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CHAPTER ONE
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The sign ahead informed me that we had three more miles to go before we were in Linfield.

I shot a look at Simone as she brushed her long flaxen coloured tresses away from her face.

Her full lips curled in a smile as she assessed my sullen expression.

‘Aw, cheer up Lex – there is life after Cole, you know?’

I shrugged - his name still stung my senses. I suppose that was what it was like after a fresh breakup.

She grinned, ‘Soon these two weeks will be over, and you will be back home, and you can start dating again. There are many sharks in the ocean, my girl.’

I looked into the rear-view mirror and saw that Matt was still asleep in the back seat.

My heart fell – just Cole was missing.

‘How would you know how I feel – you have Matt, mom.’

Simone pursed her pink stained lips and fluttered her dark lashes, and she shot a quick look at her nails.

‘Babe – I’m sorry about you and Cole, but we planned this fucking trip BEFORE you two broke off. Thank God they refunded us for the extra room.’

‘Look on the brighter side – you will get to see your dad, and at least that will be off your conscience. I heard that his place is quite nice now.’

She was just saying that to make me feel better!

I thought of my father and uncle Harley’s farm house on the outskirts of Linfield.

‘Do they still breed horses?’

I grimaced at the thought of the disgusting smell and sights of animal enclosures. 

I was a city girl and I quite like nice things.

Simone stifled a laugh, as she checked her immaculate appearance on the car visor mirror again.

‘Sure they do, honey - but the stable is not anywhere near the house, and you don’t even have to go there. Come on Alexis, remember the purpose for your visit.’

I decreased the speed on the Ford Ranger, and turned right onto a gravel road. The car heaved violently, and soon it evened out.

‘Yes mom, I know – spend time with dad before the op. It’s just that dad comes with a package deal - that is difficult to ignore.’

I was referring to my uncle Harley. 

We had this understanding you see – we despised each other, and that was okay with both of us.

Simone grimaced, ‘Ignore him - anyway you need to spend some time with your father. Harley will always be an asshole – some things can’t be helped.’

I shrugged – it doesn’t just rain...’ 
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My mother nudged Matthew awake, while I slid out of the driver’s seat,  and stared at the massive wrought iron gates.

‘How fucking rude! They do know that I am arriving today, right!’

Simone hardly paid attention.  

Matt stepped out and straightened his shirt. 

Matthew Archer, a talented physician, and my stepfather, tapped my shoulder gently.

‘Take it easy Lex - your mom will give your father a call. In their business, security is important.’

Matthew was always a great mediator. He was just the best, really.

Simone tapped her nails on the steering, and held her cell phone to her ear.

‘Yes, hello.’

She smiled, ‘Fine, as always. Alexis is here.’

I shuddered at her words – meat for the offering - so it sounded.

I had to visit with my dad. He was ill and he was a week away from a major heart operation. I hadn’t grown up with him, since my parents divorced but he was a great guy. 

Clark always remembered my birthdays, and he made an effort to check on me until I graduated last year.

It’s just that my life in Brentley was busy, and so the years slipped by with my friends and school.

He didn’t attend my graduation, because he was in hospital at the time, and that was regretful. I know that he intended to be there.

My mother slipped her phone into the centre counsel and her eyes shone with anger – although she tried to remain composed.

I just bet she spoke to that asshole Harley.
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Fifteen minutes later, the gate slid open partially and my uncle Harley stepped out.

I gritted my teeth as the six and half foot man stepped to the Ranger.

He smiled, and slid his large hands into his front jean pockets, ‘Well, it’s about time.’

A flash of white straight teeth, and a curl of black hair on his neck.

Our dark blue eyes were identical – so to was our trade mark jet-black hair.

‘Welcome Princess.’

His eyes swept over me, and I grimaced.

Matthew extended his hand courteously, and Harley stared at it, and then at him.

He was so rude and uncultured.

My skin reacted to the slight tension. My muscular uncle towered over my sweet kind stepfather.

There was no lost between them - although Matthew had tried on many occasions to make amends.

‘Okay Matt - mom,’ I moved him gently to the vehicle.

‘Call me, when you get there. Have a safe trip.’

Simone blew a kiss to me, and Matt hugged me warmly.

‘Take care Lex.’

My heart sank as the Ranger sped off.

I exhaled audibly, and then turned to Harley who was already walking away towards the gate.

‘EXCUSE ME!’

He stopped and turned to me. The sun glinted off his lustrous black hair.

‘Yes?’

I huffed and pointed at my suitcases, ‘My bags?’

He grinned, ‘What about them?’

Asshole!

I gripped the handles and lifted them.

Fuck, they were so heavy.

‘Thanks a lot!’

I shuffled past him, and he chuckled at my strife.

‘Sure, no problem Alexis.’
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The skin on my cheeks singed and my fingers ached, after the walk up the 10-meter-long grovel driveway to the main house.

I threw my bags down when I entered the large airy house. 

An elderly lady – too old to be a maid in my opinion, appeared from the kitchen and rushed to me.

‘Dear, you’ve finally arrived. You look so hot and tired. Come have seat, and I will get you some lemonade.’

She smelt strangely of moth balls. I moved away, as her shaky hand moved to my face. 

‘Sure thank you.’

I stepped back – personal space invasion.

‘Where’s my father?’

The old lady wiped her hands on the aged white apron.

‘He asleep. He usually has a nap after his meds and he should be awake by 3 – in time for tea. He will be so happy to see you.’

I stared at the indentions from the suitcase handles on my palms, and I felt dusty and dirty.

‘Ok, er?’

I hadn’t even asked her name.

Her face crinkled in a smile, ‘I’m Agatha – or just plain Aggie. I’ve been here for the past 15 years or so.’

I flushed – I didn’t even know this. So she cared for Harley and my dad.

I gentled my voice, ‘Agatha, please show me to my room, so that I may freshen up.’

The old lady rubbed her dry hands together, and motioned for me to follow.

‘It’s so good to have a girl in the house, after such a long while.’

I stared at the bland  beige walls, and the aged furniture as I followed her up the stairs.

She was not lying – the place oozed of bad taste in décor, and that was in desperate need of a womsn's touch.
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CHAPTER TWO
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‘Mom - the furniture is from the fucking Bates Motel, and the maid is the same one from Tales from the crypt – I swear!’

Simone burst in laughter, ‘Oh my God, you are such a bitch.’ 

I pulled my sandals off and massaged my aching feet. Those shoes were not made for walking up a gravel driveway, for sure.

‘Your father and his brother have so much of money – no idea why they live like Scrooge. How is your bedroom by the way?’

I had a double bed with floral duvet covers, and a matching floral curtains. A tiny wooden side table with a lamp, and a 6 drawer chest of drawers.

‘It’s okay if you were in The Hunger Games.’

‘Seriously, Alexis, don’t let your father hear you - just adjust. Think of it as Summer camp.’

I rolled my eyes – that comparison was way off. At least there, you could get a good fuck with a hunky guy!

‘You need to spend time with him, and that’s all.’ 

Matt murmured something in the background. 

‘Babe, we are almost there, now. I will call you later.’
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I searched through my bag for a change of clothes – this was going to be two VERY long weeks.

I heard a shout outside., anc shifted to the window. I moved the lace curtains aside.

My eyes settled on Harley who was speaking to middle-aged men. 

They were guiding a horse towards the stables.

I stared at his  long legs and broad shoulders – he was different from my father in many ways.

He tapped the horse on the neck affectionately, and then turned and looked up at me.

A broad smile broke across his face.

I sniffed and turned away – two long and excruciating weeks!
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I thought a good shower would help. 

And I attempted it – unfortunately the sputtering bursts of water left me cursing and frustrated - and then the water just stopped!

I still had to rinse my hair with barely a dribble of water.

Fuck!

My eyes burned, and I managed to wash the excess soap from them.

I wrapped a towel around myself and cursed more, as I trudged to the room next door. 

Thnkfully, it was vacant.

I just needed a rinse off, so I stepped into the shower and quickly rinsed the suds off my hair and body.

That felt wondrous. 

Finally, I stepped out and dried my hair.

And now I would have to get the damned shower fixed.

A sound had me whirling around.

‘WHAT THE FUCK?’

I screamed and stepped back. Harley was standing at the bathroom door.

How long was he standing there?

I gripped the towel tighter around my chest, and my long dark hair fell over my face, and shoulders.

‘Why are you in here – I’m naked!’

Harley leaned against the door, and grinned. Then he put his finger across his lips – to motion me to remain silent.

‘Don’t shout like that. You will wake your father - and you will give poor Aggie a heart attack.’

My hands trembled over the towel, and I averted my gaze, as my skin scorched.

His stubble made a raspy sound as he scratched his chin.

‘You are in MY room - by the way.’

The heat from my cheeks spread to my chest.

‘Oh,’ I stuttered, ‘I apologize but my shower is broken - or something.’

I attempted to swipe past him, but his hand flew out across, and obstructed me.

I stared at Harley - his deep blue eyes held mine.

‘Behave yourself, little Princess,’ his eyes dipped to my lips, ‘And mind that mouth – your father is sick.’

I narrowed my eyes, ‘Or what?’

I hated his attitude. He wasn’t my father – in fact I barely knew him.

He grinned, and then leaned closer to me. My heart rate rose rapidly, as his breath swept over my cheek.

‘Or I will make you behave.’

I pushed past him and stepped into the passge towards my room – which was next to his!

How much worse could things get.

‘Fuck you.’

He chuckled just as I slammed the door, ‘You wish.’
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I was humbled the very moment I sat at my father’s bedside.

My father, Clark Watson, looked deathly pale and much older that his 42 years. 

His face spoke of pain - even when he smiled.

‘Wow, you are so pretty Lex – just like your mom.’

His thin fingers swiped across my cheek, and my heart fluttered with pain. 

This was my father!

I didn’t know that he was this sick, and  I suspected that Simone knew already.

His lips had a slight purple tinge, and his eyes were set in hollow orbs.

My father was born with a rare Congenital heart defect. He was a young sprightly boy, but as he grew older, his condition worsened.

After a bout of illness, a month ago, which inadvertently affected his heart, Clark finally decided to go under the knife.

Simone told me that he was going to be fitted with a device called a cardioverter defibrillator. 

The name of it alone, scared me. It was meant to keep his heart going at all times.

My eyes roamed over him and my fingers gripped his firmly.  This was sobering!

I've made so many excuses over the years to avoid seeing him – I lost count of them. 

But he was kin, and there was nothing more important than that.

My God – will I ever forgive myself?

‘Will it help you, dad?’

He smiled kindly, ‘It will make me a whole lot better for sure. I don’t want you to worry about it, Princess. I am just happy that I have you here for a short while, so let’s not spoil it with my health issues.’

I squeezed his fingers and looked around at his dreary room. His place needed a woman’s touch - for sure.

The door creaked open, and Aggie and Harley stepped in.

Agatha set a tray with a bowl of soup on the tiny table his bed side.

‘Come now, some hot chicken soup, and your meds.’

Harley smiled at his brother. He looked strangely handsome when he wasn’t being as asshole.

‘Harley, is Sheena back in the stables?’

He nodded, ‘Yes, and she’s doing much better – Ron was here and gave her a once over. The baby is doing well too.’

His arm flexed with muscle when he ran his fingers through his dark hair.

My father looked relived, ‘Thank God. Tell Mark and Ron to make sure to take extra care of her until I can get up from here . Check on her, will you?’

Harley nodded, ‘Sure.’

His eyes found mine, and his jaw twitched.

‘Your father needs to eat and rest. Too much of excitement is not good for him.’

I ignored him and shifted the covers away as Agatha adjusted Clark’s pillows.

‘You should leave then - I’m here now.’

His eyes bore into mine.

‘And what is your presence supposed to do for him?’

I snapped my head around and I glared at him. 

Obscenities almost slipped through my lips when my father squeezed my hand.

‘Take it easy, you two.’ 

He laughed, ‘As much as I am flattered by your concern over me – I would prefer if you two didn’t fight.’

He stared at us, ‘For my sake.’

I stood up and smiled – fake as hell, only Simone could tell these things.

‘Sure daddy.’

I kissed him on the forehead, ‘Rest well. Call me if you need anything.’

I intentionally swiped  my shoulders against Harley's as I stepped past him, and grunted in dissatisfaction.

I didn’t want to fight with him!

Why would I waste my time on someone as unimportant as him.

He was merely an oxygen-thief in my eyes - and no better than my asshole Ex.
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My mood was low as I ate supper alone at the long old wooden table later that evening. 

I missed my home, I realized, as my eyes roamed over the old picture frames, and the massive wooden island that stood central in the kitchen. 

I somehow had a slight memory of this place.

My father always loved this rustic style of living, and Simone didn’t prefer it.

They were in love once, and her family didn’t approve.

One night they eloped and got married at a small 24-hour chapel. 

I thought that the story was quite romantic - although Simone said that it was a bad decision on both their parts.

I was only two when they divorced, and we moved away to Brentley.

Mom married Matt when I was very young -  and to be honest, he’s been my father ever since.

Simone kept things cordial over the years with Clark, although she had many run-ins with Harley.

I pushed my bowl of bland soup aside. Aggie needed to be versed on Spices.

My appetite was lost, and I looked around at the brown leather couch and the wooden table.

The massive hearth was ablaze and there was a  stack of logs stacked nearby.

I hesitated and then dialed my mom’s number – I missed her and Matt.

‘Hello?’

‘What’s the matter, Lex?’

I pouted, ‘Nothing – I miss you, mom.’

My father’s condition scared me, and I wanted to go home - although I didn’t at the same time.

My fingers lingered over the rim of he bowl.

She sighed, ‘Is Clark that bad?’

I was surprised that it hurt me, and tears scratched behind my eyes.

‘Yes, and he looks so frail.’

‘Well, at least he finally made the decision to have the op, babe. He will be much better after - you will see.’

I sniffed, ‘Yeah, I know. I read about it online.’

I felt stupid suddenly, “Sorry for bothering you. - it’s the shock of it all. I didn’t expect him to be so ill.’ 

I sniffed.

‘I’m sorry to do this - it's late. I will call you tomorrow.’

‘It’s fine honey - call whenever. Matt says he loves you.’

I laughed, ‘Ditto.’

I placed my phone on the table, and turned to a chuckle behind me.

‘What a fucking performance – you are better than I thought. You sounded so genuine- I almost believed you.’

I sniffed, and remained silent. 

I was not in the mood for Harley’s smart mouth. 

Obviously, he thought that I was a bad daughter, and his opinion of Simone was slightly worse.

He rummaged through the fridge and I glared at him. He didn’t know me. 

I loved my father, irrespective of all the years of distance.

He cracked the can of beer open and swiped a hand through his wet hair. 

I stared at his broad shoulder under his t-shirt, and I was almost distracted for a few moments.

Fuck - he had a nice body. I averted my gaze, when I realized that I was staring at him.

‘Don’t judge me – you don’t even know me.’

He swallowed a mouthful of beer, and grabbed the TV remote.

‘Don’t care to either - not after knowing what type of a daughter you are.’

My temper flared dangerously. Why couldn't he just shut up?

‘Who the hell are you to say?  My parents divorced, and I grew up with my mom in the city. It is what it is!’

How was any of that my fault?

‘Why don’t you get a fucking life?’

He stared at me – his eyes darkened with anger, but I didn’t relent fearlessly, and stared right back.

‘I do, and it comprises of running this place and taking care of my sick brother.’

My breath caught in my throat. I didn’t have a smart comeback to that, and my gaze returned to my fingers.

That hurt me - Clark’s condition hurt me.

Tears scalded my eyes, and my voice wavered slightly.

‘I know... I haven’t been around as much, as much... oh Fuck!’

Tears fell and I pushed away from the table. 

I ran as fast as my legs would carry me to my room, and shut the door.

I moved to the window, and threw it open. A gust of cool wind condensed against my wet cheeks.

I swiped my tears away - Harley was right. 

I could have been more involved in my father’s life. I didn’t divorce him - just Simone.

I just hope that it was not too late to make amends.

My door creaked open, and I shut my eyes. Oh no – I just couldn’t!

‘Please just go the fuck away. I know everything – you don’t need to hammer away at me!’

Cole cheated on me, Simone dumped here with this acid-tongue asshole, and my father was ill. 

Everything hurt right now!

‘I come in peace Alexis.’

His deep voice, and strangely subdued tone that I was unaccustomed to, caressed my senses.

I sniffed and wiped my never ending tears, ‘Please go – I want to be alone.’

‘No, I am part of the reason that you are crying.’

I turned to him then - was he actually being nice to me?

He pulled me into his arms - which were quite strong and sturdy, and he crushed me against him.

‘Let’s start again – for your dad’s sake?’

I allowed some of his warmth to seep through me it was wonderful.

And then I stepped away – that was awkward, and yet he was my uncle.

Nervousness fluttered across my tummy, and my fingers moved self-consciously to my hair.

‘I’m sorry too, Uncle Harley.’

He chuckled, ‘Okay, I accept - but drop the uncle. Harley is fine.’
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CHAPTER THREE  
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Thunder shook my bedside table, and the glass of water rattled. Lightening flashed across the dark skies ominously.

My eyes snapped open to sheer darkness. 

My body was instantly seized with terror. This was my deepest fear by far – nyctophobia.

‘Mom, Dad - Agatha?’

My voice wavered, and I hated the sound of it. 

I threw my hands out in front of me and swung it from side to side.

I was in an unfamiliar room.

Oh my God – where was my phone?

My harsh breath sounded ragged in my ears.

‘Dad – the lights are out!’

My bare feet shuffled slowly forward on the wooden floor, and I prayed that I was moving towards the door.

Finally, my hand touched the wooden surface, and I slid my hand along until I located the knob. 

‘Thank God!’

I turned it, and a sudden crack of thunder had me running blindly into the hallway. 

‘Harley – somebody for God’s sakes!’

‘Alexis, I’m here – relax.’

Harley’s warm hands gripped my shoulders, and I turned to him in the darkness. 

He pulled me against me, and I was so grateful. 

My breathing was harsh as fear ebbed through me.

‘Harley, why are the lights off?’

My anguished voice was drowned by another violent crack of thunder, and I cringed against him.

I gripped him tighter.

‘Are you still afraid of the dark, Alexis?’ He sounded amused.

My breath condensed against his bare chest, and I nodded shamelessly.

He chuckled, and the fine hair on my neck stood.

‘Relax – the power lines are out. There’s a bad storm outside. We’ve been so busy that it slipped my mind to refuel the generator.’

My fingers tore into Harley’s back, ‘I’m scared - please don’t let me go.’

He nudged me backward into my room.

‘Drama queen - sit here.’ 

He flicked a lighter, and it brightened his handsome face.

‘I will check on your father and come back here. He’s a floor above us.’

I gripped his hand desperately, ‘No, don’t - take me with you!’

Harley grinned and placed the lighter in my hand.

‘I have your father to care for. I can’t care for you too - should you fall down the stairs and break your lovely ass.’

I would have laughed if I wasn’t so scared.

Another crack of thunder, and I hunkered lower, ‘Okay – but be quick, please.’

He chuckled and disappeared into the thick darkness.
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I hated this place at night – I decided. 

At least Brentley has fucking street lights, and things such as solar lights!

I waved the lighter around, with its minimal light, and I realised with horror that my cell phone was not by my bedside.

Oh fuck – I left it on the table downstairs!

I heard a shuffling sound in the dark by the door, and I pulled my feet off the floor.

I whispered.

‘Harley?’

His few minutes felt like an hour, and when he finally walked in, the tips of my fingers were burned with the lighter.

I sucked my fingertips with irritation, ‘Was that a few minutes?’

He sat down heavily on my bed, and smiled. He was armed with a small candle.

‘Are you serious?’

He laughed, ‘Well, the solar lights and battery operated lights are downstairs. I could go ...’

I gripped his hand, ‘No!’

He pulled the covers over me.

‘Sleep, and I will wait here with you. The storm should pass soon.’

I was so grateful, ‘Thank you - how is my father?’

‘Sleeping like a baby.’

I sighed and Harley laid down beside me. My heart beat rose dramatically. 

I turned on my side, facing away from him. I willed my erratic breathing to ease.

Conversation would be good right now.

‘How old are you, and why didn’t you get married, Uncle Harley?’

A streak of lightening raged across the dark sky, and I shivered.

He placed his heavy hand over me, ‘Relax, it’s just a storm.’

My body trembled under the delicious weight of his hand, ‘I’m 38 now, and marriage didn’t interest me. Besides your father and I are busy with the farm mostly.’

I chewed my lip – he was handsome though, and he had a fucking sexy body. 

I wondered if my dad’s sickness held him back in life.

‘A girlfriend – at least?’

He chuckled. I was beginning to like the sound of it.

‘Are you interrogating me, Alexis?’

I laughed, ‘Yes, and why do you call me by my full name?’

‘Because it’s pretty – like you.’

I stilled and my body suddenly reacted in thrums of heat to his words.

I was such a bitch - really!

I hadn’t fucked in three months, and one compliment had me going – and from my uncle too!

Unvomfortable silence ensued, and a roll of thunder filled the empty space.

‘Why were you so upset when you arrived?’ 

I sighed. He was quite observant.

‘My boyfriend and I broke up – the asshole was sleeping with my EX-best friend. And coming here to see dad was not easy.’

Harley was silent. The bed moved under his weight as he turned to face me in the darkness.

‘Your best friend?’

That was so embarrassing.

‘Yes, my best friend. They were sleeping with each other for six months before I caught them. I hate them – both.’ 

I rubbed my face with my hands and turned to him. 

It was comforting in a way because our conversation took my mind off the darkness. 

The candle barely lit the space behind Harley and I stared at the silhouette of his large shoulders.

‘Well – he’s an asshole if he cheated on you. You shouldn’t worry about him too much. Count it as a life lesson and move on.’

I laughed, ‘That was actually sweet – thank you Uncle Harley.’

He chuckled, ‘I told you – drop the uncle.’

‘Why?’

He laughed again, and harder, ‘It gives me a hard on.’

My cheeks flamed and I tried to turn away – this was getting way too hectic.

‘Are you offended – you shouldn’t be.’

I squeezed my thighs together – my pussy literally tingled. 

I'm sure that I was going mental in the darkness.

‘We should not ...’

The candle flickered off, and I inhaled sharply. We were cloaked in darkness.

‘Harley...’

‘Yes Alexis.’

His breath was close against my cheek, and his hand slid across my tummy.

My treacherous body trembled under his cold fingers, and I automatically turned to the warmth of his breath.

He hesitated for a second and then his lips covered mine.
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Harley’s groan rumbled deep in his throat, and set off sparks of arousal in me.

His tongue glided against my lower lip, and then plunged savagely into my whimpering mouth. 

Small delightfully tugs against mine.

And that was it.

My hands slid around his neck, and I pulled him to me, as he deepened the wet delightful kiss.

My body awoke from it three-month slumber.

Harley’s lips moved to my neck, while his hand moved over me - searching treacherously.

Our kissing became savage, and his lips were so pleasurable.

His fingers moved under my night top and cupped my breast. Hot sensations caused by the mere electric contact made my breath falter.

His thumb slid over my hard nipple.

My body responded with another shudder, and I licked his lower lip.

‘Oh!’

His lips moved to my ears, ‘Are you a screamer, Alexis?’

My body vibrated recklessly to his words, while his thumb tortured my erect nipple

‘What?’

His fingers gripped my top and pulled it off, and my breasts sprang free. 

I closed my eyes when his fingers gripped my breasts closer together and his lips sucked on my nipples lavishly.

‘Oh!’

My hand moved over my mouth, while his lips tortured my nipples. His tongue pulled and tugged the hardened peaks.

‘My God – that is so nice.’

Harley’s mouth moved over mine again, and I groaned snd surrendered to his spearing forceful tongue. 

My hands moved over his hard shoulders appreciatively, while his raging hard cock nudged against my tummy. 

I had never been with an older man before, and so far it felt quite different - and quite amazing.

His voice rasped along my ear, ‘Can you feel how hard you make my cock?’

My hand slid down and I gripped the bulge. 

My, my – he was big, and rock hard.

His breath whispered across my skin, and my fingers rubbed the length of his cock greedily.

‘Oh yes.’

I hissed against his ear.

His lips dipped to my nipples again, and I pulled his shorts down, just enough to allow his cock to spring free.

My fingers slid on his thick cock, and I moaned.

‘You are so big, uncle.’

His cock jerked in my hand. 

Oh, so he did like me calling him that!

My fingers pumped his cock a few times while my pussy grew wetter.

I should have stopped it! 

It was so vulgar and wrong, but I didn’t want to.

‘Do you think that you can take me, little girl?’

Was that a challenge?

His fingers slid down to my shorts and he rubbed over the mound of my pussy.

My lips trembled against his lips, ‘We could always try.’

He moved lowered, and his lips and tongue nipped at the tender skin on my tummy.

He pulled my night shorts down, and his fingers skirted over my pussy. 

A deep groan rumbled in his throat.

‘Mm, sweet.’

He slid easily between my legs. My eyes were closed in anticipation - although it was dark, and thunder rumbled in the skies.

The least of my concerns now, was the darkness or the storm.

Harley’s cool fingers slid around my thighs and he groaned. I jerked when his tongue flickered against my clit.

‘Alexis – spread your legs wider.’

I pushed the covers aside and spread my legs, as the tip of Harley’s tongue circled my clit.

My legs trembled around his head.

‘Oh my God!’

His fingers moved around my thighs and he held them firmly open, and his tongue slurped at my cunt.

Heated spears of pleasure jerked my responsive body and I gripped his shoulders.

His soft slurping sounds filled my ears like a melody, ‘Oh yes, yes!’

Harley pulled my hips higher, and he sucked noisily at my clit.

‘Mm, tasty, my little bitch.’

Heat spread through my tummy, and my legs jerked.

That was quick!

‘Oh no, I’m cumming!’ 

I hissed between my teeth. 

Harley held me down firmly and his mouth covered my throbbing clit.

I whimpered against my palm, and gripped his hair savagely with my free hand.

More waves of orgasmic pleasure tore through me.

‘Oh, mm!’

Harley moved over me, and he stilled in the dark. His hands moved my legs wider apart.

I inhaled, and then his cock tore into me.

I gasped aloud – he was big!

‘Not a sound, Lex.’

He withdrew slightly, and then thrust fulling into me again. I exhaled against his neck, as he adjusted my legs.

‘Okay?’

‘Oh yes.’

His lips covered mine, and his hips began to rock against mine – full deep wet thrusts, that filled me pleasantly.

His restless lips tasted my skin ravenously, and his pelvis slapped against my thighs.

‘Mm – you are tight!’

A thrum of pleasure followed each hard thrust, and I didn’t care about the slight squeak of my bed.

Harley’s insatiable lips roamed over my neck and then to my nipples, while his cock grazed against my g-spot. 

Then his lips were over mine again, and his thrusts grew harder.

SQUEAK, SQUEAK!

Normally that would have annoyed me, but now it seemed to have the opposite effect. 

I was beyond horny for Harley, and the sound of my wet pussy, and the squeaking bed ignited our arousal further.

‘I want you to cum again, my pet.’

I whispered against lips, ‘Yes. Please!’

His tongue dipped into mine, and he thrust deeper, and fuller. 

My legs shuddered, and after a few more deep plunges, another orgasm blossomed in me.

It was so beautiful, yet tender and my body shook under his.

‘Oh my God, Harley!’

I buried my face against his chest to muffle out my screams of pleasure.

His hand slid under the crook of my left leg then, and his pelvis slapped against my thigh.

CLAP! CLAP! CLAP

‘Oh fuck, yes!’

His thrusts were harder now, and his lips moved over my throat. The muscles on his shoulders tensed under my fingers.

The noisy bed sang rhythmically, and finally he thrust hard, and stilled. Ropes of warm cum pumped into me.

My grip on Harley remained and his lips found mine in a hot kiss – while another storm raged outside.
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CHAPTER FIVE  
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If there was such a thing a sexual hangover -  then I was suffering with it!

I slept through the rest of the storm, and awoke the next morning – fully clothed, and alone.

I placed my hand over my eyes, as if that would make last night disappear!

‘Oh God - please let last night have been a dream.’

My prayers were for nought because my tingling legs, and the stickiness between my thighs told me a different tale.

Oh fuck, what have I done? 

No sex for three months didn’t mean that I had to fuck my UNCLE!

I drew the covers aside, and I spotted the burned out candle by the side table. Of all the stupid things I’ve done - this was the worst!

I stepped to the bathroom and ripped my clothes off. 

The scalding water dripped over me for the first few minutes – and I cursed myself.

FUCK FUCK FUCK!

How desperate could I have been? 

That was incest!

I washed my body vigorously – as if i it would erase what happened.

Was I that stupid, and cheap?

I just arrived here. How was I going to manage the next two weeks and face Harley?

Simple – deny that it happened. 

Even though it was by far the best, most mind blowing fuck I ever had.

Cole had nothing on Harley!

I cursed aloud as soon as I had that thought.

What is wrong with me - Harley is my uncle!

I had to remember that!
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Aggie was a darling, and I smelt delicious coffee brewing when I went downstairs - after much hesitation.

I was pleased to see my father was out of bed and sitting in his couch in front of the fire.

I kissed him on the forehead, and rubbed his shoulders affectionately.

He was still slightly pale which indicated poor blood circulation.  But he was out of bed and sipping tea.

He appeared brighter.

‘Baby, are you okay. Harley told me about the blackout last night. Were you awake?’

I averted my guilty gaze to the bursting embers in the fireplace.

‘Er, no dad.  Slept right through it. Was it bad?’

I hated lying to him.

He nodded, ‘It was quite something. The power lines were down, and there was some damage to one of the closures.’

Agatha appeared with a cup of coffee, ‘Good morning Alexis - here you go.’

I thanked her, and took a seat beside my father.

‘How do you feel today, dad?’

He set his cup on the wooden tea tray.

‘Much better, Lex. I had a bout of flu a month ago, and that turned into pneumonia. I had five-day stint in hospital, and Dr Somers spoke to me about the operation.’

My fingers moved over his, and my heart clenched to hear of his ill health. It wasn’t always so, as Simone told me once.

‘I’m 42, and I still have years to live, so I decided to go for it. Recovery will be a bitch, but I have Harley here, and he's pushing for it.’

My heart warmed as I looked into his eyes. 

‘You are still young daddy. And I will be coming here more often to spend time with you, now that school is over.’

I chewed my lower lip.

‘I’m sorry that I haven’t been around so much, dad.’

He laughed, and for once he reminded me of Harley.

‘Don’t be Lex. I know how Simone is - she likes to keep you to herself.’

I squeezed his hand again, ‘That’s is not an excuse. I love you too dad, and I am old enough to make my own decisions now.’

I kissed his cheek, and just then Harley spoke from behind me, ‘Breakfast anyone?’
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I didn’t – no, I couldn’t even look at him once during breakfast. 

He sensed it and thankfully, he spoke to my father about the horses, and the storm.

I cannot believe that I didn’t choke on the sausages and eggs while I rushed through the ordeal of breakfast - just so that I could leave the table. 

I grabbed my cup, and stood up as soon as I was done.

‘Sorry to rush off guys. I have to call my mom.’

I was back in my room, and my heart raged, as I shut my door. This was going to be so awkward.

The mere scent of Harley from across the table, and a few stolen glances at him reminded me of our intense fucking - that was so amazing and addictive.

I wanted him again, and more of him!

The thought made me feel so ashamed of myself.
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I decided to call Simone to pass my time and she had the gall to not answer.

She and Matt were probably out enjoying the sights at Riverview. It was beautiful this time of year.

I heard a sound of voices and I moved to my window. 

I decided that I would rather stalk Harley from now on. 

Having sex with him was wrong, and we couldn’t risk doing it again!

My father had his warm fleece jacket on, and the two men from the previous day walked with him to a golf cart. 

He was eager to see his “girls” this morning.

I moved away, and I jerked when I saw Harley standing at my door – watching me.

He smiled, and I have to admit, he looked so yum. 

His faded low slung denims suited his long legs, and his white t-shirt promised of a strong ripped body underneath.

A quick swipe of his dark hair, and my heart thrummed.

‘I know – you have regrets.’

My skin burned, and I looked away. I remained silent at first – this was difficult.

Men hated to be rejected.

My voice was strained, as I looked at my fingers.

‘Of course I do - we shouldn’t have. You are my uncle.’

He didn’t say anything, and neither did he attempt to move towards me.

‘Fine, Alexis – it won’t happen again.’

He turned and walked out and my heart fell.

What the fuck was wrong with me? 

I did the right thing. I shouldn’t feel bad about it.
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Matthew called me just after Harley left. He and Simone had an early morning hike, and breakfast at the steeple.

It was a restaurant and rest area at the peak of mount Riverview.

I felt partially jealous but I didn’t have any regrets. 

I intended to redecorate the house whilst I was there. 

I needed to be purposeful – and less idle. 

Besides I couldn’t get Harley out of my mind – his lips and hands as they moved over my skin.

How was I going to manage?
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Whilst Aggie was busy in the kitchen, I found boxes of curtains, and table cloths stored away in the basement.

They were in excellent condition still.

I dragged the boxes up the stairs and to the kitchen and dusted my hands.

‘Aggie – whose stuff is this - and why is it put away?’

She shrugged and turned her attention to the stove, ‘That was bought when your uncle was supposed to marry, dear.’

My heart faltered – he lied to me!

‘Oh, when was that, Aggie?’

I hoped I sounded as though I was just slightly interested – because my heart raged with jealousy.

‘A while back – he was much younger.’

I flipped the box open, and I took out a lace table cloths still sealed in plastic. A few packages with pretty curtains and a few linen napkins.

‘What happened, Aggie?’

She turned to me and smiled – the skin around her eyes wrinkled.

‘No idea. One day, everything was fine, and then it was off. Your uncle never speaks of it or her - for that matter.’

My curiosity – and jealousy - was piqued. I wanted to know!

She looked at me curiously, ‘What are you up to?’

I clapped the dust off my hands, ‘I want all this washed, Aggie. The house needs a bit of fixing up, and I have two weeks with nothing to do but care for my dad.’

She grinned, baring quite a solid set of teeth, ‘I think you are onto something, Missy. I will get Clara to put them into the machine.’
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By lunchtime, the lines were spread with new linen, lovely Victorian lace curtains, and table cloths.

Aggie was 71 - that shocked me, so I hardly expected her to take out the nice glassware, and she tended to use the same old bowls and plates with an unflattering flower design.

I changed everything, obviously.

I cooked a pot of rich Irish soup while Clara and Aggie hung up the new curtains, and I set the table with new dishes.

I was quite pleased with the make-over.
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My father’s room got face lift, as well, as the afternoon closed in. I stared at the dreary bedding and the closed blinds.

It just reinstated what Simone hammered into my head – men always needed women!

I immediately changed the dull, worn duvet cover and replaced it with a new bright peach one, and I opened the blinds.

Bright light streamed into the room, and it looked much cheerier.

I rearranged his desk and chair closer to the window.

I found a picture frame with my dad and I and set it by his bedside, next to an old vase. 

My heart warmed when I inspected his room. 

It was enough for today, and I was quite happy with my efforts. I couldn’t wait for my father and Harley to return!

****
[image: image]


By six, I showered and dressed into cotton pants and a t-shirt. 

I spared a look out my window as I rolled my hair into a bun. 

The weather didn’t look so good, as dark angry clouds spread across the sky.

My heart trembled – please, not another storm!

My door suddenly swung open. I gasped when an angry Harley slammed the door behind him.

‘Harley?’

His dark hair was tousled, and his blue eyes were as tumultuous as the dark Atlantic. 

His fingers tore into my arm, and he pulled me closer to him.

‘What the fuck do you think you’re doing?’

‘Ow!’ 

I attempted to pull my hand away, but his grip remained.

He gritted his teeth, and jerked my arm again.

‘You are only supposed to visit your father, and go the fuck away! Why can’t you just do that?’

‘What did I do?’

His eyes were glossed with vile hatred, and I didn’t like this version of him.

Pain spread to my shoulder, and I closed my eyes.

Fuck – that was going to leave a mark!

What did I do – touch his fucking doily’s?

‘Harley, I ...’

My arm thrummed with pain. Why was he so angry with me?

‘You are just like your manipulative whore mother. Pack your fucking things, and get out of our lives!’

He released my arm with a hateful jerk, and stormed out of my room.

I clutched my arm, and tears dripped from my eyes – what did I do?
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[image: image]


I sat on the edge of my bed – my senses were numb.

Harley’s ugly words stung my heart – manipulative, whore?

Was he angry because I rejected him, or because I stirred his memories from the past? 

I didn’t intend to hurt him.

Sobs racked my chest, and I put my hand to my mouth and stifled the sound. 

Why couldn't I do anything right?

My appetite had abandoned me, and when Clark tapped at my door to remind me about dinner, I lied.

I rubbed my swollen arm, ‘I’m not hungry dad. I made the soup for you and Uncle Harley – go on now before it gets cold.’

He stared at me, his appearance had improved a lot today.

‘What’s the matter baby – are you feeling ill?’

I smiled wanly, ‘No – just tired.’

He grinned and stepped in. He kissed me once on the forehead.

‘No doubt – you were quite busy today. I love what you did to the house. Thank you darling – it’s beautiful.’

My heart fluttered, and tears scratched at my eyes again. I needed to hear that.

I swallowed, ‘Thank you, daddy.’

I cleared my throat, ‘So, how are the horses?’

He smiled, ‘They are all good. When I have time, I will take you to the stable and show you what your old man does.’

I grinned, although I really didn’t want to, ‘It’s a deal, dad.’

I slid into bed when he closed the door – at least he appreciated it!
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I phoned Simone, and told her of my adventures for the day, and I edited out Harley’s tantrum.

‘You actually did manual labour?’

I smiled, ‘Yes I did mom. I am not a complete useless. Besides, dad’s room needed a make-over.’

I nibbled my lower lip, and stared at my closed door.

I needed to know.

‘Mom, what happened to Uncle Harley? Was he supposed to marry?’

Simone sighed, ‘Why do you want to know about that – it was eons ago?’

‘Mom, just tell me – I am a part of this family.’

Besides I hurt him – not just angered him.

My hand skirted over my bruised arm pitifully.

‘He was engaged to this really pretty nurse – I think, not sure. Her name was Hannah, or something. A week before the wedding, your father fell very ill. Harley was busy with him back and forth to the hospital, and she realised that she didn’t want Clark as a package deal with him.’

My heart trembled with pain. That was so cold!

‘What?’

‘Yep, that stupid bitch had all the time in the world to tell him, but she chose to do it when the wedding was a week away.’

My hand crept to my heart, ‘And?’

Simone laughed, ‘And what, Nancy Drew? He chose to care for your dad instead.’

She went silent, and the sound of my heart thudded in my ears.

‘I suppose that makes him a bit OKAY, as a person. Look Lex, that was a long time ago, so let sleeping dogs lie. And anyway- I  am on holiday! I will catch up with you tomorrow.’

I held my phone to my chest and stared at the circular light cast on my ceiling by my lampshade.

I figured Harley all wrong. He had every right to be angry with Simone and I.

WE had abandoned my father, and he was the only one that remained. That was why he sacrificed having a personal life. 

Looking after my father had been a 24-hour job, and so had the horses.

Tears slipped down my cheek, and I closed my eyes. He was so wonderful to choose my dad.

Sleep didn’t come easy thst night, but it did, eventually.
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My eye flipped open, and dense rain pattered on the roof. 

I turned my heavy head to a slight movement. I stirred when Harley slipped into my bed.

‘Huh ...’

‘Quiet, it’s just me.’

I turned away from him – my arm still hurt, and my ego was still bruised.

His arm slipped around my waist, and his breath skirted on my shoulder. He planted soft warm kisses along my neck and my skin reacted immediately.

‘I’m sorry - if I hurt you. I am such an asshole.’

Tears slipped down my cheek, and I didn’t move.

‘A fucking huge asshole.’

My voice wavered and he pulled me around to face him.

His finger skirted over my wet cheek, ‘Hey, I’m sorry. My behaviour was so fucked up.’

I accepted that. It was sincere enough.

He moved away, and tugged the sleeve of my night shirt down. His eyes settled on the purple welts against my pale skin

He leaned down and my skin rippled pleasantly when his lips skirted over the raised skin.

‘I’m sorry, baby.’

My body shivered. I knew instantly that I wanted him - there was no doubt about that!

His lips hovered just over mine – our breaths mingled, and our eyes locked.

I couldn’t stop the words as they tumbled out.

‘I lied – I do want you, and it scares me.’

He grinned, and his lips swept across mine. His dark hair skirted just above his brow. He was as sexy as hell.

His tongue lingered along my lip, and my fingers clutched his shoulders.

‘I want you too.’
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CHAPTER SEVEN
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Harley locked the door, and doused the light.

‘Harley?’

A whoosh sound as he discarded his clothes, and soon he slipped into the bed again.

‘We have Andrew and Jason that walk the grounds at night. I don’t think that you want them to see a silhouette of what I’m doing to you.’

I giggled and my hands roamed over his naked kin, while his lips swooped to my neck.

‘You are fucking sexy Alexis. I want to do all dirty, fucked up things to you.’

My skin rippled with desire, and his hand slipped under my t-shirt, and his fingers gripped my breast.

‘Oh – like what?’

His tongue slid between my lips, and sucked my tongue – a sweet reconciliatory kiss.

‘Oh Harley.’

I didn’t care for an answer when his lips claimed my nipples, and my fingers slid into his soft rich hair.

His fingers gripped my pants and slipped it down and off. I stared at his broad shoulders and yummy abs

His cock was erect. 

I sat up and gripped it, and rubbed it eagerly.

‘I want to suck your cock.’

He didn’t say as a word, and his cock twitched in my hand. 

I moved lower and gripped his cock to my mouth, and the my lips slipped over his thick head.

‘Fuck, Alexis.’

His fingers gripped my hair in a fist, and I took in more of his huge cock into my mouth.

Fuck -  this was heaven! He was so big.

He held my hair, and began to slowly fuck my mouth. 

Easy slow strokes. My fingers gripped his taut ass, as his pelvis moved rhythmically towards my face.

My tongue flitted over his head, taunting the sensitive slit.

He groaned deeply and I began the slow, sucking rhythm again.

‘Oh fuck – yes baby.’

My hand gripped his balls and my fingers massaged gently. He thrust harder, and I almost gagged.

I allowed his cock to hit the back of my throat, a few more times. He groaned and stilled.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth, and kneeled over and kissed me.

‘Nice mouth.’

His hands moved appreciatively over my hips and ass, and he squeezed.

He lay down and pulled me over him.

‘I want you to sit my face, Alexis.’

My body thrummed with delight, as I placed my legs on either side of his head.

Harley’s hand slid around my hip and he pulled me lower. I didn’t have time to protest or feel shy - our desires were shrouded in the dark

It was like fucking anonymously.

His tongue flicked over my clit, ‘Mm.’

The rumble in his throat spiked my arousal, and I gripped the headboard, as his tongue flicked in long patient stokes over my cunt.

My legs trembled, and my gripped tightened.

‘Sit Alexis, I want to eat your tasty cunt.’

My body shuddered with his nasty words. 

I moved lower and his lips fixed on my clit. I moved my hips back and forth, and my clit slid over his wet tongue.

Pleasure heated my pelvic area and spread to my thighs

‘Oh, Harley, oh, oh.’ 

Harley grunted, and his fingers squeezed my ass cheeks.

The bed squeaked slightly, and I rocked my hips faster, as my passion mounted.

I was going to hell, but fuck, at least I would be happy!

‘Mm, faster my bitch!’

Oh yeah – I was beginning to love my uncle’s dirty talk.

My clit thrummed, and his tongue flickered harder. My fingers tightened, and my body shook, when spears of heat pierced through me.

Harley gripped my thighs, and dipped his tongue into my cunt.

‘Oh my God!’

It was a squeal of delight, hopefully not too loud.

My body shuddered violently, while Harley's tongue slid in and out of my orgasming pussy.

My hand moved to his hair and my body jerked. Waves of intense pleasure swept me along with the tide.

I moved away, and my lips slid over his, ‘Stop, or I will wake everyone up, and I mean everyone!’

He growled, ‘Baby – your pussy is delicious.’

I grinned and he sat up and pulled me over to straddle him. His hands went to my hips as my legs slid on either side of him.

He was horny but still, in no hurry as he started to kiss me again. His lips ravished mine, as he guided his engorged cock into my pussy.

‘Oh Harley.’

My legs quivered, as my pussy adjusted naturally around his cock.

His lips moved to my nipples and he sucked.

My finger gripped the nape of his neck – his soft hair flittered over my fingers.

I pumped his cock slowly at first, lubricating the thick shaft  appreciatively with my juices. 

His groans caressed my ears, and I wasn’t even aware of the pounding rain outside - or of the fact that my father was just upstairs.

Harley’s fingers squeezed my ass, and I moved faster. My pussy squelched with my fast rhythm, and my noisy bed squeaked in tandem.

Suddenly he gripped my hips to still me, and growled into my neck.

His cock jerked and burst with hot semen, deep inside me.

That was sooner than I thought – but such a compliment!

His breath was harsh against my throat, ‘I need to find somewhere else to fuck you - other than this god-damned bed.’

I gripped his face to mine for a kiss, as his cock throbbed deliciously.
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It was 3 in the morning and I lay curled up in Harley’s arms. It was so comforting, and scary. 

This was a bad habit – people tend to grow attachments with small lingering whispers in the dark.

‘Hannah is a stupid ass.’

I shouldn’t have but, I had to say my piece.

I turned to him and leaned on my elbow. I stared into his handsome face. My God, she was such a dumb bitch to let this man go.

‘I don’t want to ...’

I lay my head on his chest, and drew imaginary circles with my finger tip.

‘I know, but what she did is ridiculous and maybe you are better off without her.’

Harley laughed, ‘I know. Thanks for the pep-talk but I’m old enough to understand these things, babe.’

I kissed his chest, ‘Thank you for caring for my dad, and I’m sorry ...’

His lips swept over mine, ‘Alexis, I am sorry for what I said. Don’t feel any guilt – especially when you didn’t have any control over things. You are here now, and Clark is happier than I’ve seen for a while.’

‘Did it hurt you that I used all your wedding stuff?

He laughed, and kissed my forehead, ‘No, but I do have to go to my room, now.’

I gripped him, ‘No!’

He grinned, ‘Can you imagine Aggie finding us naked in your bed in the morning?’

I giggled, and regretted that we had to fuck under such restrictions.

His pulled his clothes on, and then his lips swiped over mine before he crept out. My heart thrummed with exhaustion, and soon I was asleep.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER EIGHT
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I woke to a bright sunny day, and although I tried to surprise everyone with breakfast - Aggie was already toiling in the kitchen.

She had a pot of oats on the stove. So I poured coffee.

The house was still, and my eyes moved to the stairs several times, in the hope of seeing Harley.

‘Aggie – where are the men?’

She wiped her hands on her apron – a new one that was from one of the boxes. 

She looked quite pretty now, with her stark white frilly Victorian style apron.

‘They were out early – Sheena is having her baby today.’

My father had mentioned her on many occasions. I gathered that she was special for breeding but he seemed to have a soft spot for her too.

‘Aggie, can I go out there, and have a look?’

She smiled, ‘Of course – this is your family farm. I don’t see why not.’

The largest animal that I had ever been close to was Cole’s German Shepherd. So this should be quite an experience.

Aggie laughed, ‘Some advice Alexis – put on some jeans and a pair of boots first.’
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The stable was a huge wooden structure – probably the size of a massive double story house.

A few horse trailers stood near, Harley’s Ranger, and a golf cart. 

That was Harley’s choice for my father’s mode of transport from the stable and back, so that he didn’t tire himself out.

I founding it both amusing – and touching.

I stopped before the large wooden doors, and I froze when I heard shouts from Harley, ‘Come now Sheena, come on girl!’

A loud whining sound send shivers down my spine. 

My hand shakily pushed the door, and I gasped at the sight before me.

The huge mare, Sheena, that I had seen the previous day, was on her side. 

My father was rubbing her neck and Harley was pulling a bloodied mass out of the horse’s nether regions.

His hands, up to his elbows were painted crimson. 

I gasped again with my trembling hands to my mouth. 

Harley had a grip of two long wiry legs, and he jerked. And just like that a foal slid out.

Harley laughed and fell back and Clark cheered. My father grabbed a towel snd wiped the newborn. 

A middle aged man who, I assumed was Ron, stood aside clapped.

‘Well done Sheena!’

My father’s eyes swam with affection as he patted the mare. The foal’s legs were shaky as it moved to Its mother instinctively.

My heart thundered at what I had just experienced.

For as long as I lived, I doubt that I would ever see anything as emotional and beautiful as this.

‘Oh my God!’ 

Tears trailed down my cheeks, and all three men suddenly noticed me.

My father was on his feet, ‘Baby, why are you here?’

Harley stood up and grabbed a towel and said firmly, ‘Go back to the house Alexis.’

He looked at Clark.

My father smiled kindly, ‘Let’s go – Harley can catch up.’

My heart thrummed with emotion, ‘Dad – she just ...’

He laughed and turned me to the door. That was amazing, and I was beyond moved and humbled.
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My father gripped my hand as we trudged to the house. He looked at me carefully.

‘Amazing, huh?’

My eyes glossed, ‘Yes – amazing, and scary, but wow!’

Clark laughed, ‘That’s a good thing, I think.’

I laughed and wiped my straggling tears, ‘So, this is what you do?’

He nodded, ‘ Yes, and I love days like today. Most of them are bred for private owners, and the rest are race horses - depending on the bloodline.’

He scratched his thinning dark hair, ‘This will be Sheena’s last though. She’s had enough. I bought her - so she's mine.

I smiled, ‘You like her.’

He nodded, ‘I do, and I intend to keep her. She’s needs a rest - still have Lucy  Mavis and Devi.’

My heart fluttered when I thought of the look on Harley’s face earlier.

There is something to be said about people who loved animals – they were a special kind.

And Harley was special.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER NINE
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I changed out of my muddy jeans and settled at the table with Clark. We ate a bowl of bland oats for breakfast. 

I hardly noticed, as I waited anxiously for Harley - but he didn’t join us.

‘So, what do you plan to do now. Simone said that you were accepted a two great colleges?’

I shrugged, ‘Still undecided, dad. It’s a big step and I need to be sure.’

He agreed and sipped the last of his coffee.

‘I was like that – so undecided. And my father was hell bent on a lawyer or doctor. I escaped it by taking a gap-year. Harley and I loved horses and this was our dream, so I use that time to try this.’

I respected people who had a dream, and followed it up with hard work.

Aggie handed my father two white pills and a glass of water.

‘Yes, and my dream would be realised the day when your father actually took his meds on time!’

I burst into laughter, and my father’s cheeks reddened, as he accepted the tablets.

‘Thank you Agatha, my darling. What would I do without you?’

She grinned and waltzed out of the kitchen, ‘I hope that you and Harley never have to find out.’

Aggie surprised me every day. I had her figured all wrong – she was cool in her own old way.

My father smiled, ‘I have to sleep now. We’ve been busy with Sheena since four.’

My heart stammered – it was a good thing that Harley returned to his room after all.

I stood up with Clark and slipped my hand around his, ‘May I escort you, Sir?’

He grinned, and kissed my forehead, ‘I would be honoured, beautiful.’
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After selecting a Clint Eastwood movie for my father, on my tablet -  I left him to it, and bounced downstairs.

I met Harley just outside his room, and my heart fluttered. I fought the urge to touch him and burst about amazing he is.

‘Hey you.’

I hope that was a casual as possible.

He smiled, ‘I’m going to shower. Have some breakfast ready for me please, and not oat porridge.’

I nodded. He asked ME to make his breakfast. I was barely over that when he leaned forward and pecked my cheek quickly.

My heart leapt, and although somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew I shouldn’t allow those feelings- i couldn't help it.

I was falling for Harley – and hard.
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I sat across Harley as he hounded down his breakfast of eggs, sausages and fried tomatoes.

‘This morning was amazing.’

He smiled at me, ‘It always is.’

He sipped coffee and then looked around, ‘Where’s Aggie?’

My finger ran over the rim of my cup – he wanted me just as I bad as I did him. I could feel it.

My eyes held his, ‘Packing the pantry.’

He grinned, and mischief darkened his eyes, ‘Then all I can offer is you is a quick satisfying bang in your room.’

My cheeks flushed, and I looked away.

‘Are you serious with that mouth?’ 

I meant it in jest, but Harley reached across the table and caressed my scorching cheeks.

‘I love it when you blush – makes me want to fuck you harder.’

I stared at him as he pulled away abruptly, ‘Now go.’
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My heart thudded when I entered the room. 

I hesitated – this was worse than a bad idea. 

Clara and Aggie were around, and I wasn’t sure if my father had been asleep as yet.

My door closed, and I turned to Harley, as he locked it. 

His arms went around me immediately, and I put my hand to his chest.

His hair was damp, and he smelled of lemons.

‘Harley, we can’t – Clara and Aggie are around, and my ...’

His mouth covered mine, and he nudged me roughly against the wall beside my bed.

‘I don’t give a fuck – I want you now.’

His hand crept under the hem of my skirt, and his lips moved hungrily over my neck and then my lips.

I wanted so much to be cautious but then he pulled my panty aside, and his finger stroked my clit.

My legs trembled shamelessly.

‘Harley, why?’

I moaned against his lips. 

‘Baby – I couldn’t stop thinking of fucking you all morning, now open your legs.’

My skin reacted as he growled against my throat – his breath was hot and needy

His middle finger stroked my clit rhythmically, and my legs shuddered. His lips moved over mine.

‘Your sweet cunt is so wet.’

He gripped me and turned me to face the wall. 

‘Harley...’

He kneeled and he gripped my ass cheeks appreciatively. I shivered as he dropped hot kisses on my thighs.

‘You are as sexy as hell. I love your ass.’

He pulled my ass cheeks apart, and his tongue lapped against my asshole.

Of fuck – that felt amazing!

I pressed my mouth against my hand, as he gripped my hip, and pulled my ass back.

He grunted, and licked my ass-hole again.

‘Mm, Harley.’

It was a muffled squeak. His grip tightened, and the tip of his tongue rolled over my tight hole.

This was wondrous.

A few more laps, and he stood up. He kissed the back of my neck, and I heard the zipper on his jeans.

‘Fucking time constraints!’ 

His impatient growl made my body shudder, and his wondrous lips returned to my shoulder, ‘Hold still, babe.’

His thick head nudged at my pussy. His left hand went to my shoulder, while his right pulled my ass, back.

He groaned against my ear, and squeezed the rest of his cock into me - in an achingly slow manner.

It felt tight.

He groaned against the back of my neck, and withdrew. Then he rammed into me again.

My lips remained pressed against the back of my hand, as I bounded back and forth violently.

Harley’s fingers gripped my hips tighter, and he increased his rhythm.

It was a wet and heady affair. 

The sound of our hushed panting was mingled with the squelch of my wet sloshing pussy. 

His cock was hard, and unrelenting.

Harley groaned after a short while, and slammed hard into me. He held me still, as his cum pumped into me. 

I closed my eyes, and my chest heaved violently.

His semi- erect cock slid out and he slammed me against the wall. His lips moved over mine, in a feverish kiss.

‘I’m sorry babe – you didn’t cum.’

I pulled him closer, and kissed him hard, as his semen slid down between my thighs.

‘It doesn’t matter – that was amazing, Harley.’

He pulled his pants up while I neatened my skirt. I needed a good shower.

He grunted, and his hand swept over my hair, ‘This is not how I want to have you.’

My heart trembled and I slid into his arms. 

Older men were refreshing in a way. They weren’t afraid to say what they thought or felt.

I smiled, when I heard a sound of glass crashing downstairs.

‘I have to go before they look for me - or annihilate the kitchen.’

Harley stared at me, for a whole minute, and his fingers lingered along my lips.

‘I need more of you, Alexis, much more.’

My heart fluttered and my eyes scorched his, ‘You can have all of me, Harley.’
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CHAPTER TEN
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By early evening I went to check on Clark, while Harley and Ron were fixing the golf cart. I decided that a good game of chess would get him going.

But when I entered the room, I heard deep grating breaths from my father. I threw the plastic container aside, and knelt by his bedside.

My fingers skirted across his feverish skin. He turned to me and his lips were a sickening purple.

My vice wavered dangerously.

‘Daddy, what’s the matter?’

He coughed and his voice was thin, ‘It’s okay Lex - just call your uncle for me.’

Clark coughed again, and his hand lingered over his chest.

Fear thrummed through me, and my body burst into action. 

I spun on my heel, and when I reached the top of the stairs, I screamed louder than a Soprano singer.

‘Harley, come quick! Harley!’

I returned to my father, and grasped his hot hands.

‘Daddy, just tell me what to do!’

His eyes closed and he his short breaths were raspy, and strained.

Harley brushed me aside, when he entered the room.

‘Leave Alexis!’ 

His voice was firm.

My heart stirred and I stood away defiantly, and watched as Harley pulled the sheets off Clark.

His hands worked furiously but his voice was calm.

‘Let’s check your temperature, old boy.’

He calmly stuck a thermometer between Clark’s lips.

He half turned to me, ‘Alexis, get a large dish of bowl of water, and a towel.’

I remained standing, and Harley turned to me, and frowned.

‘Are you hard of hearing?’

I turned and ran for the kitchen. My hands shook as the water filled ever so slowly.

This scared me. 

I balanced the bowl of water, and finally made it up the stairs.

Harley took the container, ‘Thanks - wake Aggie up. Your dad needs to go to the hospital.’

His voice was calm enough, but a dark storm brewed in his eyes.

‘Harley?’

My lips quivered, and tears shone in my eyes.

‘Make some coffee – everything is going to be okay.’

Tears dripped from my eyes, and I turned to the stairway.
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Aggie was awake and draped in a thick gown – one that was too big for her. I felt strangely comforted by her calm presence.

She poured coffee into a flask, and then some in a cup for me,

‘Here. Have this. It will help.’

I sipped some – it didn’t help. I need strong alcohol!

‘Don’t worry – Harley is here. He always has things under control.’

My heart fluttered – thank God.

Harley came downstairs a few moments later, supporting my father in his tight grip.

When Clark was comfortably harnessed in the car. I leaned over and kissed him, ‘Take care daddy. I will see you later.

Harley shouted for me, and I turned to the house and ran in. 

Aggie was nowhere in sight when I entered the kitchen.

‘What ...?’

Harley pulled me to him and held me.

Oh my God – how did he know?

He wiped my cheek, ‘Relax, cry-baby. I’m just taking him to be sure. Doctor Somers is waiting for us.’

He turned at the door, ‘I will be back soon. Call if you need to.’

My heart thrummed with love as I watched the Ranger lights disappear into the dark.
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The hour’s tick by - and by eight, I couldn’t hold it any longer. 

I dialed Harley’s number, but it went to voice mail.

‘Fuck!’

I drank enough coffee to keep me awake for an entire year at college. 

Aggie was exhausted, so I shooed her off to bed by 11. 

I wasn’t alone, and I saw Ron flick his room light on at the Stables.

But as the time ticked on, I grew more afraid. 

Finally, I phoned Simone.

As soon as I heard her voice, I gushed with tears.

‘Mom!’

‘Baby, what’s the matter – is it your father?’

In sobs and spurts I eventually relayed the events of the evening - and when I was done, my tears simmered slightly.

‘Oh gosh – he may have gotten a cold from the early morning with Sheena.’’

Simone clucked her tongue, ‘That man never listens.’ She paused and said something to Matt.

‘Babe, pack your stuff, we will ...’

‘No, mom.’

Why would I want to go now when he may need me?

‘That won’t be necessary. I will stay the full two weeks – take care of dad.’

‘But honey, I didn’t want you to get involved in all THAT ...’

My anger flared at her badly timed words.

She didn’t care about Clark. 

Why the fuck should she - when she was being doted on 24 hours a day by a FIT handsome doctor?

The entire balance suddenly looked so wrong – and I finally saw things through Harley’s eyes. 

I was blinded by haughtiness, just as Simone is. Buy I’ve started to change and I recognized it.

‘I’m fine – sorry to trouble you.’

I swiped my tears, and ended the call. That wasn’t necessary after all.
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I dozed away on my father’s old used leather couch, and it was so comfortable. 

The flicker of the dying embers finally lulled my tired body to sleep.
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I sat up and pushed the fleece throw off me. The fire was lit again, and Harley was busy in the kitchen.

I rubbed my eyes – it was just after 2.

‘Harley?’

He smiled, and poured two cups of coffee, ‘Sorry, did I wake you?’

He set the cup aside on the wooden table. I reached out, and his arms slipped around me.

‘How is dad?’

I watched his slender fingers disappear into his  dark hair and I noted that he looked tired. 

I couldn’t imagine how hard this life must have been for him – and how selfless he is. 

My hand went to his hard tense shoulders.

‘Clark will be fine – he has a slight chest infection.’

My fingers slipped into his, and my heart trembled with fear.

‘We agreed that he should go ahead with the surgery as soon as the infection clears.’

I frowned, ‘No, why so soon, Harley?’

‘Because it what’s best for him, Alexis.’ 

His fingers flicked a few strands of hair away from my face.

‘You are intelligent enough to know that. There may be a night when he can’t breathe, and I’m not around.

I pushed my face into his chest, and sobs racked my body.

My words were muffled against his chest, ‘I’m so scared, Harley. Oh my God – he’s my dad.’

His hands roamed over me, and he squeezed.

‘I’m here, babe. Everything will be okay – I promise.’

The pain felt physical. I can not believe the life that I lived with Simone and Matt – clueless and happy about it.

In all this time, I never ever spared a thought for my father or Harley, who battled this alone.

‘If anything ever happens to ...’

Harley jerked me once, and I stared into his dark blue eyes.

‘We don’t speak like that here, and neither do we think in such a manner. Pull yourself together now, Alexis. Your father will be fine – actually better now, and I am glad that he has agreed with Dr. Somers and I.’

I nodded, swiped my cheeks dry, and cleared my throat.

‘Of course, you are right. I will try to remain more positive.’

We sipped our coffee in silence, and the old house creaked with the wind outside.

My eyes followed him when he stood up eventually and held out his hand. 

It was an unspoken understanding as we both stepped into Harley’s room.

We were alone for the first time – except for Aggie in her cot in the room next to the kitchen.

I slipped into bed and nestled beside him. My mood was low, and yet I thought that I would be all over him – given the opportunity.

He gripped me against him, and the slow sweep of his hand against my shoulders soon lulled me to sleep.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
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A chill in the room sobered me, and I stared at the open windows. There was a  slight curtain of rain outside and it was lovely.

I rubbed my sore eyes – not enough sleep.

I turned to the sound of the door lock, and a very wet and sexy Harley smiled at me.

‘Sheena is fine, and Nelly is a babe.’

His eyes roamed over me, ‘And now I need to fuck you.’

‘Harley!’

I squealed and he gripped the covers off me. 

His blue eyes glistened, ‘I woke up with hard on because of you, now it’s payback.’

I laughed and his cold wet lips slipped over mine, and his tongue slipped into my mouth. 

My fingers roamed over his freshly showered body.

Mm – he looked delicious.

I pulled the towel away and gripped his raging hard cock, as his lips slipped to my neck.

‘Oh Harley!’

His hands were impatient as he pulled my t-shirt over my head, and his hands cupped my breasts. 

His thumb ran over the hard pink peaks, and his head dipped.

His lips pulled the entire nipple into his mouth, and he sucked.

My finger curled on his shoulders, and his mouth swept to my other eager nipple.

‘Baby – lie down. I need to eat your lovely cunt.’

My cheeks flushed, and he pushed me back and pulled my panty off.

Harley leaned over me and kissed my tummy. His tongue lingered to my belly button – trailing a line of fire with it.

I loved his smooth easy way, and I suppose it came with experience and age.

He paused and looked up at me – his strange dark eyes held mine.

‘What are you thinking about?’

How did he know?

‘You.’

He pushed my legs apart and insinuated his shoulders against my thighs.

‘Good Alexis – that is all you should think off.’

His lips swept over my folds. Slow, soft kisses.

I groaned – fuck this was so pleasurable.

His lips moved lower and his tongue darted to my cunt, and the tip caressed me ever so slowly.

My nails curled into his shoulder, ‘Harley, please!’

He chuckled and the tip of his tongue slid into me – a little at first.

My legs shuddered, and I spread them wider – his breath swept across me.

‘That’s it Alexis – open that lovely cunt for me.’

His tongue darted in again, and then out. I squealed as he continued this for a few minutes – taunting me.

My fingers moved to his hair, and then his tongue flicked over my clit.

Heated vibrations spiralled from between my legs outwards, to every part of my wanton body.

His lips closed over my aroused clit, and he sucked it gently.

‘Oh God!’

My finger gripped his hair, and he continued his gentle tirade on my clit. 

A flick of his tongue, and I squirmed agonizingly under his firm hands.

I needed to come, and it was shamelessly quick - but damn, Harley’s mouth gave me no other choice but to surrender.

My body convulsed, and I gripped his hands, ‘Oh My God, Harley!’

His tongue lapped at my clit, and the pleasure spread through me slowly, and then all at once.

I relinquished control of my body, and his lips moved away and back to my heated and over sensitive tummy.

His lips gripped my nipple and he pushed his middle finger and forefinger deep into my cunt.

Waves of pleasure moved through my, and I pulled him to me for a kiss. 

His fingers worked harder – pushing in and out of me, coated in my juices.

His lips swept over mine lightly, and his breath mingled with mine.

‘You came in my mouth, now cum on my fingers.’

I groaned, and his fingers surged into my wet cunt faster. His thumb rubbed intentionally over my clit.

‘Oh, Oh!’

Harley’s tongue dipped into my mouth, and his thumb rubbed my clit harder.

‘Do you like it?’

I arched mh hips against his hand.

‘Oh yes!’

My body jerked, and wet warmth spread through me.

I came in shudders, and suddenly I squirted – warm liquid, all over Harley’s fingers.

I moved his hand away quickly. That was a first, and I was hell embarrassed.

‘Oh God, no!’

But Harley gripped me and pushed me back. His eyes glittered with lust and his fingers rubbed my wet pussy.

‘Yes! Oh baby, that was so sweet!’

He gripped his raging cock, and slammed deep into me.

He was feral, and his thrusts were deep and hard.

Our union was noisy and wet – and a fucking turn on.

I wrapped my legs around his waist – greedy to take his massive cock in as deep as I could.

I was insatiable.

Harley groaned. His pelvis slammed against my wet thighs.

SPLAT! SPLAT! SPLAT!

My lips moved greedily to his throat as he rocked me back and forth mercilessly.

‘Fuck!’

His cock slammed into me, and spewed with hot cum. My legs shuddered around his waist, as he pumped me a few more times.

We lay still, and our hearts hammered against each other’s.

His lips swept over mine, in a sweet kiss. 

My hand moved the dark wet strands away from his eyes, and I knew at once when I looked into his eyes, that I had fallen in love with him.
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I sat patiently in the waiting room outside the High care unit. 

Harley was speaking to Dr Somers, and then they both approached me.

The doctor was an oddly short man who reminded me of Danny DeVito.

‘It’s nice to finally meet you, Alexis – your dad had told me so much about you.’

I gripped his hand and returned his warm smile.

‘Well, everything looks good for tomorrow. The infection wasn’t as bad as we thought, but I would like to push forward with the operation as soon as possible. He still has the recovery process to endure.’

Harley trusted Dr. Somers, so I did, too.

‘How long will that take, Doctor?’

He adjusted his thick black rimmed glasses, ‘Recovery always depends on the patient, my dear.’ 

He smiled, ‘I had a chat with him this morning, and he is quite happy that you are visiting, Alexis. That is a good sign.’

My cheeks heated in a blush, and I stole a look at Harley.

‘That’s good to know.’

He stood aside, ‘You may see him – but please wear the necessary gear. It’s just a precaution, so that your dad won’t get sick.’
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CHAPTER TWELVE
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The beeping machines that surrounded my father were slightly intimidating, at first, but I was so happy to see him.

His cheeks were high with color, and his lips weren’t the ghastly purple anymore.

‘You look good, dad.’

My fingers swiped lovingly across his hair. Tuffs of grey had started to appear at the sides now.

‘I feel good. Are you okay, Lex? You should go back home – Simone is worried ab ...’

‘She called you, Clark?’

Harley’s angry eyes fixed on me, and his expression told me that he didn’t appreciate what I did.

My cheeks singed under his glare.

My father was finely tuned to his brother’s clipped tone. 

He chuckled, ‘It’s fine, Harley. Lex is her daughter, too. She's concerned about her, that’s all.’

I placed my hand on my father’s chest gently, ‘I don’t want to go back, dad. I’m fine - just concentrate on the operation. I need you well again.’

My father kissed my hand lovingly, ‘I will, baby.’

He looked at Harley, who was staring out the window.

He looked tense, and I regretted the subtle change in his mood.

‘How’s Sheena and Nelly?’

He didn’t turn to my father when he answered.

‘Fine, Nelly is gorgeous – like her mom.’

The door opened, and a young nurse pranced in and smiled apologetically.

‘Sorry guys, but my patient needs his rest.’

I nodded at her and squeezed my father’s hand reassuringly. 

The visit was far too short, but it was the high care ward, and the staff were wary of infections. 

I removed the mask and pecked my father quickly on his forehead, and we left.
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My heart thundered steadily as we drove back to the house in silence - which was just fifteen minutes away.

‘Why are you upset, Harley?’

His jaw twitched, yet he remained silent.

Oh wow – he definitely had a lot to say.

This had to do with Simone, and she was not a subject that we spoke about as yet. 

But all the same - I knew that he hated her.

Vehicles swished by, and I stared out the window. This silence was stupid, and I hated it.

‘She is still my mom, and they were married ...’

He shot a look at me, which told me that I needed to stop.

He slammed the brakes when we arrived, and before I could say anything, Harley was out of the vehicle.

I stared at him at first and then followed him into the house. 

My anger bubbled just below the surface. What the fuck was going on with him?

I ran to catch up to him and gripped his arm as he stepped into the kitchen.

‘Harley, what the fuck is going on with you?’

He turned to me, and I stepped back. 

‘If you want to have a relationship with Clark, that’s fine – he’s your father. But Simone is not part of that equation. You had no right to call her – why did you?’

My heart trembled at his loud brash voice.

‘I was alone – and afraid, Harley. I didn’t know what ...’

He stared at me - my explanation was simple and innocent enough.

‘Why do you hate her so much – people divorce all the time!’

He laughed, and it was the cold sarcastic sound that made my skin ripple.

‘You are such a fucking child – you don’t know anything!’

That stung me – I was just a ‘CHILD!’

He pointed a finger a me warningly, ‘Keep that filth away from my brother – do you understand?’
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The day went by silently, and I remained in solitude. Aggie appeared a few times, and attempted to goad me to eat or speak to her - but I declined.

As afternoon crept in, Harley returned to the house, but he kept to himself.

I didn’t understand a lot – he was right. I was young and I didn’t know what happened between my parents. 

But neither was I stupid. All he had to do was explain it.
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At six, I eventually went to the kitchen, as my appetite returned. 

Harley was sitting solemnly at the table. He was worried about my father – just as I was.

I made a sandwich and grabbed a coke and walked away silently.

I was not in the mood to beg and I wouldn’t apologize to him, because he was an asshole.

‘Do you want to get drunk?’

I didn’t stop at his invitation.

‘Unless you prefer that I find company elsewhere?’

What the fuck did he think of himself?

He was just asking for a fight – and I would oblige. I set my supper on the table, and folded my arms.

‘Yes, you should. I am just a stupid child after all!’

His fingers brushed through his dark hair, ‘I’m sorry – of course you aren’t a child.  I said a lot of things in anger.’

I stared at him, ‘Your half-assed apology doesn’t mean shit to me! I hate how you treat Simone, and how you speak of her! She is my mother!’

He didn't stir.

I inhaled deeply, ‘Why do you hate her so much?’

‘I’d rather not say anything, Alexis.’

I leaned across towards him, ‘Why – just say your piece. I am a big girl. I can handle it, Harley!’

He frowned, and his dark eyes spoke of his volatile temper, ‘Fine, I hate your bitch of a mother because she was fucking Matthew while your parents were married.’

My heart stilled - and then a throb of pain, ‘What?’

‘Clark caught her, and that broke him. He became sicker after that, and what does she do – she marries that asshole!’

His fist thundered on the table, and I jerked.

‘And that fucker was more of a father to you, than your real one!’

My gaze went to my feet, and hot tears dripped. I didn’t know all this. 

Simone told me that she and Clark grew apart after I was born. She made it appear as though he didn’t have time for me.

‘My God – the lies!’

I turned away and stepped to my room – my heart hurt, I didn’t even want to retaliate.

Harley had every right to feel as he did. Simone left my father, and he remained and picked up the pieces.

I was angry at him, of course – the messenger always gets shot, by the way.

But I realized that I also loved him in equal measure.

I switched the lights off – except the night lamp, and I gazed out the window. 

The pain that moved through me was startling, and although I needed a hug from Simone – I was the angriest at her.

She lied to me about everything, and in a way – I chose her for all these years.

I latched my door, on second thought, and slid the curtains closed. Tonight, I needed to sleep – my mind was in turmoil.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
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I was awake earlier than usual the next morning. My stomach grumbled noisily as I showered and dressed into a sweat shirt and jeans.

The house was still at 6, and thankfully, the sun had already lightened the sky with a blush of orange.

I stepped out, and the bitter cold caused me to inhale deeply.

Wow – country air was something else!

I walked briskly towards the barn – I needed to meet Nelly. 

I saw her being born, and I wanted to experience the spell she had Clark and Harley under.

I opened the latch and pushed the large doors open slowly. 

The scent of fresh hay hit my nose. There was gentle grumble, and four large sets of curious eyes stared at me.

The four other pregnant Mares were up and eating already.

I looked around, and I saw Sheena in her own stall – and she was shaking her head anxiously.

‘Hey Sheena – where’s Nelly?’

She whinnied, and I smiled – she was communicating with me.

I stepped to her enclosure and rubbed my fingers carefully over the white tear drop on her nose, ‘Good girl, Sheena.’

I peered over, and it was at that moment I understood why my father found his job so rewarding.

Nelly was adorable with her skinny legs, shiny brown hair, and the largest eyes I’ve seen.

She moved shakily under her mother’s hind legs, and I smiled at Sheena.

‘Good girl, Sheena – you did good, girl.’

Another nod of her head, and I laughed aloud.

This was so therapeutic – my mood had certainly improved since last night.

‘She cast her spell on you, too.’

I stilled when I heard Harley’s voice behind me, and I didn’t turn to him. 

What else was there to say between us?

We had my father to worry about, and maybe we should just cut the Fucking out of the equation.

It confused everything.

He stood beside me and Sheena whinnied louder and moved to him. She loved him – it was evident.

‘I want to say that I am sorry, but that won’t be enough – I know.’

I swallowed – no crying, for God’s sake!

‘It’s fine – how is my father?’

I felt his heated eyes on me, ‘If you want, we can leave after breakfast to the hospital?’

I nodded, ‘Sure.’

I stepped out of the barn and walked briskly to the house.
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I helped Aggie, and after a cup of coffee and scones, we cleaned up.

‘Are you okay, Alexis?’

I almost forgot about Aggie. I smiled at her and rubbed her shoulder.

‘I’m sorry, Aggie – just worried about dad.’

She gripped my hand, ‘You stress too much for a young girl. He is going to be just fine – you’ll see.’

My cell phone was buzzing when I walked into the room. I cringed inwardly – it was Simone.

‘Hello.’

‘Lex, how are you, babe?’

‘Fine, mom – I’m in a hurry, what’s up?’

She laughed, ‘Wow, what crawled up your ass today?’

I gritted my teeth, ‘Nothing – my FATHER is having an op today, so I’m going to see him now.’

‘Oh, of course. Sorry about that, Lex. Matt and I are here if you need us. Call, Okay?’

My heart trembled – she was still my mom!

‘Matt and I love you, honey.’

I cleared my throat, ‘Sure mom.’

I ended the call and closed my eyes. I hated my situation right now. 

I felt like I was in Taffy pulling matching.

‘Are you ready?’

I turned to Harley, and my heart melted. 

He looked handsome as always – his dark hair and stunning blue eyes. 

But it was the genuine remorse that reflected in his expression - that broke me.

A tear dropped, and then more. I turned away and put my hands to my face.

Harley’s sturdy hands gripped me. And I turned to him – to the solace of his arms.

‘Alexis, I’m sorry for yesterday. I had no right to say the things that I did. You are not to blame for any of this. I havent learnt to shut my fucking mouth.’

I gripped him – he was sincere, and I was grateful that my eyes were wide open now.

He was the reason for that.

I reached up and my lips swept across his. He groaned and his fingers crept into my hair.

I smiled at him, ‘It fine Harley. It’s all in the past – we have to focus on dad now. So, let’s go see him.’

He shook his head and nudged me back, ‘No.’

I was so confused.

‘What – why?’

He pushed me against the wall as he did the previous day and anchored me with his hands, ‘We need to make up first.’

I laughed, ‘We just did.’

He shook his head and reached over and locked the door.

‘No – I prefer the other way - non-verbal apologies are the best.’

‘Aggie is ...’

He fingers went to my jeans button, and his lips covered mine.

‘Mm, I missed these sweet lips.’

His tongue captured mine in a wet longing kiss.

His fingers fumbled at my jeans impatiently, and I giggled softly against his lips. While I quickly undid his button and zipper.

My hand cupped his hard cock, and I rubbed the thick length. 

Harley groaned against my lips.

‘Oh Babe.’

He pulled away and slid my jeans down, and I stepped daintily out of it.

In an instant. He gripped my waist and hoisted me up against the wall, and his strong arms moved and braced my ass.

Our harried breaths mingled in hot kisses as I gripped his waist with my legs.

He pushed his stiff cock into my wet pussy, and we groaned in unison.

His hands gripped me firmly, as he hips moved hard against mine.

I exhaled, and his cock surged in and out in short, intense bursts into my pussy.

Raw pleasure pooled between my thighs quickly as he ground his stiff wet cock into me.

‘Mm fuck – this is so good!’

His lips moved over mine, and I knew then how well he timed my orgasm. 

He thrust hard into me, and my body jerked and vibrated with heat.

His tongue slid into my mouth, and he groaned.

He banged me hard against the wall a few times, waves of pleasure gripped mh body, and I whimpered against his lips.

He stilled, and his cock throbbed, while he gripped my trembling body.

His kisses grew more intense as his cock pumped warm semen into me.

I opened my eyes and he was staring at me. A smiled tipped his lips, 

‘Okay now?’

I grinned and kissed him.
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I hated the waiting room at hospitals. People had to sit there when they were stressed – surely the staff could make it more cheerful.

Harley put his hand on my knee, ‘Stop that!’

I hadn’t realized that I was tapping my feet. 

He resumed reading a magazine on agriculture – and as cool as can be.

Time crept by – it was almost three hours now. Nervousness flared through me again.

‘Why are they taking so long – what if something ...’

I stilled when Harley looked at me.

I shrugged – how the hell did he remain so calm?

‘Would you like a cup of coffee, Alexis?’

He said my name, and that did it.

I smiled, ‘No.’

My phone buzzed, and my breath caught.

It was Cole!

What the fuck?

I switched my phone off and slid it into my bag.

Just then the theatre doors open and Dr Somers pulled his green hair cap off. My heart trembled nervously but then he smiled.

He shook Harley’s hand, ‘Everything went well – he’s in recovery, so I can’t allow any visits right now.’

Harley smiled and his eyes held mine. I hugged him and we laughed with happiness.

I gripped the doctor’s hand, ‘Thank you Doctor – when can we see him?’

He smiled, ‘Pleasure my dear,’ he looked at his wrist watch, ‘Maybe the evening visit but very short visits - I insist.’

I nodded, and my heart soared with the good news.
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I called Aggie on our back to share the good news, and she was overjoyed.

‘I am going to bake now – lots of things!’

I laughed – Agatha expressed her happiness by cooking massive amounts of food.

Harley looked relaxed and I was over joyed, as he steered the Ranger onto the main road.

‘How long do you think his recovery will take, Harley?’

He thought for a while.

‘Not too long, besides Aggie will help, and I thought of hiring a nurse to check on him - a few times a week. Whatever he needs – don’t worry.’

A NURSE??

He went on, ‘When you return for a visit, Clark will be on his feet for sure.’

Oh yeah, I had a week left . I pictured the pretty nurse from the hospital, and my skin crawled.

I stared at him, ‘A nurse – no, I don’t think so.’

He frowned, ‘What do you mean? Look, I still have the place to run, and four more girls are going to have babies soon.’

I have to say – I loved it when he called them girls – it was sweet.

But my jealousy spiked now, ‘No nurse, Harley.’

‘Fuck off Princess – you will go back to La-la land soon, and you have no idea how hard it is. I’m not complaining – it’s just the way things are in the real world. The last thing that I will have time for is screwing the help.’

The idea incensed me, but he burst into laughter. 

The reality is, that Harley will still fuck SOMEONE when I leave.

The thought sobered me. 

He will fuck someone else, and my life will resume with Simone and Matt.

Did I want that? 

I stared at him silently. The wind ruffled his dark hair, and his stunning blue eyes remained on the road.

My heart fluttered when I thought of how sexually matched we were. 

How satisfying our fucking was – and how intimate we’ve become.

‘Oh fuck.’

My lips trembled, and I closed my eyes. I knew why I felt this way.

‘What’s the matter, Alexis?’

Harley frowned, and I stared at him, ‘Let’s have a drink.’

He smiled and turned into the next lane, ‘I thought that you don’t drink?’

I looked out my window, ‘I don’t.’
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Harley shut the engine off outside, ‘The Watering Hole.’

A tiny nondescript bar and grill just ten minutes off the main road.

He stared at the establishment. A few men walked by, two couples as well.

He turned to me and his eyes ran over me.

‘What’s wrong, Harley?’

He grinned and opened his door, ‘Nothing – just don’t do anything that will cause me to commit murder please.’

I stepped out, confused, ‘What?’

He grinned and gripped my arm as we entered the noisy establishment.

****
[image: image]


FInally, after a dozen introductions, we were seated at Harley and Clark’s regular table. 

I learnt that they both frequented the place once a week.

Everybody knew Harley, and few men stopped by, tipped their hats respectfully to me, and asked about my father.

The waitress, a middle aged woman with bouncing brown curls brought our order, and smiled at me as she set our drinks down. 

Harley introduced her as Shona.

‘You are as pretty as your mother – maybe prettier. Clark must be so proud.’

My cheeks heated, and I thanked her.

She turned her attention to Harley, ‘So when does Clark come home?’

‘A few days – depends on how he feels.’

She neatened her hair and shot a shy look at me.

‘I wanted to bake a cherry pie for him – it’s his favourite -  if that’s okay?’

I grinned – she liked my father. That touched me. He too needed love from a woman.

I smiled, ‘That’s so thoughtful of you, Shona – of course you can.’

Harley stared at me when Shona left.

‘You surprise me – I thought you would want to tear her eyes out.’

I laughed, ‘Why, she likes my dad – that’s cute.’

He grinned and gestured to the tall glass of Vodka and orange juice.

I needed Dutch courage- so they called it, and I sipped a few mouthfuls.

Harley grinned, as he watched me, ‘What do you need to tell me, Alexis?’

I shuddered, and my nipples hardened when he spoke to me in that tone.

I ignored him, and listened to Doja Cat’s Agora Hill.

I sipped more of the Vodka – it was quite nice actually.

‘Why didn’t you answer your boyfriend’s call today?’

I stared at him – nothing slipped by him.

‘Fuck Cole – he wants me back. That god damned loser!’

I still hated him, and being here was good for me. 

Harley was good for me. He made me feel beautiful and desired.

‘You just say that now but ...’ 

I interjected with a laugh - my head felt light. I really didn’t drink.

‘No Harley – I am not a fucking idiot. He was screwing my best friend right under my nose! I can’t forgive him ever. And I blocked his ass.’

He gripped my hands, ‘Okay – change of subject.’

Lana del Rey was on next and the lightness spread to my shoulders now.

I stared at Harley, ‘I am in love with you.’

As easy as that.

He set his beer down and stared at me. His eyes roamed over my face.

‘Are you drunk?’

I nodded, ‘A little – but the fact remains.’

He remained silent, and I expected it.

‘Take me home and fuck me, Harley.’

He pulled my glass away, ‘You are drunk – you have no idea what you are saying.’

I laughed, and gripped my glass, and emptied it.

‘Fuck – I had no idea that you are telepathic.’

‘Don’t be like Simone, Harley – don’t tell me how I feel.’

He swallowed the rest of his beer, ‘I am your uncle, Alexis.’

I didn’t care – it was what it was.

I shrugged, ‘So fucking what – I still love you.’

Shona returned with burgers and chips, and smiled shyly, ‘On the house for Clark’s daughter.’

I thanked her and pushed my glass to her, ‘Thanks babe – another of those please.’

Harley stared at me, and a grin tugged his lips. His eyes shone. I know that he didn’t judge me.

‘Cole is an asshole – you are beautiful. Everything about you is.’

My heart fluttered at his compliment.

‘I will never go back to Cole, ever, if that’s what you think. And I won’t allow anyone to touch me again - not after you.’

His jaw twitched, and his dark eyes were intense, ‘Fuck it - let’s go home.’

He slapped a few notes on the table, and stood up.
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We didn’t utter a word to each other on the way home – the air between us was sexually charged, and my head felt light. 

Harley opened the sunroof, and I giggled as cool wind swept my hair against my face.

I couldn’t remember when I felt that free and happy.
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Aggie was taking her afternoon rest when we stumbled into the house. Harley gripped me and threw me over his shoulder.

I giggled, as he slapped my ass, and he carried me to his room.

He dropped me on his bed, and turned and bolted his door. 

Then he walked to his windows shut it, and pulled the drapes closed.

I giggled.

‘Am I in trouble, Uncle?’

Harley pulled his jeans off and then his t-shirt, and the sight of his sexy ripped body sobered me slightly.

‘ Fuck - you are so hot!’

Without a word, he pulled my jeans off and then the rest of my clothes.

He slid onto the bed and his lips moved roughly over mine.

We were both a little drunk, but it was what we needed.

His tongue slithered against mine possessively, and his hands squeezed my breasts.

His lips then moved over my nipple – teasing it mercilessly.

I jerked with pleasure when his teeth grazed along the hard peak.

My fingers sank in his soft dark hair, as he moved to the other nipple.

‘I need you, Harley.’

He groaned and moved lower. I knew what he desired, an I spread my legs as his lips slid over my pussy. 

His tongue gripped my clit, and he sucked  noisily.

I sat up, and pushed him away, and he stared at me.

‘What’s the matter babe?’

My hand closed on his cock, ‘I want to suck your cock too.’

Harley moved me over him into a 69 position, and he pulled my legs wider on either side of his head.

He began to eat my pussy again – but it was way better.

I groaned and rubbed my pussy over his hungry mouth vulgarly.

His cock twitched delightfully in my hand, and then I leaned over him and slid my mouth over it.

Harley groaned and his mouth moved to my ass-hole.

I rocked my hips back and forth, while I sucked his cock in long firm strokes.

The bed squeaked slightly under our rocking movements. 

His hand caressed my ass cheek, and then he pushed his finger into my ass hole.

‘Oh.’

His tongue returned to my pussy, and he licked noisily.

Pleasure thrummed through my body, and I rocked my hips faster - as he lapped at my clit.

His fingers surged in and out of my ass-hole.

I gripped his cock and sucked him harder – as his lips closed on my clit.

‘Oh Harley!’

His gently yet firm sucking on my clit remained, and so did the surges of his fingers.

My body shuddered in an orgasm, and I moaned aloud.

‘Harley, I’m cumming!’

He gripped my hips, and he gently licked my throbbing clit.

‘Oh my God!’ I shuddered above him.

But my hand remained pumping his cock. My legs jerked with the waves of pleasure, and just then his cock jerked and spurts of semen shot out. 

Harley’s groan was muffled from between my thighs.

I gripped his cock and slipped my mouth over it again.

‘Oh fuck Alexis, oh my God!’

Drops of semen lingered on my tongue, as it flicked at the sensitive head.

He moved me off him, and pushed me onto my stomach. My pussy thrummed with pleasure, and he pulled my ass up.

His lips returned my pussy, and he noisily licked the juices of my orgasm.

‘Oh yes, baby.’

His tongue moved to my ass, and the tip of his tongue pushed into the tight hole.

I shuddered, and moved my ass back and forth.

This was so pleasurable. His fingers rubbed over my cunt and he spread my natural lubrication over my ass-hole.

His breath swept across my shoulder, ‘I want your ass, babe.’

I groaned, and he guided his head in slowly, and nudged his head into my ass-hole. 

His fingers tore into my hips and then he pulled his cock out.

He nudged my legs wider and smeared more natural lube, and pushed his cock in again.

Ever so slowly and gently.

I stirred at the slight pressure, and Harley’s lips grazed along my back.

‘Relax Alexis – this is so fucking good.’

He pumped into my ass. Just the head, and some, a few times. 

At least I was a bit drunk, so my senses were slightly dulled.

His thrusts were gentle, and unhurried but his firm grip remained on my hips

‘Oh Fuck!’

It didn’t hurt as I thought it would – in fact, it was quite pleasant with the right person.

Eventually he pulled his cock out and groaned. Warm semen sprayed onto my ass cheeks, and Harley’s lips remained sucking my shoulder.

I turned my face to his and his lips moved over mine.

‘Are you okay?’

It felt strangely different but I was fine – he was gentle.

‘Yes but did you like it?’

He stared into my eyes, and then his lips swept over mine, ‘Fucking amazing.’

I pulled him to me for a kiss, and we lay on his bed, wrapped in each other’s arms.

I closed my eyes, and his fingers lingered in my hair.

Eventually, he muttered under his breath, ‘Fuck!’

I smiled and closed my eyes – I knew already.

‘I love you, Alexis.”
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To my delight, my father was to return home in a few days, but we had a lot of preparations to see to before then.

I cleaned out his room, and had the old carpets removed.

Carpets trpped dust, and were unhealthy for him right now.

I cleaned every section of his room, and brought in a chest so that he may access all his meds and inhaler - should he need it.

I added some softness to the room with pillows, and flowers.

I also found some of his old Wilbur Smith books, and stacked them on the chest.

The day before he arrived, I had Harley install a monitor in his room, that connected to another in the kitchen- in case he was in distress.

And I was quite happy with the results when I was done. 

It looked like a home now.

The rest of the house had a make-over in those three days as well – now that I had Harley’s blessings.
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Later that night, I stared at Harley across the table. He chewed a piece of his steak pie, and smiled.

‘Mm, tasty – like you.’

I blushed and resumed eating. At least my cooking had improved.

Aggie was away for the night, to her grand-daughter’s house, and it was so pleasant and intimate to be alone with Harley.

‘Have you called our mother?’

I swallowed – time was running short. That thought upset me.

I nodded.

‘Have you decided which college you going to attend?’

I shook my head miserably.

In fact, that was all I thought of – college and leaving my father, and Harley. 

‘Drop it please, Harley.’

His fingers found mine, and he smiled.

‘Take it easy, Cry-baby, you have to face reality sooner than you think. Simone will be here for you in a few days.’

I nodded, and ate my meal in silence. 

Part of that reality meant going back to Brentley, and I would  have to face people like Cole and Jem again.
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We watched the rerun of Jaws on TV, and I enjoyed it more than I did on previous occasions. I suppose the right company meant everything.

Harley was so normal, and spending time with him was different in comparison to the Night clubs, and parties.

I realized that I  hated the people that used to part of my clique now. 

Most of them were supposed to be my true friends – Claire, Andrea, Eva - but they weren’t after all.

They knew about Cole and Jemma, and nobody told me until I stumbled upon their sex video on his phone.

I thought that I would never recover from that anguish of being deceived by the two people I loved the most, and I was boiling with that hatred when I arrived here.

But something had changed over the week – it was unexpected and instant. Was it my father and Harley – or even sweet Agatha?

The credits moved up across the screen, and I laid my head back against Harley’s chest.

‘I decided that I want to stay a while.’

I turned my face to his, and he smiled gently – his fingers fluttered against my brow. 

‘Simone and Matt will have a fit!’

I nodded.

My throat caught, ‘Harley ...’

His hand moved over my shoulder, and he rubbed it rhythmically.

‘I know what you are thinking, Alexis. But you are not in love with me. You are on the rebound. I want you to be brave when you do go back home. You deserve better.’

Why was it so easy for him to let me go? He said he loved me too!

My heart sank, ‘Sure.’

‘You cannot hide away here forever. Besides, your mother has plans for you.’

I flicked my hair away petulantly, ‘And I’m certain that you are eager to have me out of the way.’

He chuckled, ‘What the fuck gave you that idea?’

I turned to him, and he leaned closer and his lips brushed against mine.

‘What do you want my little Bitch?’

I leaned my forehead against his. This moment was so perfect – with just the soft light from the fire, and us – alone.

‘I want you, Harley.’

His lips brushed against my cheek, ‘This will not be easy – your dad...’

I grinned, ‘I know but, I can’t help it,’ my eyes held his, ‘And neither can you.’

His lips covered mine in a sudden hot kiss – his merciless tongue claimed mine possessively.

He moved the blanket aside and nestled between my legs, while his lips nipped at my throat.

‘Oh.’

He pulled my t- shirt above my head, and sucked my hardened nipples.

I tugged at his shorts, and his cock sprang out.

My hands slid along the hard shaft.

Harley lips continued it torture the soft skin on my throat, and his fingers pulled my panty off.

Fuck – we were insatiable.

The leather squeaked as he lifted my hips, and slipped easily into my already wet pussy.

‘Mm Alexis – I love your sweet pussy.’

His lips covered mine, as I moved my legs up – lightly gripping his waist.

His thrusts were gentle, yet purposeful. Full deep plunges while we moaned aloud – finally unrestrained.

My fingers gripped his taut ass, and his pelvis grazed along mine.

‘Oh Harley – so nice.’

His lips moved to my throat again, while his cock thrust deep into me. 

Heat swept through my body, and I cried out as my passion mounted.

His slow deliberate movements, grew harder and deeper now.

My legs shuddered around his waist, and just as I cried out so do did he.

‘Oh Harley!’

My body quivered under his, as heat spread to every part of me.

His chest heaved against me, and his cock remained pumping in me.

Our lips devoured each other’s – there was no going back  after this.
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My heart throbbed with happiness when Harley helped my father settle in his own bed the next day.

Clark’s cheeks had colour now, and his dark hair shone.

‘I cannot believe that this is MY room!’ 

My heart swelled with love, and my cheeks heated. 

Harley did the strangest thing, and he flicked his thumb across my cheek.

He smiled, ‘Have you seen the house, Clark?’

My father smiled, ‘Yes, it’s lovely. Nothing better than a woman’s touch. You should think about interior decorating, Lex.’

I laughed, ‘Oh no dad. I would rather learn how to rear horses, since I’m in love with little Nelly now.’

I had made several trips to the stable now, trying to goad her to come to me.

My father beamed, ‘She is gorgeous. And if you were serious – I would be honoured, as will Harley - if you wanted to learn.’

My heart fluttered at the thought, and Harley stared at me. 

He didn’t seem to object.

My father laughed, ‘But Simone will kill me.’

I righted the fleece blanket, and kissed my father on his warm cheek. Happiness fluttered deep in my heart.

There was a way after all.

‘She can try, daddy. I don’t belong to her.’
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That afternoon Harley took me to the stables to see Nelly, now that she was more sprightly, and stable on her legs.

I rubbed Nelly’s soft head, and her beautiful glassy almond-shaped eyes peered at me curiously.

I spoke to her in gentle tones.

Harley quickly took a blood sample from Sheena, and fed her a carrot, ‘Good girl, Sheena.’

Harley laughed, ‘You’ve changed over the two weeks, Alexis.’

I continued caressing Nelly’s soft hair, ‘For the better?’

‘Of course for the better. Were you serious about what you said to your father – about staying here, and learning?’

I laughed, ‘Of course I am. I love this place, Harley. There’s no chaos here – besides,’ I stared at him, ‘You and dad are here. That’s more than enough reason.’

‘I want to stay a while and nurse him. I need to spend time with him too. So much time has been lost.’

Harley stepped behind me, and pulled me against him.

My chest warmed with lovep. I didn’t care what was right or wrong anymore. 

My mind was made up.
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Simone called me before she arrived. I walked down the long driveway, with Harley by my side.

The day was beautiful with blue clear skies, and warm nourishing sunshine.

The Ford Ranger was already parked outside the gate.

I inhaled deeply when I saw Simone and Matt stepped out, waiting eagerly for me.

Harley stared at me, ‘Are you sure?’

I smiled at him – my eyes ran over his windswept dark hair – like mine, and his glowing blue eyes.

‘Fuck, yes.’

He laughed, and drew the heavy gate open.

My heart warmed when Simone pulled me into her arms.

‘Oh my baby –  we missed you so much!’

Matt kissed my forehead, ‘We certainly did.’

I held her hands. She looked dazzling with her long hair restrained in a clip, and her long dramatic silk dress.

‘You look pretty, mom – how was Riverview?’

She shot a glance at Harley, and her smile faltered. Her senses were always spot on.

‘Where’s your bags babe - we need to go.’

I inhaled deeply and my eyes held hers, ‘I’ve decided to stay a little longer, mom. Dad is out of the hosp ...’

Simone’s face turned stony and she shot a cold look at Harley.

‘THAT is not your responsibility Alexis. I don’t know who brainwashed you ...’

My temper flared and I interjected rudely, ‘Then whose it is? I am his DAUGHTER!’

Simone let my hands go and she gripped my shoulders desperately.’

‘What the fuck is going on with you – what about college?’

I smiled, and thought of Clark, ‘I decided to take a gap-year. It’s not the end of the world, mom.’

Her lips quivered, and her eyes pleaded. My mother could be so dramatic at times.

‘But I need you, Lex.’

I nodded, ‘And so does Clark, mom.’

Her vengeful eyes turned on Harley, ‘Is this your doing?’

He chuckled but didn’t say anything to her.

‘No, mom – this is my decision. I found a purpose here, and I’m happy.’

Simone’s glassy eyes turned to me, ‘What about Cole, and your friends, baby?’

That was when I knew that he had called her.

That fucking asshole.

My voice was firm and I battled to keep my temper in check.

‘There is NO Cole, mom, and those bitches are not my friends! Get that through your head!’

Matt stepped forward then and clutched my hand, ‘Lex, I am very disappoint ...’

He really shouldn't have done that.

Harley was by my side in a flash. His face was a mask of rage, as he gripped Matt's collar and pushed him back forcefully.

‘Harley!’

His jerked him hard,  ‘Don’t fucking touch her!’

I gripped at Harley’s shirt, ‘Stop, let him go, Harley!’

Simone stared at me in disbelief, ‘Why are you doing this to us, Alexis?’

Harley stood beside me now, and Matt righted his shirt.

My mother was selfish.

‘This is not about you and Matt. You’ve had me all my life – now I want to be with my dad and Harley. I just need a break from Brentley.’

Simone expression was icy, as she neatened her hair. She shot a look at Matt.

‘Fine Alexis – if this is what you want, I won’t fight you. My door is always open to you, when you decide to come home.’

I pulled her into my arms. 

Simone had done a lot of wrong things, and she was far from perfect - but I still loved her.

‘Mom, I love you. I am going to be fine.’

She stiffened and pulled away from me.

She and Matthew disappeared into the Ranger. 

My heart thrummed with love for her, and yet relief to finally be released from her tight clutches.

She didn't turn around once as they drove off.

I stared at the vehicle and Harley slipped his hand around my waist.

‘Are you okay, Babe?’

I turned to him and smiled, ‘I am now.’
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The End.
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