriend has the cheek to see a girl from Hawthorne. She is a first year student there, and your father has already confronted him about it.’

The room spun.

What the fuck was going on here?

Shock rendered me speechless.

I didn’t know if I wanted to ask him any more. 

A deep throb of pain flared in my chest.

But ...

‘Why didn’t my father tell me then, instead of letting me ... (fuck him?)’

I placed my hands over my face at the thought of it.

Oh my God, I slept with that cheating bastard! 

Cody was my first and only lover, and we had just started down this journey with two unremarkable and uncomfortable attempts so far.

But I took that step with him because I was certain that he loved me too!

Jordan's voice was barely a whisper, and it was laced with a hint of sympathy.

‘Don't blame your father, Maya. He probably just didn’t know how to tell you.’

I sank to my bed while my heart shattered into a million pieces.

(But I fought for Cody and defended him against my father!)

Yesterday, I thought that being sent away to Fleming was the worst thing ever, but I was dead wrong.

Being made a fucking fool, was worse!

I turned away from the bearer of bad news as my small world crumbled around me.

‘Who is she?’

Jordan sighed, ‘Does it matter who she is?’

Of course, he was right. It didn't matter if she was Taylor Swift!

But I would like to know just the same.

Ugh!

I needed some time to gather my fragmented thoughts.

‘I want to be alone, Uncle Jordan.’

Thankfully, he did leave me to my unending tears.

I realised at that moment that Chloe’s phone was in the bathroom cupboard, but funny enough, I didn't make a move to call Cody.

Something inside me turned to stone.

Why should I bother to ask him?

He will deny it, as all cheaters do!

‘Fuck!’

Fresh tears fell.

Will I ever survive this heartache?

By late afternoon I grew tired of my room, and of course we can escape everything but hunger.

I rummaged through the fridge, and found leftovers from the previous night.

A sandwich will do.

I located a head of lettuce and placed a few leaves on a slice of bread, and then proceeded to shred the meat and lay it on.

A topping of mayonnaise. 

Perfect!

Jordan was on the porch, and I listened to the hum of his voice as he chatted on the cell phone.

My thoughts were much clearer now after my few hours of isolation, and I decided that I would make that call to Cody, but not just yet.

I didn’t want to break down and cry to my cheating boyfriend, but he needed to be told a few things. 

In the meantime, I was allowed to sulk. Nobody felt as stupid as I did right now. 

I cringed at the thought that others may have known – other than my father and uncle Jordan!

I bit into my sandwich and it chewed appreciatively. 

I was hungrier than I expected, and then I remembered that I skipped breakfast that morning.

‘Maya, how are you feeling?’

I didn’t bother to look up to the deep voice.

‘Fine.’

Silence.

Now what?

I looked at him then, and I was surprised when I realised that I didn’t hate Jordan as much as I thought I did.

(At least HE told me the truth!)

‘I want to take you somewhere when you are done eating.’

My enthusiasm died when Jordan delivered the news of Cody’s treachery, if only he knew.

‘No thank you, Uncle Jordan. I think that I would rather stay here and sulk.’

He laughed at my response, ‘No, you won’t - not around me anyway.’

I continued to eat nonplussed while Jordan rifled through the downstairs closet.

Finally, he emerged, and he was armed with a rolled up sleeping bag and an oddly wrapped package that looked suspiciously like a bundle of firewood.

‘You have ten minutes. Grab a coat and a hat.’

I swallowed the remnants of my sandwich and stared at him as he stepped out to the truck.

Oh no, what now?
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The evening sky was a strange deep blue, and the sun was still stationed just above a range of mountains in the distance.

I was curious, ‘Where are you taking me, Uncle Jordan?’

The truck heaved up and down over the rocky terrain, and I wondered about our destination.

I was not a fan of the outdoors.

We hadn’t left his premises, and I was surprised when we followed a dirt road that diverged from the backyard into an open span of uninterrupted land.

These rural plots of land were quite vast.

The evening air had cooled drastically, and the night insects could be heard singing among the spatial brushes of grass.

‘Relax, we are not far away from the house.’

I stared at him skeptically.

There was a lot of land, so yeah, we were!

The Ford climbed easily over a tiny rocky ridge until the land finally leveled out.

Jordan parked the Ford beside two massive boulders that looked as if they had been placed there purposely thousands of years ago. 

The rocks were egg-shaped and gigantic in size, and they leaned lovingly against each other.

Quite breathtaking.

I stared at the great height and size of the gigantic stones.

‘Wow!’

Jordan grinned and grasped my hand, ‘That’s not the wow part.’ 

His face was animated, and my interest peaked as we rounded the boulders.

We stepped into a clearing with a large patch of the softest green grass.

An old dry circular patch in the middle was evidence that the area was used as a fire pit.

Tiny pink flowers bordered the grass in patches.

I stood in the middle and stared around. 

This was the only patch of green that appeared among the dry sandy area - like a tiny oasis.

‘This is so odd and beautiful.’

Jordan motioned me to the lip of the rock, and I peeped over.

Just below was a river that was fed by a small waterfall. 

The foamy white spray of water churned relentlessly and poured into the rushing flow.

It was so amazing to look at.

Tiny pink flowers from the grassy oasis also appeared in sprigs among the crevices of the rocks.

‘This place is amazing!’

Jordan pulled me closer to him then and pointed to the mountains ahead.

‘Watch this, Maya. We are on time.’

The slow setting sun glinted off a kaleidoscope of gold sparks as it touched the silhouette of the mountain in the distance.

The moment was stunning and indescribable.

Words from my father's favorite poem rushed inadvertently to mind. It seemed perfect for this beautiful sunset.

“Never did the sun more beautifully steep. In his first splendor, valley, rock or hill ...”

I inhaled deeply and exhaled. That felt good.

I jerked when Jordan completed the poem.

“Never saw I, never felt a calm so deep.”

I flashed an unexpected smile at him, ‘Oh you know?’

He chuckled, ‘Yeah, fucking William Wordsworth, right?’

I nodded.

He turned towards the truck, ‘I grew up with your father. We are damaged by the same person, remember.’

I laughed heartily, 'Oh you, poor man.’

My next few minutes were spent in the awe of the setting sun behind the mountains. 

Hues of reds and burned orange cascaded in the dying light.

The stillness and beauty of nature are rarely offered in the city.

Calmness fused into my senses, and for a moment, I could (almost) understand Jordan’s love for the place.

I was calm, and I could hear the echo of my thoughts.

Soon, he had a small fire roaring in the pit.

The sound of the gushing waterfall surrounded us as we were plunged into darkness.

‘Hey, come here now, Maya.’

I shuffled back to my uncle and sat down on the sleeping beside him.

I scooted closer to him when I noticed the thick blanket of darkness that surrounded us.

‘I don’t think that I am ready to sleep out here yet, Uncle Jordan.’

He chuckled and handed a packet of marshmallows to me.

‘We aren’t, don’t worry. I just wanted you to relax, and also to tell you that I am sorry about earlier.’

I turned to him and stared into his face that was lit only by the lapping flames.

The orange light highlighted his straight jawline and perfect straight nose.

I leaned over and nudged him with my shoulder. 

I appreciated a man who could apologise for his bad behavior.

‘Hey, it’s okay, really. This is not your fault. Cody is an asshole and unfortunately, it seems as though my father and I have dragged you into our little feud.’

His lips tipped into a smile.

I wondered about Jordan.

(What was his story, and why was he living here?) 

I dared not ask.

To my surprise, he offered me a silver hip flask, ‘Here, this should grow some hair on your chest.’

I laughed, ‘Where did you get this?’

His smile widened, ‘Only for tonight.’

I opened the tiny cap, and the strong smell of brandy rose to my nose.

‘Oh, you are wicked, Uncle Jordan!’

I sipped a tiny bit, anticipated it, and squeezed my eyes shut as dense heat seared my throat.

‘Oh my God – that is good!’

Jordan laughed at me as I handed the little flask back to him.

He sipped a little and grimaced.

‘Wow, that’s strong!’

We went back and forth like that, and I suppose that was how the ice finally broke between us.

‘So he pursued you?’

I nodded and sipped more brandy. 

The little flask that contained quite a punch was regrettably almost empty, but it had done its job..

My tongue felt numb, and the deep hollow pain that resided in my chest from earlier had disappeared.

I think that means I was fucked up drunk.

‘Like you wouldn’t believe. He just didn’t give up, and it didn’t matter how many times I turned him away.’

I grunted at the thought, ‘That asshole. Ugh, Chloe was right about him from the start, and so was my dad.’

Jordan laughed, ‘Guys are like that, Maya. You probably seemed unattainable to him, and that alone is reason enough to chase after you. Even though he didn’t have any intentions.

I buried my face in my hands, ‘Oh!’

At least Jordan explained it from a male perspective, and I understood that it wasn’t all my fault.

I groaned and rubbed my numb cheek against his shoulder, ‘Oh my God – the regrets!’

Jordan’s arm tightened around my shoulder, and he squeezed.

‘Don’t worry, Maya, you will survive. You are a beautiful girl,’ He paused and laughed, ‘Sorry, young woman, and you will find somebody else. The world is full of opportunities.’

That was sweet of him to say.

‘Aw, thank you. I suppose I owe you. If you hadn’t told me, nobody would have.’

His lips swept across my forehead chastely, ‘It is a pleasure.’

I stared at the mesmerizing flames, and my head and body felt delightfully weighless.

Being drunk when you are having a fucked up time is the best thing!

The sound of the water gushing close by was intrusive and yet soothing in a way.

I was drunk and I felt good!

But it was also late, and I needed my bed to sleep it off.

I got to my feet and swayed slightly.

‘We should go ... hey ...!’

I may have stood up too fast and almost tipped over to my side.

Jordan gripped my flailing arms quickly to prevent me from falling over.

We burst into laughter at my inebriated condition.

‘You are so drunk, Mata. Here, I will help you.’

But that didn’t because he was no better than I was, and we both toppled to the ground.

We laughed, and for the slightest second, I had no idea what I was doing.

I gripped Jordan’s lapels and pulled him closer to me. 

There was a slight hesitation, but for some odd reason, I couldn’t stop staring at his luscious lips.

Without a thought, I leaned closer and kissed him.

Tiby unexpected tingles played along my lips from the brief contact.

‘Mm.’

I pulled away and stared into his dark eyes.

‘Maya ...’

I wanted to taste his lips again.

(Fuck, I was drunk!)

My lips pressed against his again and my tongue lingered against his lips, but he didn’t reciprocate.

I sobered a little and pulled away.

Jordan’s eyes held mine, and his face was impassive.

I drew further away.

‘Oh my God – I’m sorry ...’

In my drunken madness, I had just fucked up!

What was I doing, he is my UNCLE?

My thoughts scattered in every direction, but then Jordan’s hand slipped around my waist and he crushed me against his hard chest.

‘Wha ....’

I barely took a breath when his lips covered mine without the slightest hesitation, and his tongue lapped against mine.

The contact was wondrous!

I clung onto him, and my lips never left his after he initiated it.

It was a strangely deep and lustful kiss between two people who didn’t know each other intimately.

My body thrummed with desire, and my adventurous fingers slipped under his t-shirt.

‘Oh ...’

The feel of the silken ridges of his abs under my fingers delivered on the promise that he had a magnificent body under all those clothes.

My fingers grazed along his skin to his belly button.

Jordan’s lips moved with purpose to my throat, and flashes of desire sparked dangerously deep within my inexperienced body.

Our movements were well coordinated. 

I went onto my back with the softness of the sleeping bag to cushion me, and my legs slipped easily around his hips when he descended over me.

Jordan’s probing lips ventured along the contours of my sensitive neck while his cool fingers brushed my t-shirt higher up on my chest.

‘Mm.’

He groaned as he shifted my bra aside.

In the next instant, I was thrown into a cauldron of pleasure when his warm lips closed over my nipple and he sucked.

‘Oh, yes ...’

My mind whirled from his scent and body that sheltered and surrounded me against the prickly cold . 

This was more intoxicating than the alcohol.

I was barely aware of anything other than his lapping tongue when his fingers gripped and pulled my jeans easily over my hips and to my thighs. 

My hands moved between us, and over the hard bulge in the front of his pants.

This scenario was best described as a runaway train. 

There were no safety brakes of sobriety here, just an increase in reckless speed.

Jordan’s lips covered mine again in a heated kiss, and my tongue lapped greedily against his.

The chilliness of the night didn’t bother me at all now, and he slipped my jeans off my legs.

Our movements were thoughtless and yet purposeful at the same time. 

It was a desperate scramble to feel each other intimately.

I gripped his jeans and peeled it lower while his tongue lunged possessively into my mouth.

My hand moved boldly to his cock when it was free from his jeans, and I stilled.

(Oh my God – he was big!)

Jordan nudged my hand away and gripped my hips.

(He was in charge!)

His lips slipped to my neck again.

‘Oh yes ...’

My mind floated around me, and I barely felt anything else but pleasure that burned on every spot that Jordan kissed or touched.

He fumbled slightly and then I felt the nudge of his head at my pussy.

I stiffened when a slight burn, and discomfort flared through me.

‘Ow!’

Jordan stilled, and his wide eyes held mine, ‘Maya?’

Fuck.

My hands clutched his waist firmly.

I wanted him but I had to tell him the truth.

My voice was barely a whisper, ‘I just had sex two times before ... and ...’

He heard enough, and his lips claimed mine again as he adjusted my legs wider.

‘Relax.’

His cock surged into me, but his movements were gentler than before.

A harsh breath escaped, and he withdrew, and thrusted into me again.

It was quite a tight fit but it should get better.

My legs strained around his hips, while he set a pleasant, fiery pace.

Our lips clung to each other, our tongues were tangled in a web of all consuming passion.

Jordan’s groan rumbled through me, and his thrusts grew quicker.

The chill of the night air condensed against our heated bodies, and the sounds of our grunts and groans of pleasure filled the small space around us.

Vicious streaks of heat that pooled deviously in my lower tummy, suddenly burst in a flurry of scorching pleasure that swept through me.

My body stiffened under Jordan’s at that point, and then I jerked.

‘Oh my God!’

My nails tore into his skin, and my shouts of pleasure that followed were loud and feral.

It urged him to pound me harder.

Slap, slap, slap!

His fingers tightened painfully on my hips, and he stilled.

‘Mm.’

His cock stiffened and then pulsed with warmth inside me, and although I was still a little drunk, that was such an amazing feeling.

Jordan’s lips covered mine again. 

Thorough, yet sweet and passionate kisses ensued, and whether we were sober at that point or not, I couldn’t tell.
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‘Fuck!’

I swore under my breath.

From the grey skies, I could tell that it was twilight.

Jordan’s face was rigid with ... what? Anger? Disappointment?

He shook me awake a few minutes earlier and grumbled that we needed to go home.

My jeans were pulled on and for a moment I prayed that I had a bad dream while I was fucked up drunk, but the stickiness between my thighs and my slightly tender pussy told a different tale.

My gaze remained out of my window, while I tried desperately to hide the hot tears that cascaded down my cheeks.

I initiated it - that much I do remember!

How was I ever going to face Jordan again?

I was such a fuck up!

As soon as the truck stopped at the house I was out in a flash.

I needed to shower!

Jordan didn’t call after me, or make a move to speak to me.

It was obvious that he also had regrets.

(How could we do such a thing?)

I slammed the door closed and stripped my clothes off immediately.

‘Fuck!’

Tears flowed and mingled with the gush of hot water, while a few blades of grass and tiny pink buds fell from my shoulder length hair.

That sight made me cry harder.

(I was disgusting!)

I scrubbed my skin twice over, and grimaced as I lathered the tender area between my legs.

That was the best sex I had, but of course it was TABOO, and not something I could ever think of doing again!

Thankfully by eight, Jordan’s truck drove out of the premises.

He was avoiding me just as much as I couldn’t handle seeing him too.

I was much calmer now, although I suspected that my sanity was held together by a fragile thread.

Eventually, I crept downstairs in search of food.

My heart warmed unexpectedly when I noticed that my breakfast, which was a fluffy cheese omelet, was left on the table with a cup beside it.

I smiled despite myself.

‘That is sweet of him.’

It didn’t take me too long to annihilate the delicious breakfast, and I made a solemn pledge to cook later on.

Just to balance things.

Everything was ominously silent, so after I washed up, I stepped into the lounge and browsed at a few magazines.

Eventually, I switched the television on.

An old Clint Eastwood movie was on, so I slipped onto the couch.

As much as I tried, I couldn’t think of anything else but Jordan and how pleasurable our sex was.

I have never experienced an orgasm before, and it was truly amazing.

He is amazing. 

(Eye roll – Cody insisted that it would come with time, but I doubt that now. It seems as though skill played a big part!)

I suppose older men and their experience was an undeniably attractive combination that I had never entertained before.

Jordan’s kisses, which could turn from fiery and possessive to gentle and sensual in a matter of seconds, was intoxicating. 

His cock was a completely different topic, and so was our explosive sexual connection.

(I wanted him!)

But I couldn’t have him.

He is my uncle!

BLOOD RELATED!

My eyes closed in exasperation. 

I couldn't allow my mind to wander in this manner!

I didn’t know what I was going to do now, but staying here was going to be difficult, and my father was certainly not ready for me to go home.

I slid onto the cushions and let time slip by.

Thoughts of Cody and my spare phone never entered my mind ONCE.

By 5, I grew worried.

The dying daylight set me off into a panic.

Jordan had not returned, and I wondered if he was EVER going to return!

I did have a phone, but I didn’t have his number, and as the evening approached, I grew more afraid.

I was not accustomed to this place, and the thought of being left alone here after dark (without street lights!) was troubling.

I paced the kitchen, and eventually, I decided to cook to keep the anxiety at bay.

I didn’t know what my uncle’s preferences were, so I made my best and most delicious dish, which is simple pasta and meatballs.

The kitchen was spotless, and after going through the fridge and freezer, I was quite satisfied that I had everything that was essential for a good meal.

The time I spent cooking did help, and soon, I was done with the pasta.

My heart surged when I heard Jordan’s Ford roar up the driveway.

‘Thank God.’

A quick glance at the time told me that it was just after six.

After my initial gratitude for his return, I suddenly realised that I was pissed off with him!

Was this morning just my fault, or was he a willing participant?

He didn’t need to make a point of it and stay away the ENTIRE day!

I didn’t look up when the kitchen door closed.

‘Maya.’

Was that a greeting?

I continued to stir the life out of the meatballs and sauce.

‘Can we speak for a moment?’

Ugh! As if I didn’t know what was to come!

‘Where were you for the entire day?’

I spun around to him just as I switched the stove off.

I shouldn’t have because his beautiful blue eyes reminded me of our passionate fucking the previous evening/morning.

‘I’m sorry, I was busy with Richard and ....’

I frowned.

That was a fucking lie.

I know that Jordan thought of me as a stupid teenager but he was wrong. 

I was quite mature for my age, and I understood people quite well.

I threw the hand cloth onto the table.

‘Look, I know what you are going to say. I agree that it was wrong and,’ I paused, ‘I am sorry. It was my fault. I should not have kissed you. Let’s forget that it ever happened.’

I stared at the space beside his boots just so I wouldn’t have to look at his handsome face.

Jordan didn’t respond, and my heated blush crept to my neck.

I needed to get out of here!

‘Eh, I will shower first, and then we can have supper.’

I didn’t wait for a response as I swept past him and out of the kitchen, feeling like a gigantic asshole.
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I wore a lovely cotton dress for supper, although my mood was low. 

My hands faltered on my damp hair for a moment, and I wondered if I should throw in the towel, call my father, and escape this horrible place.

I fucked everything up, and just when Jordan and I were just starting to get along.

I stirred at a tap at my door.

My heart thundered in surprise but I remained composed. 

I didn’t want to drag the topic on and I wished for a quiet evening, to be honest.

I stared at Jordan, ‘What is it?’

He stepped in and slammed the door closed.

His heated gaze swept over me, and  a thrum of pleasure moved through me.

(Oh fuck, no)

I knew instinctively what he wanted.

Me!

I wanted him too, and I knew it from the response of my treacherous body.

There was no denying it.

Jordan moved closer to me, but he didn’t touch me.

His breath swept close to me and his eyes roamed to my breasts.

His voice was a low grunt, ‘This is fucked up, Maya.’

My eyes moved over his dark damp hair, to his broad shoulders, and then to his clenched fists.

(Oh fuck yeah!)

I agreed calmly enough, ‘It is.’

His finger caressed my cheek and my eyes slid closed to the fiery line his touch left on my skin.

‘You are very inexperienced.’

A blush heated my face, and my breath escaped in short anticipatory bursts.

(Was that a bad thing?)

Jordan moved closer to me – less than an inch away, and his breath warmed my ear.

‘I want to suck, lick and fuck every part of you, in the sickest, most sordid way baby girl. I want to you claw at me and scream like a fucking banshee when you come in my mouth and on my cock.’

(WHAT?)

My lips parted but words failed me.

Jordan’s lips tipped in a smile, and his finger traced a circle around my hard nipple.

‘How does that suit you?’

I couldn't ... no, I didn't want to contain myself as I reached for him, and my lips swept across his.

‘That suits me just fine.’

His fingers slipped into my hair, and he gripped it fistful as his tongue plundered my mouth possessively.

It was a quick, brutal kiss.

He broke away and pushed me onto the bed.

I watched as he pulled his t-shirt off.

‘Wow.’

My eyes roamed shamelessly over his muscular body.

He grinned and slid his jeans off next.

That was quite a spectacle!

His stiff cock sprang free, and I sucked in a breath, ‘Oh.’

Jordan leaned over me while I discarded my dress and panties.

My body raged with heated anticipation. 

I was far too eager for him to touch me, so I grabbed at his shoulders and pulled him to me for a kiss.

Jordan gripped my hands and anchored my hands on either side of me, and his eyes held mine.

‘I am the boss in bed, do you hear?’

I nodded, and that was fine by me!

He leaned in for another kiss.

‘Mm, Jordan.’

His lips slipped to my throat, and his voice was muffled between kisses, ‘Baby, your body is beautiful.’

(Was it? I didn't think so.)

His hands moved lower and caressed my thighs, and then slithered over my ass cheeks.

My skin came alive under his erotic touch.

‘Mm, so smooth,’

His mouth covered my nipple and he sucked it to a throbbing peak.

His name trembled from my lips.

‘Jordan!’

My body arched naturally to his, begging wantonly as if it had a mind of its own. 

‘Please.’

I wanted desperately for him to be in me again, and I wasn't ashamed to say so.

Jordan chuckled against my neck, ‘Take it easy baby, you need some preparation.’

I stilled, and my cheeks heated instantly at his remark.

Oh.

He noticed my blush and kissed me on the lips gently while his hand nudged my legs wider apart.

My fingers slipped around his neck when his lips traveled lower so that he could attend to my aching breasts again.

His mouth was soon sucking and teasing my stiff nipples mercilessly.

“Oh, mm.’

Jordan’s explorative hand traveled lower and covered my pussy - his middle fingers rubbed along my clit.

‘Baby ... mm, so sweet.’

His lips moved to my tummy, and he kissed my feverish skin noisily, to the mound of my pussy. 

I jerked when his hands slid between my thighs, and he moved them crudely apart.

His eyes held mine for a few moments, ‘You are beautiful, Maya. I have to taste you.’

My blush deepened but there wasn’t much time for that when he moved closer, and his tongue lapped over my cunt once.

A tremble of desire coursed savagely through my body.

‘Jordan ...’

My fingers gripped his shoulders. Surely he had to know that I hadn’t done this before.

He smiled at me and his fingers gently pried my pussy lips apart.

(Oh yeah, he knew)

His tongue lapped over my clit again and then his tongue teased it in small flicks.

‘Oh my fuck!’

My legs trembled uncontrollably, and flashes of heat moved through my body.

‘Oh!’

His lip covered my clit in a loud slurp and he sucked it gently.

‘Mm,’ he groaned with appreciation.

The sensation was unbelievable, and the pleasure of it was unmatched!

Jordan moved away and his thumb rubbed my clit.

‘Is it good, Maya?’

My eyes were closed, and I concentrated on his voice and the pleasure of his thumb.

‘Oh yes!’

His thumb rubbed my clit in a circular fashion now, sending thrums of pleasure through my lower tummy.

‘Do you want to cum?’

My nails curved into his skin and I writhed to his touch, ‘Yes!’

His tongue flicked on my clit again, and I gripped his hair and pulled him closer to me as I edged towards an orgasm.

Jordan’s hands squeezed my ass cheeks before he lifted my pelvis slightly.

His hungry mouth devoured my clit.

My body jerked when pure hot ecstasy moved through me in a violent surge, and I succumbed to the pleasure of his expert mouth.

‘Oh Jordan, oh, oh!’

His tongue moved generously over my cunt, and my grip remained on him while I came off from my shattering climax.

Jordan’s ardent sucking intensified, and after a short while, I pushed him away.

Oh my God – this was what they called over stimulation!

He moved over me and nestled between my legs.

He smiled, and his lips moved to mine a quick kiss, ‘That was sweet Maya.’

My hands moved over his knotted shoulder.

I felt almost dizzy with pleasure that throbbed along my legs.

‘It was amazing, Jordan.’

His lips moved to my neck, and he gripped his cock.

His voice was a deep growl near my ear, ‘Spread your legs. I want to stretch your pretty little cunt, Maya.’

My body shuddered at his declaration.

Oh yeah, fuck, I quite like the sound of that.

I held a breath when he pushed the head in,

It's not too bad.

I exhaled.

This time was much easier – tight, but easier.

(Lubrication is everything)

‘Okay?’

My eyes drowned in his, and my heart fluttered.

Older men were so delightfully considerate.

‘Yes, perfect.’

He groaned and his cock surged fully into me.

Squelch!

It was going to be a slippery affair and yet so erotic.

‘Mm, Maya, your pussy is so wet!’ 

His pelvis slammed against mine with each purposeful thrust.

I appreciated the little comments and instructions, by the way.

It was such a turn on.

Meanwhile Jordan’s hand snaked under the crook of my knees and he pushed my legs further up, and wider apart.

He grunted, ‘Oh yeah!’ 

And his cock continued to slam into me while his lips scorched my throat with kisses.

My thighs strained from being stretched around his hard pounding thighs, but I didn't care to complain.

He groaned and his arms closed around me.

He pumped me with three hard, deep thrusts, and then he stilled.

‘Oh fuck, keep still baby.’

His cock pumped greedily, in and out of me a few more times until he was satisfied.

My lips moved to his for a kiss and he withdrew his cock.

(Ugh, too soon.)

I moved into his arms immediately for fear of losing that amazing feeling. 

My chest heaved treacherously against his. 

Thankfully, Jordan’s arms surrounded me, and his lips slipped over mine.

‘Beautiful.’

I smiled, ‘Am I?’

His finger lingered along my jaw, ‘Absolutely.’

Wow, quite a compliment. One that was rare and very much appreciated.

My mind worked furiously as I moved to kiss Jordan again.

This was fucked up, but it was amazing, and we could not deny it.
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‘So, is this the only dish that you know to cook?’

He gestured to his empty plate.

I sipped a mouthful of soda and shook my head.

‘No! I can also make a proper chicken soup.’

Jordan laughed and set his plate aside.

I abandoned my food long before and spent the time staring at the tiny love bites on his bare chest while we dined on a late supper.

‘Okay, that’s not too bad then. You make up for your shortfalls in other ways.’

A blush scorched my cheeks, and I changed the subject.

I thought of my father’s preference for fast foods, ‘My father hates my food. I think he will never like anybody’s cooking except mom’s.’

My uncle smiled, ‘That’s probably true. He's always been a fussy eater, so don't take it personally.’

I had to know, and I was dying to ask him.

‘Are you seeing anybody?’

He grinned and splayed his fingers on the table, ‘No.’

‘Why didn’t you get married?’

His smile faltered slightly, ‘Why do you need to know, Detective?’

I smiled and my eyes held his, ‘Because I am fucked up jealous.’

Jordan laughed at my honesty.

‘Actually so am I. It must be something in our blood.’

His fingers grasped mine, ‘I don’t want to talk about that now, but I would like to know if I am a rebound fuck.’

I burst into laughter.

‘No, you are not,’ my fingers curved around his, ‘You are amazing and that asshole doesn’t even come close. I wasted my time with him.’

His eyes dipped to my lips, ‘Are you feeling sore?’

I nodded, ‘A little.’

(How did he know?)

He grinned, ‘But I want you again.’

(Mm, I was such a greedy girl)

I stood up and watched his eyes widen as my gown fell over my shoulders and to the floor.

I was naked underneath.

‘I didn’t say that I didn’t want you to fuck me. That doesn’t change.’

His eyes moved over my body as I stepped to the couch.

He was behind me in a matter of seconds.

I gripped the back of the couch and leaned forward while Jordan’s lips slid over my cunt. 

Jordan groaned, and his tongue lapped at my clit.

His hands rubbed and caressed my ass cheeks.

‘Oh yeah, that’s so good.’

(That was not a lie)

His fingers gripped my ass cheeks apart, and his tongue fluttered over my asshole suddenly.

I jerked.

Jordan grunted, ‘I said hold still, Maya.’

His mouth returned, and his tongue moved over the hole in small wet laps.

It was a new, strange sensation, and yet pleasurable, too. 

‘Oh Jordan, yes.’

His lips moved to my ass cheeks again and then over my lower back before he straightened up.

His hard cock nudged at me impatiently.

‘Ready, baby?’

I nodded.

His head slid gently into my tender cunt followed by a deep grunt from him.

‘Oh baby, mm, so fucking good.’

I bucked my ass back and his fingers tore into my skin as he thrusted deep into me.

His rhythm was restrained, and steady.

‘Ah fuck, yeah.’

Jordan's forefinger rubbed over my asshole as his cock pounded me.

‘Maya, mm.’

The thrusts deepened and quickened in a matter of seconds.

Slam, slam, slam.

I gritted my teeth, and my nails curled into the leather back as Jordan rocked me back and forth.

It wasn’t as quick as I thought it would be, but that was because he paced himself this time.

‘Oh yes, baby, I’m coming!’

Jordan rammed hard into me and stilled. 

His thighs trembled against mine, as his cock pumped ropes of cum inside me.

After I showered and dressed that night, I smiled inwardly as I  pulled the covers open in my bed.

That was strange. 

I had an urge to sleep with Jordan in his bed, but I didn’t want to force myself on him.

Besides, I didn’t know if he would mind and see it as an invasion of his space. 

Men are different beings when it comes to affection.

My door opened as I was about to slip under the covers.

‘Maya?’

I smiled before turning to him.

My heart thumped wildly at the sound of him calling my name, and my skin broke out in a hot flush of heat.

‘Yes, Uncle Jordan?’

He was dressed in blue cotton sleep shorts, which made his thighs and legs look really sexy.

He grinned at the manner in which I addressed him. 

I think we are far beyond that relationship now.

‘Let’s go to bed.’

I all but ran to him, ‘Are you sure?’

He gripped my hand and pulled me to him.

‘I am not asking.’

Soon, I was lying against Jordan’s warm chest and surrounded by his large arms.

I inhaled the spicy scent of his skin while my lips fluttered against his chest.

‘You are a beautiful man.’

He grunted.

Men didn’t care for such things, but he did appreciate me saying so.

His arms tightened around me.

Between you and I, that felt so perfect!

Yet it shouldn’t!

My emotions churned dangerously inside me, and soon, I fell into a deep, peaceful sleep.
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Jordan was pulling me out of the bed a bit too early the next morning.

‘Get your lazy ass out of bed. We have to go into town. It’s movie night.’

I raised an eyebrow and grunted as I sat up.

‘What the hell is that?’

He smiled and turned to walk out, ‘Get dressed, and I will tell you over breakfast, babe.’

Movie night?

Oh no, I couldn’t wait to find out what the hell that was about.

I wore denim shorts and a t-shirt to match the sunny day, and when I bounded downstairs, I was met with a frown.

‘Change your fucking clothes.’

Jordan sat down and sipped his coffee moodily.

‘No.’

I sat down and he set his cup down with a dull thump.

‘Now, Maya!’

I wondered how far I could push him, and if this was because he is jealous, or just behaving like a protective uncle?’

‘This is my clothes. What’s wrong with it?’

His eyes held mine for a few moments, and I knew then, that it was jealousy.

‘I don’t want you advertising your body everywhere! Now change into something else!’

‘Fine.’

I returned to the room and slipped jeans on, and pulled my hair into a ponytail.

I regretted cutting my hair as time went on. There wasn’t much I could do with it at this length.

I thought of my cell phone then, and quickly retrieved it from the cupboard.

Jordan was still downstairs so I switched it on out of curiosity.

I practically had no use for it now that I was distracted.

15 missed calls and 7 unread messages.

Wow!

Cody was losing his mind, and it’s only been a couple of days.

That is excellent news!

‘Maya?’

I threw the phone into the cupboard and shuffled out the room.

Cody was suffering without a word from me, and that made me feel a whole lot better.

In my opinion, hell was too good for him.

‘A what?’

Jordan laughed, ‘A projector? You haven’t heard of one?’

I searched my memory and then thought of school.

‘Maybe I did, but what are you going to do with it?’

The wind ruffled Jordan’s dark hair, and I noticed that he looked very handsome in his blue t-shirt and low-cut denims.

(Yum, he was such eye candy)

‘There isn’t a cinema here. There never has been.’

I almost laughed, but I managed not to.

‘Oh, like a drive-in?’’

Jordan’s hand slipped over my thigh unconsciously as he explained, and that simple gesture made my heart thunder.

‘The community here is mostly rural, and the majority of them are middle-aged and above. This is their thing.’

I frowned.

(Why does he stay here?)

‘So at least once a month, Richard and I set a projector in the middle of the town square. They choose a movie, everybody eats and watches it together. They've been doing this since the sixties, according to Richard, and they never saw the need to change.’

That sounded quite nice.

‘Where are their children?’

The vehicle slowed as Jordan steered it into the parking bay just outside Presley’s.

‘They left for the cities to work, Maya. It is not something that can be helped.’

Wow, that was actually quite sad.

(I was glad that I didn’t laugh earlier.)

Jordan slid out and gripped my hand just as I walked with him to the glass doors.

I stared at him, and unsolicited thoughts of him invaded my mind again.

What was he doing here with these people when he had a family in Fenwick?

Besides, he used to be a detective before, and now he is just living an unassuming life, in a place that nobody knows.

Marie, who was alone at the counter, was quite happy to see me again.

Her instant acceptance of me told a tale of a lonely mother, whose son left for college in the city of Preston.

Jordan told me that Marie's son visited maybe once or twice a year, if the mood suited him.

‘Darling. Are you coming for the movie tonight?’

I nodded, ‘Of course, Marie. It sounds exciting.’

She burst, ‘Yay! That is excellent!’

My heart warmed at her excitement.

‘I think that we are watching a Denzel Washington movie, Maya. Oh, that man!’

She held her fists to her mouth and rolled her eyes dramatically.

I laughed and sat down.

My eyes followed Jordan as he disappeared into the small crowd in the restaurant.

I agreed, ‘He is rather sexy.’

She slid a glass of iced lemonade to me, ‘Isn’t he, though? I think that I've watched all his movies a hundred times over.’

The group of men who stood with Jordan broke out in a mixture of loud cheer and laughter.

They laughed and discussed the night’s soccer match between two English clubs. 

I realised as I watched him that he looked happy with living here in Fleming.

‘That is a good man.’

I almost forgot about Marie. I blushed and turned my attention to her again. 

She was watching me - gazing at Jordan!

I made a mental note to remember that I was his NIECE in public, and ogling him is questionable behavior.

I agreed, ‘He is, isn’t he?’

Marie mopped the glittering countertop, and I wondered if she and Richard did that out of pure habit.

The place gleamed.

‘He and Captain Brody keep Fleming safe and pleasant for all us folk.’

I raised an eyebrow, ‘Oh?’

She frowned, ‘Don’t you know anything about your uncle?’

The heat from my cheeks spread to my neck in embarrassment, and I shook my head.

‘He is a very private person, and he moved away when I was just 14, so I didn’t see him much.’

(And I was a selfish asshole before)

Marie clucked her tongue in sympathy, ‘Aw, then that is hardly your fault.’

I sipped some lemonade and paused.

‘Mm Marie.’

It was delicious.

‘Your uncle volunteers at the local law enforcement office, and he just generally helps out wherever. We all love him and need him all the time. He's our unofficial mayor, I always say.’

She chuckled at her admission, but my heart fell.

My eyes crept to Jordan again, who was now in deep conversation with a tall blonde man.

(But, isn’t he lonely?)

I couldn’t understand why he chose to live here - away from us. 

What was I missing?

He is the complete package – looks, intelligence - and he has a heart of gold. 

Deep inside, I knew that he should have been married, with a few children.

(I wouldn’t wish that NOW, though)

Marie broke into my thoughts, ‘Maya, make sure that you carry a jacket for later. It will be very cold.’

I was distracted as I nodded.

I waited with Marie and even helped her out while Richard, Jordan, and a few (unknown) men left for a short while.

In that time, I served as a waitress for Marie, and I was introduced to the Millers, Donna and Edgar Parsons with their twin girls, Jack Harding, a local farmer and his 5-year-old daughter, Sarah.

I was surprised by everyone’s open friendliness and questions, and by the afternoon, it was good to know that I made a few good friends in Fleming.

I have never belonged anywhere before, so the feeling of inclusion in a community I was a stranger to was heartwarming.
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CHAPTER TEN
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I stared at Jordan when we drove home for a shower and change of clothes before the movie at Town Square.

His hand covered mine, ‘Why are you so quiet?’

I smiled and turned my attention to the passing landscape. I wondered how to tackle the subject.

‘You are loved by the people here. Do you know?’

His eyes held mine, and he nodded.

‘They are good people.’

(But why are YOU here?)

Silence. 

I hated those intervals when there was so much to say, but you just couldn’t.

He looked at me again, then away as if he sensed the questions bubbling beneath the surface. 

‘I don’t want to talk about it, Maya.’

My heart fell, and I looked away as the Ford entered the long gravel driveway.

It wasn’t any of my business, but my father had never mentioned anything, and neither had my mom.

My curiosity was slowly becoming an obsession, but Jordan was a very guarded man, and it seemed that he was accustomed to keeping things close to home.

Of course, I will still try.

I showered, and as I was about to dress, Jordan stepped into my room without any warning.

My heart raged when his hands closed on me. 

(As if I didn’t expect it)

‘It’s going to be a few hours, so ...’

He gripped my towel and tore it off me.

I giggled, ‘Hey!’

He nuzzled my neck, ‘I want you, baby.’

His hand slid appreciatively over my naked body.

Our lips met in a sweet sensuous kiss, and our tongues tangled while his hand roamed over my breast.

‘Mm. I could get used to having your sexy body around me.’

Jordan groaned deeply before his head dipped lower.

His lips covered my nipple and he sucked it.

Small, tiny taunts with his lips and tongue. 

My body reacted to just his presence alone now, and I realised that this little game that we were playing was not all fun, as I thought it was.

It was difficult not to fall for a man like him.

I moved back to the bed and pulled him to me.

Honestly, I couldn’t keep my hands off him.

Our kisses were passionate now, and they were less hurried.

Jordan pulled his t-shirt off, and my hands were on him immediately.

‘Mm,’ my fingers roamed over his chest as he laid butterfly kisses along my jaw.

His breath brushed against my ear, ‘Are you okay? What are you thinking of?’

My heart clenched.

(YOU, YOU, and YOU)

I smiled.

Of course, I couldn't say.

He frowned, and his thumb caressed my cheek. 

He may have sensed the dangerous shift in emotions.

Age and experience is everything.

I drowned in the blue depths of his eyes momentarily before his lips crushed mine in a soulful kiss.

His hands cradled me, and we tumbled to the bed.

His scorching kisses remained while his hands fumbled with his belt.

His greedy lips moved over my erect nipples again, and he sucked and taunted the stiff peaks.

‘Oh Jordan ...’

My lips moved along the hard muscles of his shoulders, and I greedily sucked the silky skin.

I barely recognised my voice, ‘Please, I want you!’

His lips returned to mine, and his hand nudged my legs apart gently.

His movements were unhurried as before, yet firm and directive.

(It was different)

Something had changed between us – maybe escalated to a new level, and we didn’t notice. 

Before I anticipated it, his cock thrusted into me.

‘Oh!’

He withdrew and did it again, but in one fluid movement.

Jordan’s luscious lips moved to my throat as I arched my body to his in absolute sweet surrender - to do with it as he pleased.

His hands moved to my hips, and he lifted my pelvis slightly as he continued his calm, firm strokes.

My legs shuddered around his waist.

The immediate pleasure of his agonizingly slow and constant rubbing cock inside me, sparked delightful thrums of pleasure to cascade and pool between my thighs.

‘Jordan, oh, oh!’

His lips swept over mine again, and his tongue lapped gently against mine.

Squelch, squelch!

His movements were beautiful and delicate.

My fingers curled into his hard shoulder muscles, as his thrusts became harder.

‘Mm, so good, Maya!’

His grip tightened on my ass and his cock ground into me now.

A wave of heat blossomed and exploded inside me in a heated rush.

The pleasure speared through my body in a silky wave.

‘Oh! Oh, oh!’

Jordan could barely hold out, and his body trembled against mine.

‘’I'm coming!’ He stilled. ‘Oh fuck, mm, Maya!’

My eyes slid closed and I gripped him against me, as our lips found each other again.

Mutual orgasms! Now that was amazing!

(If you know – then you know)

A shiver tore through my body - the residue from my orgasm.

Jordan’s grip tightened on me  while his cock pulsed with cum.

I hadn’t realised the intensity of our act until Jordan swiped a lingering tear from the corner of my eye.

‘Babe?’

His lips swept over mine in a warm kiss, and tears threatened to erupt.

(Oh my God!)

I knew then why this was so dangerous - I was falling in love with him.

Instead of stopping by Presley’s, Jordan steered the Ford along the road and passed the Superstore.

We traveled around the block until we came to a brightly lit up square.

It was really a square, quite big too, enough to house a hundred chairs or so.

‘Wow.’

The town’s center was not what I expected at all, and I was stupid to think that the town was only what I thought I saw.

The place was bordered on two sides by gigantic flower pots.

There was an array of tiny shops next to it.

I spotted Kenwood bookstore, Magpie's trinkets, and a shoe shop.

It was a quaint serene place, and it looked like something from an Instagram post. 

Chairs were packed in neat rows in front of a massive whiteboard, and people hurried around.

Rows of tiny lights, a little bigger than fairy lights, hung in lines across the entire area, giving the place a fantasy aesthetic.

‘This is pretty.’

The distinct smell of caramelised popcorn and coffee lingered in the air and was available by a man selling it from a cart on wheels.

I watched the happy interactions, and I realised that the community was something like a large extended family, and they followed old traditions that were mainly aimed at companionship.

I raised my hand in greeting when I recognised a few people from Presley’s.

People hurried by, armed with steaming cups of coffee as they took their seats.

I spotted Marie then. 

She waved at me and hurried over. 

I noticed that she was armed with two fleece blankets, both rolled under either arm.

‘Maya, I was waiting for you!’

She hugged me and smiled at Jordan, ‘Well, come on now!’

Jordan laughed and went to the Ford.

‘What’s happening, Marie?’

She laughed, ‘You and I are going to rough it up with the guys!’

Jordan backed the truck, and then he helped Marie into the open trunk of the truck.

She settled on a mat and tapped the space beside me.

‘Hurry now.’

I giggled when Jordan gripped my waist and hoisted me on, ‘Come on, city-girl.’

A murmur of excitement went through the small crowd just after 8.

(I must have been drunk because I was excited, too!)

A chill was present in the air, and when everyone had settled, Richard and Mr Parker switched the larger overhead lights off.

A hush fell over.

Jordan scooted beside me with a bag of popcorn.

And I have to say at this point that at first I was skeptical about doing this, but right now, leaning against Jordan, with Marie and Richard cuddling beside us in the open night sky, was the best experience ever!

The movie was not a new one, but I cheered and whooped along when everyone else did, out of pure enjoyment.

I would never have expected to like such things, but it wasn’t so bad after all.

Sometimes, there is happiness to be found in the simplest of things.

Best part of all was that I was with Jordan, who held me against him throughout the movie, and that made me feel cherished.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
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I snoozed in the truck on the way home. 

It had been a pleasantly busy day, and all I wanted to do was crash in bed.

Before, I hardly did anything other than worry about Cody or go to the mall for no good reason.

Now, those exercises seemed useless and time-consuming. 

I slid under the warm covers, and Jordan followed suit as if it was something that we always did.

Soon, we were entwined intimately against each other, and that night was probably the best sleep I had in ages.

I awoke to a flutter of kisses on my neck the next morning.

This was really addictive – everything about Jordan is.

‘Are you sleeping in today?’

I gripped his arm and pulled him to me and groaned, ‘Oh no, what do you need to do? Why don’t you ever rest?’

He laughed and slipped out of bed.

Seriously, this man never stood still for an entire minute. He was retired from the police. 

I wondered if he knew what retirement meant?

‘I need to see Eddy – Mr Parker at 1 for the stalls ...’

I groaned again, ‘Please stay, and we can binge on Netflix. I will cook - promise.’

He kissed me once before he slipped his t-shirt on, ‘Sure, that sounds like a plan for later.’

‘What else are you offering ...’

A loud shrill from Chloe’s cell phone made me cringe with pure horror and dread.

(Oh no, fuck!)

Jordan frowned and stared at me, ‘What the fuck?’

I scrambled out of the bed but he was quicker than me and he was already in the bathroom.

(Oh my God - didn’t I switch the stupid thing off?)

I stood planted to the floor and watched as Jordan gripped the phone and stared at it as though he didn’t recognise what it was.

His eyes crept to mine, and anger pulsed through him, ‘Evan said that he took your phone away because of this asshole.’

His calm monotone voice undid me, and a flurry of fear revisited me.

The old me would have told him to fuck off.

But now I had much more invested in our relationship, and it wasn’t just about him getting angry or jealous.

My voice trembled as I reached for the phone, ‘Please Jordan ... let me explain ...’

Ugh! I sounded guilty!

I yelped from surprise when the phone rang again.

Jordan stared at the screen and then at me.

‘Answer it!’

My heart trembled when he handed the phone to me.

‘Please, no ...’

I didn’t move to answer it, and the tiny slim device suddenly felt as heavy as a brick.

‘Fucking answer it!’

I jerked at his harsh voice, and then I quickly pressed the answer button.

The heat from Jordan’s eyes made my skin flame with fear and shame.

I know what he thought, but it wasn’t true!

‘Maya! Why are you not returning my calls? What the fuck is going?’

My eyes remained on Jordan’s and I knew what I needed to say.

‘That’s because I want you to stay the fuck away from me, Cody. It’s over! Don't ever call me again.’

‘Maya, what the ...’

I cut him off and handed it back to Jordan.

A tear dripped down my cheek.

(I wasn’t willing to lose him over this!)

‘Jordan, I didn’t do anything, I swear!’

‘Fuck!’ Suddenly he threw the phone against the wall in a burst of rage. 

I jerked with fear, and a scream lodged in my throat as the remnants of Chloe’s outdated cell phone fell to the floor.

‘Keep your fucking phone, and your boyfriend, Maya. Pack your fucking clothes, and when I return I will take you back home!’

My heart fell when he walked out of my room.

‘Jordan!’

This is not actually happening, is it?

It was odd how after new found happiness, comes sadness.

Jordan left half an hour later after his jealous tantrum..

I wanted to go to him, but he was angry, and maybe my presence would have just fanned the flames of his temper.

I dragged my empty suitcase out, and by 11, I was packed.

Gloom and sadness ensued when I thought of my life at home. 

(And leaving Jordan so soon)

I had just started to enjoy myself here, and now I would have to return to my sad life.

I wished for everything to have concluded better than this – if it had to.

Finally, I accepted the fact that I was just a fuck up and I did stupid things. 

Hindsight is a bitch.

I should have told Jordan about the phone. 

Better yet, I should have just switched the God damned thing off!

I sipped coffee and watched the large droplets of rain as they ran along the glass panes.

I waited patiently for Jordan to return, resigned to the fact that our interlude was brief but wonderful.

By 3, I switched the TV on and surfed the channels.

Rain fell in heavy sheets now.

It was late when I stirred from sleep at the touch of Jordan’s fingers across my cheek.

The skies were dark and there was a sound of distant thunder.

I sat up, and my hands went to my hair in confusion.

A warm fire was already crackling, and the house lights were on.

I had no idea how long Jordan had been standing there and watching me.

My eyes held his, and I couldn’t make out his mood from his impassive face.

‘I am ready ... to go.’  

I pointed to my packed bag. 

He didn’t move.

The constant deep throb in my chest from earlier returned with a vengeance. 

‘Why didn’t you tell me about the cell phone, Maya?’

I didn’t answer him.

Men hated answers like, “I forgot.”

I knew this.

‘I am fucking speaking to you, Maya!’

What was I to say?

I stared at him, ‘What answer would be good enough for you, Jordan?’

Tears burned my eyes, ‘I would say that I am sorry for lying to you, but that ... will not be enough.’

I just wanted it to be the previous evening again when I was lying in his arms and watching a movie in the chilly night air.

‘I only spoke to him on the first day I was here. After,’ I shot a teary look at him and then away, ‘When everything started between us, I didn’t touch the phone again!’

My heart burst into a flurry of painful beats, and I wanted to reach for him.

‘I swear that I haven't done anything since. It’s been all you, Jordan!’

I moved closer to him, and my lips swept against his, ‘Just you!’

Finally, his hand gripped me to him, and his lips crushed mine in a heated, possessive kiss.

(Mm, I tasted whiskey on his tongue)

My hands moved over his hard, flexing shoulders as he deepened the erotic kiss.

This had escalated to a dangerous level, but as I said before, a runaway train.

His lips moved to my ear next, ‘Go to my room, sweet Maya. I have some frustration to work out with you.’

My body trembled against his.

Fuck yeah, I needed this!

For one, I must say that my visit to my uncle was quite an education in sex.

Every time he touched me, it just reinstated the fact that Cody was a fumbling asshole that I wasted my time with.

The room was darkened by the raging storm outside, and that was the perfect ambiance for us.

My legs straddled Jordan’s head and his tongue lapped on my clit.

Oh yeah, I was learning the wonders of face sitting!

‘Oh yeah, oh.’

Jordan’s tiny licks, and taunts on my throbbing clit were delightful until his hands tightened on my hips and he pulled me lower.

‘Oh!’

His mouth closed over my pussy with a deep grunt and his tongue plunged directly into my cunt.

‘Oh my God!’

I dared not move as his tongue thrusted in and out.

My fingers gripped his short hair in the lustful frenzy. 

I couldn’t believe anything could feel so exquisite.

‘Jordan, oh my ....’

His tongue lapped over my clit next, taunting and sucking it until I was writhing.

‘Oh, please, oh, oh!’

I was edging to an orgasm quickly.

His tongue closed on my clit and he sucked it again, and that tipped me over the edge.

My body vibrated as pleasure course through me in delicious waves.

‘Oh yes, yes, yes!’

Jordan’s grip remained on me, and he lifted me up slightly. 

His tongue flicked over my wet cunt.

‘Mm,’ his tongue continued to lap at my juices.

‘Oh, mm.’

Finally, he released me and then moved me over onto my back.

My skin cooled against the cotton sheets, and he nestled between my legs again.

What was he doing to me now?

‘Jordan, no!’

He gripped my hands in a tight clench, ‘Hold the fuck still until I am done.’

His mouth moved between my legs, and his lips captured my thrumming clit again.

I couldn’t help it, and I jerked, ‘Oh!’

His mouth moved relentlessly over my sensitive clit, and then to my dripping pussy.

‘Mm, baby, you are so wet for me.’

His tongue lapped at my cunt, while I writhed under his iron grip.

‘Oh, oh!’

Biting pleasure thrummed through my pussy and thighs. 

Finally, his lips moved to my tummy and then my nipples.

I was breathless, ‘Jordan ...’

My fingers fluttered in his hair as he sucked the hardened peaks of my nipples lavishly.

There was a strange unbridled hunger in him today, which was wonderful and dangerous.

His hand slipped under my back, and he flipped me over easily onto my tummy.

I barely had a chance to recover when he moved over me.

His heated skin pressed against my back.

‘Spread it for me.’ His lips swept over my shoulder as his knee nudged my legs apart.

He gripped my right thigh and I stirred at the nudge of his raging cock on my lower back.

I didn’t know what was going on, ‘Jordan ...’

He kissed my ear lobe, ‘Relax.’

His left hand slipped under my arm and curved around my shoulder as he pushed his cock into me.

My body trembled - it was tight.

‘Jordan’s breath swept over my shoulder again, ‘Fuck, you are so tight, baby.’

I was apprehensive at first but that feeling soon disappeared.

Jordan was experienced, and he knew what he was doing.

He adjusted my right leg higher, and then he gripped his cock again.

He groaned deeply when he surged into me, ‘Oh yes!’

I released a breath, and his right hand moved my ass cheek.

His cock thrusted fully into me now, and it felt raw and yet wonderful.

Jordan’s skin dragged along my back, and his rigid hands held me down in place as his cock rammed into my pussy.

Splat, splat!

Jordan’s warm breath was harsh against my ear, ‘I love your cunt, Maya.’

My body trembled.

His hand gripped my straining thigh higher, and then his hand gripped my ass cheek again.

His fingers squeezed and massaged, while his stiff cock slammed in and out of me.

‘Mm Jordan.’

That seemed to goad him and he thrusted harder now.

‘Fuck! Your cunt belongs to me, Maya! You belong to me!’

My heart stirred at his outburst.

His hands tightened on me, and his hard strokes deepened. 

‘Do you understand?’

He was close now. 

His cock slammed harder, ‘Mm ...’

‘YES JORDAN!’

My fingers finally released my firm grip on the sheets, and his mouth closed on the side of my throat.

He sucked the sensitive skin, marking it while his cock spewed cum into me.

‘Oh yes baby!’

Squelch!

His cock slipped in and out of me a few greedy times more before spilling some of his spent cum on my pussy.

Jordan’s lips moved over my back, dropping scorching kisses before he moved off me.

Oh my God, I was in love with this man, and I think that he felt the same.

We were blood related, and I doubt that we cared about that aspect of our relationship anymore.

We were completely obsessed with each other.
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CHAPTER TWELVE
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It was at 9 when we finally settled down to our original plans.

Thankfully, I didn’t need to cook because sweet Marie sent a steak pie for us for supper.

I licked my fingers as I chewed the last  piece appreciatively.

‘Mm. Marie is the best.’

Jordan sipped some of his beer, ‘She and Richard quite like you – so do a lot of people here.’

I wasn’t surprised by that. The people here were quite nice, actually, and very accepting of strangers.

‘I like them too. This place is cool. I understand why you like it.’

Jordan grinned, ‘Next week is the winter festival. You are going to love that.’

I set my fork aside, ‘Oh, that sounds nice.’

I meant it. 

After the impromptu drive-in, I was sold about the place.

Can you blame me?

‘It’s the start of winter, so all the crops are loaded for sale. Some of the produce is shared with the town, and the rest of it is sold. This town survives on corn and pumpkin exports.’

I sipped ice tea, ‘I can’t wait!’

Jordan’s cell phone rang, and he looked at me.

He didn’t make a move to answer it at first.

‘Evan, how are you?’

Ugh, my father!

I collected Jordan’s plate and deposited it in the sink with mine.

What did he want?

‘Sure, we are doing good. Wait a moment – Maya?’

I wasn’t in the mood to butt heads with my father, but then my eyes held Jordan’s. 

(I also wasn’t in the mood to leave just yet)

I knew that my dad's conscience was bothering him.

‘Dad?’

His voice was cool as if he didn’t miss me, ‘Maya, how are you?’

I dusted the crumbs off the table absently while Jordan watched me.

‘I’m doing well, dad. How are the exams going?’

He grunted, ‘Lots of late hours, but I should be done by the end of the week.’

And then what - back to that horrid house and stretches of long silences with him?

My hand flitted over Jordan’s hair, and his fingers lingered along my thighs.

‘That’s good.’

‘And how are you doing? Is your head clear now?’

(Fuck, I wasn’t ready yet(

My fingers lingered along my uncle’s perfect jaw.

‘For what, dad?’

He grunted.

I knew that this meant that his patience was short.

‘To come back home, obviously!’

My jaw clenched at his unnecessary harsh tone, and my eyes held Jordan’s. 

‘Well I might as well tell you before Uncle Jordan does, that I had a spare cell phone, and I was still speaking to Cody all this time until he caught me.’

I said it in my old matter-of-fact manner that my father despised. 

It was for a purpose this time and not designed only to piss him off.

(Yes, I know that I am wicked) 

Jordan’s expression altered instantly to anger, and his hand withdrew.

My hand cupped his face, and I slid onto the table.

I watched his eyes widen.

‘Fuck it Maya! Why do you do these things to piss me off?’

I almost laughed and held the cell phone away from my ear.

It didn't take much to rattle my father.

Jordan’s hand returned to my thighs, and I slid my legs open for him.

‘I’m sorry, dad. I will try to be good from now on. Besides, he broke it anyway.’

His fingers rubbed the mound of my pussy, and then he pulled my panty aside.

‘Well it's good that he did that. Can’t you see that we are trying to protect you?’

I closed my eyes, as Jordan’s finger slid over my clit, and rubbed it.

I spread my legs wider.

‘Yes, dad, I know that, but I can’t help myself sometimes.’

My father grunted in annoyance.

Perfect!

Just then Jordan leaned forward and the tip of his tongue licked over my clit.

His hands slid around my hips, and I knew what that meant.

(Oh fuck, I had to get off this call!)

‘Maya, you don’t want to hear this, but I will not fetch you and bring you back here if that’s what you intend to do. It seems that you haven’t learned a damned thing!’

Jordan’s tongue moved over my clit in gentle swipes now, and my legs trembled at the excruciating pleasure that followed.

‘Sure dad. I will try.’

He grunted and cut the call.

Jordan’s phone slipped out of my hand.

He pushed my legs further apart, and stared at me, ‘Get that asshole’s name out of your fucking vocabulary.’

Mm, he was jealous.

I slipped my panty off, and resumed my vulgar position.

Jordan gripped my legs and placed my feet  on his shoulders.

I challenged him, ‘Make me!’

A grin lined my lips as his warm mouth settled on my exposed pussy. 

I watched him (oh my God, that is so erotic) as his tongue licked my clit in steady hungry swipes.

‘Oh Jordan, oh yes!’

I bucked my hips and rubbed my pussy greedily against his mouth. 

He groaned aloud and gripped me closer while his mouth sucked and nipped my clit in loud slurps.

‘Jordan, oh, oh!’

His pants were pulled down and he was rubbing his stiff cock, which I hadn’t noticed.

It was such a turn on!

His finger thrusted into my pussy then, and I jerked from the burst of pleasure that it caused.

‘Mm, Maya, your pussy is so sweet, baby. Cum for me, I want to taste you.’

The things he said!

His tongue returned to my clit while his middle finger thrusted in and out of me simultaneously.

The pressure of my imminent orgasm released, and soon my body was trembling from the onslaught of pleasure.

Jordan fingered me relentlessly, while he sucked my clit into his warm mouth.

‘Oh, Jordan, Jordan!’

I writhed from the heat of pulsing pleasure which Jordan so generously offered.

My skin was feverish and I was sated, yet I wanted more of him.

His hands gripped my waist, and he pulled me onto his lap.

I moved eagerly to settle on his cock, but his hands gripped my hip, ‘Easy baby.’

He eased me down, and over his cock slowly, and I knew why then.

This position was different. His cock felt fuller this way.

‘Oh!’

His lips covered my nipple and he sucked as I moved cautiously up and down.

My pussy clenched and dragged on his cock deliciously, and each movement was more pleasurable than the next.

Jordan groaned, and his hand snaked into my hair, as he pulled me to him for a long lustful kiss.

The chair squeaked softly under our movements. His grip intensified, and my hips rocked harder against his now.

‘Oh, oh!’

This was so erotic!

Jordan’s fingers gripped my ass, and then he moved hard under me – thrusting upwards.

I ground hard and down on him simultaneously to meet each thrust.

‘Of fuck yes, Maya, just like that!’ 

My hands gripped his shoulders, and my pace remained.

(Squelch, squelch)

I ignored the strain in the muscles of my thighs and bucked my hips harder.

‘Mm!’

He gripped me to him and buried his face into my neck.

‘Oh baby stop!’

His cock pulsed deep inside of me.

My lips moved to Jordan’s shoulder and my harsh breath swept across his heated skin, ‘Am I forgiven now?’

He looked at me then and smiled. 

His beautiful blue eyes held mine, and I drowned in them, all over again.

(My God, I was so deeply in love with him!)

‘I joined when I was 18, just out of high school. Your father was already in college at the time, and I didn’t have an interest in teaching like him. Our father had a fit.’

Jordan smiled at the memory, and his finger lingered over my exposed thigh.

He looked thoughtful, so I prodded.

‘It seems as though you miss the police. Dad says so anyway.’

He nodded, ‘At times, maybe. That type of job remains entrenched in you in a way.’

That was it. 

I waited for a few moments, and then I had to ask.

‘Why did you leave and bury yourself away here?’

He hesitated at first, but fortunately, his roving finger kept him talking.

‘I didn’t bury myself here, Maya. I chose a different life after the police. Two different things, entirely.’

‘Yeah, but why? You must have only been 35 at the time.’

Jordan pulled away from me, and I gripped his arm stubbornly.

Maybe he needed a little fixing, too.

His eyes held mine, ‘Why do you need to know?’

My heart patted wildly, ‘Because it doesn’t make sense. You have so much more to give of yourself, and volunteering at the local police department is just ...’ I shrugged, ‘I don’t know. I feel as if you are wasting yourself here.’

He frowned at my choice of words.

‘I am not wasting myself here. I can’t help if that’s what you and everyone thinks of me, either.’

He pulled away and lay on his back. He was silently thoughtful.

I moved closer into his embrace, ‘I’m not trying to upset you. That is not my intention.’

His hand relaxed.  

Jordan became angry whenever I broached the subject. It did nothing but make me want to know more. 

I remained in his arms, in silence.

His lips moved along my shoulder in soft kisses.

‘My job was important, and you and Evan are right, I did love it. But it took one stupid fucking day, when I was not at my best ... and 4 out of my 7-man team were shot and killed in a suspect raid.’

My heart stirred, but I didn’t move.

Oh, I didn’t think that it was anything this serious!

A harsh sigh escaped his lips, and I could tell that he hadn’t spoken about it in a while.

My fingers curled around his in silent support.

‘You were young, so I doubt that you would remember it. It was May of 2019, and we had a spate of riots and looting that started when Dextel shipping Industries retrenched some of their workers. The protests at the docks started a riot and looting, which spilled into the town. It was the last week, and peace was almost restored. We had been working double shifts for two weeks non-stop, and all of us were exhausted.’

I turned to him and kissed him once on the cheek. (Just for support)

He smiled.

‘On that Friday night, I received information that the two suspects that started the entire problem were downtown at the Regent Hotel near the shipping warehouse. Well, I was in charge of my unit, and I didn’t see any problem with sending my guys there to get the problem makers out.’

He paused for a short while.

‘It was odd, but I must have just been tired, and I sent them there without actually checking the information.’

My fingers tightened on his, and my heart thrummed with pain. 

I could almost predict the end of the horrible scenario.

‘They were ambushed, and I wasn’t with them. My friends, colleagues - four of them were gunned down, and the other three got away with minor injuries.’

Jordan was upset because he survived, and they didn’t.

‘I understand, Jordan, and I am sorry.’

I kissed his fingers.

‘But what happened - their deaths were not determined by you, or anyone else for that matter. I don’t believe that we are in charge of our own destinies.’

He frowned at me and then smiled.

‘You are more like your father than you realise. That's exactly what he said.’

I blushed at the comparison. That was a compliment.

‘Forgive yourself, Jordan. How long are you going to stew over this?’

A frown creased his brow, ‘For as long as I need to. Don’t you understand that nothing that I do is ever going to make up for that. Nothing!’

I pulled him closer to him and held him, ‘Let it go. It has already eaten away 5 years of your life. Don't you think at all about your family –  my dad for one, who you do not see anymore because you hide away here?’

‘I hear you, little Maya.’

My fingers slipped along his chest, and I listened to his thundering heart.

‘When my mom died, I thought that I would never recover at first, but I did. It's because I remembered that I still had my father.’ 

I rolled my eyes once and laughed, ‘Even though we do not get along at all!’

Jordan nodded.

‘Do you speak to your colleagues at Fenwick PD?’

He nodded, ‘All the time,’ and then he laughed, ‘Sometimes, too much!’

His fingers stroked my cheek.

I smiled, ‘Well that’s good then. It shows that you haven’t become a total hermit.’

Jordan laughed, and so did I.

That night, I slept with more ease than I felt in a long time.

Jordan’s story was a sad, complicated one that only he could work through.

I understood why he was in this ailing community that most wouldn't care about.

Sometimes, when you help others, then you, too, heal in a way. 

Life could be that simple.
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Fleming was awake and busy the next week.

The winter festival was aimed at the farmers who sold their produce before the harrowing season gripped the area.

According to my father, the snow was quite severe this part of the year, and the place basically shut down for the cold months.

I gripped my warm fleece jacket and then slipped the hoodie on, ‘How cold is it?’

Jordan laughed, ‘It’s frigid, but fortunately, there isn’t much activity. We just have to make sure that everybody has food, wood, and an excellent Wi-Fi connection.’

I stared at him, ‘Oh, that bad?’

He nodded, ‘It’s a rural area, and there are mountains here, so the weather is slightly different.’

I stared at the gloomy grey skies, ‘Must be hectic.’

Jordan’s usual parking spot was occupied, and there were lots of cars around.

It was the first time that I witnessed any amount of traffic here, other than the straggling trucks.

He gripped my hand as we entered Presley’s, ‘Let’s have a cup of cocoa before I waste my money on you.’

I laughed, ‘On what?’

He rolled his eyes as he closed the door behind us, ‘Oh, you’ll see.’

I laughed at him before Marie rushed to us, arm open.

And yes, I did make Jordan waste his money on me, and he quite enjoyed it.

He didn’t tell me that there was a fair as well in the oval ground that was just a vacant lot.

It was transformed with little colorful stalls, most sold food, and the rest were tables with trinkets and charms, clothes, handbags – actually anything that you could think of.

Jordan was the perfect host. 

He introduced me to as many people as I could possibly remember.

It was endearing how each person, especially the older ladies, spoke so well of Jordan. 

His chivalry, how responsible he is, and most of all, how helpful he is.

He looked happy here, and this change may not have been idyllic for his family, but I suppose a person had to do what suits them in life.

Losing his friends was something that Jordan could not easily let go of, and of course, it must have been a very difficult thing to survive.

Most people can’t manage little tragedies in life, let alone losing four colleagues at one time, and brutally, too.

Life is always going to shoot its toxic arrows, but it is how we ward off the attacks that matter.

I think that this was one of the lessons in life that I just learned, and it is sobering.

I made off with a new fawn jacket with luxurious faux fur on the cuff.

I also found a book stand and purchased two old Dean Koontz books, which made my day.

Jordan bought two ankle bracelets for me, which he refused to give me.

I held out my hand, my palms were flat, ‘I want it!’

He slipped it into his pocket and shook his head.

‘Nope, it's for bedtime.’

I looked around and then burst into giggles. 

By late afternoon, Marie joined us, and as the overhead lights dazzled in the town square, music played through Mr. Parker’s speakers that he used for Movie night.

Couples danced in pairs randomly while people strolled around, armed with packets and food items.

Marie and I sipped Cocoa and watched them.

‘Don’t you have someone special, Maya?’

My cheeks burned, and I looked around for Jordan. 

He was chatting to Captain Brody at a distance away.

I leaned closer to her, ‘I did. His name is Cody, and well, Marie, that is the reason that I am here.’

Her eyes widened, ‘And now?’

‘Ugh, he is an ass ... sorry, an idiot. My father doesn’t like him, and he sent me to Fleming to get me away from him.’

Marie clasped my hand in support, ‘And?’

I laughed, ‘And, nothing. I came here with an attitude because I thought that my father and uncle Jordan were ruining my life, but I found out that Cody had been cheating on me the whole time.’

‘What? Ugh, he is an asshole!’

I laughed. 

‘Yeah, he is, and to think that I stuck up for him! I fought endlessly with my dad over him.’

Marie tapped my hand, ‘Matters of love should never be rushed, darling. You will find someone when it is your time.’

I stared at Jordan.

(But I did find someone whom I can not have)

‘I know, Marie.’

I sighed as she and I huddled together in the chilly air.

Thousands of lights lined the streets and the town square, and there was happiness and merriment everywhere.

Just beautiful.

I looked for Jordan again, and I did see him, but he was in the company of a thin, tall female now.

Her long dark hair was pulled in a ponytail, and she owned high cheekbones and red stained lips.

I watched them for a while, aware of the slight pain that was festering in my chest.

Who the fuck is that?

She leaned closer and placed her palm on his chest, and my mind blanked for a few seconds.

Oh fuck, no!

He stepped away and slipped his hands into his pocket.

I didn’t fucking like this at all, and I hoped at that moment that I could keep my fucked up jealous temper in check.

‘Marie, who is Jordan speaking to?’

(That was through gritted teeth, by the way)

She frowned and turned away, ‘Ugh! That’s Eva. Every town needs a harlot, I suppose.’

My temper flared dangerously.

Fuck!

I swallowed as I stood up, ‘Is he seeing her?’

Marie stared at them, ‘I should hope not!’

This was too much for me! 

They looked far too intimate for my liking.

I had to get away from here, and now before I did something stupid!

Tears threatened in the most awful way, and I just wanted to run.

‘Eh, I am going to take a walk, Marie. I just want to check something out.’

She smiled, ‘Sure honey, but hurry back. I need to go back to Presley’s soon.’

I broke out into a run then, as I moved through the crowd of people.

I didn’t know where I was going to in the frigid cold darkness but I needed to get that picture of Jordan and that fucking woman out of my mind!

Obviously he was a man and he needed to fuck.

It was not something that occurred to me when I started this thing with him.

I reached the top of the main road and continued walking.

Steam escaped my mouth in large puffs, as I cried and swore like a sailor.

‘I am a fucking desperate asshole! Fuck, fuck, fuck!’

I swiped my face and nose with my sleeves. 

My chest burned as if I swallowed heated coals.

‘Fuck all men!’

The sound of a truck rushed by me and screeched to a halt.

‘Fucking Maya, what are you doing?’

Jordan sprang from the driver’s seat and strode to me. 

His eyes flashed with anger.

‘Are you fucking crazy?’

He reached for my hands and I jerked away. 

Thoughts of that female, Eva touching him, scalded my mind.

‘DON’T YOU DARE FUCKING TOUCH ME!’

His eyes widened with shock when he saw my condition.

‘What’s the matter, Maya?’

Ugly sobs erupted from my chest and spewed out with incoherent words.

Cody was too much, but this!

‘You are no better than him, are you? The whole fucking lot of you!’

‘Maya ...’

He reached again but I swiped his hands away.

Two cars whizzed by.

Oh yeah, we were on the main road.

‘I SAW you with her. Cute couple, I must say!’

Jordan folded his arms, ‘She is not my fucking girlfriend, can you just relax please?’

‘NO!’

I wiped more tears as they emerged, ‘Did you fuck her?’

Jordan didn’t answer and that broke me for some odd reason.

‘I did, but it’s not what you are making it out to be.’

Uglier sobs issued from me. 

The mere thought of her touching him unhinged me.

‘Fuck!’

His voice was annoyingly calm in the chaos in my head.

‘Maya, that was a while ago. She doesn’t mean anything to me, not like you do. This is different.’

Fuck, that was worse because I am his niece.

Jordan sighed, ‘Get into the truck and we will go back to the house and talk about it.’

I felt as if I was losing my mind.

I had to tell him.

‘Jordan, I am in love with you, don’t you fucking get it?’

His eyes widened, and he stared at me for a few excruciating moments.

I wiped my tears away, and more emerged.

My voice sounded raw when I spoke, ‘This is so fucked up!’

He reached for me, and I didn’t pull away from him this time.

I wanted him, his arms around me, his lips on mine.

‘Let’s go, Maya.’

My shoulders shrugged as he led me to the warmth of the truck.

I refused any comfort from him as we drove back to his house in silence.

Strange thoughts collided in my head, as I made my way to the room.

It didn’t take me long to fuck my life up even more than I had already.

And now to top it all off, I told Jordan the truth about my feelings.

I showered and dressed.

The TV was on and the weather man was belting out a warning of a cold front in the next few days.

The hot shower helped a bit.

It always does, don’t you agree?

I felt much calmer now and my thoughts were coherent.

Obviously I had never thought of what Jordan’s life entailed when I was not here. 

He was a hot, red blooded man and it was obvious that he needed to have sex.

The thought of it, now that we were intimate, scorched my mind.

I stirred at a tap of the door.

‘Do I need a bullet proof jacket to come in?’

I shook my head and sat down on my bed. 

I knew exactly what he was going to say and I didn’t want to hear it.

‘Maya ...’

I glared at him, ‘Don’t bother. I know. I am your niece, and you are my uncle, blah, blah!’

He laughed and I looked at him.

This situation wasn’t humorous at all.

‘Why the fuck are you so jealous?’

I frowned at him.

As if he wasn’t!

He gripped my cold fingers in his annoyingly warm ones and pulled me to my feet.

I melted into his warm arms.

‘I told you from the beginning that this was going to be fucked up.’

My heart trembled.

‘And that has been my problem with you, Maya.’ His slender fingers fluttered across my brow, moving a few strands of hair away.

‘You are beautiful, and I think that I love you too. I have never had a woman that fucked me up like you do.’

I laughed although tears encroached in my eyes.

His lips pressed against mine and heat surged through me.

My hands slipped around his neck and I crushed my body against his. 

My heart raced, now that I knew that our feelings were mutual.

It complicated matters even more, yet it brought a certain amount of peace with it.

‘What do we do now?’

His fingers slipped under my night top, and caressed my nipples.

My eyes slid closed, and his lips brushed against mine, ‘Love each other, what else?’

I laughed at first and then I kissed him urgently.

‘Make love to me.’

Without hesitation, Jordan gripped my cotton top and pulled it over my head.

His lips plundered mine in a sweet passionate kiss while his fingers drew erotic circles around my nipple.

‘Jordan,’ my fingertips curled into his skin when his luscious mouth moved to my neck and chest, dropping painfully erotic kisses along the way.

My body scorched with spent up jealousy and desire that was mixed into a deadly cocktail and I needed an outlet for it.

He moved me onto my back and quickly pulled my pyjama pants and panties off in one swoop.

The speed of our frantic movements increased now, as did the demands of our greedy bodies.

Our lips met, sucked and devoured each other’s with an uninhibited hunger.

‘Mm, Maya ...’

His lips closed on my nipple as he dragged my legs around his waist.

My back arched to him eagerly and his hands gripped my hips.

‘Oh!’

His cock surged into me with a hard full thrust.

My legs trembled, when he withdrew, and surged into me again.

‘Oh baby, so fucking good.’

I gripped his flexing shoulders, as his cock pumped noisily in and out of me.

Each stroke was more delightful than the one before, pulling my senses to a definite conclusion and fast.

‘Oh yes, oh!’

His cock rubbed purposefully against my g-spot – back and forth, to the point when I screamed out in the stillness of the house.

‘Oh, Oh!’

Jordan’s thrusting continued. 

His lips slipped over mine, and his tongue slithered against mine in a possessive kiss.

Slap, slap, slap!

He was feral but his climax was imminent.

His fingers gripped my hips firmly and he pounded me in hard measured thrusts.

A tremble tore through him then and he groaned my name, ‘Maya, Maya!’

I gripped his hips to me as his cock jerked and then spewed hot cum into me.

Oh fuck yes, loved it!

Completion.

We fitted perfectly in the bath tub that was filled to the brim with hot scented water.

‘And what do you guys do for movie night when it snows here?’

Jordan rubbed my soapy palms in his ‘There is a tiny town hall that we use, or Henry puts up a massive tarp.’

I laughed at the idea.

‘I called your father earlier.’

My heart stilled.

(Oh no, not yet, please!)

‘Oh.’

Was it time already?

My heart fell at the thought of it.

‘What did you say?’

He laughed and then his lips slid over the side of my neck.

‘Well, I hope that you will agree, but I told him that you have decided to stay for winter.’

I turned to him in surprise.

My heart raced, ‘AND?’

He laughed and kissed me once on the lips.

‘Well, I am your uncle and you do need more discipline, so he agreed.’

I laughed at his ingenuity but I was pleased that he didn’t want me to go.

‘But you have to agree that you will enrol at college when you get back. Maybe enrol for a teaching Degree.’

I smiled at him, ‘You think?’

He nodded, ‘Of course, can't you see how similar you are to your father?’

My palms cupped his face, ‘Thank you for everything. You saved me from myself.’

He kissed my fingertips, ‘Pleasure Maya.’

We sat like that for a while, and enjoyed our hot bath of intimacy that was unmatched to anything I knew.

Where this road was going to take us, we didn’t know, but I was certainly going to enjoy the journey.

​****
[image: image]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





