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  CHAPTER ONE

  
  




The reception area at Ford Holdings was cold and almost depressing – even the bright red roses in the flute style vase were imitation. I cracked my knuckle nervously, and the elderly receptionist with tufts of creamy white hair leaned over her high glass counter. She glared at me and cleared her throat. I grinned sheepishly and apologized.

She leaned back and began to clatter away at her laptop. Too much starch in her panties – mom would have said. I put my hand to my mouth to suppress a snicker.

I composed myself quickly and continued assessment of my very expensive surroundings. I stared at the magnificent painting of a black stallion in motion, with the backdrop of the ocean. A tall metal clock which stood at the corner ticked ominously in the silent room.

Everything around me, even the glass coaster on the table, spelled wealth and I really felt out of place. Mariam, my case worker, thought that it would be a good idea for me to attend this ‘meeting’ on my own - for bonding purposes. As the time ticked by, my hope slipped. I hope that Mariam was correct in her decisions.

I smoothed my black hair, ensured that my ponytail was still in place. My palms grazed over my sleek black pants. Mariam lent me her black formal pants, and a white chiffon shirt and heels for today. 

She was the best - ever since my mother, Catherine, passed away. I moved in with her and stayed the month, until she contacted my biological father. And here I was.

I had never met my father, Blake Ford, and my mother didn’t mince her words when she told me of him. I think the words she used were along the lines of: Bastard, Cold, uncaring etc.

I used to laugh a lot about that and so did she. I didn’t care much for him – he refused to acknowledge my existence. But to be honest, he did pay her towards my upbringing, every month and on time.

Starch Panties stood up suddenly and cleared her throat, ‘Miss, Mr. Ford will see you now.’

I nodded and my heart fluttered. I inhaled and exhaled and then neatened my shirt. The receptionist raised an eyebrow at me as she walked around her glass tower and waited for me. I was about to meet my father for the first time in almost 18 years – yes, I was nervous!

Starch Panties stared at her elegant wrist watch as though I was holding her up, ‘Can you follow me please.’ 

I nodded and then stuck my tongue at the back of her head as we stepped down a long tiled passage. Other than the clutter of our heels, the only sound was that of my raging heart.

What if he didn’t accept me now as well? I clutched my hand bag tightly and shook that negative thought away. Mariam said that he didn’t have a choice. Anyway it was just for six months of school and, soon I will be 18 and ready for college.

We stopped at a large black double door with gold handles and the bag of misery turned to me, ‘Put your cell phone off, young Miss - Mr. Ford hates to be interrupted during a meeting.’

‘Oh, sorry.’ I switched my cell phone off and slipped it into my coat pocket – I didn’t know that this was a ‘meeting.’ She pushed the door open and I stepped in on quivering legs. The office was cool and silent, and my first thought was of Doctor Baxter’s rooms.

‘I turned to my father who was on his phone - his back was turned to me. I kept my breaths even and stood silently - my eyes were on my feet. Finally, he turned to us and my heart stilled - was this a mistake?

I pictured an elderly man balding man, with a slight paunch and maybe a beard. I am young – what the fuck did I know?

Instead a tall man, with a very handsome face, and amazing eyes, stared at me. He ended the call and set his cell phone down on the oak table.

His light eyes ran over me and to my growing horror, he didn’t look happy. He raised a dark eyebrow, ‘Avery?’ His deep voice reverberated through me and set my heart racing again - there was no warmth in it.

I nodded and my eyes held his, ‘Yes Sir.’

He grunted and pointed to the seat nearby, ‘Sit,’ he turned to the receptionist, ‘Elise, some coffee please – and the file.’

I slid into the cold leather chair and sat upright – posture was important when you are creating a good first impression. Mrs. Holland from Ethics class would be so impressed with me, right now.

There was a single beep from my father’s cell phone. He raised a finger at me, probably to excuse himself, and he answered it. I took the opportunity to stare at him. My mom told me everything harsh about him, except that he was a very handsome man.

He looked good for 45 with straight jet black hair with a slight streak of gray on the sides. His jaw was straight, a perfect no-nonsense nose and his lips were generous. But it was his eyes, which were unlike mine, that captured me - they were a mesmerizing gray.

Elise stepped in and set a tray with two elegant cups of coffee on the table. I noticed a beige folder sitting beside it.
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Blake ended his call, and I noted during his conversations that he spoke in very cold clipped tones. He pointed to the tray, as he took the file, ‘Coffee.’

I didn’t move to take the cup while he flipped through pages in a file. What the hell was he reading – was it about me? My stomach soured at the thought.

What the fuck? I was sitting across from him. He could just speak to me! I smoothed my hands along my thighs, and my heart fluttered – I doubted that my mom lied about anything else she told me about him.

His eyes settled on me eventually, and he closed the file and set it on his table. He didn’t look impressed or disgusted.

‘Mostly ‘A’s - not bad at all. Hamilton, is it?’

I nodded, ‘Yes Sir. It’s my final year.’

Blake Ford sighed and he looked at his laptop and then at me, ‘Well Avery, it seems as though you and I are in a predicament. I am to care for you for the next six months or so, until you move away to attend college at Winston University.’

Was that a predicament? My heart fell – he didn’t want me, even now! What an obnoxious man. He didn’t deserve my mom or I, for that matter. I thought of Mariam at that time, and how hopeful she was for me.

The next six months should be excruciating. Blake scratched his chin thoughtfully and pressed a red button on the landline device. Then he turned to me, ‘My driver Edgar will take you to my home in Chester Heights and Andrea will get you settled.

There was a tap at the door and Elise stepped in again, ‘Yes Sir?’

My father stared at me and then turned to her, ‘Please get her a new wardrobe and have the clothes sent to my home,’ his eyes swept over me, ‘Something expensive and sophisticated that says that she is a Ford.’

I swallowed and heat spread evenly through my cheeks and then my neck. This was humiliating, and I wondered if I wanted to be treated like this. Elise raised an eyebrow at him.

‘She’s my daughter, Elise.’

Starch panties paled, ‘Oh?’ Her eyes settled on me again - but with new respect. She actually smiled slightly, and returned her gaze to my father, ‘Of course, Sir!’

My father looked at me again and then at his watch, ‘You may leave, Edgar will meet you at Reception.’ He looked at Elise, ‘Thank you.’

We were promptly and coldly dismissed. I gritted my teeth as I stepped with Elise to Reception. Oh my God, he was such an asshole! I am his daughter, he could at least hug me, or just behave like a HUMAN!

‘Have a seat dear, Edgar is on his way.’

I almost choked – DEAR? Well it showed that money and status was everything in this world. A few minutes ago she looked at me as if I was the scum of the earth. I grinned inwardly as Elise was immediately on the phone with Harington’s. I almost choked – that was only the most expensive clothes store in Chester!

I grinned, this was not going to be as bad as I thought. I have no idea when last I shopped for clothes.

**

Edgar, a sweet graying man, who was dressed like a chauffeur should be, arrived ten minutes later and whisked me away to Chester Heights – a suburb that was for the exclusively rich. I had never been there before but I heard of the gated estate many times.

I ogled the massive mansions – some hidden by high walls and others surrounded by lush, professionally manicured gardens. So much wealth displayed shamelessly. My eyes roamed over the luxury cars and each house was bigger and more lovely than the previous one. 

The Mercedes purred on until we reached a massive three-story home with grand French-styled windows and white limestone bricks.

In two words – fucking stunning. I held my breath as the Mercedes stopped at the entrance with large wooden doors. Oh my God – my father was very rich, even more than I expected! And I was going to live here with him.

I wasn’t a greedy, ambitious girl but living most of your life on a tight budget, and hand-me-downs would make anyone feel as I did. An equal amount of awe and fear thrummed through me – my life was about to change.

Edgar rushed around to open my door and just then the massive doors opened to my new home. I was breathless.








  
  3

  
  
  CHAPTER THREE

  
  




I don’t think that I took a breath for the first ten minutes after I was welcomed by Andrea - a slender middle aged woman with short black and graying hair. Her face was smooth for her age and she had kind brown eyes. I judged her to be around 60 or so.

‘Welcome darling – I have been expecting you.’ She ushered me to a sweeping staircase and I shot a look around the expansive lounge area with an elegant chandelier and ornate furnishings. It was breathtaking.

I walked down a passage and I stared at the maze of rooms along the way. I cleared my throat, ‘Andrea, who else lives here?’

She chuckled softly as we took a small spiral staircase to the third floor, ‘Nobody dear – just Mr. Ford and now, you.’

I found that fact staggering – no step siblings or step mom? What would I do all day here, alone? We stopped at a door and she opened it to a large airy room. 

It was painted stark white but the furnishings looked very expensive. I grinned at the massive Queen size bed that stood central to the room and I grinned. A tiny desk and chair with a modern strobe light above, completed the corner of the room.

I could really learn to like this, a lot! I dropped my handbag on the bed and sat down carefully. I couldn’t believe it – yesterday I didn’t know what was going to be my fate, and now I was in a room fit for a princess.

Andrea drew the blinds aside and I stared at the rolling gardens, massive flower beds and the glittering swimming pool, ‘Wow!’

She smiled at me kindly, ‘Your clothes will be delivered anytime now. What may I get you to eat?’

‘Nothing for now Andrea, tell me,’ I hesitated, ‘What is my father like?’

She smiled, ‘I am not sure as a father, but as an employer, he is a good man, but very strict.’

I laughed nervously. He was cold and she just couldn’t say. I doubted he would be any different towards me. If he had really wanted me, he would have already been in my life. I was forced on him and he didn’t want the trouble of either a conscience or dealing with Child Protective Services.

Andrea must have noted my apprehension and she touched my shoulder gently, ‘You will be fine, Avery. He is a very fussy man, but just do as he says and everything should be okay.’

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I had forgotten about it. It was Mariam. Andrea took the opportunity to excuse herself, and I answered the call.

‘Tell me everything!’ She exploded and I instantly pictured her bright blue eyes and dark bouncing curls. My chest warmed – I missed her. But I didn’t want her to know my true feelings of apprehension. She had done so much for me to this point, just so that I wouldn’t have to be sent to Foster parents until I turned 18.

‘Hey Mariam, I’m fine, please don’t stress. I am at my father’s home already,’ I stared at the chandelier that hung above me, ‘And it’s amazing.’

She sniffed – I knew that she was crying and I swallowed back my own tears, ‘Hey, what’s the matter, shouldn’t you be happy?’

A tiny straggled laugh, ‘Of course I am, Avery. You are one of my success cases and whenever that happens, I just cry!’ She laughed and so did I, ‘I want a lot of pics as soon as you are settled, babe. I never had a friend that lived in the Heights before!’

I grinned and I hoped at that moment that everything would be as we hoped. Andrea stepped in then and she was armed with large brown bags, and the name Harington’s scribbled across it. My heart leapt – that was for me!

‘Mariam, I will call you later when I am done – my new clothes are here!’ She wished me well and I had to restrain myself from grabbing all the bags at once.

Andrea grinned as I descended on them, ‘Shower and I will whip up a chicken salad for you, dear.’

I pulled out jeans and sweaters and every type of garment that I could dream of, with very large designer tags attached to it.

Oh my God, I was afraid to pinch myself. In one day, my entire life changed. Look where I was! I skipped to the bathroom, and after I almost had a fit from the gorgeous designer bathroom that was now mine, I had a long luxurious shower.

Oh yeah, I was a Ford now and I was going to fucking enjoy it. My life of coveting other girl’s fancy clothes and boyfriends with fancy cars, was over. I was in Chester Heights, and I would have all that now, maybe more - if I was a model daughter.

**

I sat on my private balcony and set my plate aside. This place was perfect in every way. I didn’t know people, other than celebrities, lived like this. I was tempted to ask Andrea about my father again but I resisted – it was unlikely she would tell me about his private life.

The day had crept by without notice, and the sun was ready to take a bow. Wondrous colors of red and violet impaled the once blue sky, and a flock of Sparrows flew in a circular fashion. 

I inhaled deeply – this was wonderful. I thought of my mom then and I grinned. What would she have said if she saw me now?

I missed her, and in a way I am certain that she would have been happy that I had a good home to live in. It didn’t matter if Blake didn’t like me – he was my father. That was all that mattered. I only had him in this world.

**

After three days of not seeing my father, I grew worried. How was this going to work? The week passed by unceremoniously and I ate alone every day, and I hadn’t caught sight of him this entire time. He didn’t even have the decency to check if I had settled in well or if I was okay.

My mother was right – he didn’t like anybody and he was his own best company. Andrea told me that he arrived at home no later than 6, so on Friday I waited for him in the lounge. I chewed my nails nervously. How did he expect us to live like this?

My heart rate increased when the door opened. He was surprised to see me, ‘What’s the matter?’ He set his laptop case on the oak chest and flipped open the buttons on his shirt sleeve. I hesitated – this didn’t seem like a good idea now. He frowned, ‘Well, speak up.’

‘Um, I was wondering if you and I should have supper at night?’ I twisted my fingers nervously and his light eyes went to my hands - his silence undid me. Yes, he was my father but he was also a complete stranger to me.

‘Why?’ He narrowed his eyes. I swallowed – what did that mean?

I was about to answer him but he placed his hands on his hips and frowned, ‘Look Avery, I am not sure what you were expecting. I don’t wish to crash in on your world of fantasy, but I am not a traditional father and I hope that you didn’t expect that.’

What the fuck?

‘You needed a place to stay until College, and financial support, I suppose. Well that I can do, everything else is a no.’

I stared at this asshole that was my father, and I realized that I was only related to him biologically. He could never be anything more. I was better off in a home, or with Mariam, for that matter. Anger mixed with disappointment spread through me.

‘Fine!’ I wanted to say so much more, with so many expletives but then I still had to keep my self-respect, ‘I won’t bother you again!’
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I returned to school on the following Monday, and I was grateful. The weekend was quiet and the stillness of the house was making me crazy. Edgar dropped me off and I received curious stares from the other students as the black Mercedes purred away.

By the end of that day, I was quite popular after my best friend, Sam, told everybody of my new residence. The day went by in a dizzy haze.

Edgar was waiting for me promptly at 3 – this was quite a change from trudging home every day with my heavy bag.

After two weeks I developed a routine. The last year of school was hell so I studied every day. I made time for a swim in the late afternoon and then shut myself away in my room before Blake arrived. 

Andrea had become my best friend and only companion as I ventured out and got familiar with the house. It was more than what I had, so I was grateful.

It was late Friday afternoon and the heat of the day spilled into the evening. I crept out of my room and downstairs – a glass of iced juice seemed just about right. I swept past my father’s study and I froze when he called to me. I halted and my heart skipped. I didn’t know that he was around!

I pulled at my tiny cotton shorts and strappy night top – fuck, what the hell was I to do?

Avery, come here now!’ My legs barely carried me to the study. I stood at the door and his eyes widened when he looked at me, ‘Oh.’

My face flamed, “I’m sorry, I didn’t know that you were here. I was just going …’

He stared at me as I fumbled like a fool, ‘It’s fine, come inside.’

It was my first time in his study, and I stared around at the high shelves of books. I sat down on the cool leather chair and averted my gaze. The fact that I was barely covered made me cringe inwardly.

‘Have you settled?’ I nodded and my hands went to the front of my cotton top. I attempted to pull it higher, to look respectable, but then the bottom drew up as well.

‘How is school?’

I swallowed, ‘It’s fine, Sir.’

‘Stop fidgeting!’

My heart beat trebled and I sat still - and inhaled deeply, yet softly.

Then silence. I looked up at him and his light eyes roamed over me, ‘You look very much like your mother - if I call correctly, but you are much prettier.’

I didn’t know whether to thank him or flip him the bird. He was so annoyingly arrogant and rude. I understood why such a wealthy, rich man lived alone here.

I cleared my throat, ‘Thank you.’

His chair creaked as he leaned back and assessed me for a few excruciating moments, ‘Okay, you may leave then.’

I shuffled out of the study and went back to my room. I didn’t remember what I even went out for. But the feeling that I had that night was strange – it wasn’t fear or hate.




**

The week passed by without incident but on Friday morning, my world flipped over. I was called in to see Mrs. Hargreaves’ office at 10. What now?

She smiled when I stepped in and sat down, ‘Avery, darling, how have you been?’

I told her that I was fine and then she spoke in as flurry, ‘Okay well, I should tell you instead of putting it off for another day.’

My heart surged when she looked away from me and at her fingers. I understood her so well. She was the head mistress of the school for all the years that I had been there.

‘This is your last day here, dear. I’m not sure if you know that your father had taken you out of Hamilton. You are going to be tutored at home until you graduate.’

My world spun violently for a few seconds. If I was not seated, I’m certain that I would have fallen over, ‘What, but why?’

She shrugged, ‘No idea but it’s not something that should upset you. He told me that you will have the best tutors that he can afford - which is quite something.’ She laughed but I didn’t.

Why would he do such a thing without discussing it with me. It didn’t make sense – I was about to graduate! ‘This is a mistake! Mrs. Hargreaves, excuse me. I need to call him!’

I strode out of her office flushed with anger. Now, my father will see what I am all about!

‘Hello?’

‘I need to speak to you, now!’ My voice was steady and firm and I was seething with anger. How dare he fuck with my education when I had nothing else to fall back on after these 4 months?

He sighed, as though I was bothering him and my anger escalated, ‘Why did you take me out of school without asking me first? How dare you?’

There was silence and I wasn’t sure if the call was cut. Then his crisp voice was in my ear, ‘I don’t need to ask your permission for anything, Avery. I am YOUR parent! And I will discuss this with you later!’

I stared at my cell phone and my heart thumped painfully. What the hell was this all about?

**

I made certain that I was dressed properly later that evening, as I waited for my father patiently. At exactly 6 he stepped in through the front doors, ‘Come with me.’ His icy voice matched his eyes as he strode past me.

I inhaled deeply and willed my fear away. He was so intimidating. I sat down and his shirt sleeves were folded revealing his wrists, ‘What’s the goddamned problem?’

I stared at him, ‘Why did you take me out of school? I am almost about to graduate!’

His eyes flashed at me, ‘And you will, but you will not attend a shitty low class school. You will be tutored at home. Subject closed!’

My heart fell and tears rushed to my eyes. I swallowed them away, ‘Why, what about my friends?’

Blake frowned, ‘I said no, and that is it. Adjust yourself from Monday.’

I stood up and my temper regretfully got the better of me. I slammed my hands on his table - it stung like hell later, and I shouted, ‘No, fuck you! I will return to school on Monday. You cannot do as you please, this is my LIFE!’

‘Avery, if you step out that door …!’

Fuck him and his consequences. I walked out of his office and just as I reached the stairs, his fingers tore into me, ‘Ow!’

He turned me to him and I shriveled back. His finger gripped my chin and his cold angry eyes tore into mine, ‘Don’t ever fucking walk away from me! You have no discipline!’

I stilled and then burst into tears, ‘Please let me go, you are hurting me!’

He let go off me at once, and I ran to my bedroom and locked the door. A torrent of tears cascaded down my face and I wished to call Mariam. I couldn’t, though. Blake was my father and I was in his care now. I had to listen to him – whether I liked it or not.

**

There was silence in the house for the weekend. I had all my meals in my bedroom and spent hours on the phone with Sam. We lamented about our separation since junior primary, and how life would be now.

Andrea noticed my sadness, but she never asked and I never told her anything. She was a darling but I never once doubted her or Edgar’s loyalty to my father.

By Monday morning my new books and studying modules were delivered, along with expensive stationary. This may have impressed me a few weeks ago, but that feeling too had faded.
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‘LOVE IS MADNESS, AND LUST IS POISON.’

-G.R. R MARTIN-







A month passed by and initially it was difficult to get used of my new tutors. I had just two and both were female. Miss Stuart, a sweet 40-year-old retired teacher, covered most of my subjects but I had grouchy Mrs. Bennet for Math and Accounting.

I saw my father briefly, in passing and I greeted him but I never engaged in conversation with him.

It was late Friday night and my phone rang. I set my novel aside and laughed when I saw the caller id – it was Blake.

‘Hello?’

He grunted, ‘Good, you’re awake, come to my study, Avery.’

His voice sounded strange, I thought as I slipped off my bed and drew my silk nightgown on. My hands trembled slightly. 

I hope that I am not in trouble. I wondered if sour-faced Bennet complained about me. I pulled my long hair into a bun and walked briskly to the study.

I was cool and composed when I stepped into the cool office. He always had the air-con running – just like his office. Oh well – a cadaver needed a cool environment.

I almost burst out laughing at that thought but I managed to remain composed enough as I took a seat.

My father was wearing a t-shirt – it was the first time that I had seen him in one and he didn’t look bad at all for a 45-year-old. He wasn’t bulky but he had a strong set of shoulders and stunning forearms. He was an avid swimmer – I suppose that was where I got that from.

Blake’s dark hair was finger brushed and he looked different. He swallowed the contents of his glass – which I assumed was whiskey, and he poured half a glass more. I raised an eyebrow – fuck, was he drunk?

‘Have you adjusted to home-studying?’

I stared at my fingers, ‘Yes, thank you, Sir.’

Silence ensued - the most uncomfortable type.

Then he spoke and I was beyond shocked at the conversation that followed.

‘I didn’t hate your mother but she didn’t suit me, pretty as she was.’ Another huge gulp of whiskey, ‘She would have been perfect and it’s regrettable.’

I frowned, I didn’t understand anything that he just said. Why didn’t she suit him?

His eyes ran over me and my gaze returned to my fingers – maybe he was trying to bond with me. I inhaled and looked up at him, ‘I don’t understand what you mean.’

He smiled and my heart burst in thuds – first smile ever, and it wasn’t bad at all!

‘I am a very different kind of man, Avery – my desires and objectives are unlike most men. I was with your mother for a very short time, and it was mostly physical, but that was all. We didn’t suit each other.’

I frowned - there was that word again! He smiled wider, ‘She didn’t want to submit to me and that was a problem.’

I grinned at the memory of my feisty mother and loud voice. I was so unlike her in most ways, ‘My mom was a hard woman to hold down, she…’

Blake laughed then and I stared at him, ‘Tell me about it!’

My skin reacted – we were definitely not speaking about the same thing, here! I narrowed my eyes at my tipsy father and then cleared my throat, ‘I should go to bed – you and I shouldn’t be having a conversation like this.’

He stood up and gripped his glass – slowly swirling the amber liquid around, ‘Why not, you aren’t a baby, are you?’

My heart fluttered, as he stepped around the table, and sat down on the edge near me, ‘Of course not but you are my father.’

He laughed, ‘That’s why this is just perfect.’

I was on my feet immediately. What the fuck was going on here? I felt as though I stepped into an alternate universe. My words spilled out in stutters, ‘I am tired …I. It’s been a long week and I have to …’

Blake frowned, ‘Sit down! I am not done with you – manners again!’

I sat down and my heart literally hammered in my chest. What did he want?’

‘I have a problem, dearest Avery.’

I closed my eyes and my skin crawled with goose flesh when he said my name, ‘What is it?’

Oh my God, did I even want to know?

His hand settled on my shoulder and my skin heated from the touch.

‘I’ve had a constant hard on since you’ve arrived. I’ve had to watch your wet sweet ass, every time you prance around the pool and it’s difficult - I have to say. You entice me and I fear that I cannot resist.’

I stood up again and now I was angry. I shoved his hand off me, ‘Get the fuck away from me!’ I wanted to sound fierce but instead, my voice wavered fearfully, ‘You are sick!

Blake’s hand settled on my neck and fear lodged in me, and a strangled shriek escaped. His hand was cool and firm, ‘Shut the fuck up! I hate loud women unless I’m fucking them.’

His breath swept across my cheek and I closed my eyes. He suddenly grasped my hand, ‘Feel what you do to me, Avery.’ He pulled my hand to his crotch and I drew in a breath when my fingers closed around his large, rock hard cock.

‘Mm,’ he groaned and I stood still. His hand moved from my neck to my breast and he gripped it tight. His cool gray eyes darkened and his thumb moved over my nipple.

Oh fuck, it hardened instantly. I only fucked a few times and Jonathan Henson wasn’t much to talk about but it was something at least for the year I turned 17.

I couldn’t do this. I pulled out of his arms and I held my hand out in front of me, ‘Stay the fuck away from Me, FUCKING PERVERT!’

I ran to my room and bolted the door. I had to pinch myself to make sure that I wasn’t in a deep, dark nightmare!

My heart raged, and I paced the room – what was I going to do? I was angry but I could not deny one startling fact - my panties were wet when I returned to my room!
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It was a strange night, and after I showered I sat on my balcony and assessed my night. What the hell was wrong with me? I couldn’t believe that my body reacted in that way – so disgusting! It seems that I inherited more from Blake than I bargained for.

Sleep didn’t come easy that night – Blake’s words rang in my head. What did he mean by that? My mother didn’t want to submit to him. Was he talking about sexually?

My heart trembled at that thought. Did he want me to replace her? I couldn’t – this was so wrong - eew, and sick.

I slipped into bed at 2 in the morning and finally I slept from exhaustion.

**

It was Saturday and Andrea arrived early as she always did. I felt better with her and Edgar around. I hoped that instances such as last night wouldn’t happen again. But I was wrong. My phone rang promptly at 9. I hesitated when I saw that it was Blake.

‘Hello.’

‘Good morning Avery. Edgar will take you to Harlequin’s and Shelley will see to you there.’ His voice was cold as always, throwing out orders.

‘Why will I need to go there?’ There was a click as he ended the call.

**

Harlequin’s was an exquisite and very private beauty salon. Everything was made of glass – seriously, even the chairs! 

I was given a trim and Shelley colored my dark hair to a darker shade with high gloss. Then she trimmed my hair and cut curtain bangs which transformed my look. A full body wax and an herbal massage followed and I was in heaven. 

I was treated like a Queen for three delicious hours and after a manicure and pedicure, and glasses of pure berry juice and spring water, I was transformed.

I wanted to despise Blake but as my morning progressed, I couldn’t. I had to admit that he spoiled me and I loved it, and I loved the new smart ME.

Edgar drove me back home when I was done at Harlequins and I was eager to show Andrea my new look. She smiled and hugged me, ‘My word! You look stunning, darling!’

‘Thank you Andrea, please feed me now!’

**

I was surprised when I entered my room after lunch. I had yet another package from Haringtons. I set my bag down and opened the package hurriedly. I took out a black box and grinned, ‘What the hell?’

The contents left me astounded and I finally understood what Blake was all about. The package contained a bra without cups, a crotch less panty, stockings and a black studded collar!

I set the box away and my quivering hands moved to my chest. What the hell! Was that a mistake? I set the contents back into the box and slid it into the bag.

I sat still for a very long time, until Andrea called for me. What had I gotten myself into here?

**

I fully expected a visit from Blake that night but I was still surprised when he came to me. Andrea left at 5, and the house settled silently. I sat at my desk and had to complete my assignment on fucking Mitochondria. How boring!

A tap at the door had my heart racing. Blake was dressed in his usual white shirt and formal black pants, ‘Avery, you should take a break. Come with me.’

I shook my head, ‘No!’ That came out sharply and he frowned. I softened my voice, ‘No, I have work to do, unfortunately.’

Blake grinned, and I didn’t like it, ‘I didn’t ask – come now, to my room.’

I couldn’t move because my legs refused to work. Oh my God – what did he want from me?

I jerked when he shouted from the hallway, ‘Come willingly or I will have to fucking drag you there - choose.’

**

Blake’s bedroom was on the other end of the third floor and it used the space of two bedrooms. It was as I expected – cold and very expensively designed. Large mirrors adorned an entire wall that opened to a private bathroom.

The walls were bare, save for one massive painting of a lighthouse being bashed by massive waves. It was dark but beautiful, like the painting of the stallion in the reception area of his office.

I inhaled when I saw his bed – it was big - king size but it was high. The headboard was beautifully crafted, with high French-styled metal rungs. I raised an eyebrow and took everything in.

Blake folded his arms - he appeared taller and more intimidating than usual, ‘Do you like my bedroom, Avery?’

I nodded and my eyes roamed around at the unlit fireplace and the expensive carpets, thrown over the gray porcelain tiles. ‘Very nice. May I go back to my room now, please “daddy?”

I said it sarcastically, but also as a reminder to him that we were related – even if he didn’t think of me as a daughter.

But that didn’t work out well for me. His eyes appeared darker and he smiled, ‘Mm, I quite like the sound of that Avery.’ He rubbed his crotch, ‘That just makes my cock grow harder for you.’

I stepped back fearfully, ‘We can’t do anything! You are my father – what the hell is wrong with you?’

Blake stepped closer to me and my breath staggered in my chest. His fingers drew my bangs away from my face, ‘Fuck all that. You are beautiful, Avery,’ his eyes dipped lower, ‘And fucking sexy.’

I closed my eyes, ‘Please don’t, you are my father, please.’

But Blake was deaf to my pleas as he leaned forward and sniffed my skin. He grunted.

‘No, please!’ I turned my face away but his lips roamed lightly across my neck – touching me, but hardly. A shiver stole down my body and I pushed my hands against his chest, ‘Blake, please - daddy!’

He groaned and slipped his hands around my waist and crushed me against him. His hands crept over my ass and I felt his cock - it was hard and poked my pelvis.

‘Mm,’ his tongue flittered across my neck sensually, ‘I don’t need to fuck you, just a little taste of your cunt will do.’

I pushed away from him, but I couldn’t budge him an inch. He dry-humped against my pelvis and my pussy tingled. I was furious at my treacherous body.

Fuck!  

My body trembled and Blake growled and gripped my chin. His sexy light colored eyes held mine and then his lips covered mine. 

His tongue speared forcibly into my mouth. My insides burned pleasantly although I fought hard against him.

‘Please stop!’ I didn’t even sound as though I was protesting much. My pussy was wet – I could feel it. It scared me and I pushed Blake away, ‘Stop!’

He let me go and I ran out of his room, my face was inflamed with a hue of crimson – I was certain of that. But the worst had to be my fucking dripping pussy.

Fuck, I wanted him!
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Another shower later, I sat still on my bed and contemplated. The events of the last hour ran constantly through my mind. What happened – how did we reach this point? 

He had been watching me when I swam everyday – probably from security footage from the day.

The thought of that made my stomach flip. My cheeks burned when I thought of what he said earlier and I squeezed my thighs closed. Besides him, I needed to sort myself out!

I stared at the time – it was already after 9 and I couldn’t call Mariam. She had a little baby and her husband was a shift worker.

I decided that I would tell her in the morning that Blake and I didn’t get along, and bite the bullet. A four-month stint in a foster home didn’t seem so bad. It wouldn’t be as luxurious at my new home but it would have to do.

I slipped my nightdress on and pulled my covers away. I thought that Blake would have come after me, but he didn’t. Maybe he would leave me alone, I hoped.

The house was silent and I shifted uncomfortably. I couldn’t sleep at first, and maybe that was because my body was on fire on the inside. I absolutely disgusted myself!

**

It was early, maybe around two or so and I felt a flutter on my chest.

‘Mm,’ I groaned and stretched my body out. My sheet was pulled away and my nightdress was pulled below my breasts. Blake was lying beside me and his fingers were caressing my nipples while his eyes roved over me.

I inhaled in surprise, ‘What are you doing?’ My voice trembled in the semi darkness of the room.

He didn’t have a shirt on – just his sleep shorts and that too, was straining at the crotch. His fingers slithered lightly over my hard nipples and he grinned, ‘Look, how they like my touch, now I have to suck them.’

‘No!’ I pushed at him but he anchored me down with his heavy body.

He stared at me, ‘Shut the fuck up Avery. You don’t know what’s good for you.’ His tongue swept over my nipple and then his lips closed over it.

The sensation was unbelievable, even with the roughness of his sucking. Then he moved to the next one, ‘Mm, this is fucking delicious.’ 

His hands held my wrists firmly down and after a few moments I was writhing from pleasure, although I still tried to protest.

Blake pulled away from me, ‘I won’t fuck you but I am going to eat your pussy. Fight all you want, but it won’t help.’

I turned my face away from him – my cheeks burned with arousal and disgust equally, ‘Sick Fuck!’

He chuckled against my breast, ‘Yes, I am, but this ‘Sick fuck’ can give you more pleasure than you can imagine.’

He sat up and pulled my nightdress above my waist. I pushed his hands away, ‘Please, don’t. We can still stop this.’

Blake pushed my hands away, ‘No! I need relief and only YOU can give me that – trust me.’ 

He gripped my panty and pulled it down and threw it aside. He pushed my thighs wider apart and his eyes widened as they roamed greedily between my thighs, ‘Fuck, your cunt is lovely – just at I thought.’ He pulled his pants down and I pulled away.

His hand stilled me and he began to rub his engorged cock rhythmically, ‘Oh Fuck, I have to eat your pussy.’

His left hand gripped my hip, while his free hand rubbed his cock, ‘I want you to watch, Avery.’

He pushed me up higher against the pillows and then his mouth descended on my pussy. Instant pleasure gripped my senses, and his lips settled on my clit. 

He sucked it slowly at first – teasing the pink flesh, while he groaned appreciatively. His hand moved faster up and down, gripping his cock while his tongue flicked again.

He looked at me, ‘Mm, open wider.’ My mind swirled, and I didn’t realize at that time that I wasn’t even resisting him anymore. I opened my legs wider and Blake’s tongue slipped into my cunt.

‘Oh God!’ That was amazing! His tongue fucked me slowly and sensually. The sound of wet sucking was amplified in the silent room and my arousal rose.

I tilted my hips up and his tongue flickered over my clit again. My thighs trembled and I longed to cum. His hair was firmly gripped between my fingers when he sucked my clit into his mouth.

My body jerked and I gripped Blake’s hair ferociously, ‘Oh yes!’ His hand worked faster on his cock and waves of pleasure throbbed from my clit outwards, spreading through my thighs and legs. I writhed and his lips remained on my clit – still sucking me gently.

Blake sat up, ‘Open your legs wide, babe!’ His thumb rubbed my clit while his hand jerked over his cock. His face was rigid and he stared at me. 

Then he groaned and spurts of sticky white cum sprayed from hid cock onto my stomach and pussy. He groaned and rubbed his cock harder - more cum dribbled out.

‘Oh fuck, yes, yes!’

He fell to his side – his breathing was rough, just like mine. That was so pleasurable and sick at the same time – and I loved it.

But there was a time for sobriety too. I sat up and tears rushed to my eyes. I was just a cheap whore!

This was my father and I literally came in his mouth! I hardly put up a fight. Worse than that, I was regretful that he hadn’t fucked me and came IN me.

I was shameless!

I pulled my nightdress down over my wet stomach, and as I attempted to move off the bed, Blake gripped my arm, ‘Where are you going to?’

I couldn’t even look at him, ‘Please, let me go.’

His hand released mine and I stumbled to the bathroom.




**

I stepped into my shower praying that he would leave but he didn’t. Instead he slipped into the shower just after I turned the tap on. 

I hissed at him angrily, ‘No, get out. You got what you wanted, now leave me alone, please.’

Blake laughed and shut the shower door. He looked around at the cubicle and I turned away from him, ‘Damn, this cubicle is quite small, I didn’t realize.’

His hands swept over my body and gripped my ass, while I washed his semen off my stomach and pussy, ‘Go away, you are disgusting!’

Blake chuckled, ‘Yeah I am, and I am going to be more disgusting now.’

I attempted to turn to him but he pushed me against the cold wall, ‘Hold still and open your legs.’ I almost turned again but his held me firmly, ‘Do what I fucking say!’

I opened my legs and he pulled my ass out to him. I couldn’t see him as his hand moved to my ass cheeks. He spread them and groaned, ‘Oh babe, you are something!’

I jerked and his tongue flickered against my ass-hole. My body trembled and he kissed my ass cheeks. Then his tongue lapped around the tight hole – the sensation was heady and erotic and I ground my ass against his face.

‘Mm fuck babe, just like that.’ His jaw scraped against my skin while he sucked my ass. Then his tongue slipped to my clit and my body quivered.

‘Oh yes!’ I couldn’t help it – this man’s mouth was amazing!

He turned me around, water slid down his back as he and pulled my leg over his shoulder. He licked at my clit and pushed a finger into me. His eyes held mine, ‘Mm babe, your cunt is so tight.’

I moaned as his finger surged in and out of me – while his tongue lapped at my aroused clit. I gripped his hair and ground my clit against his mouth while his eyes held mine. It was so fucking erotic because I came again, almost immediately.

‘Oh my God, oh, oh!’ His tongue slithered over my pulsing clit and my leg shivered. I didn’t even know that could happen!

He stood up and leaned forward and kissed me while his fingers massaged my throbbing clit.

He grinned and pecked my cheek, ‘Well that’s enough for tonight. Sleep well, Avery.’

And just as he appeared in the darkness, he disappeared to his room – leaving me with a deep ache in my stomach.
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I thought that I wouldn’t sleep the rest of the night but I did. My body felt deliciously light and there was a strange throbbing between my legs. I was tired and I didn’t quite have the energy for moral dilemmas right now.

At 8 Andrea was shaking me awake, ‘Darling, Mrs. Bennett is going to be here soon.’ I grunted and pushed my face into my pillow.

Andrea smiled and smoothed my hair, ‘If you are tired, I can tell her to cancel.’

I sat up then, ‘Seriously, won’t Bl … I mean, my father be angry?’

Andrea laughed, ‘Of course not, he pays them well, so it shouldn’t be a hassle - just give him a call so that she doesn’t complain first. I don’t think that she likes you.’

I kissed Andrea and she blushed, ‘Thanks babes, you are the best.’ I pulled my wiry hair into a bun and dialed Blake’s number as the stepped out. Nervousness flowed through me in currents.

‘Hello, Avery.’ His deep voice made my nipples harden and I thought of his wondrous tongue.

‘Good morning – I am sorry to bother you but may I have a day off from studying?’ My heart thumped steadily and he grunted.

‘Yes you may. Rest up, you are going to have night lessons.’ My mouth dried.

What did he just say?

‘No, I thought that this morning was enough. We can’t do that again.’ I wished as though I sounded believable but a part of me wanted to feel his cock plunging in and out of me.

There was silence, and then, ‘Be ready when I get home at 5.’

There was a click, as he ended the call. I bit my lower lip and then rubbed my flushed cheeks. What the fuck were we doing? We were just disgusting!

True as that was, a part of me waited anxiously throughout the day for Blake to arrive home that afternoon. I fucking wanted my night lessons, especially if they were anything like last night’s.

**

I had several moments during the day when I felt disgusted with myself but at around 3 I received a huge basket of chocolates and sweets – basically everything I loved. 

My heart patted as I dove into it, completely forgetting about my undone school work and incestuous relationship with my father.

I showered and dressed later that afternoon and as I emerged from the bathroom Samantha called, ‘Hey you, how’s grouchy?’

I grinned, and thought of my sexy father eating me, ‘He’s fine – coming around slowly.’ I almost burst out laughing when I realized the irony of that statement

‘That’s great, Aves – gosh I miss you so much! When can I see you?’ I didn’t know what to tell her so I made an excuse.

‘Soon Sam. Just have a lot of work to catch up on.’

My door closed behind me and Blake walked in. My heart began its tirade when he slipped his hands around my waist, and his lips settled on my neck.

I stuttered, ‘Sam, I will call you tomorrow,’ His hard cock nudged against my thigh, ‘Something has come up.’

He chuckled as I cut the call, ‘Have you had supper yetm?’

I blushed and nodded – strangely I didn’t resist him and I stared into his gray eyes – that I thought of all day.

He gripped my hand, ‘Good, let’s go.’

I hesitated, ‘We shouldn’t do this.’

Blake proceeded to pull me along, ‘Says fucking who?’

**

I waited as he showered, and walked around the luxurious room. I have to admit his wealth was most attractive, as was he. This man would give me whatever I wanted, if I allowed him to fuck me. He was mildly obsessed with me – I could tell.

The door opened and I grinned – I will have to test that theory, I thought as I stared at his naked body.

‘Come here.’ I went to him dutifully. His fingers lingered on my cotton top, ‘Take your clothes off, Avery and get on my bed, now.’

He watched as my fingers lingered slowly over my night shirt.

He slid beside me – his fingers roamed over my breasts, ‘I want to fuck you tonight Avery.’

I jerked at his shockingly open declaration. He didn’t give a fuck that I was his flesh and blood – his desire for me knew no bounds.

I hesitated, and he gripped my chin – his eyes tore into mine, ‘I desire you above every woman I have ever fucked. I must have you, there’s no other way. And it will be pleasurable for you too.’

That was all he said before his lips descended on mine. My body thrummed with pleasure as his fingers gripped and teased my nipple while his lips moved to my neck. He sucked my skin lavishly. I groaned and arched against him wantonly, ‘Daddy.’

He grunted and pushed my legs open to stare at my pussy, ‘Fuck, you turn me on babe!’

He flipped me over and pulled me roughly to straddle his head. His hand roamed over my ass, and he stared at my pussy ‘I want you to fuck my mouth that sweet cunt of yours.’

‘What?’ He chuckled and gripped my ass and fixed his mouth on my pussy.

He sucked my clit into his mouth and groaned deeply. My legs trembled around his head and his tongue lapped lazily, ‘Ride my tongue babe, ride it!’

I moved my hips and sparks of pleasure tore through my insides, ‘Oh my God!’ His hand moved to my nipples and he squeezed them gently. My hips moved at a slow rhythm at first and then faster as his tongue lapped against my clit.

I closed my legs slightly when I came, my body convulsed, ‘Oh my God, please stop!’

Blake pushed me to the bed and I touched my cheeks - his lips found me again and he nudged my thighs apart, ‘Relax.’

He positioned himself over me and tripled his rock. He pushed his head and shaft into me and then pulled out. I placed my hand on his shoulders. Then he pushed his cock further in – stretching my pussy patiently, and he groaned, ‘Mm.’

His hips bucked back and forth, as his cock slipped further in – causing tingles that rode up my thighs. Then he pulled back and rammed his hard cock deep into me.

I inhaled, feeling deep pressure. Blake stilled and his mouth closed on my nipple and he sucked. Then his hips bucked back and his cock rammed into me again, ‘Oh Fuck yes!’

He gripped my legs wider and he pumped in and out of me in slow deep plunges, ‘Fuck, your pussy feels so good!’

I hardly listened as new feelings of pleasure spread through me, taking hold of my senses, ‘Oh yes, daddy.’

He grunted and slammed into my sloshing wet cunt harder. His groans were louder with each thrust. I gripped his shoulders and his lips slipped to my nipples again. His sucking mixed with his thrusting, made me shudder in a throbbing orgasm.

‘Oh my God, yes!’ I gripped his shoulders and he stilled as pleasure rippled through my body.

Waves of it engulfed my body – pushing and pulling my senses with the tide. His lips moved to mine while he plunged into me - harder and rougher, and then he stilled. His fingers gripped my hair. His cock throbbed and his warm cum spurted into me.

Oh yeah, there was no going back after this – I turned to him after and nuzzled into his chest as I slept from exhaustion.

**

I awoke the next morning and my father was sitting at my bedside and sipping coffee. I have no idea how long he had been watching me, and although I should have felt revolted – I wasn’t.

He grinned slightly, ‘Good morning, my little bitch.’

I tilted my head and smiled, ‘Is that what I am?

He set his cup aside on the side board, ‘Yes, you are, among other things,’ he tapped a gold card on the headboard, ‘This is yours – do as you please, buy whatever you want.’

I nodded and my cheeks heated, ‘Thank you, daddy.’

Blake’s smile disappeared, ‘You are not what I expected, Avery. But I am very glad that you are in my life now.’ His fingers covered mine, ‘If you give me what I want, you can have anything that you desire – anything.’

He stood up and gripped my hand to his lips, and he kissed my fingers, ‘Later.’
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‘What do you mean you didn’t read up on Companies? We were supposed to start yesterday but you were too tired.’

Mrs. Bennet was fierce the next morning, and I sobered instantly from my sexually-induced daze. I stared at her blonde, graying hair that was pulled into a tight bun, and I wondered fleetingly if it didn’t give her a headache.

She set her hands firmly on her hips and glared at me. I cleared my throat, ‘I’m sorry Miss Bennet, I was busy last night and I compl ….’

She huffed, ‘Bust doing what, for God’s sake?’

Getting fucked deliciously by Blake - my wicked mind screamed, and I put my hand to my mouth and giggled. I couldn’t help it.

She gritted her teeth and I quickly composed myself, ‘I will do it tonight, or now, if you wish?’

She sniffed arrogantly, ‘That won’t do – I despise your attitude. Unfortunately, I will have to speak to your father about this.’

I stood up immediately in protest, ‘But Miss Bennet, it was only this one thing. Why are you overreacting? Why do you need to call him about everything?’

Besides, I knew that Miss Miserable was a very expensive, well-known private tutor, and if she complained about me, I was done for.

She grabbed her phone and walked out of the dining hall.

Oh fuck, now what?

I opened my text book and began to read over the chapter on finances of a company quickly, to make up for my tardiness. Just then Mrs. Bennet stepped in again. 

Her face was flushed. She didn’t look once at me as she gathered her bag and notebook.

‘Miss Ford, I apologize if I was rude to you in any way. Good day.’

She left in a flurry and I stared after her.

What the fuck just happened?

**

I waited for a few minutes. I even contemplated going after her, but I didn’t. I jerked when my phone rang – it was Blake.

‘Please hear me out before …’

He chuckled - it sounded quite nice, actually, ‘No need for that – I told her to leave.’

I was shocked, ‘But why, it was all my fault.’

Blake grunted, ‘No, she is getting paid well. I don’t entertain that type of nonsense. You are mine and I won’t allow anyone to speak of you in any manner they please.’

My heart skipped. What?

I didn’t even care what that old bag said about me, as my face broke into a deep flush, ‘Oh?’

Blake grumbled deeply, ‘I can picture you blushing right now, Avery.’ My heart thudded noisily and I pressed my phone closer against my ear, ‘Mm, you have no idea how enticing you look when you do that – especially when you cum.’

The things he said! Heat spread to my neck, ‘When will you be home?’ It sounded like a purr.

‘Edgar will bring you to me at 5. We are going out for supper to a very special place.’

I was instantly excited, ‘Seriously? I haven’t been out in ages!’

Blake chuckled, ‘This place is unlike any you’ve ever been to - trust me.’

My stomach churned with excitement.

‘Oh and Avery, dress sexy for me.’

I grinned, ‘Yes daddy.’

**

My supper was unlike anything I could have ever imagined. I expected a plush restaurant with lavish food only, but it was way more than that.

I dressed in a short, sleek Ralph Rucci dress, with black pantyhose and heels. I left my hair open and I sprayed my body lightly with some expensive French perfume, that I could even pronounce.

When the fuss was over, I stood back and stared at myself. My makeover did wonders for me with my glittering long hair and expensive clothes.

I wasn’t an untidy middle class girl anymore – one, whose mom was struggling to get them by. My days of hand- me-down clothes and cheap make-up from the local drugstore, were over. And that was all because of Blake.

**

Blake and I remained cordial on the drive to La’ Petite at first. As the skies darkened Edgar rolled the glass up and steered the Mercedes onto the highway. 

Blake gripped me closer to him and his lips swept along my ear, ‘You look and smell delicious. I want to fuck you so badly.’

I laughed and pushed him away, ‘No, we are having supper, remember?’

He grinned and his fingers slid over my breast. The tip located my nipple and rubbed it in a circular fashion. Tingles spread out from deep in my lower stomach, ‘This place that we are going to will require you to have an open mind, Avery.’

I raised an eyebrow at him. He leaned forward and his warm lips slipped over mine in a sweet kiss and then they moved lower to my neck, ‘I am going to enjoy you all night, Avery. My cock is hard for you, and only you.’

My skin bristled as his tongue lapped at my shoulder, my voice wavered, ‘Why?’

His hand moved along my thigh and drew upwards with the hem of the dress. I bit my lower lip and my breath was in short pants now. Blake sucked my neck, and I groaned softly, ‘Stop, please.’

His finger slipped between my thighs, and I jerked slightly, ‘Relax, I’m having starters. You can complain when I’m having my main meal.’

I laughed and just then the car slowed and I stared around at the massive Estate that was lit up gloriously.

I didn’t know what I was in for, but I knew that I was going to enjoy it.

**

We were seated promptly and it was quite a black tie type of place. I was glad that I was dressed appropriately. My father was greeted with nods, by unknown people as we stepped to our table.

I stared around at the strange place, which was predominantly decorated in a deep red. There weren’t actually tables, but semi- circular booths which were open and yet semi private, as well.

‘Wow, what is this place,’ I whispered when the waiter left. The walls were a dark red and a strange tune from a harp floated above the murmur.

Blake grinned, ‘It’s an exclusive Family restaurant, babe.’

I stared at the man across us with his twin daughters, with their long blonde manes, as they ate and chatted. The booth next to them contained a middle aged man, his pretty red haired wife, and two teenagers - maybe my age or so. A son and daughter.

I turned my attention to Blake, ‘Nice place – um, thank you for today with Miss. Bennet. She is such a bitch, seriously.’

The waiter arrived with a glass of whiskey with ice and a glass of white wine.

Blake thanked him and then smiled at me, ‘You do not need to put up with anyone who doesn’t treat you well, Avery, haven’t you learnt that ?’ 

He gripped my fingers and kissed them. I pulled my hand away quickly and looked around.

My father laughed at my reaction, ‘Let’s order,’ he looked at the menu and grinned, ‘Remember our chat about an open mind, Avery.’

**

Supper was delicious – we ate from the seafood buffet and everything was divine. I pushed my plate away and grinned with satisfaction, ‘Oh my God, that was divine.’

Blake set his glass aside and gripped my arm and pulled me to him, ‘Come here Avery.’

I frowned and pulled away, ‘No, we are in public!’

Blake laughed, ‘No, we are not. You are not very observant, are you?’

I was lost, ‘What do you mean?’

He slid closer to me and wrapped his arm around my shoulders and held me still, ‘Look around, Avery - we are with our kind.’

I stared ahead and I froze with shock. Everything around me had changed so subtly, that I hadn’t noticed.

The table had been moved away from the family and the father across from us was leaning back while one of his daughters was on her knees and she was sucking his cock. 

His hand was gripped in her long blonde hair as her head bobbed up and down. Her sister was leaning across the leather seat near their father and her legs were spread open for him to look at her pussy. Her thin hands worked fast as she rubbed herself.

‘Oh my God!’ I looked away from them and then at Blake, my cheeks were scorching, ‘Where are we?’

His hands were on my breasts and his fingers were massaging them, ‘We are in a place of no judgment. We can be who we are here.’

My eyes crept to the next booth, aware of Blake massaging fingers, and steeling myself against the pleasure of his fingers.

There was more activity at the family table. The father was locked in a kiss with his wife and teenage daughter.

Then the mom and daughter turned their heated attention to each other while the father watched his kneeling son between his mother’s thighs.

What the fuck? These were all people with incestuous relationships – like us. My blood thrummed as I noticed a young man and woman, in their 20’s – definitely twins – and she was dry humping her brother while his face was lost in her breasts.

Blake’s lips sucked the back of my neck and then my shoulders, ‘Do you like it babe?’

The man from across leaned over and buried his face between his twin daughter’s thighs and she began to writhe, while the other sucked his cock harder.

‘Yes, I do.’ My voice was a shameless whisper. All the waiters had disappeared and the lights were lowered now. Everything looked so different with all these grunting horny people, and the sound of a clarinet played just above that.

Blake’s fingers slipped under my dress and he gripped my thigh, ‘Open!’

I hesitated but then his finger slipped under my panty and he stroked my clit, ‘Mm, you are so wet already.’

I pushed away from him but he held me fast, ‘Don’t irritate me, Avery.’

His fingers gripped my lace underwear and he dragged it down my legs and off. Then he held it to his nose and sniffed it, ‘Mm, you smell so good.’ I laughed despite my anxiety.

My heart began to hammer when he tapped the table, and slipped my panty into his pant pocket, ‘Sit here.’

I looked around and although nobody really cared, I was apprehensive, ‘No, I can’t do this, not with people around!’

My father smiled, ‘Do it on your own or I will make you!’

I slid onto the table with my back facing the tiny opening to our booth. Blake moved his chair closer and pulled my legs apart. His finger darted to my clit and he rubbed it slowly, ‘You are my sub, Avery. You will do as I say, without question. Do you understand?’ I nodded.

Low moans from the booth across us made my skin flush, and I groaned as Blake’s fingers caressed my pussy. He stared at my face, ‘Tell me what you want, Avery - your wish is my command.’

I stared into his dark eyes as he pulled my leg over his shoulders, ‘Tell me!’

My eyes held his and I didn’t care anymore – I fucking wanted him! ‘Eat my pussy, daddy.’

Blake groaned and he gripped my thighs and his mouth moved hungrily over my pussy. His finger manipulated the lips apart and his lips fixed on my clit.

‘Oh God!’ My legs trembled and I gripped his hard shoulders, ‘That is so fucking good.’

His tongue nipped and released my clit a few times and then he sucked it between his lips. The twin from across us screamed as she came, and more groans could be heard.

After a few minutes, I didn’t care who was cumming or groaning from around me – the sound of people fucking around us, turned me on.

We were in a safe place, where people such as us with an insatiable dark need, could be free. Blake licked my pussy until I came in a squealing shudder. My fingers tore into his shoulders and I was mindless for those few moments.

My entire concentration remained on Blake busy between my open legs. My clit thrummed with pleasure and sensitivity, and he lapped at it gently. My fingers brushed through his thick dark hair, as he inserted a finger into me. He groaned, and his finger surged in and out of me.

He stared into my face. His was rigid with lust.

He grunted, and then stood up suddenly. his cock was straining in his pants. He slipped his jacket on and pulled me to my feet, ‘Enough games – I need you in my bed tonight – all night.

But we barely made it to the car.

As soon as Edgar drew the window up, I climbed onto Blake’s lap, and I rode his cock almost all the way home. His cock was rock hard and my wet pussy sloshed sweetly over it – we were totally insatiable.

His finger tore into my hips, and I rode him hard. His mouth was fixed on my nipple until finally he groaned and his cock throbbed deep inside me. His lips moved over mine lavishly, ‘Did you enjoy supper?’

I lay my forehead on his shoulder. I was breathless. His cock was still deep inside me, pumping and hot, ‘Oh yes, I did, we must do that more often.’

Blake kissed me, ‘That’s my girl.’
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  CHAPTER TEN

  
  




I showered and changed into my lingerie from Harington’s, as I was ordered to. My cheeks flushed when I stared at the barely nothing underwear set. I was wearing mostly strings. I held the studded collar between my fingers – mm, a choker. I pushed it into the pocket of my gown, and I walked to my father’s room.

The glass sliding doors were open and the curtains flew ominously. I stepped out onto the balcony and found Blake staring into the darkness.

‘Do you like it here?’

His hair was wet from a shower and he had his shorts on and his eyes roved over me curiously. 

I smiled, ‘Of course, it’s gorgeous – better than where I come from, anyway.’

Blake stared at me, ‘I heard that your life was tough. I cannot understand why, though.’

I frowned at him, ‘You don’t know?’ I wanted to laugh, ‘Oh please, you knew of us and you didn’t care how we were. But at least you paid for us to have a roof over our heads.’ I stared at my fingers as I thought of those hard times.

‘What would you have wanted me to do?’

I thought of the days my mom ran out of her meds after her chemo, and I closed my eyes, ‘Nothing but you could have been there for me when she suffered, and then died after having such a tough life. How unfair for her.’

His hand caressed my back, ‘I’m sorry that she had to endure those things but I never knew. I was only contacted by a lady from CPS, and that was how I found out about your mother.’

I stared at him, ‘And?’

He grinned as he leaned forward and kissed me, ‘I had you followed around, while you lived with that woman, Mariam. And I made one of my guys find out everything about you.’

I frowned, ‘But why?’

Blake was a strange man, always so careful of everyone. I doubt he ever allowed anyone close enough to him. He stared at me, ‘Because you are stunning and I couldn’t stop looking at you.’

My cheeks heated, ‘Well, you have this now.’

I turned to him and untied the silk belt. The front of the gown parted and his eyes widened as he took in the raunchy outfit, and then his eyes shifted to the choker as I slid it out of my pocket, ‘Oh Babe, come here.’

I turned away and walked into the room, and allowed the gown to slide off me, and from judging his expression, I knew that this would be a very good night.

**

I slid onto the silk sheets and waited, like a good girl does. Blake stripped his shorts off – oh yeah his cock was wide awake for me. He gripped a remote and pressed a button, and the slide or covering above the bed retracted and I saw my reflection.

I lay back and stared at myself, ‘Oh my God, who does this?’

Blake laughed as he advanced on the bed, ‘Perverts, like me.’

He lay back and rubbed his cock, ‘Come here, suck me. I want to see what it looks like when you swallow my cock.’ I moved to him and I began licking his engorged head. My tongue slipped greedily along the shaft and I set a good rhythm.

‘Oh fuck, that so nice, Avery. Yes, oh, just like that!’ His hand gripped my hair in a handful, and he groaned. My hand pumped his cock, as I licked the head. His cock hardened and jerked. Salty pre-cum slipped into my tongue and Blake released my hair, ‘Stop!’

I moved away – did I do something wrong? Blake gripped me to him and he kissed me hard. His tongue slipped between my lips and rubbed sensually against mine. He pulled away, ‘Damn, you could make me cum like a schoolboy with that mouth.’

I grinned – that was a compliment.

Blake gripped my collar and slipped it around my neck. His dark eyes followed as his finger slipped along the studs, ‘You belong to me, my little pet, my sex slave.’

He gripped the collar and it tightened slightly, and his lips moved over mine. His tongue slithered around mine possessively, ‘Get on your knees, babe – it’s time for dessert.

I giggled as he pushed my face into the bed and lifted my ass in the air.

He settled behind me and his fingers rubbed my ass cheeks. He spread my cheeks apart and he licked at my pussy – long, luscious licks from my clit to my ass. Then he settled and munched on my clit while I rocked my ass against his face.

He gripped the stringy panty in his fingers while he continued licking me and groaning. I was so close when he stopped and pushed his fingers into my cunt. 

It squelched noisily and he started to finger- fuck me. His mouth moved to my ass-hole and he continued to lick it. He groaned and his fingers worked harder.

I bucked my hips back and forth and his groans grew louder. Then he stopped and moved. He slipped below me and pulled my legs wider, ‘Ride my tongue - suffocate me with your pussy babe.’

My breath was ragged and I was horny. I didn’t hesitate as I slid down onto his face and bucked back and forth. His tongue slid over my aroused clit, ‘Oh yes, eat me, daddy!’

Blake grunted – that word, ‘daddy,’ set him off!

He pushed his tongue into my cunt and I moved over it – my legs quivered from the pleasure. ‘Hmm,’ his groan from between my legs edged me towards an orgasm.

I gripped his hair and after a few more lunges of his tongue, my body shook in an explosive climax, ‘Oh yes, yes, yes!’

Blake moved me slightly and his fingers rubbed my sensitive clit, first slowly and then vigorously. My body thrummed and I bucked my hips, ‘That’s it baby, just feel it. Close your eyes.’

I did as he said, and his fingers rubbed my slippery clit harder and pleasant pleasure heated around it. His mouth moved to my pussy hole again and I gasped when his tongue slid in.

Shudders seized my body and I knew that I was about to cum again. Blake’s tongue plunged deeper still, my legs jerked as I came again. My body rocked with sensual waves but my thrumming clit felt wet as Blake rubbed it.

‘Oh yes babe, squirt for daddy!’

I moved away in horror, and liquid dripped down my thighs and onto his neck, ‘Oh no!’

But Blake gripped me forcibly and pushed me to the bed. He spread my legs, ‘Oh fucking, yes!’ He quickly positioned himself and his cock tore into my wet pussy.

‘Oh Fuck!’ His left arm was braced beside my head, while his other arm gripped my hip. He rammed into me over and over again – the heady sound of slapping wetness and Blake’s feral grunts was all that I could hear.

I stared at him, my embarrassment was gone. His face was fixed with pleasure and his delicious jaw was clenched.

His hips slammed against my thighs and then he jerked and he groaned, ‘Oh yes, mm.’

He ground his throbbing cock into me and then he leaned down and kissed me, ‘You are fucking addictive.’ He slid his cock out and I pulled him to me for an exhausted kiss. I felt the same, and it scared me.

After a shower and very little banter, I slept with him in his bed, without a care in the world.

**

My next lesson was that Blake woke up at 5, and his cock was rock hard again. But I awoke pleasantly. I grinned before my eyes opened when I felt his lips on my clit - he was licking me. Seriously, this man couldn’t get enough.

My breath stuttered, ‘Good morning, isn’t it early for breakfast?’ My fingers skirted over his hair and he grunted. I opened my legs wider and moved the sheets aside. It was so easy to understand what he liked – call it instinct or greed.

I gripped his hair and moved my pussy against his mouth and he lapped eagerly. I was in control until he sucked my clit into his mouth. I shuddered, ‘Oh Blake, mm.’

He turned me over and fucked me doggy style with his fingers gripping my collar. His hard thrusts were relentless until finally he came. He bucked in and out of me, and his semen squelched deliciously, ‘Mm, I should have a good day now.’

I laughed when he moved off me and settled on the bed. His finger grazed my forehead, ‘What birth control do you take?’

I laughed, ‘That should have been one of your first questions before you started!’

His smile was slight as his finger traced a line along my cheek, ‘I don’t care, really.’

I frowned, ‘Are you crazy?’ He was for sure! ‘It’s an injection, every 5 months by the way, and I intend on taking it.’

I stepped to his bathroom, which was way bigger and more luxurious than mine, and after a while he joined me for an early morning shower.
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  CHAPTER ELEVEN

  
  




After much more making out after our shower and during his early morning coffee, Blake eventually left for work and I returned to my room before Andrea arrived. I showered and dressed and after I had a big breakfast, I cleaned my bedroom.

Mrs. Stuart arrived promptly at 9 and we discussed ‘Ahab’s selfish motives in Moby Dick. My lessons went well and at times I thought of Blake.

Everything happened so fast and I hardly had time for any introspection. I didn’t know if I wanted to analyze how wrong my life was right now.

I had deep feelings for Blake, otherwise I wouldn’t have allowed so much to happen. What started as love for a father I didn’t know, evolved somehow into lust for the man I do know. 

My night at La’ Petite’s was something else. I didn’t even know that places such as that existed! I thought of Blake eating me out while I listened to strangers fucking around me, and it was amazing!

This type of thing was not for everyone, but now that I knew – I wanted more of this dark world. I looked at the time and knew that I needed to discipline my mind.

I decided to catch up on my work, and nap for the afternoon.

Lunch was baked fish and it was delicious and I forced Andrea to eat with me. By late afternoon, I was anxious. Blake hadn’t called to check on me all day and after Andrea left for the day I called him.

‘Yes, my darling?’ His rich voice made my nipples harden immediately.

I didn’t care how desperate I sounded, ‘Why didn’t you call me all day? I am lonely, you know.’

Blake chuckled, ‘It’s tough being an only child, Avery. Anyway, I am on my way. Be ready when I get there.’

I put my phone down and bounded for the bathroom, wicked excitement thrummed through me.

**

I decided to remain nude under my silk gown, without Blake knowing. We ate chicken salad on his terrace and I stared at him during the meal. 

He looked even better as the days went by. His body was magnificent in design and his enticing gray eyes were mesmerizing.

Jealousy peaked its ugly head, ‘Why didn’t you get married? My mom always thought you did.’

His eyes roamed over me and my cheeks heated. I looked away – I hadn’t even asked about a girlfriend. That was so stupid of me.

‘I work a lot and I never intended on ever getting married. It doesn’t interest me.’

My heart fluttered – at least I didn’t have to worry about any cruel step mothers in my future, ‘And your girlfriend?’

He smiled widely at me then, ‘What is your worry?’

I shook my head. This conversation had to end. He would probably tell me that I was JUST his flavor for the next few months and after I left for Winston, he would move on. I should too, but I don’t think that I wanted to so much.

Should I be candid? Hell, yes!

‘What will you do when I leave for College, move your girlfriend in?’

He laughed and sipped his whiskey. I threw my napkin on the table. I hated adults sometimes – they were so haughty.

I pushed my chair back in a show of anger and Blake frowned, ‘And where the fuck do you think that you’re going?’

I sniffed and looked away from him, ‘To my room!’

‘I fucked woman randomly, and that was before I set my eyes on you, my little one.’

I stared at my fingers. ‘And in answer to your other question - nobody will ever move in here because you won’t be going anywhere, especially without me.’

My hearts burst into thuds, ‘But Winston…?’

He smiled, ‘What about it?’

I twisted my fingers and he motioned me to him, ‘Come here my little bitch.’

My heart beats trebled and I walked to him and slid onto his lap. His lips slid over mine and I groaned. I needed this – him.

His mouth moved to my neck and I stuttered, ‘And, oh, and College?’ His warm hand cupped my breast.

‘Fuck all that, study at home or don’t. I am a very rich man, and you will never need for anything, ever again.’

I stared into his eyes, ‘But I am so young. Won’t you tire of me?’ He pulled the front of my gown open and my erect nipples stared at him.

His fingers tweaked them, ‘Oh no, Avery, that could never happen. I desire you in a way, I cannot explain.’ His lips pulled my nipple into his mouth and I moaned softly.

He pulled me to my feet, ‘Fuck conversation – it’s overrated, go to my bed. Let me fuck and you will have your answers.’

**

And I did have my answers. I was depraved and so was my father. It must have been the relation between us or just physical attraction but we wanted each other, and there was no doubt about that.

He made me sit on his face facing his cock. His sucked my clit and then he pulled me over his face as he ate my ass and pussy. The sensation was unbelievable. While his mouth smacked noisily beneath me, I stared at his erect cock.

I leaned over and pulled his cock into my mouth. He groaned and pulled my legs wider apart. His tongue plunged into my cunt, while I sucked hard on his cock. So this was what 69 was all about – very nice!

I ground my pussy on his mouth while his cock plunged deep into my mouth and throat. His fingers gripped my ass, and his groans were muffled.

I was so turned on, ‘Oh yes, daddy, more!’

I moved faster and he stuck his tongue out further to fully satisfy me -the feel of his tongue on my clit finally had in shudders, ‘Oh daddy, yes, yes.’

Blake moved me onto my back and he resumed licking me. I bucked away and he held me fast, ‘Don’t move, or I will tie you up.’

I stilled and allowed him to eat my throbbing pussy, while he licked the sopping wetness.

‘Oh fuck, I love your cunt, Avery, cum for me again. Cum in my mouth baby.’

I cried out when he resumed licking my clit. My legs strained from pleasure and I bucked my hips up and opened my legs wider. I was shameless and fucking greedy.

Blake’s fore and middle fingers surged in and out of me, and he sucked my clit earnestly. My pussy juices coated his fingers and his lips fed greedily on my sensitive clit. 

Blake pulled his fingers out when he sensed that I was about to cum and he fixed his mouth over my clit.

I gripped his hair and his tongue flicked continuously. ‘’Oh, oh!’ I shouted out loud, and tears popped to my eyes. Finally, he moved and kissed my thigh.

‘Do you still doubt your place here, Avery?’ He grinned and pulled me over to straddle him.

I shook my head and untied my long hair and allowed to fall over my face. Blake’s eyes ran over my hair and he gripped my hip. I leaned forward and gripped his face, and kissed him, ‘None at all.’

He settled me over his hard raging cock and I rocked slowly up and down , my eyes ran over his handsome face and delicious mouth that could do wonders, ‘Can I ride your cock, daddy?’

His eyes bore into mine and he groaned, ‘Oh fuck, yes baby!’

My wet pussy slid over his hard cock and he groaned and gripped my nipples. The whir of the air-con accompanied our wild grunts as I bobbed up and down on him. His cock was hard and his fingers were deliciously brutal as he gripped my hips.

‘Oh yes, Avery!’ His fingers tightened on me and I felt his cock throb as I stilled. I wound my arms around his neck and he kissed me.

Our breathing was harsh and our chest heaved against each other’s.

**

The curtains swayed in the early morning breeze and Blake and I lay in bed together. We knew where this was going. We both started something that wasn’t going to end – not now anyway. It was like an obsession but darker than that, still.

I was secure that in the fact my life could be heaven everyday but sooner or later people will notice the strangeness of our twisted bond.

I leaned on an arm, and my fingers slid over Blake’s chest, ‘What will you say when people ask about me?’

Blake’s gray eyes ran my face, and his fingers clutched my chin, ‘I love it when you look at me with those lovely brown eyes – you look so scared and vulnerable.’ His lips settled on mine. The kiss was unexpectedly soft and sensuous.

‘I have two surprises for you tomorrow, Avery.’

My heart fluttered, and my fingers lingered over his jaw, ‘Tell me, I hate surprises.’

He laughed, it was a deep throaty surprise, and turned me onto my back.

He kissed me and nibbled my neck and nipples, ‘You are going to love it.’

**

But I had two tests the next day that I hardly studied for. Besides, my late night activities left me exhausted the next morning.

Miss. Stuart raised an eye brow when she looked at my untidy scribbles, ‘What’s happening to our A student?’

I shrugged, ‘I’m sorry, Miss. Stuart, I haven’t been getting enough sleep.’

She grinned, ‘Well before I speak to your father about that, you need to shape up, Avery. This is preparations for the finals. Now is not the time to back slide.’

That was sobering. I have no idea why my school work came secondary to everything these days.

I needed to get Blake out of my head, at least for a while. I ignored my cell phone and diligently completed my work for the day. My new Math Tutor was to arrive on Monday, Miss. Harding.

**

At 5 Blake called, ‘Too busy for me today?’

I blushed, ‘I’m sorry I ignored you, I had so much to catch up on. It was driving me crazy.

Blake grunted on the phone, ‘Get dressed, wear something elegant. We are going out for drinks and snacks.’

My body came alive with excitement, and my fingers moved inadvertently to my nipple, ‘Oh, where?’

He chuckled, ‘You should know me by now, and what to expect. Edgar will bring you to me, see you at 6.’

I barely cut the call and ran to my massive collection of clothes to find the appropriate clothes for our outing.
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  CHAPTER TWELVE

  
  




Edgar drove us towards the outskirts of town. On the drive I discussed my anxiety over my back slide with work and Blake listened attentively.

His fingers caressed my arm and when I was done he smiled, ‘It’s not a train smash. Nobody but you have set such a high bar. I am quite okay if you want to stop right now.’

I frowned, ‘No! I have to graduate, what are you thinking? I can’t just let all these years have been for nothing besides, I will need this.’

Blake frowned and his hand stilled, ‘When and what for?’

I didn’t answer him. I wasn’t stupid enough to throw away my education and I promised my mother that I would make her proud. I whispered, ‘You don’t understand, I just have to.’

Blake grunted angrily - he hated it when things didn’t go his way, especially in bed, ‘I don’t want to talk about this. And I hate repeating myself. I will allow you to graduate but there is no necessity for you to study further at Winston. Your life will be different and you won’t need for anything again - don’t you understand that?’

‘Blake …’

I barely completed my sentence and he shouted, ‘No, I won’t discuss this again. All you want is a fucking safety net in case I choose to start fucking another woman! But I told you that it’s not going to happen, Avery!’

My cheeks burned and I stared at my fingers. Our mood had been spoilt now and I wanted to cry. I hated being shouted at.

I turned my gaze out the dark windows and willed my tears way. How was I supposed to feel secure in this incestuous relationship between us? He could change and decide that he doesn’t want me after the thrill is over – as he did to my mother.

His warm hand found mine, ‘I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have shouted at you, my little Avery.’

My heart trembled at his soft goading voice and I turned to him. His arms closed around me and his lips settled on my forehead, ‘Why are you so insecure?’

The car came to a stop and I expected to get out but Blake held me still, ‘Tell me.’

I stared into his gray eyes and I almost lost it, ‘Because you left me before.’

Blake sighed and his thumbs caressed my cheek, ‘I didn’t leave you – I left your mother.’ His eyes went to my lips, ‘You are different, I have a very strange love obsession with you, Avery. I can’t ever let you go now.’

He kissed me and grinned, ‘Don’t spoil the mood - don’t forget, I said two surprises.’ He smiled wide and we stepped out.

**

Before we reached the foyer, Blake handed me a black face mask. I laughed as he put it on me – now I had the eyes of a cat. My long black Prado dress flowed at my ankles, and it was designed with a plunging neckline and strap sleeves.

We were greeted at the desk by a middle-aged frosty- faced man handed a platinum card to Blake, ‘Welcome Sir, it’s a pleasure to have you.’ 

Blake smiled and he gripped my hand and we entered the very dimly lit establishment. A long bar ran along the left wall with several high back barstools. A few patrons sat there, deep in their private conversations.




* * *

Square tables with couples and some with families were spread all around. I whispered, ‘Why am I wearing a mask for supper?’

Blake laughed as he pulled me past the tables. A man black dressed in a suit smiled and nodded, ‘Mr. Ford, it’s a pleasure. I have your room ready. Let me know if you will require anything.’

‘Thank you - just privacy will do.’ He flashed the platinum card at the man and he opened the door behind him.

My heart thudded and I clutched Blake’s hand firmly. I passed closed doors, all were painted in black. The numbers on the door were in silver roman numerals.

We stopped at a large door and Blake slipped the card into a groove and the door clicked in. I noticed that there were no handles.

I stepped into a chilly white tiled room. There were large mirrors on all 3 walls and a massive bed stood central to it.

I stared at Blake, ‘What is this place?’

He pulled his jacket off and smiled at me, ‘Open mind, remember.’

I grinned and slipped my coat off. A tray caught my eyes and I laughed aloud – a clear bullet-shaped vibrator, a bottle of clear body oil, handcuffs and to top it off, Velcro straps.

My heart hammered as I stared at Blake who sat down easily on the bed that just had plain white sheets and massive pillows. He stared at me, ‘Are you ready?’

I walked around the room and stared at the mirrors, ‘How do we know that someone can’t see us in here?’

Blake slipped off the bed and he gripped my waist, ‘First things first,’ his lips moved over mine and his tongue found mine, ‘WE must not argue about stupid things and especially about the past. He pulled a box from his pocket, ‘Here, for you, my lovely Avery.’  

I stared at him and pulled the cover off, ‘Two diamond studded earrings and a long gold chain with a diamond star pendant. My heart thundered with love. I gripped him to me and kissed him, ‘Thank you, I love you.’

I slipped my jewelry on and Blake proceeded to pull my dress off. I hesitated and looked at the door and then the mirrors, ‘Blake …’

My dress slipped to the floor and his hands went immediately to cup them my breasts, ‘We are locked in and I have the key, babe.’ He turned me around and pressed a tiny remote and the room darkened, ‘Watch darling.’

**

Three cubicles adjoined to the central cube that we were in, and as our light darkened, the other’s brightened. Fuck, I could not believe what I saw.

In the cube to the left was a set of triplets, two males and a female – all in their early twenties. They were identical and it was odd and yet so beautiful to watch them.

The fortunate girls’ brothers were sucking her ass and pussy at the same time while she worked their cocks with her hands. Her eyes were closed and she was groaning.

Blake stood behind me, he was shirtless, and his hands were moving over my hip. My eyes were glued to them and he hissed in my ear, ‘Okay, so far?’

I turned to him and grinned, his lips covered mine. My blood thrummed, and I wanted him so bad, ‘I love it.’

He pointed to the second room and my body shook with desire. A middle aged woman with huge breasts was sucking two guy’s cocks in turns while two men sucked a large breast each, and lucky number five was munching her pussy. My hand went to my mouth and I giggled, ‘Wow!’

Blake laughed as he saw my enjoyment, ‘You see? We aren’t that bad. There’s more like us.’

I stared at the last window and I flushed – three sisters oiling each other up and their bodies writhed around each other like snakes when they mate. It was a sexy, slippery event and such a turn on!

He pulled me away and smiled, ‘It’s our turn babe.’ I drew in a deep breath.
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  CHAPTER THIRTEEN

  
  




I wasn’t afraid when Blake handcuffed my hand to the metal rungs – I was so horny. I could still see and hear the horny couples, some of them shouting as they orgasmed. But then he fastened a Velcro strap to my ankles and bed posts

‘NO!’ I jerked my legs and it didn’t move, ‘No why do you need to do this, Blake?’

He pulled my free leg and tied my ankle. I looked like a spread starfish. I tugged my arms and legs and Blake laughed, ‘It’s because you move too much and I can’t control you.

He crouched over me and I felt very vulnerable, ‘Blake, what are you going to do?’ He leaned forward and kissed me softly.

‘I am going to get rid of all your inhibitions tonight – no pain, just pleasure.’

He gripped my breasts and sucked my nipples until they were like an arrow end, and then he went to the other. 

He groaned and went back and forth, while I writhed and moaned. His lips moved lower and he dropped soft kisses on my stomach.

His fingers stroked my pussy and he stared at me. Then he reached for the vibrator and I stared at him, ‘Blake.’

He leaned down and sucked my clit, in big voracious slurps. I groaned and then he pushed the cold vibrating tip into my pussy. I jerked and cried out. My hands raged against my handcuffs but I wanted to be free to grip him or his hair.

The vibrator sloshed in and out of me while Blake groaned and continued to suck me. His left hand moved to my breast and he gripped it, while he pushed the thick vibrator smoothly in and out of my pussy. His lips nipped my clit and sucked it and that, mixed with the vibrator made me explode.

I pulled at the restraints as my body jerked, but Blake continued to suck me. I couldn’t push him away, and I begged him to stop.

This was all about control – this what gets him off, and me too apparently. He moved closer to my head and gripped my hair and he pushed his cock into my mouth.

He held me still while his cock pumped into my mouth. My hands and legs strained against the handcuffs and ties but being mouth fucked by a giant cock was really something.

Blake pulled his cock out, and tapped his head on my lips a few times and grinned, ‘Do you like this?’

I nodded greedily and stared at his head that was so close to my mouth.

He moved down and sat between my spread legs again. His fingers went to my clit and he rubbed it in a gentle motion. Then he leaned down and pushed a pillow under my ass, and it elevated my hips to him.

His mouth moved over my pussy and I arched my hips to him, ‘Oh, Blake let me go. I want to touch you!’

He shook his head and his lips moved to my ass-hole. His tongue darted around the hole, licking at the entrance and then dipping his tongue in, ‘Mm Avery, I can’t get enough of you!’

He moved over me and rammed his cock into me. My pussy squelched and I moaned aloud. His lips settled on my neck and he sucked hard while his cock banged relentlessly into my pussy.

‘Oh yes, your cunt is taking me so well now, babe!’

He bucked harder and harder into me and I had forgotten where we were. His groans were loud and unbridled and then he jerked and stilled, ‘Oh yes, baby, take my load.’ He rammed his cock into me again and again, until he fell across me.

My arms strained and he was heavy, so I shifted slightly, ‘Blake, my hands hurt.’

He sat up and immediately loosened all the binds. He checked the wrist and ankles for any marks – there were slight welts but nothing I could die from. His lips were on mine, ‘Are you okay?’

I kissed him lavishly and I’m sure that he understood that I did. We lay naked on the crumpled sheets and drank a glass of champagne and I munched strawberries, as the room around us changed to other couples – all family related.

‘Have you been here before with someone else?’

He grinned, ‘Of course not! Why would you think that?’

I shrugged and sipped the champagne, ‘These people knew you.’

Blake kissed me once on my lips, ‘They know me because I’m rich. Now get dressed, I have to take you somewhere.

I rolled my eyes, ‘Oh no, now what?’

When we were about to leave I caught sight of the third cubicle with three brothers, going at it like rabbits and Blake pulled me to him, ‘Mask.’

I slipped it on and clutched his hand as we walked out the establishment, called Crave – how apt.

**

‘I know that you have another surprise but I’m tired. Let’s go home please.’

Blake pulled me closer into his arms and my body flushed with love. I loved being held in his big sturdy arms. His lips fluttered against my cheeks, ‘Okay, let’s go, but then tomorrow.’

I nodded and laid my head against his chest. My pussy throbbed from over stimulation – don’t get me wrong, I was hardly complaining.

We showered and dressed when we got home and fell into a deep sleep, almost immediately. I was beginning to love this life, and Blake, more every day.








  
  14

  
  
  CHAPTER FOURTEEN

  
  




I awoke very late the next day, ‘Oh fuck, it’s 10 already!’ 

I dragged my legs out of bed and I suddenly realized that Andrea was around and I was still in my father’s room. I slipped out and listened for sounds. She was busy talking to the pool guy. Thank God!

I ran to my room and had a quick wash, and dressed into my track set. I pulled the zipper all the way up because my neck was tattooed with love bites. I met Andrea in the kitchen, cool and calm, and she smiled, ‘Good morning darling. Your father said to let you sleep in.’

She put a plate of eggs and sausages in front of me and I dug into it immediately, ‘Andrea, when will my new tutor arrive?’

She smiled as she washed up some dishes, ‘Tomorrow morning. Don’t worry, Miss. Harding is a sweetie.’

Andrea sat down and sipped her coffee while I gobbled my breakfast down. Last night was amazing. Exhausting and it made me hungry.

When I was done, I ran up to my room, had a shower and dressed.

When I reached the lounge, the doorbell rang. That was odd – who would come here?’

The door opened and closed and a tall woman, skinny like a runway model, and a short angled bob walked in unannounced.

I stared at her as she threw her shoes off and left her bag on the Chinese cabinet.

She stopped and stared at me, ‘And who the fuck are you?’

I frowned at her and just then Andrea walked in, ‘Miss Cole?’

She smiled at Andrea and didn’t take her eyes off me. My heart thundered when I realized that this was one of Blake’s bitches!

I frowned, ‘Who the hell are you and what do you want here?’

She grinned, ‘I’m Blake Ford’s girlfriend, little girl.’

I strode out of the lounge and to the kitchen. I gripped my phone and dialed Blake’s number.

What the fuck was going on here?

‘Babe?’ A sob escaped when I heard his voice. 

‘Don’t you want to come home and greet your fucking girlfriend? She is here waiting for you!’

‘Avery, what the fuck are you taking about?’

My tears overwhelmed me, I knew that this was too good to be true. My heart ached as I ran to my room and grabbed my bag. Fuck him!

I could stay with Mariam for another 3 months or so, and then I will be off to college!

I stuffed my clothes into my bag, and Andrea stepped into my room and closed the door, ‘Avery, please take it easy. I am sure that Philippa is confused.

Tears stained my cheeks, and I refused to listen. Philippa Cole seemed very comfortable here, and I didn’t like it. This was my worst fear and it was coming true.

The front door slammed at that time – my father was home!

‘Avery!’ My heart stilled and I wiped my tears. Andrea goaded me to go to him immediately.

**

I met him in the lounge and just then Philippa walked out of the kitchen, armed with a glass of iced tea, ‘Blake! So good to see you. I’m back from Paris!’

Blake’s eyes settled on me, ‘Who invited you to my home, Philippa?’

Her smile faltered, ‘But, what…?’

He turned to her, ‘Get out, I am not your fucking boyfriend, I made that clear to you when you left. How dare you invade my privacy?’

She set her glass down and apologized, her face was crimson as she grabbed her bag, and Andrea saw her out.

I returned to my room and wiped the unending tears. Blake walked into my room – he still had his suit and tie on, ‘Why were you packing?’

I sniffed and went into his arms, ‘I was upset!’

He gripped me against him, ‘Baby, you never listen to anything that I say. I don’t have any girlfriends. I only have you… and I only want you!’

I nodded and stood on tiptoe to kiss him, ‘I’m sorry – it’s this insane jealousy that I can’t control.’ I felt stupid and swiped at my wet cheeks.

‘Well now that I had to leave work, I want to take you somewhere – surprise number 2.’

I nodded and wiped my eyes again, ‘Let me grab a coat.’

I kissed him again.

**

Edgar steered the Mercedes until we reached the coast town of Bridgeport, half hour away. I stared around curiously. This place spoke of money with the flashy cars and massive houses. I didn’t ask Blake anything, while he was busy on several calls.

Soon the Mercedes stopped at large wrought iron gates. Edgar had a remote, and the steel behemoths creaked open. 

We drove down a long tarred driveway until I saw a massive gray house that was styled in a very modern design.

‘Are we visiting someone here?’

He smiled and pulled me out. The grass was cut short with rolling terraces. The front had two massive windows.

Blake turned to me as we stepped onto the marble entrance, ‘Here Avery,’ he handed me a set of keys.

‘What is this?’

He smiled, ‘Our new home, far away from anybody, and it has whatever you need. And if it doesn’t I will make it such.’

‘Are you serious?’ My heart was hammering and my legs felt weak. He pulled me to him and kissed me on my cheek, ‘Yes, this place is ours and the world is not invited.’

A tear dribbled down my cheek and he stared at me. I had come a long way since living with Mariam, and my first day at Ford’s Holdings.

I pushed the key into the slot, it turned easy enough, and I opened the door to my new life.
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