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      The door closes behind us and I stifle the urge to lock it. What little I have left of my self-control keeps me reminding myself that doing anything would not be appropriate, no matter how much I want it.

      “Thank you,” she whispers as she flits past me, heading for the wrong machine.

      I chuckle, grabbing her gently by the arm and spinning her toward the right one. She fumbles with the lid of the big industrial Xerox machine and after watching her try to figure it out for a couple of minutes I step in, staying quiet. My arms reach around her and open the folder, taking out a couple of pages and instructing her hands to lay them flat on the glass.

      She closes the lid and then I guide her fingers to the right buttons, looking over her shoulder, her body almost pressed against mine. I can’t stand it as I hear her breath hitch a little when my fingertips slip over the inside of her wrist and before I can stop myself, I’ve taken that last step closer, pinning her between me and the Xerox machine.

      “We shouldn’t be doing this, Cassie,” I growl, not sure whether I’m trying to tell her this or just myself.

      “Doing what, Mr. Layton?” she asks, that snippy, prideful woman that met me a few minutes ago back in full force. “Are you saying you shouldn’t be showing me how to use the copier?” she asks, almost mocking.

      “No,” I growl. “I’m saying we shouldn’t be doing this.”

      Without hesitation, my hand jerks down and yanks up her pencil skirt. My hand trails up her inner thigh as my cock presses against her rear. I shove her legs apart and she yelps, breathless.

      “You’re an insolent little hussy, aren’t you?” I ask, my breath on her ear.

      “No more than you’re a lecherous old man,” she snips back, but her rear is flush against my cock now and as my fingers make it to her black panties, I can feel how moist they are.

      “Your daddy never taught you manners,” I tell her, Vixen’s penchant for the word apparently having stuck with me.

      But where Vixen was never going to be the kind of woman I’d want to teach a lesson to, this headstrong thing definitely is.

      “I know my manners well enough,” she says, but it’s more of a whine as I push the panties aside and let my fingertips wet against the soft lips of her pussy.
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      A man is only worth as much as he can take in life. I’ve made it my mission to take as much as I can.

      She twists in my arms, her round rear bobbing up against my crotch as she writhes and tries to pry her arms loose, her breaths quick and muffled. It’s no use, I know my knots.

      She shudders as my hand runs down the curve of her rear and stops at the most delicate part, right where her rear and thigh meet. She’s hoping I’d slap her there, send her reeling into the red satin sheets she’s put on the bed in anticipation of my visit.

      I don’t know her, but I don’t need to know her name. The first look I got of her, I knew what and who she was. Someone easy to take, someone eager to be taken. It makes it less fun, I like a challenge, but a man has to do what a man has to do.

      “Stay still,” I growl, and she does.

      All that shuddering and twitching stops and she stays ramrod straight, her shoulders and chest against the mattress, her arms bound behind her back, her plump rear up in the air. Sneaking a glance over her shoulder, she gets another smack with the belt across her rear for it. The whimpering groan she puts on for my behalf barely covers the moan of pleasure underneath.

      Still wearing the little black dress she met me in at the door, I find her pretty. Attractive. Entirely forgettable. Blonde, blue eyed, slightly Nordic features. Nice big belly, which I’ll probably remember better than the rest of her. My hand reaches around her and I yank her dress and bra down, a couple of stitches tearing as it gives and her breasts spill out. She wails, and the dry crack of the leather as it whips through the air before landing on her pristine skin makes my cock swell.

      Her eyes are brimming with tears, the mascara already marring her pink cheeks as she tenses up when my palm rolls across her belly, pawing at them, abusing them. I pinch her nipples so hard that she can’t stay still, her knees buckling and making her collapse on the bed in an effort to both get away from me and get closer to my touch.

      I pinch her again and then knead the soft roundness of her breast in my smooth palm. Her back arches and her butt hits the sheets, no longer in the submissive position she was in for me.

      I shake my head, discarding the belt on the bedside table. It’s cluttered with her phone and the kind of ultra-feminine magazines you wouldn’t expect to find by the bedside of a woman who seeks mid-day thrills with strangers from the internet. She called herself Vixen D. At best she’s a Vixen C, but I’ve had worse disappointments.

      When my hand snaps away from her, she realizes her mistake. Quickly, she scrambles back on her knees on the bed, desperately looking at me over her shoulder, pleading with me that I won’t leave, as much as her bound wrists, ankles and gagged mouth allows her, anyway. I suppress a grin as I shrug off my jacket, keeping the black tie on for effect.

      I think I’m everything she hoped for. Older. Fit to the point of the suit hiding my body rather than accenting it to the best of its abilities. Cruel. She practically melted on the spot when she opened the door for me half an hour ago and if the scent hitting my nostrils is anything to go by, she’s soaking through her black lacey panties.

      I pull my briefcase wordlessly up on the bed and open it. On top of the stacks of folders for SCP Limited, my company, sit two black cases. I open one of them and Vixen is craning her neck to see what I produce. I grab her by her blonde mane and yank her head back so she’s staring in front of herself instead.

      “Stay the heck still,” I remind her, and she nods against the pain. Good girl.

      The vibrator’s thick in my palm, but not as thick as I am. Without letting go of her hair, I pull her panties aside with a crooked finger and run the length of the vibrator along her pussy. She’s shaved, and she moans like a jerk in heat. Pressing the tip against her clit, I lean into her, my breath on her ear.

      “If you can’t take this, you can’t take me,” I tell her, a gargled whimper as my only answer.

      The tears have stopped, but not for long, I imagine. I drag her by her hair so she’s just about teetering over the edge of the bed now, her face level with my crotch. She can see that I’m bulging against my slacks and her eyes flick up to me, baby blue but sort of dull, like the rest of her. I check my watch. I don’t have either the patience or the time to draw this out any longer.

      I unfist my hand from her hair and shove the vibrator up her groin in almost the same motion. She lurches ahead, nearly toppling over the side of the bed as the gently curved cock fills her leaking pussy. Vixen screams, eyes wide, because it’s thick, like I told her. She catches herself, her body rocking backward to keep from falling.

      “You better be soaking that thing if you want to make this easier on yourself,” I tell her, unzipping my pants and undoing the button.

      She gets my drift, evident from the way she practically freezes on the spot, despite the stretching her pussy is taking. She knows I’m not done with it, or her, but she’s equally as hungry to see my cock.

      I didn’t tell her how big I was. I don’t need to advertise myself, I’m not here for money. I’m here because it’s my lunch break and I need a break, I need to break something. She’s the best I could do on short notice and despite the floral patterns on the walls and the god-awful pink curtains, she’s okay so far.

      Vixen gasps, or gags, or both as I pull out my cock. Circumcised, nine inches and so thick my fingertips just meet around it, I might as well be swinging a baseball bat in front of her face. She can’t be more than twenty-four, but the look in her eyes tells me she’s seen enough to know that this can hurt. A lot. And that’s exactly what she wants.

      That eager, glistening gleam in her eyes should be spurring me on, but it doesn’t. I hate that look, that cumslut eagerness that’s trained by someone else but me, that hunger for cock that comes from experience and not from obsession.

      I shuck my palm along my cock a couple of times, the precum beading on the head and the veins perking up as it stands at attention, before I hook a finger under the scarf I was using to gag her and pull it up, loosening it only enough so I could cover her eyes with it. I don’t want to see that look anymore.

      “Daddy, please,” she whimpers, licking her lips with the same effort.

      “I’m not your Daddy,” I growl, and before she can get another jerk line across her lips, I shove my cock between them.

      She tries to make those porn star noises and to wiggle her rear in some form of nasty seduction, but I push in so far that instead of putting on a show, she needs to concentrate on breathing and taking me down her throat. Those moans turn into gargled gasps and spluttering and I can feel warm saliva pool in her mouth.

      I take it slower as I push into her throat and reach to pull out the vibrator. It makes a satisfying squelching noise as it pops out of her pussy, probably the only good sound so far other than the belt as it smacked her entitled rear before. There are a couple of reddish marks on her rear and I appreciate them for what they are as I move the tip of the vibrator up the crack of her rear and then slowly push it against the pucker of her jerk.

      I can’t see it in her eyes anymore but from the way her body tenses, I know she’s realizing what’s about to happen. The vibrator she could barely take in her groin is about to stretch her rear. She mewls against my cock, trying to open her mouth wider to get a word out, but I only push deeper, filling her with cock like she’s been begging me to.

      The tip of the vibrator, glistening with her juices, sinks in slowly and I work it in time with the bucking of my hips, filling her at both ends with far too much and far too fast. She struggles to keep up and that’s what I prefer. When the vibrator is a couple of inches in, I pull back once and then pound it in the whole way it’ll go when I grab her hair again and bottom out in her mouth and throat.

      She screams, but no one can hear a scream when there’s nine inches of cock in your throat. She bucks, but she’s tied up all nice and tidy. And then she spasms in that inevitable, rolling orgasm a greedy little cumslut like her was bound to have.

      Her throat opens wider for me and when I flick on the vibrator, letting the thick idiot buzz in her rear, she’s completely lost to anything other than the sensation of being messed. So I indulge her.

      Leaning forward, I grind into her, full force, faceher like the nameless hole she is. I pound my cock into her, gritting my teeth as her tongue tries to slick the underside of it even though saliva and tears coat her face and her breathing is a wheezing gasp every now and then.

      I want to teach her that this isn’t what good girls do. That this isn’t how good girls beg for cock, and instead of someone like me, the next time she opens her door to a stranger, it could be someone a lot more dangerous.

      But I know I won’t teach her any of these things. All I’m teaching her is that when she asks for something nicely enough, a man twice her age might show up on her doorstep and give her the of a lifetime. Counter-frigging-intuitive, but like I said, I’m not her daddy. She’s not my problem.

      My balls twitch as I push my head back, closing my eyes as I grind slower, pull back a little so she can suckle on me. She has a nice mouth. It’s no worse than a quick jerk-off at my private bathroom at the office, anyway. When I cum, filling her mouth with a big, sticky load that she can’t quite gulp all the way down, I’m not thinking of her.

      I’m not thinking of anyone, really.

      Vixen slavers over me, licking up the remnants of cum and saliva and cleaning me up while the vibrator still buzzes in her upturned rear. I yank it out of her and turn it off, tossing it on the bed. She yelps in surprise, suddenly entirely cockless. The disappointment is palpable.

      By the time she’s nudged off her blindfold, I’ve tucked my limp toe back in my boxers and put my belt back on.

      “You’re leaving already?” she asks, her words hoarse from the violent throat idiot she just participated in.

      She’s trying to pry some dried-up spunk loose from the corner of her mouth with her tongue. She looks like she does need someone with a firm hand in her life, but I’m done taking responsibility for lost causes, though for a moment, I think about it. Must be getting soft.

      “I am,” I say, loosening the handcuff knot just enough that she could wiggle out of it when I’m gone. “Keep that,” I tell her, nodding at the vibrator.

      “Something to remember you by?” she asks as I close the briefcase and pull on my jacket.

      “Sure.” I shrug. I just don’t want it back in my briefcase.

      “Can I see you again?” she yells after me, wriggling awkwardly to her side to pry herself loose from the binds.

      I look at her from the doorway. She’s a mess, but I shouldn’t be allowed to judge. Just because I know how to prop up a good façade doesn’t mean I’m not exactly as messed up underneath.

      “Maybe.”

      There will be no next time. In fact, by the time I’m out of the building, I’ll likely barely remember anything about her, other than the fact that she was eager to choke on strange cock and that I was eager to provide it. No one’s the hero in this story.
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      “Shh,” I hush Mark, hearing my mother stomping around downstairs. “She could hear us.”

      “So?” he asks, cocking a brow at me as he takes another drag of the cigarette, exhaling out of the open window.

      It faces the backyard so mom probably hasn’t smelled anything yet, but it won’t be long until she does. I wasn’t planning on still being home when she got in after work but the day got away from us, the ashtray full of smoked cigarettes and the couple of discarded Kleenex tissues in the corner showing as much.

      “You need to relax, Cass,” he tells me smartly, peering at me through his thick guyliner as he leans against the windowsill. “You’re way too uptight.”

      This coming from a man dressed in jeans so tight that I’m still surprised that he gets them back on every time he manages to shimmy out of them. He has a tendency of doing that, swinging his mess around, that is. I think he’s more fascinated by it than I am, or actually I know that’s the case. My hand still feels sticky from the handjob I gave him earlier and I briefly wonder why I did it.

      He’s not that impressive, not that I’d know.

      Because I love him, I remind myself. Sometimes I forget, but this is what love is, right? Companionship, being around one another, choosing the company of the other person instead of anything else.

      Anything like school, or a job, or commitments of any sort. I cringe, remembering I was supposed to be at school today for a meeting about the graduation party, but I wasn’t. I hope no one called mom.

      “I’m not uptight,” I say with a sigh, pushing back my auburn hair, streaked with purple. I did it myself. I think it looks good, though Mark insisted on touching them up for me later. He’s good at that sort of stuff.

      “Sure you’re not,” he mocks, offering me the cigarette, knowing I won’t take it.

      Don’t get me wrong, I’ve smoked before. I carry a pack of Marlboros – incidentally the nickname Mark insists I call him by – with me in my backpack. A recent run-in with too much booze, a club back alley and a badly timed cigarette right after have put me off of them, though.

      “Don’t give me that face,” Mark says, beckoning me closer. I go easily, being folded under his arm and pulled up against his black fishnet-covered chest. He’s warm and my hand reaches around him contentedly. “That’s better.”

      He kisses me on my forehead and I smile up at him. We’ve been wasting a lot of time lately, but I guess it feels right. I’ve known him for years, pined after him for what feels like forever, and over the last few months, he’s finally come around to noticing me.

      Cassie Davis, the poor kid who the teachers sometimes had to buy lunch for. Cassie Davis, the unpopular virgin. I still can’t believe how lucky I am that he noticed me, finally.

      I thought it would be more exciting than it is. Instead of adventures with the edgy bad boy superfreak who graduated two years ahead of me, we’ve mostly been hanging out and doing nothing. I’ve given a lot of handjobs, including my first one ever. I keep expecting things to escalate, but I don’t want to push. Not only because it’s a big step, but because Mark has some… trouble. The staying up kind. Usually he ends up finishing himself off.

      When you’re wearing rose-colored glasses, all the red flags just look like flags, I guess. In the back of my mind, I’m aware this isn’t entirely right, but it’s fine. It’s escapism. He lies to himself, I lie to myself, we’re all good.

      “You said your mom is downstairs?” Mark asks, releasing his grip on me a little.

      I frown, nodding my head.

      “Probably back from work. It’s okay, she’ll head out again soon.”

      Mom works two jobs.

      “But she’s here now,” he says, his voice getting husky. “What if you go do that again… you know.”

      I know.

      “No,” I say, shaking my head. “I can’t, Mark. I won’t steal from my mother anymore.”

      He’s asked me to steal cash from her a couple of times, and I have. I won’t anymore though. He scoffs and it’s like a slap in the face when he pulls his arm away from around me. He puts out the end of the cigarette butt in the ashtray and grabs his jacket.

      “Where are you going?” I ask, knowing he probably doesn’t have that many places to go.

      He’s been crashing on the couches of friends, I’ve smuggled him into our basement a couple of times. His parents kicked him out a while ago and he’s not exactly what you’d call dependable, in the sense that he won’t hold down a job for more than a week. But that makes two of us.

      “Somewhere more fun,” he huffs, pulling my bedroom door open.

      “Mark, no!” I whisper, rushing after him. “My mom can’t know you’re here.”

      “I’m not afraid of her,” he snorts.

      That’s not the point.

      He smacks my hand away when I try to reach for his shoulder, marching down the steps of the stairs purposefully loudly. No way mom won’t hear it.

      “Hey, Mrs. Davis,” he calls, the rear, waving to my mother who is putting away groceries in our small kitchen.

      Her expression falls when she sees him, and the look of disappointment I’m graced with is nothing new. It still cuts, though, but you get used to things, especially if you cause it yourself.

      “Mark,” she says, all nice.

      “He’s leaving already,” I tell her, ushering him out as there’s no saving this.

      I narrowly avoid him snatching my mom’s phone from the table in the foyer and he laughs when I lunge at it before he can pick it up.

      “That’s what I meant when I said you’re too uptight, Cassie,” he tells me, smirking as he shoulders his way out. The front door slams against the wall and I know it’s going to leave a mark on the wall. “You need to relax. Live a little. You’re eighteen, mommy can’t do trash to you anymore. You don’t owe her anything.”

      “Will I see you later?” I ask, his back already turned to me.

      I cross my arms over my chest, feeling cold despite the warm late spring air. It’s beautiful outside, and I’m dressed in all black like I’m going to a funeral. The polish on my nails, matte black, is chipped at the ends on a couple of them. I resist the urge to pick at them.

      “Maybe,” he says, shrugging.

      I breathe a sigh of relief. That means probably.

      “I’ll text you.”

      He won’t, but that’s fine.

      “Bye,” I call after him, and he gives me a backward wave that may have been heavy on one digit, but I won’t dwell on it.

      Instead, I close the door and lock it behind me before heading for the stairs. I get one step in before my mom’s voice stops me. I could ignore her, but I’ve done that enough. Besides, I feel a little guilty for having Mark in here when she made me promise I wouldn’t anymore.

      “Cassie,” she calls, and I reluctantly whirl around and stomp into the kitchen.

      “Yes?”

      This time, I can’t stop myself from picking at my nails, glowering at her slightly. She looks tired, and sad. She always looks like that.

      “What was that man doing in my house again?” she asks, no real fire in her voice, just exhaustion at the fact that we’re having the same conversation again.

      “I like him,” I shrug.

      “He’s not good for you. We talked about this. You’re supposed to be focusing on finishing high school, getting into college, starting your life.”

      She doesn’t add the ‘anywhere but here’ part, but I hear it. Prestview isn’t a great town and it doesn’t come with a lot of options for the future, but I’ve never hated it as much as she seems to.

      My gut twists slightly at the mention of college and I stick out my chin. The letters came in weeks ago. Early admission, two of the five places I applied to.

      No financial aid, though. Would have been better not to get any of those letters at all, then.

      “Have you heard from any of the schools yet?” mom asks, as if reading my mind.

      I shake my head, my tongue knotting at the lie.

      “No good news.”

      Her expression falls and I can’t imagine she’d look more disappointed if I smacked her. I can’t tell her the truth. She’d make me go, and she’d work herself to death trying to be able to afford it.

      “Maybe if you’d gone to class this year more than a handful of times,” she starts, but stops midway through putting a loaf of cheap bread away.

      By the looks of our house, you wouldn’t be able to tell that mom scrapes together nickels and dimes to put food in my mouth as well as Callista’s, my little sister. She’s at band practice. Mom has higher hopes for her than she does for me, and I don’t blame her for it.

      “You’re going to have to get a job,” she says instead, her voice steely.

      I’ve seen my mother, Jenna Davis, break down a handful of times in my life. It’s usually when dad has just left, or just arrived. He has that effect on her. The only other person who seems to be capable of bringing her to that kind of desperation is… well, me. One of the many unfortunate characteristics I share with my father.

      For now, it looks like she’s choosing not to break down. It’s been a while since dad has stumbled home though, all whiskey stench and kind words to the ‘women in his life’, so she’s in a better place. Right now, she only has to worry about me and paying the bills.

      When he shows up, things are good for a couple of weeks. He promises he’ll go off the booze, like he has for the last sixteen years as far as I know, and he doesn’t. He promises he’ll be better, and he isn’t. Eventually, it ends up with him drunkenly confessing his heartache to me in the middle of the night, crying about what a failure he is, before he snatches mom’s wallet and disappears for another six months, sometimes a year, or more.

      She still lets him in the door whenever he shows up. My mother’s a strong woman, but she has her weaknesses. Me and my father to name a few.

      “I know,” I nod, picking at the cracking nail polish.

      “So will you?” she asks, her tone breaking a little now.

      I nod again mutely.

      “Can I go now?”

      She gives me that look of motherly exhaustion that I know so well and then waves me off, shaking her head. I rush up the stairs, my gut still wrenching.

      “Your principal called,” she calls after me. “You’re not walking in the graduation ceremony because of your attendance. He said today was the last straw. You can pick up your diploma after the ceremony at the secretary’s office.”

      She sounds bitter. My hand grips the railing tighter and then I disappear into my room to text Mark. With all my nasty choices working out so well for me so far, what’s another, right?
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      Cameron Davis and I have nothing in common anymore, yet for the last sixteen years, we’ve been meeting at Joe’s Corner down in Pittsburgh on the 20th of May, and as far as I can tell, we’ll be doing it for the next sixteen as well.

      I already have the regular bottle of scotch waiting for him when he walks in, our usual booth booked and waiting for us, and Joe still giving us the eye from behind the counter as he does every year. As far as he can probably tell, nothing’s changed but the fact that the years have passed, I dress a little nicer and Cameron dresses a little trashtier every year. We tip him well, so Joe doesn’t ask any questions.

      “Parker,” Cameron greets me as I stand to meet him and we share a bear-hug that hangs long, two old friends coming together.

      I won’t comment on the fact that I feel like a sack of trash every time I see him and the scotch is there as much for me as it is for his benefit. We go through at least two large bottles during our yearly meet-up, usually far more.

      “Cameron. You look good,” I tell him, but of course he doesn’t.

      The look he gives me is a little bleary-eyed and he smells like he’s just rolled out of another bottle, which he probably has. He doesn’t say anything as we sidle into the booth, pick up our glasses and clink them together.

      “To another year,” Cameron says.

      “Glad to be alive,” I confirm, our usual greeting. There used to be a third line in there, but since the third person isn’t here, it won’t be finished.

      His glass is empty and sitting next to me. You’d think the man was dead, but he’s probably his way through the greater Massachusetts area in the name of a business trip. I won’t judge the man, not here anyway. He’s worked hard with me, building up our company, and his feelings for Cameron are known well enough.

      “I see Sawyer has neglected to grace us with his presence,” Cameron comments, scratching his stubbled chin as he looks at the lonesome third glass.

      “Work,” I say, not lying.

      He nods mutely and we move on, all par for the course.

      “How’s everything?”

      “Same,” he says bluntly, meeting my gaze.

      We’ve known each other for most of our lives. Cameron was ahead of me and Sawyer in college, two years, but we’ve been friends since we were kids. We used to do everything together, the good and the bad. Got in trouble together, got our first jobs together, heck, we even harassed the same women together for a couple of misguided years in college.

      Now we barely know each other, or at least I feel like I don’t know the man sitting across from me. If you were to ask Sawyer, he’d tell you that Cameron hasn’t changed a bit since college and the fact that he’s been a drunk for most of his life shouldn’t come as a surprise to anyone either. I’m still surprised, but maybe I prefer thinking better of people than I should.

      I take another swig, feeling the scotch burn a trail down my throat.

      “You?” he counters.

      I shrug my shoulders.

      “Same, I guess. Company’s doing well. We’re expanding, that’s why Sawyer’s out.”

      It’s not why Sawyer’s out. He’s had an excuse not to be here for the vast majority of the years we’ve been doing this, including every single one of the last ten. We like to pretend that it isn’t the case, though.

      “Always knew it was going to make it big,” Cameron nods, downing his glass and filling it again.

      This is the inevitable back and forth. We spend the first bottle saying little of consequence to each other, and then by the second we’re talking about good old times, and by the third Cameron is usually a blubbery mess, reminding me how Sawyer and I abandoned him. How he took the rap for us, and how we never appreciated what he did for him.

      That’s usually when I pass him the check. It’s a little bigger every year and as far as I can tell, it’s the only income he’s had for years now. Sawyer doesn’t know that I’ve been giving him anything, but I feel… I guess I feel guilty.

      This time, Cameron looks at the check for a long minute before tucking it away in his breast pocket and tapping on it two times, looking at me.

      “This, I appreciate this, Parker. You were always the good one out of us,” he says, the alcohol slurring his words.

      I’ve discarded my jacket, the expensive Calvin Klein sprawled on the seats that have seen better days. My tie is pulled looser and I look like I fit in with Cameron by now, though my shoulders are broader and even at my worst, my spine is straighter than his. We’re in our forties now, we’re not kids anymore, but sometimes it feels like nothing has changed at all since college.

      “No, I wasn’t. I’m not. If I were, I would have never let you do what you did for us,” I say, giving him a hard look.

      Yes, that’s what it is. Guilt. For over eighteen years I’ve bottled it away and then once a year, I come meet my friend and I let it all out. My day to ask for forgiveness and be given it year after year without making a lick of difference.

      He waves my comment away. Nothing changes.

      “What had to happen, happened.”

      We started SCP in college as three structural engineers with grand plans to break into the automotive industry. We had the drive, the brains, but not the funding, or the experience, or the contacts to get the in we needed. Our breakthrough came in the form of one horrible decision and who exactly was responsible for it is something we’re yet to decide on.

      Regardless of who made the call, the one who ended up in jail was Cameron. It was at Sawyer’s and my graduation ceremony that the FBI crashed the party and dragged Cameron out in handcuffs for corporate espionage.

      For all the lies and the lack of clarity on what actually happened that night that he broke into the offices of one of the biggest players in the industry and got us all the information we needed to go in and score a huge deal for General Motors, one thing’s for certain – we profited, and he served the time for it. When he got out of jail, our profile was too big to let a convicted felon back in. We bought him out, paying him handsomely, and he blew it within a year.

      Things were never right between him and Sawyer after that. There’s something neither of them has told me, I’m certain, because you don’t go from being brothers to barely being able to stand one another like that. But I’m a drunken fool right now and maybe a little sentimental.

      “How’s the family?” I ask, partially regretting the question.

      I never had one, a family. Neither did Sawyer. The irony is that though we consider ourselves the successful ones, the only one with a wife and kids is Cameron. We know Jenna from back in college, she was pregnant before Cameron went to serve his time.

      “They despise me,” he says humorlessly, hanging his head.

      His palm flits across the check again. It’s big enough to cover the mortgage, to keep his family fed and taken care of for more than a year. I doubt they’ll see a cent of it as usual.

      “Jenna’s a good woman.”

      “I’m not a good man,” Cameron shrugs, tears welling in his eyes. He didn’t use to be a crier, but alcoholism breaks a lot of good men, and more of those that aren’t.

      “You’ve done the best you could.”

      Neither one of us entirely believes that.

      “I haven’t,” he argues, a dry sob following that gets washed down with scotch. “It’s not just Jenna. It’s the girls. Cassie’s eighteen now. Eighteen. Can you believe it? She’s supposed to be heading to college but…”

      “But?” I pry after a moment.

      “We can’t afford it.”

      Cameron looks up at me, haunted. Normally, he would ask me for money and I would cave, but this time it looks like there’s something more at play. I lean in without noticing I’m doing it.

      “I can help-” I start, but he stops me.

      “Jenna would never allow it. She doesn’t even know I come to see you.”

      “She wouldn’t have to know,” I try again.

      “It’s not just that, Parker,” Cameron utters, his gaze flicking to his hands now. “It’s… She’s like me, Cassie. You know? She’s reckless, she doesn’t think things through. She has a good heart in her, I know she does, though she didn’t get that from me. The rest of it, though? That’s me. She’s stubborn and she gets her way no matter what, even if her decisions are dumb and she knows it.

      “It’s my fault if she throws away her life. Jenna can only do so much for her, for both of the girls. I’ve messed Cassie up with my genetics, I’m like a disease. Callista’s more like Jenna, thank goodness.”

      I sit back, sinking into the ratty red leather of the booth. My brow furrows. I’ve met Cassie once, maybe. She couldn’t have been more than three, one of the first times I saw Cameron after he got out of prison. She had his eyes, big and gray and soulful, filling me with more guilt than ever before.

      “Maybe I can do something for her,” I say, my mouth moving faster than my brain can keep up.

      “You’re a good engineer, but you can’t swap DNA,” Cameron snorts.

      “What if I give her a job?”

      I like the sound of that. Even Cameron perks up a little.

      “Yes. A job. She can come work for me, work as an executive assistant. We have an internship program that could be extended to include her. If she does well, it’d be easy to transition her into paid work and even a part-time salary would cover her living expenses.

      “We can cover her tuition under a grant that she pays back after graduation, while working for us as much as her schedule allows during school. There are a couple of great schools around us, you’d know.”

      We’re all MIT graduates, after all. Never moved far from school with the company, either. Being close to the talent was always a goal of mine.

      Cameron stares at me, dumbfounded. He empties another glass and our third bottle is almost out. With a shaky hand, he tops me off and then pours himself another, then waving the empty bottle at Joe so he’d bring us a refill.

      “But it’s so far away… You’d do that for me?”

      “She can live with me. I can pick her up tomorrow, drive her back with me to Boston with me. You just need to talk to Jenna.”

      Sober me would not be offering this. Sober me would not bring the daughter of the man my business partner can barely stand to name into our company as a favor. Sober me would not offer to put up a barely legal young woman in my house when I haven’t so much as dated in a year.

      But drunk me has a bleeding heart and a hope that everything will work out, that maybe I can pay back my dues. When Cameron practically takes the table with him when he lunges to hug me again, drunk me feels pretty smug about himself.
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      My suitcase was packed by the time I rolled out of bed at 11:00 a.m. and I had no idea why. Not only had my mother appeared in my room and neatly stacked the essentials in the suitcase without waking me up in the process, she’d also made me breakfast and pushed ahead her first shift at the grocery store so she could see me off.

      As I sit at the kitchen table, nursing a cup of coffee and ignoring a plate of toast and eggs, I can’t wrap my brain around it. There was barely an explanation as to what was going on and though my mother didn’t ignore my questions, she didn’t tell me much.

      “Eat up, it’s a long drive.”

      “To Boston,” I echo, regurgitating the information that had filled me up past the point where the food could do me any good.

      “Yes,” she nods, sipping at her coffee.

      She looks uncomfortable but tense, standing rigidly at the kitchen island. Her lips have been pressed into a thin line for the majority of the morning and I haven’t gotten her to crack. I’m losing faith that I will.

      “Why?” I ask, and it’s at least the twelfth time.

      “I told you. Your father has friends willing to give you a shot. You’re not going to do anything here, not with that boy around, not with… well, there’s nothing holding you here anymore, is there? No college, your high school said they don’t need you to come in… I think it’s for the best.”

      Her voice wavers a little.

      “You think it’s for the best,” I repeat, reeling.

      There’s plenty that I want to say, but looking at my mom, I don’t. She’s the last person I thought would give up on me, but I might deserve it. My gut twists, thinking that I won’t even be able to say goodbye to Mark.

      I’m an adult, I know I don’t have to do anything my parents tell me anymore. At the same time, I’ve burned enough bridges here to realize that my mother is right – there’s nothing for me here. All I do is leech off of what little she manages to bring in, just like my dad often does. I don’t want to be that person.

      I nod to myself and pick up one of the slices of toast and nibble on it. It tastes like cardboard and I think it has nothing to do with the meal itself.

      When the doorbell rings, we both jump a little. Mom’s the first to react, putting her coffee cup down and heading for the door.

      “I’ll get it. Finish up.”

      I gulp down my coffee and leave the toast on the plate as I stand up. There’s so much I feel like I haven’t done, but it’s too late now. Does Callista even know I’m leaving? No, she would have woken me up. I guess that’s why it’s happening in the middle of the day, so no one could throw a fit.

      My suitcase is waiting for me in the hallway and I sneak out of the kitchen toward the sound of voices. As I peer out from behind the corner of the stairs leading up, I see my mom hugging a man who makes my heart beat even faster than it was before.

      He’s tall and broad and looks like the kind of guy who’s grown up giving people orders. His eyes, blue, are sleepy and I can see the crinkling of laugh lines around them. He looks like he’d be devastating when he smiles, but even looking somber as he does now, he makes me gasp for air in the best kind of way.

      His hair is light, a dirty blond, just long enough that I’d like to run my fingers through it. The navy suit he is wearing fits him impeccably, straining a little around his biceps as he releases my mother from his embrace. They definitely look like they know each other and I’ve rarely seen my mother look as sheepish as she does now, inviting him into our house.

      I lean back so they can’t see me as they head into the living room, only catching snippets of their conversation. He seems so at home in his own body, like a man in control of both himself and everything around him. It’s intoxicating. He’s the kind of man I’d stop and stare after regardless of his looks just because of how he carries himself. A quiet, reserved kind of power oozes off of him and I want to be close to it.

      Without thinking, I creep across the hall and step into the living room, finding my mother sitting on the couch and my nameless crush standing in the middle of the room. This can’t possibly be the man my father knows – they look like they’re from two different worlds.

      “Cassie, I didn’t hear you come in,” my mom says lightly, glancing between me and him. “Parker, I want you to meet my daughter, Cassandra. Cassie, this is Parker Carlson. He’s the man I told you about.”

      Parker gives me a look and I feel exposed before him, and incredibly silly. I’m in black leggings and a band shirt that’s far too big for me, slouching off my shoulder and revealing a bra strap. I have no make-up on and the pink socks I pulled on, probably not even mine but Callista’s, make me feel like a silly little girl.

      His gaze flicks over me and for a moment, I think there’s something there. It lingers on my face and I find myself holding my breath as we share that second. When he comes up to me and takes my hand in his to shake it, a shiver runs down my spine, all pure electricity.

      “Nice to meet you, Cassie. Your father has told me so much about you,” he says, his voice velvet and honey and everything I want to get lost in.

      My knees seriously consider buckling and I don’t blame them.

      “Hi,” I say awkwardly, resenting that he lets go of my hand so soon.

      He gives me a narrow smile and I feel even more awkward, my heart beating out of my chest.

      “I know this is short notice, Jenna. But you know how things are,” he starts, my mother nodding. “I’m not in town for a while and Cameron figured it might be best if I take Cassie with me today. That is, if that’s fine with you, Cassie.”

      I exhale sharply, nodding my head before my brain manages to catch up with me. I was supposed to say it’s not okay. I was supposed to rant and rave and maybe even yell a little, or at least that was my original plan. Now, being whisked away to a new future by this man seems like an adventure instead of a punishment.

      “It’s okay. Thank you,” I murmur.

      His smile becomes a little warmer, reaching his eyes. I was right, he is devastating when he smiles.

      “We’d better get going then. It’s a long drive to Boston,” he says, more to my mom than to me. “Was that her suitcase that I spied?”

      “Yes, that’s hers,” mom confirms, sending Parker off to retrieve it.

      He smells like oak as he passes me by.

      My mom pulls me into a hug and that façade of strictness falls away.

      “I’ll miss you, cricket,” she tells me, using the nickname I haven’t heard in years.

      “I’ll miss you too, mom. I promise I’ll be good.”

      I almost expect her to laugh, but of course she doesn’t. In a world where there are only good girls and bad girls, I’ve been trying my best to be a bad girl for years now. The sudden 180 has to at least raise a couple of eyebrows.

      “I’ll call you,” she promises as she walks me out after Parker.

      There’s a flashy Mercedes-Benz E-class parked in the driveway in front of our house. A couple of neighbors have come outside to look at it, keeping a respectful distance. You don’t see a lot of cars like that in Prestview. The moment Parker comes into view with my suitcase, their attention automatically snaps over to him, and for good reason.

      He could stop traffic with that presence of his.

      “Tell Callista that I didn’t mean to go like this, please,” I whisper to mom as we hug one last time.

      Parker’s holding the passenger door open for me and I slip in, almost stumbling as I clamber in because of suddenly becoming very aware of how close I am to him that way. I buckle in and Parker gets inside too after a couple short sentences with my mom. The last thing I hear him tell her is that he’ll take good care of me and despite every rational bone in my body telling me that it just means he’ll look after me, I can’t help but read something dirtier out of it.

      Whereas Mark always filled me with a sense of inevitability when it came to physical closeness, Parker makes me long for it, and it’s entirely wrong. He’s twice my age or more, and a friend of my parents. I’m nothing but a favor to him and that’s how it should be.

      The engine roars to life. I wave goodbye to my mom and my house, this godly man taking me away from everything I’ve held dear all my life. The only thing I know about him is his name.

      I play with the hem of my shirt as we breeze through Prestview. It doesn’t take long until we hit the interstate heading out of state. When the last sign calling for an exit to Prestview whizzes past us, my shoulders slump a little and I glance at Parker, trying to find words. Any words.

      “You must have questions,” he tells me suddenly, not even sparing me a glance.

      “About what?” I ask.

      “Everything. Me, what’s going on, what your dad and I talked about.”

      So not only is he handsome as all perdition, he’s a mind reader too now. Great.

      “It’s just… it’s all sort of sudden,” I say, shrugging my shoulders.

      What else am I supposed to say? Thank you for giving me an opportunity to reboot my life, but I’d be perfectly find if you just took my virginity and then sent me off on my way if you don’t want to keep me? I’m trouble, so you probably don’t want me around, but I’d love to see you naked?

      Yeah, I don’t think any of those would be entirely appropriate at the moment.

      “It is,” Parker confirms. He reaches his hand out and I stare transfixed as it rolls around my palm gently, squeezing it. “Trust me, Cassie, I won’t let anything bad happen to you. Your dad and I go a long way back and I know how important you are to him. I’ll do anything I can to give you the kind of future you deserve, all right?”

      He looks at me, giving me a confident smile. For the first time in as long as I can remember, I feel like someone has me. Like a warm cocoon of safety is slowly wrapping around me. Like everything I’ve wanted from my dad all my life is being offered up to me on a silver platter now.

      The only problem is, I don’t think I deserve it.

      But it doesn’t mean I don’t want it.

      “Okay. I trust you,” I promise.

      And I do. And that’s scary as idiot.
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      More than six hours later, I can still feel a tingle in my palm from having held Cassie’s hand. I’d worry that I’ve messed something up with the long drive, and I’m definitely woozy from it as we pull up in front of my driveway, but I know it’s not just some physical reaction right now.

      This girl is doing something to me and I’m not sure if that’s a good thing. There are plenty of reasons why it’s a horrible idea to bring her into my house and separate her from her support system the way I have, but the worst reason yet is one that I hadn’t even considered before I saw her.

      That I might not want to let her go now that I have her.

      “We’re here,” I say, unbuckling and turning to face my predicament.

      Cassie’s fast asleep, her hair falling on her face and her cute little nose twitching a little. I should wake her up, but she was coiled like a spring for most of the drive and to see her this relaxed, I just can’t do it.

      Instead, I quietly get out of the car and get her small suitcase from the back of it. The automatic garage door is already open and the lights are on in my big home in the suburbs, gated and kept out of the public eye. My castle, now to have its very own princess.

      I put her suitcase down in the garage and open the passenger door as the garage door starts to close. She doesn’t rouse as I unbuckle her and when I scoop her into my arms, she nuzzles closer to me. I just about melt.

      Her head is propped on my shoulder and her sweet pink lips are parted just a little, one hand grasping the lapel of my jacket. My cock twitches uncomfortably and I curse myself under my breath for having gotten myself into this. I have no time to want anyone and even if I did, the daughter of my former business partner, entrusted into my care, is definitely not the woman to want.

      Which doesn’t make the urge to wake her with a kiss go away any easier.

      “Welcome home, baby,” I whisper as I shoulder my way into the front foyer and carry her through the house.

      She’s so small in my arms and despite the hard exterior she tries to put on to the world, I can see right through it, now more than before. You can’t hide who you are when you sleep, you’re exposed to the world. These edges she’s created for herself aren’t who she is and I’m dying to find out exactly what she’s trying to hide from prying eyes.

      My steps take me directly toward my bedroom, but I change course as I realize what I’m doing. I definitely can’t put her in my bed. Instead, I go for the guest room that’s closest to my bedroom, the one that shares a bathroom with the master suite. I tuck her into bed there though I’m loathe to let her go, wishing I could just curl up next to her.

      I snap myself out of it when I catch myself staring at her curled up, sleeping form for too long. This isn’t okay.

      “What the heck are you doing, Parker?” I whisper to myself, carefully closing the door and then retrieving her suitcase.

      I leave it behind the guest room door and text her mom and Cameron that we’ve arrived safe. The flurry of ‘thank yous’ I get as a response make me feel even trashtier. Resolving to put this moment of weakness behind myself, I head to the bathroom and peel off my suit as I turn on the hot water in the shower.

      After more than a six-hour drive in a car with the most gorgeous young woman I’ve lain my eyes on, I feel like a dirty old man begging to scrub it all off of me. I was driving half-hard the whole way.

      The water hits my skin, scalding, and I take it as a mild form of repentance. I shampoo my hair and then violently attack my body, washing the day off me. My mind wanders too easily and between the questions of what the heck am I going to tell Sawyer when I take Cassie into work with me on Monday, and what the heck was I thinking to begin with, I inevitably think about her, and only her again.

      Despite my best effort, the half-mast I’ve been sporting since getting in the car seems to know that I’m alone now and that I can be as perverse as I want to be. When my hand cups my balls in an effort to lather them up, I inadvertently find my hand running up my thick, hard shaft as well.

      Not that this is a accident. It isn’t. I know exactly what’s going on. Having thrown myself into work for the better part of the last twenty years, I’ve never really made time for anything but an occasional idiot. Recently, even those have fallen away because my old ‘connections’ became a little too familiar. I don’t want to lead anyone on.

      That includes myself.

      Work’s my mistress, even though she doesn’t suck me off the way I’d like her to. It’s a choice I’ve made and one I’ve been happy to live with so far, but seeing Jenna and Cassie, I can’t help but wonder if I may have missed out. I could have had a family when I was younger. I could have made time. Cameron never realized what he had but I guess in a way, I’m no better.

      After all, I’m a man living alone just as he is.

      I snap my hand away from my cock, disgusted with myself. This girl my brain and toe seem to be conspiring to obsess about is the daughter of one of my former best friends. I can’t do anything with her and I sure shouldn’t be thinking that I can in any way.

      I rinse off and get out of the shower, reaching for an Egyptian cotton towel, pristinely and boringly white, to dry myself off. My hard-on shows no signs of letting me forget its existence and as I consider my reflection in the wide mirror, I take a breath.

      What’s one time?

      Just a moment of release. Just for now. So I can get my mind back, so I can figure out all the trash I’ve gotten myself and Cassie into.

      No one will know.

      The towel drops from my hand and visions of Cassie spin in my brain. Her plush lips, her gorgeous, young body. The way she looked at me with those gray eyes, stormy and alive, like I could give her something she never had. My hand grips the base of my shaft and I groan as I let my palm glide over the still-wet skin.

      In my head, it’s her that’s doing it. On her knees, her pretty eyes wide, a smile on her lips. She opens her mouth to me and her tongue slips out, lapping up precum and making a face as she gets a taste of the saltiness for the very first time. I don’t know if she’s a virgin, but in my head she is. In my head she’s all innocence, trying to hide under a hard façade, waiting to be shown that she doesn’t have to fight for herself.

      My muscles tense as my cock practically hums in my hand as I start jerking myself off, my thumb flicking over the thick head every now and then and sending a shudder through me. I imagine it’s her tongue, working me, tasting me, pleasuring me, and it comes so easily. My grip tightens as she takes me in her mouth and I grunt out senseless expletives as I think of her gagging on my size, struggling to fit but oh so eager to try.

      My pace quickens and I pay no heed to the draft of cold air that hits my back for a moment, so lost in my impromptu descent into depravity.

      “Idiot, Cassie,” I groan, picturing her slipping a hand into her panties and teasing her sweet clit for me as she sucks me off. “Goodness!”

      The thick globs of cum jet from the head of my cock, splattering all over the damp towel and across the gray marble tiling. When I open my eyes, releasing my cock, I see the door behind me slamming shut in the reflection of the mirror. For a moment, I’m sure I saw the purple of Cassie’s hair in the reflection as well.

      “Incredible,” I grunt to myself, that sinking feeling in my gut telling me that I’ve messed up.

      At the same time, another part of me is desperately curious to know how much she saw. How much she stood there to watch?

      I take a minute to compose myself and clean up the bathroom, throwing the cum-covered towel in the hamper. Wrapping a clean one around my hips, I go to Cassie’s door, finding it tightly shut. The suitcase isn’t behind the door anymore, thought. I knock on it gently, and get no answer.

      Was I wrong? Did I imagine seeing what I saw?

      I nudge the door open slightly and see the outline of Cassie sleeping, curled up under the covers where I left her. With a mix of relief and disappointment, I close the door again and retreat to my own bedroom.

      At the very least, I can pretend that she didn’t see me jerking off to the thought of her, calling out her name as I imagined coming in her face and having her swallow my seed. It’s as thin of a consolation as can get, but I’ll take anything at this point.

      In the aftermath, I’m no less obsessed with her than I was before.
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      Parker Carlson is more man than I’ve ever known and I’m not sure what to do with it.

      I didn’t sleep a wink all night. How could I, after walking in on him in the bathroom, watching his large, strong body shake with a powerful orgasm, his absolutely magnificent cock spilling cum as he grunted out my name? I’ve never been so turned on by anything and I’d be a liar if I claimed I didn’t touch myself to the thought of him.

      It’s something I haven’t done for Mark since the first time we hung out together. After seeing Parker’s monster of a cock, I can’t even think about Mark in any way that doesn’t make what we did and had together seem sort of… disappointing.

      With my brain a jumble of thoughts, I get up early in the morning, dress in what I consider to be my nicest dress – another completely black number with an A-line skirt and a modest neckline – and carefully sneak through the house, hoping not to wake Parker. Instead, I find him in the kitchen, whistling to himself as he flips over pancakes.

      The early morning news is playing on the TV and he’s dressed in a V-neck tee and slouchy sweatpants that curve just right around his rear. He has a really nice rear.

      I shouldn’t notice the fact that he does though, right?

      He greets me with a wave and motions to a coffee machine to the right of me.

      “Just in time. Are you a morning person?” he asks me, amusement in his eyes.

      “Not really,” I say, relieved to find that he’s at least acting like he didn’t see me creeping on him last night.

      I think it’s best for the both of us if we pretend it never happened.

      “I’ll make up for the both of us, then,” he says, flopping a couple of pancakes on a plate and setting it down in front of me when I take a seat at the dining table.

      The kitchen is big, but the dining nook is sweet, homey. Not something I’d expect to find in the home of a single man as wealthy and successful as Parker is. At least I hope he’s single.

      “Eat up, we have a big day in front of us,” he tells me as my gut wrenches at the thought of him having someone else in his life.

      It’s stupid, but I’m incredibly jealous of a woman who may not even exist. My fingers pick at one of the several safety pins I have in my dress, finding them garish now instead of edgy. I make a mental note to take them out of the dress the moment I can.

      “Big day?” I echo, pouring some maple syrup on the pancakes as he comes to join me, sitting opposite of me. “And thank you. You didn’t need to make breakfast.”

      “You’re welcome, and yes, I did. You look like you haven’t eaten in months. If you don’t have the energy to keep up with the workload at SCP Limited, you’re going to be no use to me,” he says good-naturedly, throwing me a friendly wink.

      I feel slightly self-conscious, but take his words for what they are. I’ve gotten too skinny, I know that, but I’ve been too preoccupied with feeling sorry for myself lately to really do anything about it. That needs to stop. I have no intention of disappointing anyone, least of all Parker or my mother.

      The first bite is heaven on my tongue. These have to be the best blueberry pancakes I’ve ever had!

      “These are amazing,” I gasp, not even done with swallowing the first mouthful.

      I clap a hand over my mouth. If I was going to attempt to make Parker see me as anything but a little girl, I’m sort of failing at it right now. He grins, nodding his head in thanks.

      “Your mom told me you loved blueberry pancakes. Those also happen to be my specialty, so you’re in luck.”

      I chow down eagerly, forgetting for a moment my self-conscious musings around Parker. It feels nice, sharing a meal with him, and I allow myself to push the dumb thoughts to the background for a moment. I still have too many questions and the mention of SCP Limited stirs some unwelcome memories in me, but I don’t want to ruin our breakfast.

      When we’re both almost done and I’m running low on coffee, I dare broach the subject of the day again. He hasn’t mentioned anything about last night so I’m happy to let sleeping dogs lie.

      “You said we have plans for today?”

      “I’m going to take you shopping,” he says matter-of-factly, a twinkle in his eyes and a smirk curling the corner of his lips in the most maddening way.

      “Shopping?” I echo, feeling more like a parrot the last couple of days than a person by the way I keep repeating things. “Are we… do you need something?”

      “No, we’re going shopping for you, Cassie. I saw the size of your suitcase and I’m willing to bet you don’t own anything that would look right in the office. So I’m going to take you to buy a new wardrobe, my treat.” Before I can start arguing, he’s holding up his hands, having none of it. “And I won’t take no for an answer. You are my guest and I fully intend to get my money’s worth out of you when you graduate from college. We’ll look at schools soon but first things first, we need to get you ready for work. Understood?”

      He gives me a stern look and breaks it with a smile that I can’t help but answer.

      “Okay,” I finally say. “But I won’t be in your debt. I don’t want anything for free.”

      He looks at me curiously but nods then. We finish up breakfast and after he changes into casual slacks and a blazer we head out, taking a sleek BMW coupe this time from his awesome garage. The place looks like a car show and he doesn’t seem to notice it at all.

      The first store we walk into and the first price tag I see kick the breath right out of my lungs. I don’t know how I’m ever supposed to pay something like that back, but he tells me that engineering salaries are more than enough for something like this and it doesn’t matter to him. It takes a while before I can relax and stop staring at the zeroes on the tags, but I resolve myself to trusting him.

      It’s the least I can do when he’s already offering to help me with so much.

      “You’re being too kind,” I whisper as he shows a shop assistant all the things she needs to pick out for me.

      His arm sweeps around my shoulder and he gives it a squeeze as he leads me toward the changing room. I lean into him easily, eager to get lost in his warmth and the feel of his strong body. My core throbs with need and my throat gets dry again, just like it did when I saw him naked, his cock in his big, strong hand.

      “I’m being no such thing. You need to understand that you coming to help me out at SCP is something I need too. It’s a really busy time for us with a big project coming to its most demanding period and I need someone to help keep me on the ball. You’re that girl, I’m sure of it.”

      I can only nod mutely, hoping against hope that I don’t disappoint him. He sends me off into the dressing room with a pile of clothes already waiting for me, all beautiful office sets, skirts and dresses and shirts in sophisticated cuts that I would never pick out for myself because I don’t think I could pull it off.

      I put on a black pencil skirt and button up a white blouse over my worn, used-to-be-white bra. When I step into a pair of matching black pumps and sweep my hair back with my hands, I stare at my reflection for a long moment. I like it. It doesn’t look like me, but maybe the me I could be… The kind of person who has her trash together, who doesn’t steal from her mother or date jobless bums who aren’t going anywhere in life.

      The kind of person who could be with Parker Carlson, maybe.

      “Are the sizes right?” Parker asks me, rousing me from my thoughts.

      I take a breath, gathering my courage, and then step out of the dressing room. He’s sitting on a bench in the waiting area and straightens up immediately as I step out. In fact, he stands up, his expression this beautiful mask of surprise and awe.

      “Is it all right?” I ask, doing a little twirl for him.

      One of the purple streaks in my hair catches to my nose and I sweep it back, annoyed by it. He’s wordless and I look down at myself, worrying that I might have overestimated this looking good on me.

      “No, you’re right, it’s not me,” I say, feeling a blush creep up my neck and cheek.

      I turn to rush back into the changing room but he catches me by the arm, spinning me back to face him. We’re so close that our bodies almost touch and it doesn’t feel nearly close enough.

      “You look great, Cassie,” he tells me, his voice huskier than usual.

      I love that look in his eyes. I don’t think anyone has ever looked at me like that and I want to throw myself straight into it, straight into him.

      “Go on, try the rest of it on.”

      I nod, wishing the moment would last. With butterflies in my belly, I go through the rest of the clothes the assistant picked out for me, with her bringing me a different size sometimes when Parker doesn’t approve. We end the day with bags upon bags of clothes, all so gorgeous and luxurious that I don’t know what to do with myself now that Parker has bought them all for me.

      “One last stop,” he tells me, nudging me toward a high-end lingerie store.

      My breath catches. I can imagine myself modeling underwear for him and though it should be mortifying, I feel myself soaking through my panties at the thought of him seeing me almost naked like that. I’m far too eager to do this and far too disappointed when he just sends me off with a shop assistant to get new undergarments.

      I return after a while with an armful of panties and bras and neither one of us says a word about it. They’re rung up and off we go, the bag added to the pile that Parker insists on carrying himself.

      Not once does he mention the financial state of my family or make me feel awkward about it. He doesn’t even check the amounts on the receipts as he pays them and he insists I don’t either. I still feel weird about it, but every now and then, the way he looked at me when I walked out in that first outfit comes back to me and I feel better, if only a little.

      At least I know that he liked what he saw. What that means though, I’m not entirely sure.

      We’re about to head out of the mall when I spot a convenience store and a thought hits me. I skid to a halt, a couple of steps from the doors leading to the parking garage.

      “I’m going to be with you in a moment,” I tell him as Parker cocks a brow at me. “I just need to um… I need to get something. Don’t worry,” I call over my shoulder, running to the store.

      Slipping into the store, I find the hair care shelves and pick a couple of dyes close to my natural color from the shelf, as well as a couple of options to try and wash out the purple from my hair. I don’t want to look like a teenager with an identity crisis anymore. I want to look like I belong in Parker’s office, and his life, even if I know I don’t.

      I buy the dyes with my own money and find Parker in a bit. He’s leaning on his BMW, looking so suave and sophisticated as the sun sets in the backdrop of the roof of the parking garage.

      “Get what you needed?” he asks me, opening the door for me.

      “Yes,” I nod, sliding into the seat.

      He reaches across me and buckles the seatbelt for me before I can do it myself, his broad body leaning over me. I suck in a breath as he does, feeling him so close to me again sending my nerves all aflutter.

      “Safety first,” he says simply before closing the door and getting in on the other side.

      The drive back home is short but by the time all the bags are in my room - - my room, I think I’m getting too comfortable here – it’s dark outside.

      “I’ll get dinner started,” Parker tells me, leaving me fussing with all the clothes and shoes and accessories he’s gotten me.

      I particularly like a pair of simple golden butterfly earrings he bought me.

      When the clothes are settled away, I grab a bathrobe and the hair dyes and take a shower in the same shower he used before. I purposely leave the door unlocked, though I doubt that Parker would walk in on me in a million years. A girl can dream though, right?

      The purple comes out of my hair easily enough, a small mercy of using a cheapie semi-permanent dye to begin with. After I’ve washed myself and dried my hair, looking at my reflection makes me stand and take notice. I don’t think I’ve looked this natural in a long while.

      Usually I wear the same kind of heavy eyeliner that Mark prefers and my hair has been some kind of crazy color for a while now. It’s sort of nice to be subdued and normal for a change.

      Smiling to myself, I dress in a casual dress and put on the butterfly earrings before heading downstairs. As I’m about to descend the last turn on the stairs, the doorbell rings and I hear Parker greeting someone. There’s immediate tension in his voice and I freeze on the steps, getting that indefinable feeling that I shouldn’t be listening in on this, but at the same time being unwilling not to.

      “Parker. I know it’s late but I need to mail these proposals tonight and you hadn’t signed them before leaving,” a deep, masculine voice says.

      It’s gruffer, lower than Parker’s and it sends tingles down my spine. There’s an edge of danger to it and I want badly to see who it belongs to, but I’m perfectly frozen on the stairs and figure that it’s best if I remain there.

      “Sorry. Must have gotten lost in the shuffle,” Parker responds.

      I can just see a bit of his back as he scribbles his signature on several sheets of paper.

      “You’re not inviting me in?” the stranger asks with some amusement.

      “Not a good night.”

      “Don’t tell me you actually have a woman in here,” the stranger laughs. “If so, more power to you. I thought we were beyond that point with you.”

      I’m not sure whether I hate him for saying that or love him for it. At the very least, it confirms that Parker probably doesn’t have a ‘special friend’ hidden away somewhere.

      Not that it gives me any more of a shot, I remind myself.

      “How was Cameron?” the stranger asks, his voice more uncertain now, like the topic is uncomfortable for him.

      Why would he know my father? Unless this is…

      “Sawyer, if you cared about how Cameron is, you would have come to Philadelphia and seen for yourself. He is what he’s always been,” Parker says tersely, sending my stomach doing flips.

      Yup, if my dad is anything, it’s consistent. A consistent disappointment to those who love him, much like I am. But unlike him, I’m at least trying to make a positive change. Right?

      “He’s bad news and any sort of partnership with him is out of the question,” Sawyer says darkly. “Please tell me you’re aware of that?”

      “After you telling me the same rendition of it for more than a decade? Yeah, I’ve heard you. You need anything else?”

      He’s practically growling now.

      “No, I’m good. Thanks,” Sawyer says, the door closing in front of his face a moment later.

      I feel sick for causing problems for Parker. I know why he didn’t tell Sawyer I am here – because Sawyer wouldn’t have any of it. And I know enough about Sawyer from my dad’s tales to know that if he doesn’t want something, he’ll make it go away.

      It seems like no matter where I go, I’m bound to cause trouble, whether I try to or not.

      My phone buzzes in my pocket just as Parker turns to return to the kitchen and I pretend like I just came down the stairs.

      “Dinner’s ready,” he tells me, the only sign of there being any additional tension on his part the fact that his expression looks more strained than usual.

      “Great! I’m famished,” I tell him with a wide smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes.

      The name that flashes across the screen of my phone is Mark. I’m not going to read his text. Not yet.
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      SCP Limited is a cacophony of motion and meetings and arguments and I love it. As much joy as getting my rocks off gives me, being messed up in all of this madness satisfies me on a different and equally as important level. If I had to be honest, and I rarely do, I’d probably admit that I currently love SCP far more than anything else in my life.

      She’s tough, but at least she’s my jerk.

      The auxiliary systems engineering team chatters among themselves as they scatter from our morning meeting, heading off to tighten their part of the proposal we’re working up for Tesla. The company’s been in turmoil for months now over this one possible deal. As big as we are, as respected as we are, working with Tesla would open doors for us that we couldn’t even dream of before.

      It feels like the good old days again, back when it was just me, Parker, Cameron and notebooks full of calculations. Now, Parker and I run a staff of a couple of thousand people, if we factor in the construction plant personnel as well, but the end game remains the same. We just have more people doing the math and the paperwork for us, or at least that’s how I see it.

      “Where the heck is Stacy?” I roar across the floor as I make it up the stairs to the executive offices.

      My assistant is nowhere to be seen and I’m fairly certain it’s my fault, not hers. I wouldn’t be able to tell you all the things she does for me, but I know she’s prompt as a whistle and always there when she can be. If she’s not at her desk, it means at one point or another I’ve told her not to be there because of some kind of a meeting or errand or heaven knows what else.

      “She’s out of the building for two hours on the Gemini dossier,” a voice I don’t know answers me, clear and strong.

      I frown, looking around for the source of that twinkle of a sound, my eyes stopping on the slender, young frame of a gorgeous creature I’ve definitely never seen. I stall on the spot, staring at her like I’ve just seen a vision. She meets my gaze with a straight back, her stormy gray eyes seeming to stare right through me.

      My cock twitches.

      “And who might you be?” I query, strolling up to her while shoving one hand in my pocket to shift my bulging manhood so my sudden and unwelcome boner wouldn’t make this situation any more awkward than it needs to be.

      “Cassie,” she tells me smartly, standing up and holding out her hand to me. “And you must be Sawyer. Parker told me you had the office right next to his.”

      I look at that small hand of hers, the chipped black nail polish on it the only thing hinting that as much as she’s trying to belong, she doesn’t have her disguise down pat yet. She can’t be more than eighteen or nineteen, twenty at best. There’s a hint of a shake now that I look at that hand of hers again and when my palm closes around it, I think I catch her exhaling sharply.

      She is not good for me. It’s like someone’s chumming the waters and I’m the hapless shark, drawn to the scent of blood by a primal urge.

      “It’s Mr. Layton for you, Cassie,” I say, purposefully carting out the honorifics though we don’t run that kind of a business.

      There’s something about this brash girl that makes me want to put her in her place more than I care to admit.

      “Oh, sorry, of course, Mr. Layton,” she replies with a blush and I immediately imagine how that pink would spread on her neck and chest as well.

      I let go of her hand and find myself wishing I hadn’t.

      “You haven’t answered my question, though. I have your name, but why are you here?”

      Her desk, which must have been brought in this morning, is across from Cynthia’s, who is Parker’s regular assistant, currently off on maternity leave. Did Parker get himself some eye candy without telling me about it first? I’d be hurt if I didn’t approve of his choice so much.

      “I’m the new executive assistant,” she tells me, losing some of her bluster, but not too much of it.

      The fact that she can still keep her spine erect as I stare her down is something of note. When she sticks her chin out a little in unspoken defiance, all I want to do is bend her over my knee and spank her until she behaves better.

      “Well, isn’t that fortunate,” I growl, my mind reeling with images of her in compromising positions. “I have a task just for you, then.”

      I wave at her to follow me and she scrambles to keep up as I head straight for my office. She teeters a little in her black pumps, obviously not used to wearing something like that on a regular basis. I’m more curious about her by the second, and so is my cock – a dangerous combination.

      Reminding myself that I have a strict no-fraternization rule for myself seems to be less effective this time than it usually is.

      “So what are your qualifications, Cassie?” I ask, enjoying the way her name rolls off my tongue. “What college are you in?”

      “None, yet,” she tells me as I make it to my desk and find the folder I had in mind. I cock a brow at her as I turn around and hand it to her, getting another chance to admire her lithe but curvy young body as the light from the large windows frames her beautifully. “I’m finishing high school but I’m here on an… um… internship, I guess you’d call it.”

      I frown and she averts her gaze for the first time, the pink getting deeper in her cheeks. We don’t do internships, not for non-engineers anyway, and definitely not for high school students. There’s something fishy going on here but if it means being treated with a distraction like Cassie, I find myself scarcely caring.

      “I’m sure Mr. Carlson will fill me in on the details,” I say dismissively, eager to see her walk out of my office now. “Please make triple copies of those documents in the copy room and get them back to me in ten minutes. I need them for my next meeting.”

      “You’ve got it, Mr. Layton,” she tells me with a nod, relieved to be allowed to leave, but before she can even fully turn around, I see her hesitating.

      “What is it, Cassie?”

      A part of me wishes she’d tell me that she’s here for more than a tick on her future resume and the kind of internship she’s looking for can only be administered by me. That same part of me realizes I need to find a distraction for lunch today or I’m going to be a very dangerous man to deal with.

      “I… don’t know where the copy room is,” she says, blushing scarlet as she glances at me over her shoulder.

      That image of her, standing there, trying to look so grown up and falling short just enough etches itself in my brain. I’m not the helping type, I prefer throwing people in at the deep end and seeing if they sink or swim. With her, I want to make certain that she swims.

      “And I bet you don’t know how to make copies either, huh?” I grin.

      She shakes her head and her mortification is delicious.

      Following me like a lamb to the slaughter, I wonder who the one on dangerous ground is right now. Is it the feisty, barely legal, wannabe secretary, or is it the man more than twice her age who should know better than to have a growing hard-on tugging against his slacks in a crowded office?

      The copy room for the executive floor is usually quiet. The assistants know to get their work done first thing in the morning so now, almost at lunch, it’s a ghost town. A small, cramped room with big humming machines and low lighting, providing cramped spaces and the necessity to stand close to one another is not the place I should be getting stuck in with this little treat.

      I can’t wait, though.

      The door closes behind us and I stifle the urge to lock it. What little I have left of my self-control keeps me reminding myself that doing anything would not be appropriate, no matter how much I want it.

      “Thank you,” she whispers as she flits past me, heading for the wrong machine.

      I chuckle, grabbing her gently by the arm and spinning her toward the right one. She fumbles with the lid of the big industrial Xerox machine and after watching her try to figure it out for a couple of minutes I step in, staying quiet. My arms reach around her and open the folder, taking out a couple of pages and instructing her hands to lay them flat on the glass.

      She closes the lid and then I guide her fingers to the right buttons, looking over her shoulder, her body almost pressed against mine. I can’t stand it as I hear her breath hitch a little when my fingertips slip over the inside of her wrist and before I can stop myself, I’ve taken that last step closer, pinning her between me and the Xerox machine.

      “We shouldn’t be doing this, Cassie,” I growl, not sure whether I’m trying to tell her this or just myself.

      “Doing what, Mr. Layton?” she asks, that snippy, prideful woman that met me a few minutes ago back in full force. “Are you saying you shouldn’t be showing me how to use the copier?” she asks, almost mocking.

      “No,” I growl. “I’m saying we shouldn’t be doing this.”

      Without hesitation, my hand jerks down and yanks up her pencil skirt. My hand trails up her inner thigh as my cock presses against her rear. I shove her legs apart and she yelps, breathless.

      “You’re an insolent little hussy, aren’t you?” I ask, my breath on her ear.

      “No more than you’re a lecherous old man,” she snips back, but her rear is flush against my cock now and as my fingers make it to her black panties, I can feel how moist they are.

      “Your daddy never taught you manners,” I tell her, Vixen’s penchant for the word apparently having stuck with me.

      But where Vixen was never going to be the kind of woman I’d want to teach a lesson to, this headstrong thing definitely is.

      “I know my manners well enough,” she says, but it’s more of a whine as I push the panties aside and let my fingertips wet against the soft lips of her pussy.

      She’s not shaven, but she is trimmed, and I don’t remember the last time I was so hard. I flick her clit and she spasms wildly so I reach around her, pulling her to me with one palm on her gorgeous belly.

      “I think you have no idea, little girl,” I tell her, lost in the moment as my finger slips into her welcoming and oh so tight pussy.

      She stills in my hold but then a moan slips past her lips, so beautiful and so rewarding. Her palms are pressed flat on the lid of the copier as I tease her pussy, loving the way she twitches and writhes in my arms.

      “Oh my goodness,” she whimpers as I shove another finger in her, finding her so impossibly tight around me.

      “What is it, Cassie?” I mock. “Is this too much for you? Have you gotten too much of a lesson for one day?”

      I shouldn’t be saying any of this. This is the clearest case of sexual harassment I can imagine, or at least she could play it off that way if she wanted to take me to court. I’ve never lost my control like this before but I’m unwilling to let her go, not before she’s a puddle of purring satisfaction in my arms.

      She’s wearing thigh-high stockings and I want to see them better. Pushing her back forward now, I yank her skirt up with my free hand, never relenting on fingering her groin. Her rear is perfect, lily white, begging to be spanked.

      “You should respond when you’re spoken to, Cassie. It’s rude not to.”

      “Is that what gets you off?” she snaps back. “Good manners?”

      Idiot.

      My palm is flat on her rear before my brain can stop me and she yelps. I do it again.

      “Is that what you wanted to say to me?” I grit through clenched teeth.

      “Yes,” she hisses back. “That’s exactly what I want to tell my new boss as he fingerbangs his virgin intern in the copy room five minutes after meeting her.”

      A virgin. Of course she is.

      My eyes narrow as I let my fingers roll over her clit a couple more times, her whole body shaking. I know she’s close. I know she’s trying to get a rise out of me, and to be fair, she succeeded at it.

      The problem is, now I just want her that much worse.

      “Manners,” I repeat. “You’re going to have to learn some manners before you get any more, Cassie.”

      I let go of her and reluctantly, my fingers leave her pussy. She watches me as I suck them clean in my mouth, having to steel myself to keep from falling on my knees at the first taste and shoving my face between her legs. She’s sweet as apple pie.

      Her eyes are wide as she stares at me, disheveled and denied her orgasm. I pull her panties back into place and admire the pink handprint on her rear before yanking her skirt down over it before anyone can walk in on us. The tiny room smells like pussy. Like her pussy.

      “Get me those copies.”

      With that, I leave the copy room and head straight for the executive bathroom to jerk off like a fiend. I must be losing my dang mind.

      Who is this girl and why did she have to appear in my life?
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      I’m still shaking like a leaf as Parker shows me to a seat in a fancy little restaurant close to the main SCP Limited building. The walk over just about killed me, my legs are still Jell-O and my pussy feels like it’s on fire.

      I can’t believe I let Sawyer Layton finger me. I can’t believe I let anyone finger me, but least of all the guy my dad has so much hate and disappointment for.

      My head’s spinning as the waiter hands me a menu and I nod dumbly as Parker asks me whether I want spring or still water. He gives me a look and I hide behind my menu, pretending to really try and figure out what I want for lunch.

      “Everything all right, Cassie?” he asks, cocking a brow.

      It’s similar to the look Sawyer gave me, but the predatory might is kept sternly leashed with Parker. I feel like with him, it’s under the surface, tucked away and only used when he needs it. With Sawyer, he wears it right on his cuff, his might for the world to see.

      And for me to experience, I guess.

      “Uh-huh,” I mumble, untwisting my tongue. “Everything’s fine, thank you. First day nerves, I guess.”

      First day nerves, my rear. It has far more to do with the fact that for the first time in my life, a man has given me pleasure. I should have said no, and I have no doubt Sawyer would have stopped had I asked him to, but the problem is that I didn’t want him to stop. In fact, I wanted him to keep going.

      I wanted to see what that big cock that was poking against my rear looked like and what his talented fingers could do if he really let loose on me. I wanted it all and I can’t believe I had as much as I did.

      And when I look at Parker, I’m overcome with incredible guilt that he wasn’t my first experience.

      My phone buzzes in my purse, ignored by me. Parker gives it a look but doesn’t comment as the waiter brings us our water. My throat is parched, I’m thankful for the drink.

      “Have you met Sawyer yet?” Parker asks, causing me to almost spray him with water. I bring my hand to my mouth, coughing and spluttering.

      “I’m okay,” I wheeze, motioning for Parker not to get up.

      The gentleman that he is, he was going to come and try and help me. That’s just the kind of guy he is. Caring, sweet… incredibly, devastatingly hot… And I went and let his partner fingerbang me, the one who he was trying to keep me a secret from.

      Good going, Cassie.

      “I did,” I say finally as the first shock passes and we’ve given our lunch orders. “Just for a bit, though.”

      Parker visibly tenses.

      “Did you… How should I put this… Did you tell him who you are?”

      I look up tentatively, before shaking my head.

      “No, I didn’t tell him my last name, if that’s what you’re asking. Just my first name and that I am the new executive assistant.”

      I neglect to add all the other things we did together, but I think that’s best for everyone that I don’t. Parker relaxes and a smile graces his lips. It’s unfair how handsome he is. I keep catching other women glancing at him when they think no one’s going to notice them doing so, but I do. I’m proud to be sharing a table with him.

      “Don’t take this the wrong way, but let’s keep it like that. I want to talk to Sawyer about you personally. Your father and he...”

      “They have some history,” I finish for Parker, nodding. “I know. I’ve heard. Not much, but… you know, enough to get why this is awkward. All the more reason for me to be very thankful that you’re doing this for me, Parker.”

      “I’m certain you won’t let me down, Cassie,” he says, reaching over the table to squeeze my hand for a moment.

      It sends warmth and flutters and… guilt zapping through me. I shouldn’t have let Sawyer touch me. I shouldn’t want to touch Sawyer.

      But I still do. So, it’s still a problem I’m going to have to deal with.

      All throughout the lunch, my phone keeps vibrating and I keep ignoring it. We have a lovely meal, Parker stating that it’s celebratory for me living through my first morning, but I know it’s just his way of making certain that I’m all right because he was stuck in meetings. I appreciate it, and I appreciate him.

      When the phone rings for what must be the tenth time just as our desserts are being brought in, it’s Parker who gets fed up with it.

      “Do you need to answer that? Starting to seem important.”

      “I… ugh, lemme see,” I stammer, shaking the phone out of the bucket bag I’m yet to get a hang of.

      The screen flashes Mark and I barely suppress my groan.

      “Go ahead, I don’t mind,” Parker tells me, waving me off.

      I nod, give one regretful look at my chocolate parfait, and then grab the phone and leave the table.

      “What is it, Mark?” I snap into the phone the moment I get to the back door.

      I step out into a gorgeous patio, thankfully still empty because it’s a cloudy day and not warm enough to dine out yet.

      “Is that how you say hello to your boyfriend? You disappeared on me, sweetie. Where are you?”

      His voice is sly, like he knows more than he’s letting on. He’s also never called me his sweetie, or referred to himself as my boyfriend. At best he always stressed that what we had was ‘open in its best way’, meaning he was probably messing around while I was pining for him like a dumb little girl.

      “I’m in Massachusetts,” I say with a sigh, realizing there’s no easy way out of this conversation. “It’s a family thing. I’m going to be here for a while.”

      “A family thing? I didn’t know your family was loaded, sweetie. If that’s the case, you should have been swiping me more than the measly twenty bucks from your mom’s wallet,” he laughs, making my insides twist with that oh so familiar guilt again.

      Yes, I used to steal from my mom. I did it a couple of times. I shoplifted, too. I don’t do either anymore. Mark has been dying to understand why I stopped, but I don’t think he would understand my reasoning, so I never told him. I’m not about to, now.

      “My family is not ‘loaded’. Why would you think that?”

      “Because of that fancy Benz that drove you off and the slick idiot who drove it. So, who is he, an uncle or something? Are you polishing his cock for a chance to wear pretty things?”

      My mouth gapes open as he says that. I can’t believe the trash he’s spewing, even though on some level, he has my number. I sort of wish Parker and I were more than we are and I’ve barely spent a couple of days with him.

      “It’s none of your business, Mark,” I tell him finally, shaking my head and wrapping my arm around myself. It’s cold out here. “Look, I think this has been a long time coming and now it’s time. I won’t be home for a while and I think we’re over. I’m really thankful for all the time we got to spend together and I’m glad you were in my life, but I think we’re heading down different paths now.”

      I don’t add that I think he symbolizes a lot of things about myself that I’d like to change. It’s not his fault, I should have realized that there was no real chemistry between us ages ago, but I clung to him like a lifeline.

      There’s a long silence over the line.

      “Mark? Did you hear me?” I ask.

      “Are you… are you dumping me?”

      His voice is full of outrage and I stand up straighter at the sound. For a moment, I think he sounds hurt.

      “Mark… Don’t say it like that. We were never really together, remember? That’s what you said, that you wanted your freedom. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

      “Shut the heck up,” he hisses. “You don’t dump me, sweetie, I dump you. And I’m not done with you. I think you have a lot more to offer me and I’m not through with you until I get what’s coming to me, you hear me?”

      He doesn’t give me a chance to answer before he finishes the call. I stand there, stunned, staring at the aged smartphone in my palm. It still has notifications for fifteen missed calls on the screen, all from Mark. I take a breath and it seems to barely fill my lungs.

      I’m everything up and that’s the last thing I want to do. I don’t want to hurt anyone, not Mark, not Parker, not Sawyer… though Sawyer doesn’t seem like the kind of guy to get hurt by anything someone like me could do. Still, the images of him having his way with my in the copy room fill my brain far too eagerly. It’s a memory I won’t soon forget.

      “Okay, you can do this,” I tell myself, a part of me relieved that I had this conversation with Mark.

      I head back into the restaurant, assuring myself that Mark will calm down and all of this will blow over. When I slide into my seat, my dessert looks just as good and Parker looks even better somehow. I don’t deserve him.

      “Good talk?”

      “Difficult one,” I shrug. “But I’m glad I had it.”

      “Life’s not supposed to be easy,” Parker says sagely, taking a sip of his coffee.

      “Is that a motto to live by?” I ask with a laugh.

      “A morose one, sure.”

      I don’t know, life sort of seems easier to deal with when I’m around Parker. Maybe he has it wrong.
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      I meant to send Cassie home hours ago, but it’s 8:00 p.m. and she’s still sitting at her desk as Sawyer and I get out of our last meeting of the night. I’m not done with work, not by a long shot, but at least I don’t have anything else on my agenda and now I can focus on getting something actually done.

      Though I’m not certain how that’s supposed to happen when Cassie is right in the middle of the view from my office. I’m beginning to question my decision on having her so close. It was supposed to be so I could keep an eye on her and putting her right in Sawyer’s path was meant to be something of a move to make him pay less attention to her.

      Now that we’re both walking toward my office and Sawyer’s attention is squarely on Cassie, I feel like I’ve made a grave mistake on both counts.

      “So, Parker, she’s been sitting here for three days now and you’re yet to properly introduce us,” Sawyer says, his hands smugly shoved into his pockets as we both come to a stop before her desk.

      The time has crept by painfully slowly despite the fact that we’ve been busy as all perdition. It’s just that time seems to sort of stand still when I can’t do what I want, it’s always been like that. I get really antsy when life gets out of my control and I feel like with Cassie, that control has never been there the way I’ve wanted it to be.

      Having her so close, at the office every day and sleeping in the room right next to mine, but being unable to touch her has been driving me insane.

      Cassie stands up and maybe I’m reading this wrong but I think both Sawyer and I take a moment to suck in our breaths at the sight of her. She’s a small little thing but with all the right curves and the right mix of attitude and innocence that makes her heart-shaped face really come to life. She’s been bringing her A-game with the clothes I bought her, wearing a tight, black wrap dress today that looks like a modernized version of her usual dark style.

      “I apologize, Sawyer. I heard the two of you had met,” I say, catching a whiff of tension between them.

      There’s definitely something there that neither one is telling me, but I doubt Sawyer knows about Cassie’s identity. He’d be far less relaxed if that were the case.

      “We did,” Cassie confirms. “Mr. Layton needed my help with some copying.”

      There’s a twinkle in her eye when she says that and I swear the smirk Sawyer is wearing means there’s trouble. That’s not something we need right now.

      “Mr. Layton?” I ask with honest surprise. “I thought Mr. Layton was your father, Sawyer, or are you finally embracing your old age?”

      I get a humorless sneer in response.

      “Glass houses, my friend, glass houses.”

      I hear him on that.

      “I think we have a couple more things to discuss, don’t we, Sawyer?”

      I nudge him toward my office, eager to break this staring match he has with Cassie. I don’t like the way he looks at her. I know that look of his far too well to trust it around Cassie.

      “I guess we do,” he says solemnly.

      “I won’t be long, Cassie,” I promise her as she slides back into her seat, sending us off with a puppy-dog look I hope is reserved just for me.

      What the heck am I thinking? She doesn’t want either of us. We’re as old as her dad is, for idiot’s sake. My fortieth birthday was not a blasted affair to remember.

      “So, what is it that we need to urgently discuss?” Sawyer asks with a yawn as my office door falls shut behind us.

      I lean against my desk, looking past Sawyer and finding myself staring at Cassie’s profile. It’s been happening a lot. I never used to be the daydreaming type.

      “Do you want to tell me what’s going on with you and Cassie?” I ask him, choosing to drop the façade of good-natured build-up.

      Sawyer Layton has never neglected to take what he wants so I better make sure Cassie isn’t something he wants. For her safety. That’s what I tell myself, anyway.

      “Do you want to tell me what’s going on with you and Cassie?” he fires back in a mocking tone.

      That smirk only gets wider on his face and my arms are now crossed over my chest. I knew there was something going on.

      “I don’t think it’s any of your business, Sawyer, but since her business is my business, then whatever the heck you have stewing, I suggest you drop it.”

      “Are you laying claim?” he laughs.

      We haven’t fought over a woman for years. It was something we dabbled in back in college and during the earlier years when SCP didn’t consume our very beings, but I can’t remember a single case in the last ten years when we’ve so much as found the same woman attractive, let alone chased her.

      Not that this is what I’m doing. No way. I’m Cassie’s protector, and that’s that.

      A protector who jerks off to the thought of her. Not once, like I promised. It’s once a day at least now. So far I’ve excused it as a lesser of two evils. If it gets any worse, I’ll send her back home and find another way to help her through college in a way acceptable to her family. It’s the only thing I can do.

      “If I need to,” I counter, standing up.

      Sawyer measures me with a thoughtful look and then glances at Cassie. I mirror the move and she almost catches us staring. We’re like teenage boys, vying for the attention of the girl we like and at the same time being terrified of what might happen if she finds out that we’re interested.

      “If you want me to pull back, and I’m not saying that there’s anything to pull back from,” he starts, but I don’t buy his expression when he says that, “then you’re going to have to tell me what the heck’s going on with you two. She’s too young to be a girlfriend and you wouldn’t hire someone you’re, but you’ve been driving her to and from work?

      “Is she the woman you had at the house when I came by the other night? Are you your executive assistant, Mr. Echelon of Good Manners? I thought trash like that was beneath you. If you’re going to be breaking all the rules, then what’s my job going to be here? I won’t pick up your schtick.”

      He’s taunting me on purpose now, I know it.

      Sawyer and I are nothing alike and that’s why we’re so good at working together. He’s brash, impulsive, and brilliant. He looks at math and he sees music, or that’s how I’ve always thought it is with him. He sees connections I never did, but he’s also impatient. His work is sloppy.

      That’s where I’ve come in. I’ve cleaned up his edges, made sure everything runs properly. He has the social skills of a wrecking ball and I get along with people. It’s a partnership of necessity as much as it is for profit. We both know we couldn’t do it without the other and that’s why we’re friends and partners.

      Though if you were to listen to us sometimes, you’d expect us to go for the switchblades soon and settle the argument in blood.

      This might be the first time that I actually consider it as an option.

      “Look, Sawyer, this is none of your business. I am asking you nicely to stay the heck away from her and I hope you’ll do that for me,” I say, frustration resonating in me.

      His expression drops and I feel like a chump for doing this. The honest thing would be to come clean. Tell him who Cassie really is and why she’s here. But that’s as good as buying her a ticket back on the bus home. Then again, maybe she’d be better off?

      “If it affects our business together and the way we communicate, then it sure as idiot is my business, Parker. And I don’t remember you having any say over who I idiot or don’t idiot.” He holds up his hands the moment he sees me ready to snap at him. “I’m not saying I am going to harass her, but you’re sure making it a tantalizing option.”

      “All because I don’t want you to do it?” I sneer.

      “What can I say, I’m a petty man,” he says with a shrug.

      He isn’t, that much I know. My eyes narrow and I want to ask him what he really means, but I don’t. If I keep prying, he’ll keep prying and neither one of us needs that trash. Not right now.

      “This won’t affect the work, or the project, all right? I know your type and I’m telling you, Cassie isn’t it. Now I’m asking you nicely to stay away from her so we won’t have any problems, you hear me?”

      “Oh, I hear you all right,” Sawyer growls, crossing the office and going for my stocked bar in the corner.

      He pours himself a couple of fingers of whiskey and it seems like the best idea that’s been offered to me all day. I don’t have to ask him, he pours me a glass as well and shoves it in my hand as he returns.

      There’s an unspoken understanding that we’re dropping the subject, but I’m sure as harass that this axe isn’t buried yet.

      “You want to tell me about Cameron now?” he asks, falling into one of the big leather chairs I have in front of the desk.

      I occupy the other and we have our back to Cassie now, which is probably for the best.

      “What’s with the sudden interest?”

      “Keep your friends closer and how the rest of the saying goes,” Sawyer shrugs, running a hand through his black hair.

      Age hasn’t left him untouched. There’s a smattering of salt in that hair now and more lines in his face than I remembered. We probably know each other better than any wife could know us and that is an unsettling thought.

      “He’s never been your enemy,” I remind him, to which he shrugs. “He’s… he’s the same as he’s been. Nothing new.”

      “Guess some things don’t change, then,” Sawyer comments, before launching into some actual work talk. We have a brief due for Tesla in two days. Tomorrow’s going to be a long night.

      His comment echoes with me, though. You’d think by now I’d know myself well enough to be aware of what changes and what remains the same. Yet it only took one look at Cassie to have me throwing out ideals and rules that I’d had for life. It also has me being a trash of a friend, but I’m not nearly as apologetic about it as I should be.

      If anything, it strengthens my resolve. Cassie needs to be protected. From as much as I can… whether that includes me, well, that’s a topic I’m not ready for yet.
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      I’ve never been good with being told what I can’t do. If someone tells me I can’t have something, I want it that much more. I need it. I crave it.

      I try to tell myself that that’s what’s going on with little Cassie, but I’m not entirely convinced. Since having my fingers in her, I haven’t made another ‘date’ with anyone but my own right hand. She’s imprinted on my brain and my cock’s a compass for her, I know immediately when she’s close.

      It’s infuriating. Aggravating. Irritating. Worst of all, it’s hot as idiot.

      I’ve stared at her for days, my brain agonizing over images of her bent over my desk time and time again, with us finishing what we started. Feeding her my cock, letting her taste a real man for the first time… It’s too much. I think she knew what it was going to do to me the moment she told me she was a virgin.

      Not that that’s the only thing going on here. I know I shouldn’t idiot an employee. Worse yet, someone as young as she is. It’s only compounded by the fact that Parker is very adamant about me keeping my distance, but all of those things are an unintelligible buzz in the background the moment I see her, the moment she’s close.

      Her sweet smile, mixed with the sultry, knowing glances I get from her sometimes make me just want to teach her a lesson about teasing men who shouldn’t be teased. I want to harass her and break her and then put her back together again.

      And then I want to keep her.

      It’s the last part that’s the scariest. I keep things. I want possessions. I’ve never wanted to stay with a woman for more than a night or two, but she has me feeling like I could want her forever and not get enough of her.

      It’s late in the evening when Parker peels away to grab us a late dinner. Half of the auxiliary unit’s team stayed late, but now it’s just down to me, Parker and Cassie. We’ve been occupying the same meeting room, only the three of us, for the last couple of hours and you can cut the tension with a knife.

      I’m pretty dang certain at this point that Cassie was the woman Parker didn’t want me to see that night. But I also know that she’s a virgin, or she was a couple of days ago, so he’s not her. So what the heck is going on?

      It’s a weird triangle to be part of, but as badly as I am drawn to her snide style of innocence, Parker seems to be just as hooked. For once, I can’t really find it in me to give a hoot what my friend and colleague wants. My cock has been hard for this woman for days now and I have an astronomical case of blue balls that needs taking care of.

      By her.

      “I think we’ll be done soon,” Cassie says with a soft yawn, going over one of the addendums.

      I grunt something in response, feeling the enormous room close in on me. With Parker gone as the buffer, I don’t think I can take it much longer. I get up and march out of there, heading for one of the bathrooms to splash cold water on my face.

      “Get it the heck together,” I tell myself, but I don’t sound too convincing.

      The man who stares back at me in the mirror is a man possessed and I know how I get when that trash happens. Little Cassie isn’t safe and Parker is right to worry about her.

      When I go back to the conference room, I find Cassie texting on her phone. I see the name Mark flash across the screen as she turns the screen off and scrambles to put away the phone when she realizes I’m standing right behind her. The word ‘boyfriend’ jumped out at me from one of the texts. They all seemed to be coming from him.

      Jealousy rears itself like a dragon within me. Is she playing both Parker and I for fools?

      “Begging for cock in all the wrong places?” I growl at her, my mouth running far ahead of my brain.

      “Excuse me?” she asks, making those big, innocent doe eyes at me that I was right to not believe the first time. She’s all gasps and blushes when we’re in public, but I remember well enough how she was grinding her groin against my fingers in the copy room.

      “I said, are you begging for cock in all the wrong places?” I repeat myself, deadpanning the words.

      Her mouth gapes open, those pink lips oh so inviting.

      “Don’t look so surprised, kitten,” I grunt, turning her chair all the way to face me as I tower over her. “I see the way you’ve been looking at me in the office. Don’t tell me you haven’t been thinking about what happened the other day. About my fat fingers in your pussy and what my toe would feel like stretching you for the first time.”

      She sneaks a glance at my growing bulge and flushes scarlet when she looks up again. All I can do is grin wide. I knew it. She’s been playing coy in the office, trailing behind Parker like a lost puppy and avoiding being alone with me, but I know what she wants.

      She wants the same thing I do. I can recognize another filthy mind when I meet it and she’s right up there with me, she just doesn’t know it yet.

      I put my hands on the armrests of her chair and lean into her, coming eye to eye with her.

      “Just tell me you haven’t shoved your little fingers into your tight pussy and thought about me every night since I did that to you and I’ll leave you well and truly alone. Just tell me that, kitten. While you’re sleeping in Parker’s house, snuggled up in his silk sheets, tell me you’re not thinking of me.”

      A flurry of emotions whip across her face and there’s one that I don’t place. Relief, maybe. I don’t let it distract me, though.

      Her body relaxes and there’s that gleam of trouble I spotted the first time I saw her, the one she tries to hide under her prim up-do and behaving oh so nice, is back in full force.

      “And what if I have?” she asks, making me stifle a groan. This woman, I swear to mess… “Does that make you feel good about yourself?” she taunts, her breath quickening. “I think the real question is how obsessed have you been about me? Do you even know who I am?”

      “I know you’re a filthy girl begging to be taught a lesson,” I grunt, my cock so swollen in my boxers I think I might just cum now.

      “And what’s that lesson?” she asks, leaning forward so I can just see the top of her bra from the neckline of her dress. It’s black and lacy and I want to tear it off of her.

      “How about we start with sucking cock.”

      I start unbuckling my belt when her hands join mine, unzipping me urgently.

      “Parker might be back any minute,” she tells me urgently, and yet again I can’t find myself giving a trash. Not in the moment, anyway.

      “You focus on sucking my cock,” I growl, pushing my boxers down to reveal my hard, throbbing cock.

      She whimpers and it’s the sweetest little sound, almost enough for me to just throw her on the table and harass her mouth without any further discussion. Instead, I let her take her time and when her tongue pokes out to lap up the bead of precum, she’s looking me straight in the eye and I’m coiled like a snake, ready to explode.

      There’s laughter in her eyes and my hand twitches with the desire to slap it off her cheeks, but I don’t. Not when my cock is almost in her mouth and all that pent-up aggression can be released as cum down her throat.

      Her lashes flutter as her lips wrap around the head and I swear my eyes roll back in my head slightly because of how good her velvety, sweet mouth feels. It’s everything I imagined, but better and softer and needier and I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get enough of it.

      She braces herself against my thighs, her palms flat on them, but when I grab her by her hair bun and shove my cock deeper into her mouth, her nails dig into my thighs. I groan as she gags slightly, but there’s no fight in her, just tension as she takes my toe like a good virgin intern should.

      Cassie’s eyes water as I make her choke on my cock, grinding myself into her with slow, deliberate thrusts. She gags and splutters, saliva trickling down her chin, making me want to go all the more harder for it.

      “Is this what you’ve been dreaming of?” I ask her, the words barely more than grunts. “I don’t know who your boyfriend is but you need to forget about that limp-dicked idiot now. You’ve had a taste of real cock and I’m not going to allow you to play around with boys anymore. Do you hear me?”

      She gives me this spluttery nod when I pull out of her mouth for a moment, admiring the saliva glistening on my length and the long string that’s still attached to her lips from the tip.

      “Say it.”

      “Say what?” she asks, that fire nowhere near extinguished.

      I think I’m going to love playing with her.

      “Say that this is the only cock you want.”

      “What if it isn’t?” she asks, defiant as always.

      It should take the wind out of my sails, but it does the contrary. Idiot, I didn’t think I’d ever admit to something like that, but the mental image of Cassie being taken by the man I’m sure she’s talking about is… well, fitting. I don’t like sharing, but with Cassie, heck, I already feel like I am. Parker might not be in the room but he’s definitely present.

      “We’ll have to figure that out then, won’t we?” I say, yanking her head back by her hair so she opens her mouth for me again.

      She yelps, but then opens wide, keeping eye contact as I feed my cock to her. Those watery eyes and the mascara rolling down her cheeks is everything and instead of pumping and dumping like I thought I would, I take my sweet time. My balls ache to dump my load in her mouth, but I hold myself back and I’m not even sure why.

      I know we don’t have time to spare. At the very least, she’d have to have a moment to clean herself up because right now she’s slobbered with drool and her make-up is all but ruined. Yet neither one of us seems to care nor are we rushing.

      “Your dad must have done a real number on you,” I mock.

      There’s a flash of annoyance in her eyes and it’s clear I’ve struck a chord. I smirk, running my palm over her hair and then down her cheek, still slowly thrusting into her mouth as her tongue teases me.

      “That’s okay, kitten. I’ll be your Daddy. I’ll teach you real manners. That’s what you need, isn’t it? A nice firm hand to show you how to behave, to teach you not to suck the cocks of strange older men you don’t know? Yes, that’s what I think you need…”

      “The idiot do you think you’re doing!?”

      Both Cassie and I freeze for a second when Parker barks that question across the room. I look over my shoulder and see him standing there, at the doorway, a bag of take-out dropped on the floor.

      “Incredible,” I mutter to myself, but unlike Cassie, I don’t rush to cover what we’ve spent the last fifteen minutes doing.

      Her mouth leaves me and I miss it immediately. She’s wiping her face with the back of her hand, her lips puffy from blowing me and the mascara marred on her cheeks. She looks beautiful and the comment I made still rolls around in my head.

      Vixen wanted a daddy, but that was too messed up for me. But for Cassie… idiot, yes I’d be her Daddy. In fact, that’s exactly what I intend to be.

      “I’m sorry, Parker,” Cassie whispers, the words barely audible.

      “Come on, we’re leaving,” he hisses as I tuck myself back in my boxers and zip up.

      “Where’s the hurry? The party’s just starting,” I drawl, leaning against the table with my arms crossed over my chest. “I don’t think she has to go anywhere with you if she doesn’t want to.”

      It’s a losing battle. I know she’s going to go with him and there’s no point in stopping them. Maybe it’s for the best. Maybe I need a good night’s rest to figure out what’s been kicked loose in my brain that I’m suddenly so obsessed with a girl I shouldn’t even be looking at as anything more than disposable workforce.

      Parker practically lifts Cassie out of the chair and she scrambles to grab her purse, not meeting his gaze. I don’t think she’s ashamed of what she did with me, just that she got caught. Might not even be that.

      “We’re leaving,” Parker says.

      I’ve never seen him this pissed. As a good friend, I should shut up and think about what I’ve just done. As Sawyer Layton, I can’t help but stoke the fire.

      “Aw, what is it, Parker? Wounded that I got to your little playmate before you did? If she’s sleeping in your house for almost a week, I don’t think you have anyone but yourself to blame for that.”

      Halfway to the door, he whips around. I catch a glimpse of Cassie and she’s beet red with embarrassment now, but at least she’s not crying.

      “You arrogant jerk,” Parker growls, his hands balling into fists. It makes me stand up straight, at the very least. “You have no idea who you’re dealing with here.”

      “So educate me,” I tell him with a grin.

      Before I can say another word, Parker Carlson has crossed the distance between me and him and punched me in the jaw. From a man who’s never expressed so much as annoyance at a mosquito, the hard-hitting punch seems so far out of the realm of possibilities that I don’t even duck when it comes and the contact sends me flying across the conference table.

      “She’s Cameron’s daughter, you idiottwit,” Parker roars at me.

      I stare at the both of them, stunned, but I don’t get another word out before Parker has his arm around Cassie, escorting her out again. I must look like a deer in headlights, one hand pressed over my jaw as I watch Cassie be carted out, the girl looking at me over her shoulder with a mixture of horror and guilt plastered on her face.

      I thought those eyes looked familiar.

      Incredible.
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      The drive home is in pregnant silence, neither one of us trying to break it. I can still taste Sawyer in my mouth when Parker parks the car in the garage and I scramble out, clutching my purse like it’s some kind of lifesaver.

      “Come on,” he tells me, waving at me to follow him and I skulk after him like a teenager in trouble.

      It’s not too far from the truth.

      My whole body seems to vibrate with uncertainty. I know I should be ashamed and mortified of what I did with Sawyer, but I can’t seem to muster up the conviction for it. The truth is, I liked what we did. I liked the way he tasted and if Parker hadn’t walked in, I’m sure he would have finished in my mouth and I would have swallowed his cum.

      The fact that I’m thinking about these things as if they’re in any way, shape or form normal as Parker shows me into his study makes me stifle a groan. I’ve been away from home a week and truth be told, I’m just confirming all my worst assumptions about myself. That one way or another, I’d manage to harass this opportunity up. That I’d disappoint Parker and I’d cause him more trouble than I’m worth.

      I think I’ve proved all of that and it’s only Thursday.

      There has to be some kind of award for messing up your second chance that fast, right?

      “Take a seat,” Parker says gruffly, motioning toward a couch in the corner of his large office.

      The walls are lined with books, engineering and law mostly, and the décor is classic and just like him. Understated but all the pieces fit together to create the kind of awe-inspiring whole that takes your breath away. My gut twists with the knowledge that I’ve hurt him and I don’t see how he could ever forgive me for causing a rift between him and Sawyer.

      “You don’t have to say anything,” I tell him as he paces back and forth, his hair mussed on his forehead, his shoulders tense. “I know what I did was inexcusable. I can get on the first bus home. I’m sorry for everything. I haven’t worn most of the clothes so you can return them all and-”

      “Quiet,” he says, such authority in his voice that I sit up straighter immediately and clamp my mouth shut.

      He keeps pacing and I shrivel a little, but not much. I stand by my earlier thought, I’m not ashamed of what I did. I wanted Sawyer, and he wanted me. The only problem is, I want Parker just as badly and now I’ll never have a chance to know what it would be like to wake up in his arms. I’ve crumbled like a house of cards, my resolve apparently worth nothing when a hot, commanding older man wants me to bend to his will.

      I think I held my own with Sawyer, but it’s not exactly the right way to get my first sexual experiences. In secret, hidden away, rushed… I know it means nothing to Sawyer, but I should have been more careful, right?

      If only I didn’t want him so bad… If only I didn’t want Parker so bad either. I’m a mess and I know it.

      “I didn’t protect you,” Parker finally says and my heart breaks seeing the look in his eyes. It’s disappointment, but not at me. He’s disappointed in himself. “I didn’t keep you safe. I shouldn’t have left you alone with him. Not after… I just shouldn’t have. Cassie, I’m so sorry.”

      He comes to me and crouches down in front of me, taking my palms. My hands feel so small in his.

      The last few days have been torture, coming home with him every night, eating dinner at the same table and then saying good night. I didn’t want to curl up in bed alone. I wanted to be with him, but it sounded so juvenile and so incredibly dumb in my head that I never spoke up about it.

      How could I? I’m his guest and he’s my dad’s friend. I shouldn’t want him, but I do…

      “You have nothing to apologize for,” I gasp, tears welling in my eyes. I must still look a mess. “He didn’t take advantage of me. I know that sounds horrible, but I wanted him.”

      Parker’s hands grip me harder when I thought he’d be recoiling from me. There’s pain etched across his expression and he looks down, his lips thinning.

      “I see.”

      “It’s… Its’ not like that, Parker,” I rush to add, feeling him slipping away. “We had a moment a couple of days ago… on Monday. In the copy room. He’s been on my brain since then.”

      Parker lets my hands go then and stands up, turning his back on me to continue his pacing. I want to scream, rail at him that it’s not like what he thinks. But isn’t it? I wanted Sawyer so badly it hurt… but how do I explain that I also wanted Parker the same way?

      “The idiot lied to me,” Parker murmurs just loud enough for me to hear.

      I stand up, knowing that if I don’t tell him now, I never will.

      “Look, Parker, you need to listen to me,” I say, stepping up to him and standing right in front of him so he can’t just walk past me. “I should have told you earlier. I should have been honest. The truth is, and I know this is going to sound crazy, but I’ve been obsessed with you since you showed up at my house.

      “I walked in on you that first night that you brought me here and I saw you jerk off. I heard you say my name, so I know you want me too, or at least you wanted me then. I can’t blame you if you’ve changed your mind now, I really can’t.

      “I met Sawyer and he confused things for me. I… I want you both. I want you both so badly it hurts and it’s made worse by the fact that I know I can’t have either of you. You’re my dad’s friends. You’ve taking me under your wing and giving me an opportunity I didn’t think I’d ever get.”

      He’s looking down at me, his expression etched with thought and I don’t know what he’s thinking. All I can do is just keep talking and hope I don’t at least make it worse.

      “I’m sorry for everything, again. You took me into your life, you gave me a chance and here I am, it all up because of a crush. Well, two crushes, I guess…”

      Now I’m just babbling, words spewing out of my mouth without them making sense. I want to grab him, I want to shake him and I want to tell him that I might be falling in love with him but before I can, his arms crush around me, pulling me to his chest and then he’s kissing me savagely on the mouth.

      I gasp as his tongue twists against mine, the kiss so forceful and possessive that it takes the breath from my lungs. I prop myself on his wide shoulders, clinging to him as he consumes me with his mouth.

      The taste of Sawyer on my tongue is replaced with Parker now, the two mingling together for a long moment that makes my body pulse with need. I’ve had the moment in my head where I get them both and this, though not quite it, is living up to the fantasy. Now more than ever I know I want them both.

      His hand coils in my hair, tugging on the auburn locks. He’s needy, demanding, all man. A feral side of him that he hasn’t shown me much before but that’s definitely there, considering how he punched Sawyer and how he’s claiming me now. I’m putty in his arms and my mind is a blank.

      When he pulls back, his blue eyes are hazed over with lust. I love the way it looks on him. He doesn’t let go of me, his arms still around me, holding me to him tightly.

      “Do you want me to stop?” he asks simply, my only response being to shake my head. “I need you to say it, Cassie.”

      “I want you,” I tell him, the words coming straight from my heart.

      “Good,” he growls, picking me up in his arms.

      I yelp as he cradles me to his chest like I weigh nothing, holding me close as he walks me out of the office. I’m flush against his broad chest, looking up at him in awe. This is the man I glimpsed when he came to my house, in control and ready to take on anything. This is the man I dreamed of being with.

      And now I’m in his arms.

      He carries me to his bedroom and I’m thrown on the bed. Parker shrugs off his jacket and undoes his tie, discarding both on the floor.

      “Tell me what he’s done to you,” he demands.

      “I… um…”

      “Tell me, Cassie,” he says again. “I heard what he told you. That he’ll be your Daddy. That he’ll teach you manners. That he’ll teach you how to treat a real man’s cock. Is that it? Is that what you want, Cassie?”

      I’m staring at him, my words completely lost. I’ve played this moment in my head countless times but now I’m tongue-tied and stuttering. He yanks my dress up to around my waist and exhales sharply as he sees the pair of black lacy panties I’m wearing with a tiny heart in the front.

      There’s hunger in his eyes that tells me I’m about to be absolutely devoured and I can’t wait for it to happen.

      “Yes,” I tell him, letting my mouth do the talking where my brain can’t. “I want you to be my Daddy. I want you to teach me manners. I want to know what a real man’s cock feels like. Please. I need it so bad!”

      The words are breathy and each seems to spur him on more. His fingertips trail my inner thigh, stopping on the lace of the thigh-highs I’m wearing, and my pussy is absolutely soaked. Sawyer got me started and now Parker is finishing me off, the outline of his cock so inviting in his slacks.

      I sit up a little to reach the buttons of his shirt and he lets me undo them. I’m clamoring for another kiss and when he gives it to me, I mewl into his mouth, my hands travelling his chest. He throws off his shirt and when he pulls off his undershirt, I’m speechless.

      This is not the body of a man who has spent a lifetime in an office. This is the body of a man who works every day to look like the perfection that he is. His abs are chiseled and his chest wide and strong. The way his biceps bulge and taper into strong forearms has me losing my mind. So strong, so powerful… so mine.

      If only for a moment.

      “I can’t believe this is happening,” I tell him as he pushes me back down and then brings my knees together to remove the soaked panties off of me.

      “I told myself I’d give you everything that you needed. If this is what you need, I’m more than happy to oblige,” Parker says, slowly bringing my knees apart.

      He stares at my pussy like it’s a work of art. Pink, wet and waiting for him, I hope it’s everything he hoped it would be.

      “Idiot, Cassie… The things you do to me,” he groans, letting his fingers travel down and then glide over my pussy lips.

      I groan, throwing my head back as I raise my hips to meet his touch. With agonizing slowness, a complete 180 from the gruffness of Sawyer, he discovers my pussy, feeling every fold with his fingertips. When he swirls them over my clit, I spasm violently under his touch.

      “What do you want, Cassie?”

      “I want you,” I tell him earnestly. “Please.”

      “But you were a bad girl today,” he continues, one of his hands going to stroke his length through the slacks, my hungry eyes following the motion greedily as he teases my clit. “I don’t think I should reward that. What kind of a Daddy would I be then?”

      I choke on my words. The way he’s talking to me is so… obscene in a way, though he isn’t saying anything disgusting. It’s just the combination of who he is, who I am and how we got here that makes a tingle run down my spine and my groin ache for him.

      “I’m sorry, Daddy,” I say, liking the way that word feels on my tongue. “I promise I won’t be bad anymore. I promise I’ll be good,” I babble.

      “But if you’re not bad, how can you be punished?” Parker asks with a growl, leaning down over me to kiss me again.

      I don’t have an answer for that.

      “Just this once, baby,” he tells me.

      Before I get to ask him what it means, he’s kissing a trail down my neck and I’m shutting the heck up. He kisses his way down to my cleavage and then skims down, starting up again on my stomach. I arch to meet him as he fans kisses on my stomach, moving achingly close to my pussy.

      “I think I’d like to shave this,” he tells me, only to have me nod mindlessly.

      Whatever he wants, I want to give him, just as he promised he would give me. He grunts as he kisses the inside of my thigh and when his tongue slicks over my pussy lips for the first time, I think I’ve died and gone to heaven. The sensation is overwhelming and I can’t get enough. My breaths are moans by the time he parts my pussy lips with his tongue and starts really eating me out.

      “Oh my goodness, Parker,” I hiss, grinding into him.

      He holds me down by the hip with one hand, the other joining him in tormenting my pussy. First one finger slips into me and then another and I feel that sweet tightness in me that I had for the first time with Sawyer. I’ve been so wound up over the last week and no matter how much I masturbated by my lonesome, it didn’t feel like it was enough. It was never enough.

      Now as Parker fingeridiots me and eats me out, I realize that it couldn’t possibly have been enough. I needed him. I needed Sawyer. The only way I can ever really get off is if one of them allows it to me. The thought is both terrifying and hot.

      “Please, Parker,” I mewl, his tongue making these torturous circles on my clit as he slowly has his way with me.

      My nails are clawing at his back and I’m practically shoving my groin in his face but he’ll do me at the pace he wants, not what I demand. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      “Please, Daddy, please let me cum,” I whimper.

      I don’t recognize this woman, but I like her. She gets what she wants. She gets two men who are far out of her league and she doesn’t run away in tears. When I grow up, I want to be her all the time.

      “What’ll you do if I let you cum, baby?” he asks me.

      “Anything,” I wheeze. “Anything you want. Always!”

      It’s a promise. I think it’s enough, too, because the next thing I know, he’s sucking my clit between his lips and sending jolts of lightning coursing through my body in a way that I couldn’t even imagine to be possible. I’m an absolute wreck, the need building and building in me until I can’t keep it at bay any longer.

      I come, screaming, writhing, wailing as Parker Carlson fingeridiots me and eats me out. My first real orgasm is by a man so unapproachable and so unattainable that before he took me to his home, I would have never even dared imagine myself with a man like him.

      And I’m calling him Daddy. And it feels right.

      He’s definitely cared for me more than any man ever has.

      My nails must be drawing blood as I cling to Parker’s shoulders with them as I ride the wave of pleasure. When I finally let go, relaxing on the mattress, he moves back up along my body. My lips find his easily and I lick myself off of him, the taste sweet.

      He locks me in a cage of his arms, pulling me to his chest. I cuddle against him, a disheveled mess of post-orgasmic bliss. He strokes my hair. His cock is hard as steel. When my hand reaches down his body to touch it, he grips my wrist and pulls it back.

      “No, baby. Not tonight. You don’t get my cock for being bad.”

      I bite my lower lip but nod, too tired to try and fight him on it. The day has wiped me out completely. We stay snuggled up together for a while, until he tells me to get dressed for bed and brush my teeth. Like an obedient child, I do as I’m told. Just this time, he won’t let me sleep alone in my room.

      Instead, I fall asleep in Parker’s embrace, kept safe from anything that could hurt me. Including my own bad choices.

    

  



    
      
        
          Twelve

        

        

    
    






          Sawyer

        

      

    
    
      Of all the messed up things I’ve done, this just might be the most messed up.

      After Parker dragged Cassie out of the meeting room, instead of retreating into a whiskey bottle and reminiscing about the twists and turns I had to take to get to a point where I was feeding my cock to the eighteen-year-old daughter of a former friend of mine, I went and looked up everything I could about Cassie Davis. The whole nine yards.

      A man of my considerable wealth and connections doesn’t have to relegate himself to simple Facebook and Instagram stalking. With a few phone calls to the right people, I had everything from her dental charts to her school transcripts in my e-mail within an hour. Finally when I started poring through those did I pour myself a drink and feel like the piece of trash that I am.

      I drank the information in and it tasted at the same time more bitter than the whiskey and sweeter than anything. I’d tried to do it before, looking for her name in the company database, but Parker being the sly idiot he is hadn’t entered her in. She still wore a guest pass, all in an effort to hide her identity from me. Say what I may about my friend and partner, but he knows me well.

      Finally, after learning that she’s allergic to strawberries and that she has amazing math grades, I closed the files and deleted them all, happy to never have to look at them again. I knew her now, so she was out of my system.

      Wrong.

      Getting home to my penthouse apartment close to SCP Limited, instead of feeling myself relax, I tensed up worse. There was none of that blissful feeling of not giving a trash that I’d fully expected. Instead, images of Cassie danced in front of my eyes, but this time not just of her submitting to me, not only of her sucking my toe and begging for seconds. It was something far worse.

      I could see her and me as… together. Dates. Laughing. Having fun together. Sure, your regular affair of depravity was solidly mixed into that spiel of happiness, but the problem was that I, in fact, thought of her more as a person now rather than less.

      A person I had feelings for. A person I still have feelings for.

      Needless to say, after a sleepless night and one too many cups of coffee, I’m wired out of my mind the next morning. The brief was left unfinished because of our impromptu tête-à-tête with Cassie and I came in a couple of hours early since I couldn’t sleep anyway to finish it up. As my luck would have it, I’m not the only one with that idea.

      I run into Parker in the hallway first thing. Our unspoken understanding that we have too much work to do to kick each other’s rears right now keeps us from throwing another punch, though I realize how much my jaw hurts the moment I see the guy. I want to sock him for his insolence, but a part of me has to respect the fact that Parker Carlson is willing to throw down when something important to him gets violated by the big bad wolf.

      That being me.

      What I can’t completely ignore is that Cassie too is in the office and by the way she’s floating around as if someone plopped a nice cushy cloud right under her legs, I know that she and Parker didn’t just go home to talk about things. I’ve never claimed to be the best reader of people’s emotions, but I recognize postcoital bliss when I see it.

      In a word, I am jealous.

      The morning creeps by without a word exchanged between any of the three of us, that probably being for the better. When 9:00 a.m. rolls around, we’re separated into meetings and by noon, the Tesla brief goes out, to the relieved sighs of everyone involved. It’s only a small bit of respite, we’re supposed to hand in a proposal for one of their new battery concepts in another week, but I’ll take a victory when it is offered to me.

      As much as work should be distracting me from all the heinous things I shouldn’t be thinking about Cassie Davis, it’s doing a really nasty job of it. I have her on my brain and I can’t shake her. Every time I see her, it gets a little worse.

      I think this is what’s called pining. I, at forty-one years of age, have decided to start pining after a woman more than two times younger than I am. The very thought of doing something with her should send me into a gagging rage, considering my feelings for her beloved father.

      Then again, I did tell her that I was going to be her Daddy now, whatever that even means. Maybe that should entail some care and attention? All of this meaning that I’m just looking for ways to justify to myself why it would be okay to whisk her off into a custodial closet somewhere and harass the living daylights out of her, even if Parker got there first.

      As a last ditch effort, I take ten minutes to down a glass of whiskey in the middle of the day – a habit I promised not to start up again after I trashed a meeting room in my early thirties in a drunken rage in the middle of the day – and think back to that time when Cameron Davis got thrown in jail for being a scummy idiot.

      Most of the time, I’m dang thankful that he was as big of a jerk as he was, figuring that he could walk into Apexis Engineering, his employer at the time, steal confidential information and not have anything happen to him. In my opinion, it saved us of a lot of trouble down the line. Once a jerk, always a jerk.

      And then, on the other hand, I also fully realize that when Cameron, Parker and I sat down with beers in my dorm room a scant week before it happened, all three of us were reveling in the notion of finding out what Apexis was up to and turning something better in for General Motors. We strategized, in jest and over alcohol we could barely afford, but by the end of the night, all of us liked the idea of a little corporate espionage.

      Heck, I sat right there when Cameron said that he could just walk into his boss’s office and snatch whatever it is they’re working on. At the time, we all laughed. His employer didn’t even know SCP Limited existed because it was literally three guys in a dorm room with big ideas, so they didn’t know that Cameron could be a threat before he was hauled into jail.

      Cameron showed up at my dorm the night he stole the files and I’m not proud to admit this, but I went over them with him. Parker never saw the things because I kept them. A day later, Cameron was in jail and we never used a single word of what he’d found out.

      What his stunt achieved was that Apexis ended up trashing their proposal and we got in under the wire before they did. We scored a meeting at GM and everything since has been easy riding, comparatively.

      I don’t like thinking back to that time. It makes my skin crawl and my gut twist and as I get out of my chair, ready to go and face my job again, I think I’ve made headway in reminding myself why Cassie Davis could be the last woman alive and I still shouldn’t harass her. There’s too much history there, the reminder of which stands right in the name of the company.

      Sawyer-Cameron-Parker. SCP. Parker wouldn’t agree to drop the C even after we bought Cameron’s shares out, much to my chagrin. It’s ironic that after all these years, another C has come between us, if in an entirely different kind of way.

      My resolve, formerly made of steel, collapses like soggy tissue paper when I see Cassie carrying a stack of files into the archive. Like a dog with a bone, I follow her into the room and this time, I lock the door behind me. The moment she hears the click, she spins around to face me, dropping her armful of files.

      “Incredible,” she curses, an endearing sound out of her mouth, mostly because I’m intimately acquainted with that particular pair of lips now.

      She’s on her knees, scooping up the files without so much as glancing at me.

      “I think we need to talk, kitten,” I say, kicking one of the files toward her with my foot.

      I lean against the door with my back, considering my sweet tormentor. If I could just pinpoint what it is about her that makes me act like the jerk I’ve always thought her father to be, maybe… No, I think it’s no use at this point. I’m obsessed. There’s not going to be rhyme or reason to it.

      Nothing a good frontal lobotomy couldn’t fix, I guess.

      “Do we?”

      “You don’t think so?”

      She gets up with that armful of files and plops them down on a narrow workspace. I automatically try to determine whether it would carry her weight if I harassed her on it with her legs up on my shoulders. The answer is a definite maybe.

      “I think a lot of things happened last night that maybe both of us are still digesting and locking us into a badly lit room in the middle of the day might not be the best solution to dealing with it all.”

      Always with that smart mouth. She gets my blood boiling so fast and I have to wonder how the heck Parker lives with her without spanking her rear raw every night. Then again, maybe it’s me. Maybe I bring out the bratty side of our joint princess.

      “Is that any way to talk to your Daddy?” I ask, teasing her with the word as much as I’m taunting myself.

      It feels raw and forbidden and filthy. I sort of love it, now.

      “What makes you think you’re my Daddy?” she asks, cocking her head to the side.

      I grin and though I think she doesn’t want to, she echoes the smile. So much for playing hard to get.

      “Because I can do this to you,” I say, covering the scant few feet between us and pinning her to the wall by her neck, her rear scooting up on the same workspace she stacked the files on. “And you love it.”

      Like the degenerate I try to hide from the world that I am, I press my lips to her cheek and then run my tongue up her cheek. She gasps, her hands grasping for my wrist, but it feels more like she’s holding onto me than trying to push me away.

      “Now tell me, kitten, what did you do last night? Did you finally climb on Parker’s cock, you little hussy? Was it anything like mine? Did you think of me as you rode him?” I hiss, working myself up with every word I utter.

      Adrenaline pumps through my veins and it takes conscious effort not to rip her clothes off of her. I don’t do other people’s leftovers but with Cassie, it doesn’t exactly feel that way. She might represent the first occasion in my life where I’ve decided that sharing is better than not having any at all.

      I tighten my grip for a moment, hearing the sweet sound of her breath running out, before I let go. She keeps her head against the wall, gasping in a deeper breath, and I’m convinced that if I shoved my hand between her legs right now, I’d find her soaking through her panties.

      “Jealous?” she asks, cocking a brow at me.

      She smirks and it’s just about enough to make me put my fist through the wall. Idiot yes, I’m jealous. I might be okay, begrudgingly, with sharing her with Parker for the sole reason that there’s little I can do to prevent it, but I don’t need her rubbing my nose in it.

      “Answer the question,” I growl, mentally noting that she didn’t argue a word against this twisted daddy thing we’ve got going on here.

      She juts out her chin, drawing my attention to her long, pale neck. Somehow, everything she does translates as sexual in my head. Cassie takes a hard look at me before answering.

      “No,” she tells me simply.

      “No, what?”

      “No, I didn’t idiot him.”

      The word idiot out of her mouth feels like something that shouldn’t even happen. I must be focusing on it to swallow down the relief of what she just said.

      “I don’t want you saying that word again,” I tell her gruffly, shoving her legs apart and stepping between them, effectively pinning her in place between me and the wall.

      “I don’t think there’s anything you can do about what I say or don’t say,” she huffs back, practically begging me to be the monster I’m trying not to be.

      “Careful, kitten. You’re playing with fire here,” I murmur, leaning into her and letting her scent waft around me.

      I feel her thighs clench around me as I lean in just close enough that we’re almost kissing, our lips almost together. I pause there and it’s her that gives in first, though I wasn’t going to be far behind.

      She kisses me blindly, her hands grabbing at my jacket to pull me closer so I have to prop one arm on the wall not to crush her. I kiss her like she’s the last sip of water and I’m about to die of thirst. I kiss her and I feel a jolt go through me, rousing me. I kiss her and I never want to stop doing it.

      My hand slips behind her neck but instead of looking to hurt her, I caress the back of her neck now, feeling her hair between my fingers. There’s anger in the kiss, sure, but there’s also a sense of relief, I think, for both of us. For a while there, even with her lips wrapped around my cock just last night, I was beginning to suspect that she was a figment of my imagination.

      Locked in a kiss with her, she feels very real.

      Her body presses against mine and the exchange turns more frantic. My cock is hard and hurting in my slacks and I want nothing more than to bury it in her, but one of the two of us has to have some control and it can’t be her. I break the kiss abruptly, grabbing her chin and tilting it up so she looks me in the eyes.

      Her lips are so deliciously puffy from the kissing.

      “I don’t want you to mess him,” I tell her. “Not before I say you can.”

      “He doesn’t want me to forget you either,” she says back, a ghost of a smile on her lips.

      The little jerk. I just might fall in love if this keeps going on.

      “I guess we’re at a standstill then,” I grin.

      With her lips so close, I slip a thumb between them and she suckles on it, keeping her eyes on mine. Whatever the case may be, she’ll definitely be the end of me, no matter what happens with Parker and me over the course of this.

      “What I do want you to do, is fingerkill yourself tonight, thinking of me. Will you do that for Daddy, kitten?”

      She nods, increasing the pressure on my thumb, her tongue swirling around it. As I let her go, releasing her from where I had pinned her and leave her in the archive room, I’m not fully convinced that I’ll be the only man she’ll be thinking about tonight.

      And somehow, that’s okay.
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      “I’m not done with you”

      That text has been staring at me for more than a day now and I haven’t brought myself to delete it. I also haven’t replied to it. There’s something about stoking obsession that I’m beginning to understand far too well now and I don’t want to drive Mark on.

      Besides, it’s not like I don’t have stuff on my mind more important than my upset quasi-ex-boyfriend, who deems me worthy of his time and attention now that I might have come into some wealth. It is of course a lie, I barely have anything of my own, exactly as it has always been, but I don’t think I could communicate this to Mark in a way that would leave him satisfied.

      How am I supposed to tell him with a straight face that I am living with a man twice my age, working for him, and there’s nothing for him to gain from it? I stole from my mother, I imagine him telling me, why couldn’t I steal from him? It would be a valid point, if I wasn’t trying to not become a horrible person in the meanwhile.

      Without noticing it before I’ve been doing it for a minute or so, my hands keep going to my neck, rubbing it where Sawyer’s fingers sunk into the skin. He didn’t leave marks but he wasn’t far from it. It should probably frighten me, the fact that he can be so easily aggressive and domineering, but it turns me on. It’s a sick combination of lust and anger I feel for him most of the time and he affects me like a drug shot straight through my veins.

      It’s so different from what I feel for Parker, but equally as strong.

      Which basically makes me the worst person ever, right?

      I lick my lips, shaking my head and focusing back on my work. I did what Parker asked me hours ago – proofing and formatting the memos on the Tesla project. Now, I’m going over some of the math they’re using for the battery charge. I find it fascinating.

      Though most of it is over my head, I’ve been googling the formulas and educating myself on how all of it works. I’ve always been good with math, numbers just make sense to me and formulas have a sort of rhythm to them that I enjoy and parse without thinking about it too hard. I’ve always thought of it as a neat distraction, but here I get the first glimpses of how this can be an actual career. A ticket to something bigger and better.

      I wonder if my dad felt that way when he was my age. Did he look into the future and think he saw light at the end of the tunnel, only to have it turn into a train ready to run him over?

      Biting the inside of my mouth, I brush that thought aside and refocus. Between obsessing about the two men in my life that I can’t choose from and trying to keep up with the hustle and bustle of a large engineering firm going full throttle, these moments of quiet and somewhat introspective study have been true lifesavers.

      I feel like I can recenter myself through it and that’s something I’ve rarely felt before. I think it might have something to do with the fact that even with the best of teachers, high school tends to be too easy. This math, these formulas and schematics, however, are something hard and beyond me and that’s exciting to me.

      Maybe it’s the same kind of brain chemistry that goes around when I’m alone with Sawyer or Parker. They’re both beyond me as well, or so I feel anyway, and yet when I understand them, when I unravel them, it makes perfect sense. Those moments I spend alone with them are crystal clear for me and not for a second do I feel out of place or out of my depth.

      Today’s a Friday but I doubt the weekend is going to mean much to either Parker or Sawyer. At least they don’t give me the vibe of being the kind of guys who drop their work at 5:00 p.m. on a Friday and not think about it until Monday. The day is slowly grinding to an end and other than my stolen scene with Sawyer in the archive room, I’ve barely seen the two of them around.

      When I have caught them together, they’ve been looking at one another like they’re a wave of a red flag away from another round of fist fighting. I know I’m going to have to do something about it, help them resolve their newfound grievances with one another, but how am I supposed to do that?

      The only way to fix anything is to choose. Either one of them, or neither of them. It’s not a choice I’ve been able to make so far, so why do I think it’s something that will magically become available to me in the near future?

      The most probable course of action here is likely one that leaves me a mumbling, tongue-tied fool, unable to make a choice between the two most perfect men I’ve ever met. Or maybe they’ll just realize that I’m an eighteen-year-old who doesn’t know any better and both give up on me?

      That thought fills the pit of my stomach with dread and I scribble a black box on the corner of the page of the notebook I was on, my focus drawn from the math and onto my predicament once again. It’s difficult making rational decisions when your whole body acts completely irrational whenever it is around one of those two. Or, god forbid, both of them.

      With the lump in my stomach seeming to get heavier by the minute, I’m roused from my dark thoughts by my phone buzzing again. It’s a call this time and as I reach to decline it, assuming it to be Mark calling, my hand stalls.

      Dad flashes over the screen.

      I don’t remember the last time he called me.

      Grabbing the phone, I get up from the desk and rush to the archive room, locking the door behind me with a jittery hand. A part of me is absolutely convinced that he found out somehow. That one way or another, he has heard of what I’ve been doing with Parker and Sawyer and he’s calling me to let me know how disappointed he is with me.

      I mean, I called both of them Daddy, for idiot’s sake. Who does that?

      “Hey, dad,” I say into the phone, leaning against the small desk space Sawyer had me pushed up on just a couple of hours ago.

      “Hey, bug. How’s my little girl?” he asks, sounding uncharacteristically sober and alert.

      He hasn’t called me bug since I was twelve.

      “I’m… I’m all right. How are you?”

      “Oh you know, always dying, never dead,” he jokes, a bit of humor I never learned to appreciate. “How are my friends back at SCP?”

      “You mean Parker and Sawyer?”

      I bite my lip. I shouldn’t be bringing them up by name if I don’t have to.

      “I’m sure there are one or two people down at engineering who I might remember too, but yes, I’m talking about Parker and Sawyer. My former partners, you know, the guys who ruined my life?”

      In my head, I’m telling him that no one ruined his life besides he himself, but I keep my tongue behind my teeth for that tidbit. I’ve rarely heard him speak so bitterly about Parker and Sawyer, usually he would reminisce about the good times. It wasn’t until last year that I actually heard the story of what happened between the three of them to cause a rift that couldn’t be mended.

      “They’re okay,” I say tentatively.

      “Are you three getting along?” he asks, prying.

      “I, um, yeah, I guess. Parker’s been really nice to me.”

      If we define nice by going down on me and giving me the orgasm of a lifetime, which I do. And that’s on top of everything else he’s done for me.

      “Good, good,” he mutters on the other line, quieting for a moment.

      “Dad?”

      “I’m here. Look, bug, you’ve been doing good. You just stay there and keep getting along with Parker and Sawyer and you’ll make your dad a happy man, all right?”

      “Okay,” I answer.

      It doesn’t sound like something he’s saying as encouragement. I don’t think it has anything to do with him wanting me to succeed or flourish in the situation I am in, but something different… Something I can’t name and I’m not sure if I want to.

      “I need to go now, bug. I’ll get in touch soon. And oh, bug, don’t tell Parker or Sawyer that we’re talking to each other, all right? Can you do that for your old man?”

      “Sure,” I say, frowning.

      The line clicks dead and I’m left staring at my phone in puzzlement. It almost seems as if I’d be better off chucking the thing out of the window because other than the texts I’m sending with Callista, nothing that comes from it has been anything resembling positive.

      There’s an eerie feeling building in me. Something is going on with my dad and I don’t think I’m going to like it. After a minute of thinking about it and coming up with no great solution to whatever this new layer of trash is in my life, I skulk back to my desk and throw myself back into the math.

      At least that makes sense.
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      “Where’s Cassie?” Sawyer asks as he rushes into my office unannounced but not uninvited.

      “I sent her out for a dinner run,” I tell him, shrugging my shoulders.

      I picked a spot a couple of blocks from here so I’d have time to have this conversation with Sawyer before she got back. It’s been a long time coming and I don’t want her to witness me and him at each other’s throats again. Not after what we shared last night.

      “You don’t want her around?” he asks with a smirk, shrugging off his jacket and casually rolling up his sleeves.

      If I didn’t know any better, I’d assume he was getting ready to pay me back for the impromptu punch the other day. But I don’t think that’s Sawyer’s style. He’s a vindictive idiot, but he lets people know when he’s coming.

      “I thought it would be best if we got to talk when it’s just the two of us,” I agree, Sawyer moving to peer out of one of the windows overlooking downtown Boston.

      It’s always busy, even when it isn’t. Probably why I like the city so much. There’s a lot of motion, but it isn’t overwhelming like it can be in New York or LA. Regardless of where I travel, I’m always glad to come back to Boston. Being a Montana boy, the fact that I’m so attached to a city like this probably says things about me I wouldn’t like. My mother certainly doesn’t approve.

      “All right, so shoot,” Sawyer says, glancing over his shoulder at me. “Or would you prefer punching me again?”

      “Maybe later,” I answer, both of us grinning at that.

      I’ve never hit him before yesterday and he’s never hit me, though there have been times where I’m sure both of us have wanted to beat the other into agreement. I find it curious that it took Cassie to cause a rift like that between us and I’m not certain whether the fact that we’ve been driven to fighting over her like schoolyard bullies tells me something about her, or us.

      Probably a little of both.

      “For Cassie’s sake, we need to stop fighting among ourselves,” I tell him, leaning back in my leather high-back office chair, pressing my fingers together. “This is not why I brought her here and I think you and I both know that if Cameron knew what was going on-“

      “Cameron’s a loser who would sell his own kids for another bottle of vodka,” Sawyer growls.

      “I think he’s more of a scotch man,” I comment, doing nothing to alleviate the point.

      The truth is, I don’t necessarily disagree with Sawyer. Cameron is no one’s definition of dad of the year and as much as I consider him a friend and a personal mistake for letting him get so far off the rails in his life, I can attest that other than the rare moment of fatherly care I witnessed during our last conversation, I haven’t seen him giving much of a trash about his family. At the very least, the amounts of money I’ve been shoveling his way over the years would have added up to two fairly plush college funds.

      “Well, regardless. She’s eighteen. She’s the daughter of our former partner and she’s here on my watch. I looked her mother in the eye and promised her that I’d keep Cassie safe. I don’t think what’s going on at the moment is anyone’s understanding of safe or normal.”

      Sawyer doesn’t react for a moment but eventually, he shrugs his wide shoulders, electing to keep staring out of the window with his arms behind his back.

      “So what are you suggesting here?” he asks.

      When I went over this conversation in my head before buzzing Sawyer to come meet me at my office, it was perfectly chivalrous in my mind. I was going to say that we should both take a step back and because Cassie has told me she can’t make the choice, we should remove the option altogether. We’re grown men, we can control our urges. We would simply agree that Cassie is off-limits for the both of us.

      That would be the sane, well-reasoned and adult thing to do. What I’m about to say, faced with the option of never getting to taste my sweet babygirl again, is the opposite of it.

      “I’m suggesting that you admit that you’re no good for her and you take a step back.”

      Before I can even go on, Sawyer has spun around, pure, honest rage burning in his eyes. This is going about as badly as I figured it would.

      “What?” he growls at me, the muscles in his forearms coiling together.

      “She was entrusted into my care and unlike you, I don’t have a history of my way through the underbelly of Boston and leaving a slew of tied up, messed up women in my wake,” I say, hanging onto the last shreds of my composure.

      I know what I’m saying is just a hop and a skip away from being cruel, but I can’t help myself. The moment I started talking, I knew I would never be able to give up Cassie.

      “She’s living with me. She admitted last night that she’s wanted to be with me since I picked her up from Prestview. Honestly, Sawyer, is there a universe in which you think you would be a better choice for her than I am?”

      Of course, I’m willingly leaving out the fact that Cassie also told me that she can’t make up her mind about us, but what Sawyer doesn’t know can’t spur him on.

      “So your whole argument here is finders keepers, you saw her first so you get to have her? No, Parker, I don’t think that’s how this trash is going to work. I don’t care what the heck she told you last night because when she was wrapped around me today, she had something entirely different to say.”

      I’m out of my chair now, charging at Sawyer. I thought seeing red was just an expression but the corners of my vision are pulsing scarlet now and I’m more pissed off than I’ve ever been, with maybe the slight exception of last night. Walking in on Cassie and Sawyer, with his cock in her mouth, is not an image that brings me inner peace.

      “You need to leave her the heck alone, Layton, or you won’t enjoy the consequences,” I say, my hands gripping the front of his shirt.

      The punch comes inevitably, knocking me back but not off my feet because I’m holding onto Sawyer. He couldn’t put his full weight behind it because I was so close to him, but it still hurts.

      “Forget you,” he hisses. “She’s not your property, you don’t get to tag her and keep her.”

      “Stop, both of you!” a horrified voice screams at Sawyer and I still in our nasty rendition of office combat.

      Cassie’s staring at us from the door, a comical copy of what I must have looked like last night, the bag of food scattered next to her feet.

      “Let go of each other right now,” she says and we oblige, though begrudgingly.

      The look Sawyer gives me is one of promising a decent beating the moment he gets me alone somewhere. I can only respond with the same. With the amount of adrenaline that is pounding through my veins right now, I feel like I could tear him limb from limb and not feel a lick of remorse for it.

      “You, sit down,” she says, pointing at me. “And you too,” she continues, pulling the door shut behind her after motioning for Sawyer to take the second of the two armchairs in the room.

      My office here is minimalist, unlike the smattering of antiques I have in place at home. It feels like a cold backdrop to a fight that is all about emotion and anger. At least I won’t feel too bad if we break a couple of things.

      I quietly count my blessings that I had the wisdom of waiting until the executive floor was well and truly empty on a Friday night to try and ‘talk’ to Sawyer, but I guess I should have seen this coming. After all, how could I let go of Cassie?

      She’s dressed in a navy skirt and matching top that fit her like a glove. Her hair is swept back in an intricate braid and she’s wearing the butterfly earrings I bought her. Right now, with her expression etched with disappointment and worry, she doesn’t look like the girl I picked up at her house a scant week ago. She looks like a woman.

      It makes me want her all the more badly.

      “Now is someone going to explain to me what you two think you were doing? Because what it sounded to me like was that you were fighting over me and that’s insane.”

      She crosses her arms over her chest and Sawyer and I share a look. I was fully intending on keeping her out of this, resolving things between Sawyer and I man to man, even if it meant relegating ourselves to the level of fisticuffs to figure out the winner, but clearly that isn’t happening now. I get the feeling Sawyer would have preferred to keep Cassie out of this too.

      “We were just talking, Cassie,” I start, her brow cocking up immediately.

      “Is that what you two call talking? Trying to beat the trash out of each other?”

      “Apparently,” Sawyer shrugs, slicking a hand through his ebony hair. “At least we get the message through.”

      I’m graced with a glare that I toss right back at him. Schmuck.

      When I glance back at Cassie, I see her expression falling and her shoulders slumping. My resolve to kick Sawyer’s rear right here and right now lessens slightly.

      “This is insane,” she says, barely more than a whisper. “You two realize that, right? That this is insane. You’ve been friends for longer than I’ve been alive and now you’re fighting? Over me?”

      Her voice gets louder as she speaks and she shakes her head, like she’s disappointed in the both of us. Heck, if I have to take a step back from the situation and look at what we’re doing, I’m ashamed too. So I try not to focus on it too much.

      The fact of the matter is that I found my girl and Sawyer needs to mess off. If he does that then we can continue getting along as we always have. I don’t see any other way for this to go down.

      “I’m going to go home. I should have done that yesterday. Heck, I should have never left. I knew I was going to harass this up somehow,” Cassie says, straightening her spine and looking from me to Sawyer.

      The “No” that comes out of both of us is fast and certain.

      “No,” I say again. “You’re not going anywhere. We’ll figure this out with Sawyer, it’ll be fine.”

      Cassie scoffs.

      “You will figure this out? You will decide who ‘gets me’?” she asks, doing finger quotes and looking just a little bit outraged. “I think this is something that includes my opinion as well. You don’t just get to pass me around among yourselves and decides who ‘deserves’ me more.”

      Sawyer and I look at each other and our combined wisdom tells us we should have figured this out before. She’s right, of course. Dang it. Between our infighting, we managed to smoothly forget that there are three people involved in this, not two egos and an aftermath.

      “You’re right,” I nod. “So what’s it going to be?”

      “What do you mean?” Cassie asks.

      “Who are you choosing, Cassie? It’s as simple as that, like you said. It’s up to you. Neither one of us wants you to leave and I doubt you want to go,” Sawyer says, finding the one thing that we can both agree on. “So you have to choose. Me or him. Goody-two-shoes or having some actual fun.”

      “What is this, junior high?” I hiss at Sawyer, feeling like this is regressing more and more to the level of something teenagers should be doing, not three consenting adults.

      Cassie looks lost for a moment, chewing on her bottom lip. I have to restrain myself from going over to her and pulling her into my arms to tell her that everything will work out, that I’ll understand no matter what. Though, truth be told, if she chose Sawyer over me… I’m not entirely sure what I’d do.

      How’d it even get to this point? Idiot. I should have gone to her room that first night. I knew she saw me, I knew she heard me, and I did nothing about it.

      “I can’t choose,” she finally says and the grunt of annoyance from Sawyer perfectly mirrors my own. Before we can start arguing with her about it, Cassie holds up her hands and quiets both of us. “So that’s how it’s going to be. I have my own ultimatum for you.”

      “Listening,” Sawyer mutters, and I motion for her to continue as well.”

      Okay. So. I want you both,” she starts, blushing a sweet tone of pink now. “And I know both of you want me. I am equally as aware that this is wholly inappropriate and that my family can never know about this, but sometimes the heart wants what the heart wants, and so on. My offer is, I’ll be with both of you. Together.

      “It’s that or nothing.”

      “Deal,” Sawyer says, standing up.

      Cassie looks like she could be floored by a feather and I think I’m just gaping at the both of them. Firstly because Cassie would even come up with something like that, and secondly because Sawyer is okay with going along with it. He’s the most possessive guy I know.

      “What?” I say, standing up as well as Sawyer goes and drapes his arm around Cassie. “You want to go through with that. To… share her? We can barely share SCP, that’s why we have the departments split up between us. Now you think we can coexist with her? Together? In the same bed?”

      “It doesn’t have to be a bed,” Sawyer huffs.

      “Are you sure about this, Cassie?”

      She glances up at Sawyer, who is smiling down on her smugly. Of course he’d use even this moment to one-up me. I doubt there’s a smidge of altruism in this for him, he’s simply picking the lesser of two evils. Losing her for good, or sharing her with me.

      Then again, he’s probably right on this.

      “I’m sure,” she nods. “I don’t want to cause a rift between the two of you. It’s either both of you or neither, we can make it work either way.”

      Leave it to the eighteen-year-old to be the most adult person in a room with two millionaire businessmen.

      I take a deep breath, settling myself. This is not the way I saw things going down, but I have to respect Cassie’s say in this. Anything is better than losing her for good. And who knows, maybe in time, I can get rid of Sawyer… For now, it’s the best option I have.

      “All right. You have a deal,” I say, giving Cassie a long look before offering Sawyer my hand.

      He shakes it with a firm grip and for a moment there I think we’re both just trying to see who can squeeze the other’s hand harder. It breaks when Cassie puts her palm on ours. Our bodies are close together, her between us. Maybe it won’t be so bad. When Cassie looks up at me and then Sawyer and smiles a sultry little smile, I know this will not just be any evening at the office.

      “How about we celebrate, then,” she says. “I mean, I have both my Daddies now… I think it’s time.”

      You could hear a pin drop in the office after she said that.
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      I’m no fool. I know this isn’t some sudden meeting of the minds where Parker and Sawyer have laid down their differences and decided to get along for all time. They’re obviously pissed at one another and though they said yes to my crazy little scheme, it wouldn’t surprise me at all if they decided suddenly a moment later to still go for kicking each other’s rear.

      But I don’t care.

      Why not? Because they both said yes and I’m standing between them and my body is flush with excitement. Because both of the men who have been filling my brain with thoughts and images that are far too filthy to put into words are now right here, confirming that they want me and in order to have me, they’ll do anything.

      Even share me.

      My knees are a little weak with the realization and my stomach flutters with butterflies. I have them both and I want them to have all of me in return. Before either of them can change their minds, I get up on my tiptoes, leaning on Parker with one hand on his chest, and seek out his lips.

      He yields to the request for a kiss easily enough, angling down and supporting me with a hand slipping behind me and resting on my lower back. He feels so big and warm and safe as he kisses me, gently this time, taking his time when our tongues meet for the first time. I practically purr into his mouth and it’s painful when I have to pull away, but I know that feeling of loss will not last for long.

      I turn to face Sawyer, my back to Parker. Parker settles both hands on my hips and when I feel his breath on my neck, it sends tingles down my spine.

      “Are you absolutely certain you want to do this, Cassie?”

      “Listen to the man,” Sawyer adds, a feral spark that I’ve come to recognize gleaming in his eyes. “You say yes and you’re no longer in control. You’re handing yourself over to two men who know what it is to own something completely. We might be willing to share, but that doesn’t mean it will be… smooth.”

      He makes me look up at him by nudging my chin up with one finger, a smirk on his lips. He’s right. I felt so in control and now that is slipping away, making it all the sweeter. I want to be owned by them. I want to be pushed and pulled and to know what it is to have men like these want and desire and idiot me. I want it all.

      “Are you ready for two Daddies, kitten?” he growls.

      I nod my head immediately.

      “Yes. Yes, please,” I say, my pussy pulsing when he says ‘Daddies’. It’s ridiculous how much it turns me on. “I want both my Daddies to have me, to take me… to make me into a woman.”

      I might just be saying what I think they want to hear now, but when the words spill out of my mouth, I know I mean them. I’m desperate for this, for these two men who a week ago, I would have never imagined myself being able to be in the same room with, let alone share a bed with.

      Or, well, a couch or a desk, as the case may be right now.

      “Good,” Parker says darkly, pushing my hair aside and exposing my neck. “Kiss Sawyer,” he tells me, before kissing my neck, sucking on it so hard that I’m sure he’ll leave a mark.

      I’ve never kissed Sawyer before. Looking up at my big bad wolf, I’m intimidated by the thought of doing it. I’ve had his cock in my mouth but I haven’t done something as intimate as kissing, and I definitely think now that a kiss is more intimate. At least the way Parker does it.

      I don’t get time to overthink it because Sawyer’s hands are coiling around my waist as he moves in to kiss me, now truly trapping me between the two powerful bodies of the men I’ve surrendered myself to. His broad chest seems so wide as my palms press against it and when his lips meet mine, I’m thankful that I can lean against Parker because I’m not sure if I could stand up on my own.

      Sawyer is rough, to the point. His kiss is possessive, exploring, marking his territory. His teeth nip at my lower lip almost painfully, but in a way that when he pulls back even an inch, I’m leaning in, begging for more. He doesn’t have the softness that Parker has, only the hard edges, only the ownership. I love it as much as I love kissing Parker.

      “So sweet,” he says against my lips, one hand mussing into my hair now. “What are we going to do with you, kitten? You’re too sweet… If I have too much of you, I might never be able to stop.

      “So don’t,” I beg, the words coming out as a yelp because Parker has slowly unzipped the back of my dress and pushed down the left shoulder of it so he can kiss and suck on the delicate skin there.

      Sawyer answers with a growl, hiding me in the cocoon of a kiss once more, his hands roaming my body now. He helps Parker tug down the front of my dress, trapping my arms in the folds of fabric so when they both grope my belly, I can’t do anything about it. Nor do I want to.

      I groan as their rough, big palms knead my breasts through the pink bralette I wore today, picking it out specifically because I thought today would be special. It’s the prettiest lingerie set I have and I want them to destroy it.

      My nipples pebble as they touch me, Sawyer’s mouth on my lips and Parker’s on my neck and shoulder, Parker’s hands smoothing over my belly when he isn’t tormenting my breasts. I want to beg them to move faster because I’m so wet that I think it’ll start leaking down my inner thighs soon, but at the same time, I want this to last as long as it possibly can.

      This is not something that should be rushed. My first time…

      Sawyer yanks the dress down so my arms are freed, the expensive navy garment held up around my hips. I start unbuttoning his shirt and Parker tosses his jacket to the side. Sawyer helps me by undoing his tie and for a moment, I want to ask him to bind me with it, but that would mean I couldn’t touch him anymore, so I don’t.

      I whimper something between a groan and a moan as Sawyer shrugs off his blue button-up and then pulls the undershirt over his head, revealing his strong, broad body. Unlike Parker, he has tattoos. A hawk is tattooed across his chest and he has half-sleeves on both arms, stopping at the elbow. Seeing him in the office every day, you’d never know the ink is hiding under the pristine and expensive dress shirts, suits and ties.

      I want to trace the lines with my tongue but before I can ask, I’m spun around, meeting Parker’s mouth in a hungry kiss. He yanks my head back by my hair and I gasp into his mouth as his tongue shoves into mine. Roughly, the straps of my bralette are pulled down my shoulders and then my belly pop out as the bra is pushed down, no effort wasted on undoing the clasp.

      It feels heavenly to have them pawing at my belly like that. When one of my nipples is twisted and pinched, I know that hand belongs to Sawyer. Instead of shying away from the spark of pain, it sends a hot flash coiling through me, delicious in its forbidden nature.

      We’re standing in the middle of Parker’s office, with the red of the setting sun still lighting up the sky. Though the building should be mostly empty by this time, and I didn’t see anyone on the executive floor as I walked through it with the food order, I can’t be sure. At any moment, someone could walk in and see me being kissed and groped and teased by the two owners of SCP Limited.

      My two Daddies.

      My knees threaten to buckle at the thought of that. Thankfully, I’m being held up by two pairs of strong arms.

      Parker pulls back from the kiss, only to move down along my body to kiss my breasts and nipples. Sawyer keeps teasing one nipple while Parker sucks the other into his mouth and it reminds me starkly of the amazing orgasm he gave me last night. I want to give him the same kind of pleasure he gave me.

      Sawyer unclips the bralette and flings it aside and Parker takes off his shirt as well, though he’s obviously reluctant to remove his mouth from my body for the time it takes to do so. Blindly, my eyes glued to how Parker is sucking on my breast, my hand reaches back and I feel Sawyer’s giant bulge. My hand grips it instinctively, making him hiss out a groan.

      There’s a hand in my hair then, yanking it back so I look back and up at him as he looms over me.

      “Is that what you want, kitten? We’re moving too slow for our slutty little kitten?”

      Parker straightens up and instead of answering Sawyer’s question, I move my other hand to slowly stroke Parker through his slacks as well. Idiot, he’s as big as Sawyer is… How am I ever supposed to fit both of them, in any hole? I couldn’t even take Sawyer in my mouth fully because I felt like my lips were stretched thin around him and now I’m begging to be allowed to please them both?

      I’m so messed.

      Hopefully in the good way.

      “Please let me taste you,” I plead. “Please let me have both of you in my mouth… I can’t take the pressure… I need something,” I mewl.

      No sooner than I say that do I find myself being pushed down on my knees, my dress pulled down around my hips. My hair is in loose waves now, untangled from the bun, and my belly are pink from the attention they’ve gotten, small bitemarks from Parker around my nipples.

      Being on my knees in front of both my Daddies, I feel so insignificantly small. My whole body shakes with anticipation, humming with the knowledge I’m about to be able to taste them, side by side, giving them pleasure like they have me.

      When Parker unzips first and pushes down his boxers enough to reveal his huge, hard, veiny and perfectly shaved cock and balls, my mouth gapes open a little. Saliva pools in my mouth and whatever I thought I was before, I know one thing for certain now.

      I want to be the perfect hussy for my Daddies.

      Nothing else matters. At least not for now. Kneeling in front of them. Exposing myself to them both together for the first time, I feel like I’m exactly where I need to be.

      “Suck me,” Parker says.

      My pussy pulses. Sometimes, fantasies really do come true.
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      Sawyer takes his time, revealing his cock, giving me time to lavish attention on Parker’s. Keeping my eyes on him, I poke out my tongue and lap up the tiny bead of precum that has formed at the tip of the head but instead of pulling back like I did with Sawyer, I lean in immediately.

      My lips twist around the head and I suck it into my mouth. The hissing noise Parker makes, one hand still gripping the base of his cock as I do so, is music to my ears. Last night, I screamed and I mewled and I begged as he pleasured me and now I want to give him the same.

      He gives me a couple of moments to get used to him. He’s longer than Sawyer is, not as thick but not far off so within the first few tentative seconds, I feel him pressing against the back of my throat, making me already fight with my gag reflex. I want to take all of him. I want to coat him with my saliva and tease him with my tongue and suck on him until he fills my mouth with the cum that I haven’t tasted yet.

      I want them both to do that.

      Idiot, I want everything.

      I want to be raw and breathless and messed out of my senses by these two men and I’m going to do everything in my power to make it happen. They have all the power, all the control… but they want this as badly as I do.

      My lashes flutter as Parker slowly grinds into my mouth. My palms are pressed against his abs and Sawyer grabs me by the wrist a moment later, bringing my hand to his naked cock. My hand curls around his thick shaft immediately and when I start jerking him off in the same rhythm as Parker is my mouth, he groans, a guttural sound.

      I glance from Parker to Sawyer and back again. They look so unlike their usual buttoned-up, proper selves. They’re both wild-eyed, their muscles bulging, so different from one another but both overcome with desire. Desire for me. They’re so devastatingly handsome that if I stopped to think about this, I think I might not be able to go on.

      I mean, what am I doing with men like these?

      “Keep going, Cassie,” Parker tells me, his voice strained. “Suck my cock like you mean it.”

      I gag a little as he pushes further into my throat, still not the full way in. He grabs my hair and with one rough thrust, he fills me completely, making me spasm for air for a moment. My eyes water and my body tenses as he gives me the first taste of what it feels like to be impaled on a man, and I know that this will happen again today.

      I know he’s going to fill my pussy just the same. I can’t wait, even if it’s hard to get used to the pressure… the size… the everything.

      I was never ready to give my virginity to anyone. Now, I’m practically desperate to give it to Sawyer and Parker.

      “Good girl,” Parker says, pulling out of me and giving me a moment to heave in gulps of air.

      His cock is right in front of my face, glistening with my saliva, and it’s so beautiful. I love it, I worship it, with my grip tightening on Sawyer’s cock.

      “Suck your other Daddy now,” Parker tells me gruffly.

      I’m not sure which one of us is more surprised that he said that, Sawyer or me, but we don’t question it. Parker’s hand is still in my hair as he moves my head toward Sawyer’s cock. Our gazes meet with Sawyer and he grins a wicked smile as I open my mouth wide for him, welcoming him in. Welcoming him to continue where we left off last time.

      “Her mouth is so sweet,” Parker says, receiving a nod from Sawyer as he outlines my lips with the head of his cock, rubbing it gently along the curve of my lips and leaving the salty taste of precum on it.

      “Her groin is going to be even sweeter,” Sayer comments, before pushing into my mouth.

      I think my eyes roll back in my head a little as Parker moves my head in the rhythm that he wants me to have as I blow Sawyer. I’m a doll in his hands and I love it. I steady myself, one hand on each man’s thigh, trying to keep from gagging and sputtering too much as Parker uses me to pleasure Sawyer’s cock.

      He pulls me back sharply for a moment and then fills my mouth himself, starting to alternate who I’m sucking with each thrust. When he’s sure I get the rhythm he wants, he lets go of my hair and I keep doing it, glancing from one man to another to make sure I’m doing it right.

      They taste similar, but not the same. They’re looking down at me like I’m some sort of a treasure, a miracle they want to break and destroy and then put back together again as I suck on both of them one after another, impaling myself time and time again on those huge cocks with reckless abandon.

      I lose myself happily and completely. I keep up the pace Parker set for me, pausing only every now and then when I want to lave attention on one cock or the other, and soon it’s the most natural thing to me to be gagging on Sawyer’s or Parker’s cock. I don’t know how long it lasts but when Sawyer stops me suddenly from tasting him again, I let out a whine of complaint, looking up at him and then Parker through watery eyes.

      “That’s enough, kitten,” Sawyer tells me gruffly. “You keep going like that and we’ll never know what that groin of yours feels like.”

      That’s enough to stave my disappointment and I clamber up on my wobbly feet. I almost topple over, the high heels and weak legs a dangerous combination. I get to watch in silent awe, forgetting all about my problem with keeping my balance for a moment, as Parker and Sawyer both shuck off the last of their clothes.

      I know I whimper when they stand before me, the gods among men that they are. My goodness. My belly flutters with excitement and I stare at them, my mouth probably slightly open, taking them in. So muscled, so strong, so powerful… whatever daydream has brought me into this particular moment, I want it to never stop. Because that’s exactly how it feels, like it’s a dream. Even with their taste in my mouth and my body practically begging for release, it still feels unreal.

      “Get out of those clothes,” Parker commands.

      I wiggle out of my dress quickly and step out of the pumps, saying a silent prayer of thanks for that. My knees are really not playing along with me and I don’t want to kill the night by keeling over on those things. The dress pools around my ankles and I’m standing only in my pink panties, feeling tiny before them.

      “All of it,” Parker adds with a growl.

      I realize my mistake and slowly peel my panties off. They’re wet with my juices and I think Sawyer definitely notices as they peel off my pussy slower than they should. Parker eyes me with a sense of familiar ownership, having gotten personally acquainted with my pussy the night before, but Sawyer sees me like this for the first time. Yes, he’s had his fingers in me before, but that was for a couple of minutes, in a dark room…

      I feel beautiful as they stare at me much the same as I stared at them, appreciating every line and curve and contour. I’ve never felt this pretty, or this wanted… or this safe, as crazy as it might sound. I am at the right place, at the right time, with the right men. I know it.

      “You’re beautiful,” Sawyer murmurs, making Parker and I smile.

      Something about the way he says it resonates right through me.

      “Come here,” he beckons then, and I go to him quickly.

      I missed their hands on me, their arms around me, so when I’m locked in a cocoon of hard, masculine flesh, I feel myself relaxing. Sawyer’s lips find mine as his hand travels down my body, over my stomach. His fingertips tease through the short curls of hair on my pussy and when they sink between the lips, we both moan.

      I’m so wet it’s ridiculous. I couldn’t feel it so much before but now with his fingers on me, spreading me, it’s so obvious. It’s a little embarrassing and I think I’m blushing, but it’s sort of late to be getting all coy about this. If I was okay with sucking two cocks at almost the same time in an office with glass walls, I think I can do just about anything else they throw at me.

      I gasp as Parker’s hand trails down the curve of my rear and then follows the crack until his fingers are on my pussy as well. It feels so dirty in a way, having both of them touch me like this, but I wouldn’t want it to stop for anything.

      “So wet,” Parker growls in my ear. “Is that what you want, Cassie? You want us both to fill you up, make you ours?”

      His words are filthy and they make goosebumps stand up on my skin, but the only response I can give is a nod of my head, feeling Parker’s cock push against one of my asscheeks. I’m breathing fast and heavy as Sawyer pushes a finger in me and when Parker does the same, both of them in me at the same time, I whimper, practically collapsing against Sawyer.

      Together, they start fingermy hole, Sawyer rubbing my clit at the same time while Parker’s cock is pressing against my rear, promising me something so much better than just fingers. But even their big hands, those thick fingers, are enough to make my body convulse and twist and scream for release.

      Parker’s other hand slips to my front, kneading my breasts again and it feels so heavenly. I lean into it, though I prop my forehead on Sawyer’s chest.

      “Please,” I whimper as their pace slows. “Please don’t stop. Daddy, please,” I beg, and I don’t know which one I’m asking not to stop until I realize that it’s meant for both of them.

      So different and yet in this moment, they’re both equally maddening and delicious to me that I don’t want to separate them. With their fingers in my pussy, nudging me toward orgasm, I just want this to never change. I want to have them both, forever.

      “What will you do if we don’t stop?” Sawyer asks me, making me bite my lip. “What will you do if your Daddies let you cum?”

      It sounds so natural out of his mouth now. I love it.

      “Anything,” I breathe out, knowing that what I’m saying is the truth.

      Whatever they want from me, I would do. At least right now, when they have me like this, I could promise them the sun and the moon and mean it.

      “Such a good girl,” Parker hisses in my ear, making me moan. “Come on, ride these fingers, show us how much you want this so we know you mean it when you beg for our cocks.”

      For two men who weren’t exactly thrilled to be sharing me, my Daddies are seeming to forget all about it in the moment and give in just like I do. I whimper, grinding down on those fingers until Parker pushes in a third, stretching me wider. The sensation is maddening, those thick digits making me get used to something big in my pussy and I know it won’t be anything compared to when I get their dicks in me like that for the first time.

      “Cum for us,” Sawyer commands. “Cum for your Daddies.”

      His thumb flicks over my clit a couple times in rapid succession and I don’t know if that is the last push I needed or if it’s just the combination of everything hitting me at once, but I can’t feel my legs and I can hear screaming but I don’t recognize the voice.

      It takes me a moment to realize that it’s me, clinging desperately to Sawyer as he and Parker fingeridiot me into a massive orgasm, sweeping me literally off my feet. They’re keeping me up and the only help I’m giving is by my nails digging into Sawyer’s biceps as my pussy milks their fingers, spasming around them.

      “Oh my goodness,” I gasp, still reeling in the aftermath as I’m gently picked up by Parker and carried to his desk.

      I barely notice as the desk is cleared around me, so dazed by the orgasm. I’ve never felt pleasure like I have over the last two days and I’m not sure if I can take any more of it without simply disintegrating.

      As Parker sets me down on the desk though, I know I’m going to have to, because his cock as well as Sawyer’s is hard as steel and begging to be buried into my soft virgin pussy.

      I know I’m going to love it.
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      Through the daze of the aftermath of my orgasm, I feel their hands and mouths on me. I’m kissing someone and it’s only after a while that I know it’s Parker. Someone’s teasing my belly with his mouth so it has to be Sawyer.

      I’m a cloud of contentment, feeling like I’m just existing in my body for a moment, but that feeling slowly dissipates as the men I obsessed over bring me back into the now. My body comes to life and I feel that yearning in me again as they torment and coax and pry the hunger out of me.

      Sawyer’s cock rubs against my wet pussy as he leans over me to suck on my belly. I glance back and see Parker’s cock, rigid and waiting, my head lolling slightly over the edge of the desk. I’m completely exposed but it doesn’t feel like it, not when I’m surrounded by Parker and Sawyer.

      “Please,” I mumble into Parker’s kiss. “I need… I need a cock in me.”

      “You’ll need to ask nicer,” Parker tells me, with Sawyer chuckling at that.

      “You’ll need to beg,” Sawyer adds.

      I don’t know what more I can say to let them know how much I want them, how much I want their cum in me, but I’m going to have to try. If we stopped it here, my virginity still intact, I think I’d lose my mind.

      “Daddy, Daddy, please,” I whimper, Parker denying me a kiss. “I want your cocks in me so bad! I need you to take my virginity… I don’t want anyone else to have it. I want your cum in my belly and in my mouth and all over me and I want to be yours forever,” I babble, the words all ringing so true to me it’s sort of scary.

      Sawyer grunts something unintelligible and I feel his cock throb against my groin. I buck my hips upward a little, pleading with him to sink into me. The men pause and when I look up, I can see them looking at each other, some unspoken conversation going on between them.

      When they switch places, I realize what it was. They decided who would get to have my pussy for the first time. I don’t know if Sawyer gave it to Parker because he had my mouth first or something else, but I’m not stopping to ask right now.

      Watching in quiet awe, I get to see how Parker jerks his delicious cock a couple of times, my legs spread for him. I’m gnawing on my bottom lip, desperate to watch him sink into me.

      Sawyer steps up behind me and his cock is so close that I could suck it in my mouth. He doesn’t let me though, nudging my face to look at Parker, who looks as dark and feral as I’ve ever seen him. No longer the kind, quiet, calm protector, he’s every bit the predator I knew Sawyer to be, about to mess me in earnest for the first time.

      “Watch, kitten,” Sawyer commands, his hands moving to play with my nipples again.

      I keep my head up, squirming slightly as Parker grabs my hips and yanks me down on the desk a little.

      “I’m going to fill your virgin groin, baby,” Parker growls, each word a promise. “And I’m going to pump you full until you can’t take anymore. And then Sawyer will do the same. You’ll get all the cum you want, baby, because you’ve been a good girl today, you hear?”

      I nod mutely, overwhelmed by the language he’s using. I’m so ready for him it hurts not to have him inside of me.

      Glancing up at Sawyer, I wet my lips. “I’ll have both of you,” I say, and it sounds a little bit like a question, like I still don’t believe it.

      “Yes, you’ll have both of us,” he promises with a grin.

      “Okay,” I say, barely a whisper.

      Sawyer props my head up with one hand, essentially making sure that I watch as Parker moves the head of his cock to my opening. He pauses there only for a moment, looking into my eyes, before he slowly rocks his hips forward. I hiss in a breath as he starts sinking into me and my mouth opens in a soundless scream as I’m filled inch by inch.

      “Oh my goodness,” I murmur, my body tensing as I’m being stretched around that huge cock even after they worked me open for them with their fingers. “It’s so big!”

      I watch, mesmerized, whimpering as Parker begins thrusting into me, sending jolts of pleasure and pain coursing through me. It’s too much and yet he’s only halfway in. I’m coiled so tight I think I’m about to explode and when my moans get louder and louder as he gets deeper into me, suddenly my head is yanked back.

      Mid-scream, my mouth is filled with cock and my whole body convulses, drawing a deep grunt out of Parker.

      “So tight and soft,” he says as Sawyer holds me in place, starting to faceidiot me as I get used to him in my mouth.

      My head is blank and all I can do is feel and survive this onslaught of pleasure. I reach back with my hands, grabbing onto Sawyer for dear life, my nails digging into his sides. His big palms are on my belly as he thrusts into my mouth time and time again, filling my throat with his big cock and making me have to time my breaths.

      It’s so much and it’s so filthy as he idiots me in time with Parker and I can’t get enough of it. Parker slowly seats himself in me completely and when he does, Sawyer and he both stop for a moment and let me feel what it is to truly be filled at both ends, plugged tight by the enormous cocks of my two Daddies.

      It’s mind-blowingly good.

      My core pulses, teasing another orgasm, though I thought I was completely spent. I sputter and gasp for breath as Sawyer pulls back in time with Parker, inhaling in time for another thrust. They settle into a ruthless rhythm, me at the same time. When one pulls out, the other does as well, so I am either completely filled or completely empty.

      The stark contrast of it makes me yearn for each thrust that much harder, tears streaming down my face from the overwhelming pleasure. My muscles tense as I feel Parker’s cock pulsing inside of me. Excitement wells in me, the knowing that he’ll spill his cum in me soon.

      I don’t know what it is about that which makes it feel so important. I don’t want them wearing a condom, I want them raw and real and all of them even though I’m not on the pill. I shouldn’t be ovulating and I know this is reckless and insane, but right now, I need that connection.

      “Oh my goodness, Cassie,” Parker hisses. “You’re so perfect.”

      I can’t answer that, my mouth full of Sawyer.

      Parker’s thrusts get shorter and faster, pounding me against the desk, the only force keeping me in place being the other big, strong, hard man feeding his cock into my throat. I must look like a mess but I don’t care.

      “Incredible, I can’t,” Parker grunts and just then, Sawyer pulls out of my mouth and jerks my head up so I see the exact moment when Parker fills my pussy with his cum.

      My mouth gapes open and I moan along with Parker’s grunts as his seed fills my pussy. The look on his face is pure rapture and when he pulls out of my pussy, I watch in awe as it glistens with my juices and his seed.

      I’m so turned on I can barely function so when Parker and Sawyer wordlessly switch places, both slick with sweat, I smoothly switch over to lapping at Parker’s cock with my tongue. I start cleaning myself and his delicious cum off of him before Sawyer’s even penetrated me and when he does, I do it all the more eagerly.

      I moan into Parker’s cock, his hand stroking my hair, as Sawyer’s thick cock stretches me further. Sawyer lifts my hips slightly and when he starts thrusting into me, my world begins to shatter. He angles himself upward, touching something in me that Parker hinted at before.

      Maybe it’s because of the added lubrication of Parker’s cum as it slowly leaks out of me with every one of Sawyer’s thrusts, or maybe it’s because I’m just so on edge, but I don’t think Sawyer’s even fit into me completely before I’m writhing in the first throes of an orgasm.

      “So greedy,” Sawyer hisses, watching me suckle on Parker’s cock while he pounds my groin. “You just want more and more, don’t you, kitten?”

      I don’t have time to answer as Parker allows me to suck him off and I don’t have the answer anyway. Yes, I want this. Yes, I want them. Yes, I want to cum again. I want it all.

      And somehow, they’re allowing it all to me as well.

      Sawyer quickens his pace and I get used to his size. My body is mush but I still know I want his cum. As he keeps hitting that spot within me, I unravel and when I finally feel him filling my pussy with his cum as well, I’m too far gone in my orgasm to thank him for it.

      Parker pulls out of my mouth, letting me scream at the top of my lungs as I come, convulsing and spasming around Sawyer, milking his cock for all it is worth. When he pulls out of me as well, I’m spent, destroyed.

      It’s Sawyer this time who scoops me up in his arms and carries me to the couch in the corner of Parker’s office. Parker takes a seat next to us and for a long time, I just focus on breathing and distilling this moment within me.

      “Thank you, Daddy,” I say, looking at Parker. “And thank you, Daddy,” I say to Sawyer, laying a small kiss on his chin.

      I catch when the two of them look at each other, about as shell-shocked by all of this as I am.

      One thing’s for certain now, though. Nothing’s ever going to be the same.

    

  



    
      
        
          Eighteen

        

        

    
    






          Sawyer

        

      

    
    
      If you asked me who made the call, who drove or how we actually got to my apartment eventually, I would not be able to tell you. All I know is that an hour after coming in the pussy of eighteen-year-old Cassie, she, Parker and I are sitting around in my living room, nursing glasses of alcohol, and tea for her.

      There’s a silence over us for the first ten minutes or so, even though Cassie’s curled up in the crook of my arm and Parker’s sitting across from me on an armchair that might cost as much as Cassie’s house. I don’t think any of us know exactly what to say to each other.

      Cassie’s been yawning softly since we drove over, she’s about to collapse into a long sleep. I can sense it coming and tighten my hold on her shoulder a bit more. The mug of tea is placed on the small table between Parker and me.

      I didn’t even know I had tea in the apartment, to be honest. I mostly live off of whiskey, take-out food and bad decisions, but she found it in a minute. Maybe the housekeeper kept some in the kitchen…

      I’m obsessing about the tea because it’s easier that way. I don’t have to think about the aftermath of what happened in Parker’s office. I don’t have to concentrate on the fact that I was practically salivating when my best friend pumped a virgin girl I may be falling in love with full of his cum and then I eagerly followed after.

      I don’t have to think about what that says about me, or him, or the both of us put together.

      “I think she’s asleep,” Parker says softly, nodding toward Cassie.

      Her breathing’s level now, her disheveled hair falling on her face in loose curls. There’s a soft smile on her lips that’s gorgeous and innocent and makes me feel privileged to be seeing it.

      “I should take her to bed,” I say, moving to scoop her up in my arms.

      When I get up with her in my arms, Parker follows wordlessly. He opens the door to my bedroom for me and peels back the covers so I can slip her under the blanket. I set her down and reach behind her just to unzip the dress so she’d be more comfortable. The thought of undressing her right now feels like I’d be overstepping some boundaries.

      Which, in itself, is ridiculous. I just double-teamed this woman in a glass office with the other man in the room, I think we’re way past being well-mannered and careful with what we say and do around each other, but that’s how it’ll be for now.

      Not exchanging a word, Parker and I slink out of the bedroom and I close the door behind me. As if of one mind, we make our way back to the living room and take our seats. Parker raises his glass to me and we clink them together, sharing the first bit of eye contact we have since putting our clothes on.

      “I think we need to talk about tonight,” Parker says, always the sensible one.

      “You’re probably right,” I agree, taking a deeper gulp of my whiskey and wishing it was stronger.

      “So,” Parker starts, stalling right after.

      I smirk and he shakes his head.

      “Apparently there’s no easy opener for discussing what we just did,” he says with a morose bit of humor.

      I shrug my shoulders, though my noncommittal attitude toward to the talk is starting to annoy me. I know this has to be done. Boundaries need to be set, thoughts need to be voiced. That’s not usually my thing. Parker’s the one with all the social skills. I’ve rarely been faced with the option of even seeing the face of the person I’ve messed again, and when that happens, I usually just switch hotels.

      With Cassie and Parker, that won’t be an option. Most of all because I don’t want to break whatever it is that we’re building.

      “No wrong answers, then?” I question, drawing a chuckle from Parker.

      It’s been a while since he’s been at my place. In our twenties and early thirties, we spent plenty of time together outside of work, but as the years progressed, more stress was made readily available and maybe both of us stopped dealing with it in the right way. We haven’t shared a drink outside of the office or even had a meal together, let alone talked, in what has to be years.

      Funny that I still consider him my best friend, then.

      “Right. What we did was… I’m not sure how I feel about it on a moral level, but I liked it,” Parker says, looking down at his glass. “And most importantly, she liked it.”

      “She was practically beaming,” I agree, a wistful note in my voice when I think about Cassie.

      Parker notices and throws me a glance, making me clear my voice.

      “I know this is unorthodox, but what I said back there still holds. I don’t want to lose her. I want her to stay and if the options are that she’s not here or she’s here with the two of us, I’ll pick the latter any time.”

      I nod tentatively. I mean, I was expecting to be thoroughly grossed out about seeing the man I’ve known for practically a lifetime claim something that is mine, but I even gave him first dibs on having her sweet, divine pussy. I can rationalize it all I want, telling myself that I’m thicker so it would have been harder for Cassie if I’d harassed her first, but in the back of my mind, I know that isn’t true.

      I swapped places with Parker because he’s the better one of the two of us. He has more self-control, he’d be more careful with her for her first time. And it was hot to watch her cherry being popped that way.

      “I couldn’t imagine a better man to do this with,” I say, listening to the words I’m saying and wondering if it’s really me who’s uttering them.

      Parker seems to be thinking the same thing, looking up sharply in surprise. After a pause, he nods, and we raise our glasses again, calling a tentative truth.

      “To Cassie,” he says.

      “To Cassie.”

      I bottom out the glass and get up. I’m exhausted and we just have a couple of hours before we need to be back in the office. Work doesn’t wait for those in… whatever we are. The beginning stages of love? Some weird polyamorous trash?

      I set that thought aside. I know this won’t be the last conflict I’ll have with Parker because as much as we can try to play nice, we’re both who we are at the end of the day. But we can both try to play nice. For Cassie’s sake.

      “I think it’s time to hit the hay,” I mutter through a yawn.

      I can’t wait to get to bed and have Cassie snuggle up to me again.

      “I should be going then,” Parker comments.

      The reluctance is so clear in his voice that even I, emotionally dulled as I think myself to be, catch it.

      “No,” I say, continuing my line of saying stuff that Sawyer Layton in his right mind never would. “It’s a big bed. If we can fit around a desk then we can fit on either side of Cassie. It’s just a few hours. I don’t want to freak her out in the morning, having her think that we’ve had another argument or something.”

      I think it’s the last part that convinces Parker.

      If someone had told me ten days ago that I’d end up sharing the bed with my best friend because neither one of us wanted to let go of a young woman we should have no business lusting after, I would have… Heck, I don’t listen to trash like that.
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      I’m a man who prides himself in his ability to focus and keep his mind on the task. Today, I must be a different man, because none of the qualities I know and value in myself seem to be working in my favor.

      Frustrated, I leaf through the stacks of documents I’m supposed to go through, departmental reports for the Tesla brief we’re putting together, one a week for a month to go now. It’s been a few days since our little rendezvous in here with Sawyer and Cassie and every time my mind wonders, I can see her so clearly, sprawled out before me on the desk, begging me to harass her while my best friend feeds her his cock.

      I can almost feel the jolt of excitement that went through me the first time I saw Sawyer sinking into Cassie, and the way her face twisted in pure pleasure as he stretched her and harassed her mercilessly even as she suckled on my cock. I can see the lust and affection and need in her eyes and it’s making me hard and anxious to go to her, bend her over the desk and harass her in the middle of the hallway on her desk.

      Or to tell Sawyer to meet me and her somewhere so we can both do her again. I wish the last option wasn’t so prevalent in my mind, but it is. Somehow, after that night, he’s constantly there with me and Cassie in my thoughts, like I’m actually beginning to believe that we’re supposed to share Cassie.

      In my lucid moments, my rational mind kicks in. That’s when my brain tells me that I should end it all and it’s insane and Cameron would kill both Sawyer and I if he knew what we were doing to his babygirl. But I don’t seem to care about that much.

      No. Not much at all.

      After all, Sawyer and I are her Daddies now.

      With that, I slam the folder I was trying to go through shut, sending a couple of internal heating coil schematics flying off the desk. I can’t give a hoot about any of that right now. I need something to clear my head again. I need time with Cassie.

      “Come on, we’re going,” I tell her as I march out of my office, taking her by the elbow to rush her along.

      She grabs her purse and skitters along with me, teetering a little on her high heels. She’s been wearing short skirts and casual tops at home, which makes it that much sexier to see her dressed in full-on office wear when we’re at work. We made a pact the day after we slept at Sawyer’s place that Sawyer and I wouldn’t make a move on her and she wouldn’t make a move on either one of us for a couple of days, give us all a bit of time to recuperate and see where our heads are at.

      I think I drew the short stick on that one. Sawyer doesn’t have to see her every day when she’s walking around the house in her cute, skimpy outfits, or when her hair is mussed up from sleep, or when she’s damp from a shower. I’m a man of great patience but even I have a breaking point and I guess this is it.

      “Where are we going?” she asks, looking up at me excitedly.

      “Somewhere special,” I tell her.
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* * *

      The weather is steadily creeping from spring to summer, made evident by the warm sunshine and the blossoming flowers as we drive out of town. I don’t waste any time, only making a quick run to a gourmet grocery store on the way to get us some supplies. I turn off my phone and as we reach our destination, I’m far more relaxed than I was in the office.

      Cassie’s hand has been on my thigh the whole drive. Demurely, she’s kept physical contact without doing anything to rile me up. It’s that kind of gentle contact that I’ve missed as much as the violent, to be honest.

      “We’re here,” I tell her as we get to a parking lot by a patch of forest that looks like every other patch of forest. “You should probably change your shoes. It’s a bit of a hike.”

      “So I’m assuming having cell reception here isn’t going to be important, huh?” she laughs, coming to me with measured steps on the loose gravel.

      I pop open the trunk and shrug my jacket off. Cassie packed a small bag on my insistence after the night at Sawyer’s, essentials so she’d have something to change into if something ‘unexpected’, like an unplanned threesome, happened again. She finds a pair of flat tennis shoes in there and grabs a cardigan to throw over the crème-colored dress she’s wearing today.

      She goes from business chic to free-spirited in a manner of seconds, her long hair pulled loose from the strict bun she was wearing before.

      “You’re beautiful,” I tell her, moving a blanket and the food I bought into a backpack I kept in the trunk.

      I change out of my Italian leather shoes and into a pair of hiking boots before closing up the car, throwing the bag over my shoulder and taking Cassie’s hand in mine. She has a bit of a blush on her cheeks as she smiles up at me.

      “You’re not too bad yourself,” she tells me with a laugh.

      We step onto the forest trail and within a couple dozen feet, it’s like the forest closes in around us in the best of ways. It’s off a less-used interstate so the roar of car engines dissipates soon enough, replaced by birds singing and the wind whispering in the treetops. I squeeze her hand tighter in mine, loving the fact that she’s here with me.

      “I come here at least once a week,” I tell her, getting a surprised look from her in return. “What, I don’t strike you as a hiker?” I ask with a laugh.

      “Not really,” she responds with a grin.

      It takes more than I’d like to admit to keep from stopping right there and kissing her. But I made a promise so I’m going to try my very best to keep it. At least a little while longer, anyway.

      “Well, I am. I go off for two to three weeks every year in the summer and just hike through the wilderness. I go somewhere different every time. I think it’s the only thing that really keeps me sane,” I tell her, eager to spill the story to her. It’s a bit of an office mystery, a topic of betting pools that people think I don’t know about. “I think half the office assumes I go off on some sort of a coke binge in Latin America every year. I mean, I’ve been down in South America a couple of times, but it’s for the mountains and lakes, not the coke.”

      “That’s a well-kept secret,” Cassie agrees. “Everyone has to have something that keeps them grounded, I think.”

      “So what keeps you grounded?” I ask, hungry to know more about her.

      Sure, I know the essentials. I know her family, I know what school she went to, I know her background, or at least I can deduce a lot of it. I even know her, in the ways that she’s allowed me to know her, but I don’t really know what goes on inside of her. I’ve gotten hints and I’ve made guesses, all of which lead me to fall harder for her each day, but she’s been surprisingly cagy with telling me about herself.

      “I think it must be my sister,” she says after a moment of thought.

      “Callista,” I nod. “Beautiful name.”

      “That’s her,” Cassie says with a wide, wistful smile. “I miss her. She’s a good kid and I hope she stays that way. Mom’s done everything she could to make sure she and I have the best life that we could. I hope Callista makes better use of it than I did.”

      That smile wavers a little and I let go of her palm to pull her closer, looping my arm around her shoulders. She leans her head against my chest slightly and I kiss the top of her head, loving how tiny she is against me.

      “You haven’t squandered any chances, Cassie. Life’s longer than you think it is at eighteen, there’s plenty left for you to go after. Give it a little bit of time. Even if you did make some wrong choices along the way, all of us do. It’s a part of life.”

      We’re both quiet for a while after that. She nods mutely and I don’t coax her on, partially because I’m too swept up in thoughts of my own past failures. Her father being the most shining example, among many others. If I’d been a better friend, maybe he wouldn’t have decided to take it on himself to ‘save’ us by committing corporate espionage. Maybe I could have saved him from himself after he got out of prison.

      Maybe…

      But then I wouldn’t be here with Cassie. It’s that realization that conflicts me further.

      Luckily, I don’t have time to obsess about it further because the path takes another winding loop and leads us to where I wanted to bring Cassie. It’s a pristine, dark blue lake, nestled among the forest. Here, you can almost forget that there’s an outside world to begin with and that’s exactly why we came here.

      It’s only the first lake of a system of several, the hiking paths looping on for miles deeper into the forest, but I can’t get distracted by that. As much as I’d like to throw a bag together, take Cassie by the hand and hide out in the woods for a couple of weeks, I know that’s not an option for us right now.

      But a momentary escape from reality? That definitely is.

      “Wow,” she whispers, her lips curling into a beautiful smile as she looks up at me and then at the lake again. “It’s absolutely gorgeous.”

      “It’s one of my favorite places in the world,” I explain, leading her off the well-trodden path and onto a smaller one that goes around the west bank of the lake. “I found it on my second year of being at MIT. I’m a country boy at heart, after all, so I was itching to go for a hike. Got a suggestion to try this forest and I’ve been coming back ever since.”

      “I would have never thought something so beautiful is nestled so close to something so big and busy,” she says, referring to Boston and the endless hustle and bustle that goes along with it.

      I nod as I pull my backpack off, reaching the spot I wanted to come to. It’s a small grassy knoll overlooking the lake, where the sunshine doesn’t hit you straight on as it filters down through the treetops, but casts a sort of glow on the lake itself. I’ve come here more times than I care to admit, just to sit and think.

      Spreading the blanket, I invite Cassie to come and sit down. She takes her time as I take out the food I bought for our impromptu lunch, a couple of salads, some sandwiches and fresh fruit. She’s admiring the view and I, in turn, get to admire her doing that.

      Finally, she sinks down next to me and cuddles up.

      “Cold?” I ask.

      “Just a little chilly,” she admits, and I pull her against me, warming her with my body heat.

      I offer her a sandwich and she takes it gratefully. I know she missed lunch today, but so did I. The day was so packed with meetings and tasks, many of which we’ve now unceremoniously skipped, that there was no time for luxuries like food. Sometimes, when a day gets like that, I know the only right move is to postpone some of the ‘can’t be postponed’ stuff and step out. I can’t be in control in a system that is allowed to take control of me, basically.

      “Tell me about Callista,” I urge Cassie.

      She takes a breath, seeming to ponder my request as she nibbles on the sandwich. I’ve come to love our meals together and the rare few times lately that I haven’t been at the same table with her have felt incredibly wrong. It’s amazing how in such a short time, someone can become such a fixture for your existence, someone you can’t imagine being without.

      I wonder if Sawyer feels the same way, or similar to it, though he’s had so much less time alone with Cassie. In our recent brotherhood of understanding, I should probably offer to him to spend some time together with Cassie without me peering over their shoulders. But the time is not yet at hand, I decide, pushing my friend and the third of this unholy union out of my mind.

      “She’s really bubbly, very smart. I’ve always been good at math but she gets chemistry and all of the classes where you just need to talk and talk and talk. I was never good at public speaking but Callista is a natural. She’s on the debate team, you know.”

      “Sounds like an impressive young woman,” I say, taking the opportunity to kiss Cassie on the top of her head again. “Much like her sister.”

      For a moment, I think I notice some movement from the corner of my eye somewhere behind us. I twist my body slightly to look, but find no one there. With Cassie seeming not to notice anything, I write it off as a bird or an animal, both of which there are plenty of around these lakes, and forget all about it. It takes a minute longer for the ominous clump to dissolve in the pit of my stomach, but soon it’s like it never happened.

      “Callista’s more like my mom,” Cassie says, her voice faltering a little. “Better. I’m more like my dad.”

      She doesn’t add the ‘worse’ but I can hear it in the unspoken silence.

      “Your father is a good man,” I say firmly. “He’s inventive, he goes for what he wants, he’s a decision maker and he used to be a leader. Alcohol got him and that’s a disease that’s dang hard to fight. I know it’s hard to see, but being your father’s daughter is not a bad thing, Cassie.”

      Her bottom lip quivers and it’s obvious it’s time to change the topic. Girls and their fathers have a special bond and hers has definitely been mangled with Cameron. I guess it’s just her luck that one of her Daddies is here, then.

      “Shh, baby,” I say, my voice getting huskier. “It’s all right. You’re with Daddy and you could never disappoint me. I love you how you are and that’s not going to change.”

      I tip her chin upward, only when I see the wide-eyed look in her eyes realizing what I said. Love. It should fill me with terror, or so I think, but it doesn’t. Before she can say anything, either argue with me or feel like she’s expected to tell me more of her own feelings, I kiss her.

      Her lips yield to mine easily and she leans into me, her lashes fluttering on her cheeks. Her palms are pressed against my chest and I let my tongue slide into her mouth slowly, tasting her. The intimacy is excruciating in the sense that I know once again that it is so hard to break. Whenever I get a taste of Cassie, I want to pick her up and run off with her, keep her to myself and safe from the harm of the world forever. I want her to sleep in my bed, I want to kiss her whenever I feel the urge to… And I want to give her everything.

      But somewhere inside of me, I know I’m not the only one feeling that.

      I pull her legs on my lap and my hands roam her body, but we behave ourselves. It’s nothing more than a teenage make-out session and yet it fills me with the kind of energy adrenaline junkies seek. I feel like I could do anything.

      It’s nearing dusk when Cassie and I finally resign ourselves to returning to the car and the world. I didn’t even take my phone with me and neither did she so we’ve been blissfully cut off from the universe, just the two of us.

      As we head out the forest, the car already in view, I toss one last glance over my shoulder. This whole time, I’ve felt like someone’s been glancing over my shoulder, spying on me and Cassie as we hid away in the forest. I guess my paranoid protectiveness of her is getting a little out of hand…

      That, or there really was someone there with us.
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      Curled up on the chair in front of a desk in my room at Parker’s place, I find my mind wandering from the calculus books I borrowed from the library close to SCP Limited. Between moments with Parker, Sawyer, and things being a little weird with them on top of the madness at work, I’ve found myself sneaking off and doing some quasi-homework more than I’d like to admit.

      I never thought math would become fun, but here I am, scribbling through notebooks of calculations and complex trigonometry.

      I’ve been even more into it since Parker and I talked in passing about college. I didn’t tell him about the early admission letters I got, but he did get it out of me that I would love to attend and get a degree. The look on his face told me that he was going to work on making that a reality and I’m not sure if it’s a good idea.

      I don’t need any more reasons to love him and Sawyer more than I do already. Butterflies flutter in my stomach as I think about what Parker told me yesterday, telling me he loves me. It wasn’t outright, but I knew what he meant and he didn’t rush to take those words back. It made me feel special.

      As much as I wanted to tell him I loved him too, I didn’t. Mostly because it’s something I want to tell him and Sawyer at the same time. In fact, I need to tell them at the same time. I want them both the same, and I think I love them the same as well.

      My phone buzzes on the table. It keeps going, letting me know it’s not just an incoming text. I grab it, hoping for it to be a call from Sawyer, but my anticipation is tapered immediately as I see Mark’s name flashing across the screen.

      My phone has been a harbinger of both good and bad. I either get a call or text from Parker, Sawyer or Callista, filling me with warmth and joy, or it’s from my father or Mark, making me dread every syllable and word. I steel myself, deciding to take the call this time. I’ve been ignoring him long enough. Maybe he just wants closure, though I thought I made it pretty clear the last time we talked that it was over between us.

      “Hey, Mark. What is it?” I ask, trying to make my voice as care-free as I can.

      “Miss me?”

      “Mark… I thought I told you, we’re over,” I say, my shoulders slumping.

      I guess it was naïve to hope that this could pass over without any additional drama. Silly me.

      “Hey, I don’t know what your sugardaddy is feeding you, but you need to stop ingesting that trash. I know you miss me, baby, and you know what, I’m gonna come see you. Isn’t that good news?”

      There’s laughter in his voice. I sit in stunned silence. This can’t be happening. I used to have to beg for him to come over to my house and now he’s up to taking a six-hour bus ride to Boston because he thinks I miss him? It’s insane.

      “I’m not going to see you again,” I tell him, attempting to sound resolute. “We’re over. It’s done. You need to get over it.”

      A couple of weeks ago, I would have never imagined myself saying something like that to him. I thought Mark was everything I wanted in a man, along with a couple of quirks I didn’t want, but in my mind, he was perfect. It’s only now, when I’m surrounded by real men that I can see what a fool I was. He never even liked me, the only use Mark got out of me was a place to hang out and a silly girl who was willing to bend over backwards for him, going so far as to steal him money.

      That’s not the woman I intend to be anymore. Not for him, not for anyone.

      “Listen, you little hussy,” he hisses on the other end of the line, making me gasp. “I don’t care what you want or what you don’t want. I’m getting on a bus in the next few days, as soon as I get trash taken care of here, and then I’m going to come to Boston and you’re going to hook me up, you hear?

      “I know you’re rolling in dough right now, no harm in sharing a little with your boyfriend, right? Or do you want me to tell your sugardaddy the kind of girl you really are?”

      Instead of responding, I drop the call and swiftly block Mark’s number. My hands are shaking as I wipe any existence of ‘Mark’ or ‘Marlboro’ from my contact list. What might be tears are starting to sting my eyes and I take a deep breath, trying to force them down.

      He’s bluffing. He’s bored. He’ll forget all about me the moment someone drops him some Molly and he’ll find something else to do. Besides, he hasn’t held a job long enough to get enough money for a hot lunch, let alone a bus ticket over here. There’s no way he’ll actually get here and even if he did, how would he find me?

      I rationalize the threat away and I’m just about calming down when the phone buzzes in my hands again and I nearly chuck it into the wall from the surprise. I yelp slightly, then clasp a hand over my mouth, afraid I might wake Parker. It’s only midnight but he crashed like someone had felled lumber, the workweek and the tension of us being around one another and not getting to do everything we want clearly exhausting him.

      I feel the same, but I’ve been banking a lot of naps lately, and I think I’ve been drinking too much coffee. In any case, I’ve barely been able to sleep.

      I let out a breath as I see the caller ID. It’s Sawyer. Scrambling to answer the call, I check my clothing, as if he could see me through the phone pressed to my ear.

      “Look outside,” he tells me the moment I answer.

      I frown but get up from the chair, peeking out the window. There, in the driveway, is his red Ferrari, the headlights on. He looks out of the window and up at me and I wave at him awkwardly.

      “What are you doing here? Does Parker know you’re here?” I ask, keeping my voice a whisper.

      “I’m here to steal you off on a date like he did a couple days ago. Put something on that you think I’d like and come downstairs. Keep it quiet,” Sawyer tells me, using that tone that makes me immediately weak in the knees. “Don’t make me wait too long.”

      He ends the call before I can respond. Looking down at the phone, my brow furrows as I bite my lower lip, the urges of being good for Parker and bad for Sawyer battling each other inside of me. Before I really know what my brain decides, my body is moving, going for my closet and tossing through it.

      I find a black dress, simple in cut, but meant to be worn with a shirt underneath. I ditch the shirt, hike up the dress a little around my hips so it comes above my knees, and make sure to put on a bra that makes me look a little less eighteen. I know Sawyer’s waiting, so I don’t mess around too much with make-up, just putting on mascara and a quick shiny lip gloss as well as tossing my auburn hair into loose curls.

      Grabbing a pair of black pumps and a small purse, I sneak out of my room and tiptoe across the second floor and to the stairs. Flashbacks of doing this countless times at home when my mother was asleep to go see Mark go through my head, but I ignore them. This is different, I tell myself. This is for Sawyer. This isn’t bad. Though I hope that maybe it is, if at least a bit…

      I make it down the stairs without waking up Parker and slip out of the house. Only then do I put on my pumps and immediately regret that I didn’t grab a jacket. Still, I’m not going to go back inside for one, so I make a beeline for the Ferrari and with my heart thudding in my throat, I get in. Mark’s the furthest thing from my mind, along with his threatening phone call, when I sit down on the soft leather of the car seat and see the way Sawyer’s looking at me.

      “Not bad,” he tells me with a grin as I fumble with the seatbelt.

      “What were you expecting?” I ask playfully.

      “Who knows? Maybe nothing,” he says, his voice husky and oh so sexy.

      When Parker makes me feel safe, Sawyer has this innate ability to let me know that we’re heading for something equally fun and dangerous whenever we’re together. That’s why I can’t get enough of either of them, to me, they make one whole.

      But I’m dang glad to be spending time alone with each.

      “Where are we going?” I ask as Sawyer backs out of the driveway.

      “Somewhere fun,” he tells me, barely glancing at me.

      My stomach flutters as he places his big palm on my upper thigh, his fingers dangerously close to the hem of my dress and for a mad moment, I wish he’d just keep going.

      Controlling myself around Sawyer and Parker is so difficult when we’re at the office, how am I supposed to do it now that there’s no one around to judge me for it?
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      The low red lights of the club seem to pulse with more gusto than usual tonight, thrumming right through me along with the music as I bring Cassie into my world.

      It’s dark and it takes the eyes a couple of minutes to adjust so I don’t let go of Cassie’s hand for a second. I know this place well enough. If I let her out of my sight, I might find her in ten minutes, bound to a whipping post, having the time of her life.

      If anyone’s going to be whipping her to an orgasm, it’s going to be me.

      “What is this place?” Cassie asks me in a whisper as we pass a couple dry humping in a public booth, her gorgeous, but decidedly fake belly being groped by another woman.

      I barely hear the question. I smirk to myself. Leave it to Cassie to try and keep decorum in a place like this.

      “This is Club X,” I tell her, failing to unravel the mystery for her further. “As for what it is, you’ll see for yourself.”

      I get a couple of friendly waves or nods of the heads as we walk through the place, but I ignore most of them. Everyone becomes a public figure here if they come often enough, and if they’re good at running scenes. I just happen to have a talent for it.

      Cassie grips my hand tighter and scuttles slightly closer to me, like she’s afraid someone might reach out from the dark, teeming recesses and snatch her away. Come to think of it, that’s exactly like something that might happen. But I doubt she’d mind it after a couple of minutes. Club X has its share of weirdos but most of them agree on one thing – pleasure above all.

      Plus, it’s invite only, so I know there’s not a single person here that doesn’t make at least half a million a year. People like that have more to lose and they keep it strictly consensual, in everything they do. It’s like an internal security unit, because we have to do business with each other outside of here as well more often than not.

      Club X is a large, sprawling space. It has a main bar area and a long corridor that leads to the exhibits, as we call them. Realistically, they’re just play rooms with glass partitions to the main hallway so viewers can come and watch the scene, if the participants are in a giving mood and leave the drapes to the side. A number of larger private rooms take up the back of it and the whole club is nestled away on some of the most expensive loft real estate in Boston.

      I lead Cassie to a table by the large central stage. No one’s on there yet but if I know this place’s schedule, it won’t remain like that for long. We sit down on a couch, a table in front of us, and I motion to Shen at the bar to get us a couple of drinks. He knows my regular – whiskey as usual, and he brings something bright and pink for Cassie.

      Her age must be that obvious to everyone here, but I don’t care. I throw my arm around her shoulders and pull her closer to me, kissing her temple protectively.

      “It’s okay, little thing. You’re mine and no one touches Daddy’s girl,” I tell her, meaning it.

      I’m getting far too comfortable with this Daddy trash. In fact, every time I say it, my cock throbs. But I made a pact with Parker that we’d take it slow and that’s what I’m going to have to do. I take a sip of the whiskey and as I’m about to ask Cassie what she thinks of Club X, the lights dim on the stage and the chatter and occasional moans get quieter.

      All eyes are on the stage as a tall, long-legged Amazon of a woman walks out, dressed in black panties, a corset top and black pumps. She stands in the middle of the stage and reaches her arms up above her head demurely, her eyes downcast.

      “Who is she?” Cassie asks, sipping on her drink with wide, interested eyes scanning the stage.

      “That’s Cherry,” I tell her. “She’s very good. The man who will come up behind her is Samuel, her husband. They’re regulars here and I think you’ll like both of them.”

      “Are they going to… You know…”

      “Idiot?” I ask, making her blush a little.

      My bad girl sure has the sensibilities of a good girl sometimes.

      “Yes, they’ll idiot.”

      “And they want us to watch them?”

      “We want to watch them. That’s all they need,” I say, chuckling.

      As if on cue, Samuel walks out. He’s a tall, broad, powerful man with short-cropped black hair and a short beard. He’s a tattoo artist with his own parlor downtown and he’s the man responsible for a couple of my own tats. He’s also the guy who got me into Club X to begin with more than fifteen years ago.

      He pulls off his black V-neck tee before moving over to Cherry and when he runs his rough fingers up her thighs, I feel Cassie squirming against me slightly. Samuel parts Cherry’s legs roughly and when his palm reaches the apex of her legs, Cassie clearly gasps.

      “It’s only starting,” I tell her, Cassie barely finding the time to glance at me, so transfixed is she by what’s happening on the stage.

      I watch Cassie more than I watch the stage, taking in the way she drinks up Samuel’s tattoos and the way he roughly palms Cherry. He ties her wrists up with leather cuffs that hang from the ceiling, going to the side to loosen the chains a bit so she doesn’t have to stand ramrod straight. When he returns, Cherry’s eyes are glazed over already, knowing what’s coming and dying for it.

      I feel my cock harden in my slacks as Cassie curls up closer to me, her nails digging into my thigh. In one motion, Samuel yanks down the front of Cherry’s corset, revealing her heavy belly as they spill over, her nipples pierced and almost as pretty and pink as Cassie’s. Cherry throws her head back as Samuel pulls her to him, the muscles on his back contracting as he leans forward to suck on her belly, leaving teethmarks in his wake.

      Cherry tries to buck away from him but Samuel won’t let her, making those whimpers turn into a scream finally as he sucks on her belly harder and shoves a hand between her legs. The sound of panties tearing is music to my ears and when Samuel steps back, Cherry’s pristinely shaved groin is revealed to the collective hungry gaze of the audience.

      Cassie’s mouth lolls open, her breathing getting harder. It does nothing to make my hard-on less bothersome, but I didn’t exactly bring her here with the interest of making things easy for us. If I can’t touch her, I want her to feel as twisted up as I am. I want her to see the world that’s out there, one of pleasure and pain and lust and loss.

      “What do you say?” Samuel asks Cherry, moving behind her so we can watch as he runs his fingertips over her pussy.

      She’s clearly wet, his fingers coming back slick with her juices even though he doesn’t push them into her. I wonder if Cassie’s as wet as Cherry is.

      “Please,” Cherry breathes out. “Please idiot me, Master,” she whines, her knees buckling a little.

      “How do you want to be messed?”

      “However Master wants,” she echoes immediately, twisting her head to look at Samuel.

      There’s a vicious smile on his lips as he yanks her head back by her hair, making her scream, but he muffles the noise with a kiss that seems to burn and consume even from where I’m sitting. They’ve been putting on shows like these for a couple of years now and every time I watch them, I feel like they have no idea that there’s someone else in the room. That, to me, is the kind of connection I want.

      And the kind of connection I think I can have with Cassie.

      “Good pet,” Samuel murmurs, just loud enough for us to hear.

      He disappears for a moment, leaving Cherry hanging there, alone, her belly out and her pussy bared to tens of hungry eyes. Instead of being ashamed by it, she’s twisting her body, trying to see where Samuel is. When he returns, a bottle of lube in his palm, I relax into the back of the couch.

      This is going to be harder to brush off than I anticipated, I know this already.

      “Eyes up front,” Samuel commands as he unzips his combat pants and pushes down his boxers.

      Cassie’s gargled gasp makes me chuckle as Samuel pulls out his thick cock and starts jerking it in front of everyone like it’s the most normal thing. She looks away for a moment, but only a moment, glancing back then and taking in the view. Greedy, dirty little thing.

      Samuel squirts some of the lube on his palm and rubs his cock with it, making it glisten all over. Then, he presses his palm to Cherry’s rear and I catch the exact moment when he pushes two fingers in her jerk, spreading her for him. She yelps in the most delicious way and I feel my throat getting dry.

      I don’t see Cherry there. I see Cassie, experiencing her virgin jerk getting spread and harassed for the first time. I brought her here to make us both want to move things along faster, but I might have bitten off more than either of us could chew.

      “Is he… is he going to…?” Cassie asks, leaning forward now.

      I don’t answer. When Samuel positions himself behind Cherry, moving her body just so most of the audience can see the moment he thrusts his thick cock in her rear, Cassie gets her answer. Slowly, holding her firmly by both hips, Samuel starts sinking into her jerk.

      I can imagine the sensation all too well and my eyes are on Cassie now, eating up her reaction as she watches Cherry being filled in the one hole Cassie hasn’t given up yet. Cherry’s whimpers turn into moans as Samuel starts rutting into her, still only halfway in with his monster cock. Cherry’s breathing picks up and her moans warp into screams by the time Samuel is completely seated in her and when he starts pounding into her, there are tears streaming down Cherry’s cheeks, and the widest smile I’ve seen on her in a while on her lips.

      Her belly bounce as she’s messed mercilessly in the rear by her husband in front of everyone at Club X, her back curved to let him take her as hard and as deep as he wants. Samuel grunts with each thrust and I see Cherry’s legs begin to quake from the corner of my eye.

      What’s far more interesting is how Cassie’s nails are digging into my thigh now as she watches, mesmerized. When Samuel pulls out completely for a moment and then plows into Cherry again, Cassie’s hand moves up my inner thigh and her palm then lays flat on my cock, feeling the throbbing hardness and making me grit my teeth.

      Without looking at it, her eyes still on the stage, she starts stroking me through my slacks, her own breath turning into whimpers. I fight to keep my composure as Cherry and Samuel get louder and louder on the stage and by the time Cherry comes with a wild scream, squirting all over herself, I’m inches away from grabbing Cassie, bending her over the table and pounding her in the rear the same way.

      “You’re playing a dangerous game,” I growl into Cassie’s ear as Samuel pulls out of Cherry, cum dribbling down the back of her thighs as he does.

      “No,” she tells me, insolent as ever. “I want that. I want that now. I’m not playing.”

      She looks at me, more determined than I’ve seen her. My brows knit for a moment and then she pulls her phone out of her purse, dialing Parker’s number as she stands up.

      “Daddy, please come and idiot me in the rear with my other Daddy,” she says to me sweetly as I hear the ringing tone of the phone call.

      It’s not a request I can say no to. I just hope I don’t ram through a lamppost, trying to get to Parker’s place as fast as possible.
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      We’re barely through the front door at Parker’s house when my arms wrap around Parker’s neck, kissing him with an almost violent need. He answers as rabidly, dressed only in a pair of boxers because my phone call clearly woke him up.

      When I disentangle myself from him for long enough to get my shoes off and my purse off my shoulder, Sawyer slinks in after me and closes the door.

      “Does anyone want to tell me what this is about?” Parker asks, but even in the low light I can see that he’s wearing a smirk and the look he’s exchanging with Sawyer means nothing but delicious trouble for me.

      “Club X,” Sawyer says, kicking off his own shoes and then taking me by the hand, leading me decisively up the stairs and toward Parker’s bedroom.

      “Cherry and Samuel?” Parker asks, trailing behind us.

      “You know it,” Sawyer confirms.

      There’s a low chuckle from Parker as he treks behind us and I feel like I have so much energy I could explode. Once again, all of my worries and paranoia about my dad, who has been texting me on an almost daily basis now, and Mark and school seem to fade away, and I can throw myself into the moment with reckless abandon. It feels good.

      Before they can start talking again, I spin around to face Sawyer just before we step into Parker’s bedroom. I get up on my tiptoes, throw my arms around Sawyer’s neck and kiss him. He growls into my mouth, taking no time to shove his tongue between my lips, and I melt into it. It’s been too long since I’ve kissed him. Even though I made out with Parker during our lakeside picnic, I still feel like it’s been too long and I haven’t had enough and being away from them is driving me stir crazy.

      No wonder seeing Cherry be messed by a man who clearly loves her drove me so out of my mind with need.

      “I don’t want to take it slow,” I murmur into the kiss, then turn my head away to repeat the same to Parker. “I want it all. I want it now. Please, Daddies, no more taking it slow. Please?”

      Sawyer picks me up in his arms and I yelp, clinging to him for dear life as he carries me to the bed. I’m tossed down on the covers and he throws off his jacket and I think he might have popped a couple buttons as he flings me on the bed, sprawled out.

      “I think we can do that, can’t we, Parker?” Sawyer asks, moving to undo his belt.

      I can see the outline of his thick cock pressing against the front of his slacks, and when I look at Parker, his hard-on is so evident in his boxers as well. I was soaking wet before but it’s even worse now, knowing that I’m about to get taken by my Daddies. The two men that I’ve come to love in completely different, but equally important ways.

      “I think we can work something out,” Parker agrees, clearly amused.

      “Tell Parker what you want, kitten,” Sawyer commands, bringing me back into the moment.

      I nod my head mutely for a moment, hiking my body up on my elbows to look at Parker better, who is watching me from the middle of the room. The moonlight bathes his muscled form and for one crazy moment, I just want to go up to him and lick him all over.

      “I want to be messed in the rear, Daddy,” I say, swallowing dryly as I get the words out. “And I want you to both idiot me at the same time. Please.”

      “So you want both your sweet pussy and your rear filled by the cocks of your daddies?” Parker asks, his eyes hazing over a little at the thought.

      I nod my head again, unable to get the words out.

      Suddenly, my dress is pushed up around my waist and Sawyer rips off my panties in the same way Samuel did for Cherry. I groan as the fabric digs into me for a moment and then gives, the seams tearing. I spread my knees and Sawyer grunts out something unintelligible.

      I grin to myself, knowing the reason.

      “Did you know about this?” Sawyer asks, taking off his pants as he turns to look at Parker.

      “About what?” Parker echoes, a frown furrowing his features.

      “That our little girl has shaved herself for us.”

      Parker shakes his head but I see the way his chest rises and falls. I’m sure both of them are as turned on now as I am and I squirm on the bed, wishing someone would touch me already. They both take off their boxers and I whimper, my hands moving to play with my clit and pussy as I look at their hard cocks, imagining them in me already.

      “Please, Daddy, Daddy, please idiot me,” I plead, impatient as Parker finds a bottle of lube and then gets on his knees behind me on the bed.

      I try to twist so I can get his cock in my mouth but he stops me, instead peeling off my dress and then unclipping my bra, throwing the clothing off the bed. I’m naked and exposed for them, my fingers back on my clit, so horny for them that I can’t even put it into words.

      Parker and Sawyer share one of those looks of theirs again that leaves me completely out of the loop, but I sort of like it like that. I like that they can make decisions about me without me knowing every detail. I like that they understand one another that way and I still have the mystery to untangle.

      Parker scoots up on the bed, propping himself against the pillows and sitting up. He motions toward me and after I throw a quick glance at Sawyer, I scramble up on my knees and crawl across the bedspread to him. I move to kiss him and he accepts it, pulling me gently in his lap along with it.

      Whimpering, I grind against his cock, wetting it with my juices. I’m so ready that just from the small contact of my clit against his hard shaft, I have rivulets of hot desire streaking through me. Goodness, I’m desperate for them in any way that I can get them.

      He pulls me out of the kiss by yanking on my hair gently, holding me still as our lips part.

      “You’re going to have to get on Daddy’s toe if you want anything else to happen,” he tells me, and I find myself nodding eagerly before I even try to process what he’s telling me.

      Looking down on his cock, I gulp, remembering how hard it was to fit him last time, but my need to be messed is bigger than anything else. As I position myself over him, I feel the mattress bounce slightly from Sawyer getting on it with us, his weight making it sink as he moves closer.

      I brace my hands on Parker’s chest as his fingertips trail over my belly, teasing my nipples slightly and making me moan. As I start sinking down on Parker’s cock, slowly, I feel a pair of hands on my hips, making me go down even when I’d pause. It’s Sawyer, pushing me down on Parker’s huge cock.

      “Daddy,” I moan, not sure who I’m trying to address as I’m being stretched and filled by Parker’s thickness.

      Sawyer’s cock rubs up against my rear as I go down and soon I’m starting to grind on Parker, my mind a mess of euphoria as I try to fit him the whole way. Sawyer slows down my enthusiasm by pushing me forward slightly and then pressing kisses on my shoulders and upper back, tickling my neck with the stubble of his beard.

      “Do you like this, kitten?” he asks, making those goosebumps run up and down my spine again.

      This is the closest I’ve been with Parker and Sawyer. I’m pushed flush against Parker’s chest and I feel the weight of Sawyer on me as he kisses my naked back, whispering words into my ear.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I say, then turn to kiss Parker.

      Soon, I gasp into the kiss, feeling Sawyer’s hand move to the tight pucker of my rear, his fingers wet with lube. I clench up instinctively, but Parker’s hands reach around me and spread my rear for Sawyer, making me feel so dirty for them.

      “Come on now, baby,” he tells me softly, nibbling on my lower lip. “You wanted your rear to be messed. That’s exactly what you’re going to get.”

      I know that’s what I asked for but now being faced with it actually happening when I’m already ridiculously spread by Parker’s cock in my pussy, I’m starting to have my doubts. Still, I return Parker’s kiss and decide to be brave. The way that Cherry looked as she was being messed in the rear by Samuel comes to me oh so clearly and I know I want to experience the same… or actually, even better, because instead of one Master, I have two Daddies.

      “Be brave,” Sawyer tells me a split-second before his fingertip pushes into my rear for the first time and I feel goosebumps erupt across my body.

      He pushes deeper and I groan, burying my head in the crook of Parker’s neck, hiding away. I stop grinding on Parker but he takes over, moving my hips slowly for me, rubbing me against him so my clit is constantly being teased by the close contact.

      Sawyer moves his finger in and out of my jerk slowly, doing it a couple of times before adding a second finger. It’s not as hard as I thought it would be, but the sensation is… weird. Otherworldly. I don’t know how to put it into words.

      He does that a couple more times before he pulls his fingers out and when I feel the head of his cock press against my entrance, I go rigid.

      “Oh my goodness,” I whisper, looking up and then over my shoulder, seeing Sawyer’s intense face as he runs his hand over his cock a couple of times, slicking it with lube.

      “No, kitten,” he says with a grin. “It’s ‘oh my Daddy’.”

      Parker sucks one of my nipples into his mouth, making my back arch. I’m stuck between a jumble of strong bodies and limbs and it’s liberating to know that now, I’m completely in their hands.

      I’m so close to coming but I forget all about it as the pressure starts, Sawyer moving to fill my rear. I go rigid, forgetting to breathe, and it’s Parker’s lips on mine that remind me that I need oxygen. I whimper and moan into the kiss, Sawyer’s hand on my back, pressing me forward while Parker spreads my rear for Sawyer.

      Inch by inch, Sawyer invades my rear, giving me exactly what I asked for and so much more. When the head pops in, I let out a scream as he starts rutting himself forward, pulling out a little and then sinking in a lot more. The feeling is so intense, being impaled by the two huge cocks of my Daddies that I don’t know what to feel or think or do anymore.

      So I give in.

      I try my best to relax and Parker holds me still on his huge member as Sawyer slowly works himself into me. Both men are grunting and I moan, feeling their cocks almost rub together inside of me, both so impossibly big and blowing my mind that I can actually fit them both.

      “That’s it,” Sawyer hisses, having filled my rear completely.

      I’m paralyzed, suspended in place between these two hard bodies, four hands on me, two cocks in me, and my mind is a blank.

      “How is that, baby?” Parker asks me, his words raspy.

      His eyes are hazy with need and when I feel him throb inside of me, I whimper. That’s all the noise I can produce, definitely none of it being anywhere close to articulate.

      It’s just so… good.

      “That’s what I thought,” Parker laughs, nipping at my belly again, making me jerk.

      As I do that, both of the men grunt and I realize the kind of power I have right now. Though I can barely think straight, I very carefully try to rock forward and then back again. All of us let out strangled moans at that, the feeling so intense and so heavenly that I have to do it again.

      I start grinding into Parker and then bucking into Sawyer until my movements get braver. I’m so soaking wet around Parker that even taking his size gets easier and when Sawyer slips an arm around my waist and starts thrusting into my rear slowly, the world completely disappears.

      He starts going faster and harder and Parker starts lifting my hips and letting me grind back down on him, effectively being messed and both of them. Every time those huge cocks come together in me, there’s a spark that flies through me and straight into my core. I’m so close to coming that it’s ridiculous so when Sawyer’s hand creeps down and swirls over my clit, I know I’m gone.

      The screams I let out as I orgasm seem to me to shake the very foundation of the building. I’m riding the greatest high of my life and I can feel the cocks of the men I love pulsing in me, begging to spill their seed in my holes.

      “Please, please, please Daddy, Daddy,” I let out in garbled words. “Please cum in me, please cum in me now!”

      I scream the words, pleading with them as Sawyer gropes my belly and Parker sucks on them, both of them me like madmen. We’re twisted together so tight that I don’t know where one of them ends and the other begins, but I know both of them are inside of me and that’s exactly where I want them to be.

      “Oh my goodness!” I squeal, feeling their movements get less controlled, knowing they’re close.

      “I’ll fill your rear with my cum, kitten,” Sawyer growls in my ear, and I think a tear streaks down my cheek at that.

      I couldn’t agree with it more.

      I clench down on both of them and within a couple of thrusts from one another, they blow their loads. Slick with sweat, they pound into my holes, filling me with their cum.

      I collapse on Parker’s chest and for a long time, we stay there, both of them still in me. I wince but don’t move as Sawyer slowly unseats himself, pulling out of me and laying back next to Parker. Gently, I’m moved off of Parker and nestled between their big, strong bodies, my arm still tossed over Parker’s chest.

      I’m numb and I’m so full of feeling at the same time.

      “Please stay tonight,” I say to the both of them and I think I don’t stay awake for more than two minutes after that.

      So this is what bliss feels like.
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      If keeping my mind on work and focusing was hard after the first time with Sawyer and Cassie, it’s pretty much impossible now.

      We didn’t stop at that one time at my place. We picked it right back up in the morning and since then, we’ve been finding every moment we could to get together and violate each other like the consenting adults that we are. I’ve never felt more energized and more conflicted at the same time.

      As right as all of it feels, there’s still a very real feeling of wrongness somewhere beneath the surface, because I know that I should tell her father that things between me and Cassie aren’t just professional anymore. That there’s more to it than work and giving her a shot.

      That I’m falling in love and I think Sawyer is as well and that it’s perfectly okay (or as close as you can get to that) with both of us.

      I can’t even imagine how I’m supposed to tell that to Cameron, so I don’t and as far as I can tell, Cassie’s more than happy to ignore the topic as well. The few times I’ve tried to broach it, she’s shut down, starting to fiddle with her phone and looking guilty. I don’t want to prod further but maybe I’m not the only one feeling odd about all of this?

      In fact, I still haven’t gotten over the feeling of someone watching me every now and then, especially when I’m out of the office or not at my place or Sawyer’s. It’s like an invisible pair of eyes stays on me, breathing down the back of my neck, and I can feel it every day.

      I don’t know what it is. Perhaps it’s just my guilt?

      In an effort to shrug it off, I shoo it out of my head and refocus on the presentation one of the department heads is giving. It’s tough, because Sawyer’s sitting on my right hand and Cassie on my left and this is the same meeting room where I caught them the first time, which led to the rest of it.

      Thankfully it’s the last meeting of the day and we’re out of there soon enough, to everyone’s relief, I think. I didn’t catch a word of what was said so I hope someone else did. By the way Cassie’s fingers try to slip into my palm as we walk up the stairs, I get the feeling that I probably wasn’t the only distracted person in the room.

      Sawyer’s just a step or two behind us as we move to our floor. Cassie reluctantly lets go of my hand and without saying a word, only communicating through glances it seems, we all decide to gather our stuff and get out of the office at a reasonable hour. It’s been happening more and more – we’ve been getting in earlier and leaving earlier because it’s easier to work in the morning than at the end of the day when I’ve had Cassie and the vision of Sawyer and I her in my head all day.

      “I think the meeting went well,” Cassie tells me lightly as we head toward the front door, Sawyer trailing not far behind us again.

      Her phone buzzes in her purse and as usual, she ignores it.

      “How come you always answer our calls but never seem to even look at it when we’re together?” I ask, teasing her a little.

      Cassie blushes, looking markedly uncomfortable, and I decide to drop the topic. I have better things on my mind anyway, like getting home and bending her over the dining room table, for one.

      We walk to the parking area and make a beeline for my car, parked right next to Sawyer’s Ferrari. He’s been defaulting to that one a lot lately, though he owns at least four supercars.

      Instead of continuing her happy banter, Cassie falls behind me a couple of steps and almost bumps back-first into Sawyer. She’s staring straight ahead when I turn to look at her and when I glance where she’s staring, I see a tall, skinny guy, leaning on my Mercedes.

      “You know this punk?” Sawyer asks me, the three of us standing and looking at the smirking guy with too much guyliner (that being any guyliner, of course), still practically lounging on my car.

      “Never seen him,” I growl, but by the look on Cassie’s face, she definitely knows him.

      “Come on, Cassie,” I tell her, making her catch up to me as I head to the car.

      She’s still a little behind me, twitching nervously when I click the alarm system off. The punk sitting on it doesn’t even notice, taking in both me and Sawyer with a calculating gaze.

      “So these are the sugar daddies, huh?” he says loudly, making a couple of SCP employees glance in our direction. “Nice choices, Cassie, baby.”

      He grins wide and I immediately fight the urge to knock his teeth out. I don’t consider myself a violent man but just the way he’s looking at her, like she’s his property, makes my blood boil.

      She’s not his. She’s mine and Sawyer’s.

      Sawyer is wound as tight as I am now and we both glower at the guy.

      “Cassie, you want to introduce us to your friend?” Sawyer asks, his voice low and dangerous.

      “I’m not her friend,” the stranger scoffs. “I’m her boyfriend.”

      Yup, this guy is looking to get his teeth knocked out.

      “I’m not your girlfriend!” Cassie says, mortified, finally coming out of whatever trance she was in. “Mark, why did you come here? How did you even know where I was?”

      “Get off my car, Mark,” I add, finding it a distinct displeasure to meet his acquaintance.

      “Whoa, chill out, pops,” Mark laughs, jumping up. “I just have some beef with my girl, nothing to concern you.”

      “She’s not your girl,” Sawyer growls, taking a step closer to Cassie.

      I’m virtually standing between them, Mark to one side of me and Cassie and Sawyer to the other, with Cassie looking like she’s seen a ghost. People are milling back and forth, getting in their cars, occasionally saying their goodbyes to me and Sawyer. This is not the place to have a confrontation, especially about something as delicate as our relationship with Cassie, but I don’t see any way we could divert it at this point.

      “Oh, but she is,” Mark says, shrugging his shoulders. “I mean, who breaks up with a guy over the phone? That’s just not fair. And Cassie, baby, we have unfinished business, if you know what I mean.”

      I have to give it to the kid, he’s sure full of himself.

      Cassie blanches further, stuttering and stammering over her words.

      “Mark, just leave, please. This is not the time. Just… please?”

      There’s a quake in her voice that I don’t like to hear. Mark’s expression gets colder and I feel my shoulders tensing, sensing something dark.

      “What unfinished business?” Sawyer asks.

      “It’s between her and me, sugar daddy,” Mark scoffs, his cruel gaze on Cassie.

      “Mark, I told you, it’s over. We’re done. I have nothing for you anymore,” Cassie says, her voice close to hysteria now.

      “We’re done when I say we’re done,” Mark hisses.

      He takes a step forward, his teeth bared in a sneer and the moment I see his fist ball, I find myself stepping forward, cutting off Mark’s path to Cassie.

      “You’ve got a problem with her, you’ve got a problem with us, kid. Get the heck out of town and forget you ever knew this girl if you know what’s good for you,” I hiss, feeling violent.

      “What, she sucking your toe for money and you’re afraid I’ll take her away? Don’t worry, pops, I just want my share,” Mark laughs.

      The sound doesn’t travel far because in the next instant, I’ve rolled back my fist and decked him with a heavy, solid punch to the face.

      He clutches his nose as he goes down, blood gushing from it. Sawyer pulls Cassie to himself immediately and ushers her into his car, the closer of the two, with Cassie looking absolutely horrified.

      “Don’t worry, Cassie, we’ll figure this out,” I tell her, relaxing my hand.

      Sawyer pulls out of the parking spot even before Mark is done screaming. I crouch down next to him, a couple of people watching us as I do, but I don’t particularly care. I have good lawyers and I’ve never had to use them for something like this before. All the more reason for it to be easy to buy my way out if this punk decided to press charges.

      “Now listen, Mark. You get to disappear now. You get to take your nasty fashion sense and your bad life choices and get back on a bus to wherever and never show up around Cassie again. Because if you even call her or text her, I will know. I have that kind of superpower, kid. I can sense jerks from half a continent away and you can be sure, I’ll be remembering you.

      “Unless you want me to break more than your nose, say your spirit, or your zest for life, or your cock, then you’re going to disappear. We’ll never hear from you again and it’ll make everyone involved happier, you hear me?”

      Mark nods through tears and grunts. He might have lost a tooth, too.

      “Whatever, dude. You can keep her. She’s not what you think she is, but that’s your problem now,” Mark spits, before peeling himself off the pavement and staggering out of the direct path of my car.

      Getting into my Mercedes, I still feel the adrenaline pounding through me. For a moment too long, I let myself wonder what he meant.
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      “Is she asleep?” Parker asks as I leave the bedroom and join him in my study.

      By the looks of it, he’s a good quarter into the whiskey bottle by now and I’m not the man that’s going to stop him. The ice pack I got for his hand is lying discarded in the towel on the couch and Parker’s slumped in a leather recliner, looking less than enthused as he rolls the amber liquid around in the tumbler before taking another sip.

      “I think she is,” I say, having just tucked Cassie in.

      She spent most of the evening apologizing over and over again, despite the fact that we said she had nothing to be sorry about. Neither Parker nor I are strangers to the past creeping up on you and that’s what I told Cassie. It did little to calm her down, though.

      Safe to say, the mood in the apartment is dark.

      I pour myself a drink as well and join Parker in his grim mood, leaning on my desk. He’s staring at a spot in front of him as if it has caused personal grief to him, probably in the foulest mood I’ve seen him since he punched me.

      Who knew that Parker Carlson would turn into such a rumbler? I guess the right woman can make a man discover many a hidden secret about himself.

      “You did the right thing, you know,” I tell him.

      Parker runs a hand over his face, shaking his head. He’s knuckles are a little bruised, just a pinkish redness to them reminding of the two run-ins with another man’s face they’ve had recently.

      “He was just a kid.”

      “He was man enough to know what he was saying,” I scoff, feeling no remorse for this Mark.

      “I wonder what the real story is there,” Parker says, glancing at me.

      For all her apologizing, Cassie wasn’t forthcoming with the whole story. She told us how they met and the kind of relationship they had, but not why he would deem it reasonable to stalk her like this, to find her here. Her guess was that he must have learned her location from Callista, though if Callista is the sensible girl that Cassie has painted her as, I doubt she’d give that scumbag any information without warning Cassie first.

      There’s definitely something there that she isn’t telling us, but tonight didn’t feel like the time to start prying.

      “You think she’s lying to us about something?” I ask, hating that my mind goes for the trashtiest option first, but that’s how it’s always been.

      She is her father’s daughter after all, I think to myself, pursing my lips.

      That makes me take a hearty gulp of the whiskey, feeling the burn as it rolls down my throat. I set the glass down then, resolving not to keep drinking. It’s too easy of an option and I feel like I might need a clear head for tonight, if for no other reason than to talk myself out of dumb thoughts.

      “I think she’s not telling us something. Whether that constitutes as lying is up for debate,” Parker says darkly.

      We sit in silence for a moment, brooding in our respective foul moods. I still have to marvel at how we landed here anyway. How did we get from wanting the same girl, to her at the same time and both getting so twisted up in her that every little bit of her heartache seems to chip whole chunks out of the both of us? It’s crazy. We should be too old for nonsense like this. We should know better.

      But I guess we don’t.

      “We can try again in the morning,” I say with a shrug, but there’s a sinking feeling in my gut.

      Something’s up and it doesn’t start and end with a nasty ex-boyfriend, I can feel it.

      “Sure,” Parker agrees, starting to get up with a sigh.

      At that moment, the house line rings, the phone clattering on the desk next to me. I frown, looking at it. No one uses this line and I’ve been meaning to cancel it for years now, but just haven’t gotten around to it. I share a look with Parker and he shrugs noncommittally.

      “I’ll go to bed,” he says, telling me what we both already know – that he’s going to stay the night and we’re going to sleep on either side of Cassie again and that’s exactly how it’s going to be.

      I nod and then answer the call, clicking it on speaker before Parker’s out of the room. It’s midnight, who the heck would be calling at this hour?

      “This is Sawyer Layton,” I say, my voice clear and obviously annoyed. “Who is this?”

      “Sawyer, my old friend,” a voice that I wouldn’t forget in a million years comes over the line, stopping Parker dead in his tracks.

      His eyes are wide, hand still on the doorknob as he turns to look at me, the door partly open.

      “Cameron?” he mouths, and I nod.

      I knew this wasn’t the end of our troubles tonight.

      “Cameron,” I say tentatively, wishing I’d finished my drink now. “What can I do for you? Long time, no talk.”

      “Well, you’ve been so rudely blowing me off for years now, so I think it’s mostly you who’s been avoiding the talking, wouldn’t you say?”

      “Is there anything I can help you with, Cameron?” I ask, crossing my arms over my chest.

      Parker’s left the door ajar and come closer to hear better. We share a questioning look and it’s obvious Parker is as clueless as to the reason for this call as I am.

      “First thing’s first. Is Cassie there? Can she hear you?”

      “No,” I say firmly, my shoulders tensing.

      “Good. I don’t want my little girl involved in this,” Cameron says, but his tone doesn’t exactly make me think he’s being truthful about that. Nothing about him strikes me as a caring parent. “Now, I think you and I have a couple of things to discuss. I know I should start with Parker on things like this, seeing as we have some mutual history that would be beneficial, but I figured that you’re the more likely candidate here. I mean, you always were the depraved idiot of the three of us.”

      There’s laughter in his voice and his words are a little slurred, but not much. I can’t tell if he’s drunker than usual or just riding his usual level of buzz, but he’s definitely been drinking.

      Parker’s brow is furrowed now, staying perfectly silent, his expression hard. It’s a relief, knowing I’m not the only one in the dark at the moment.

      “You know me so well,” I respond, sarcasm dripping from every syllable. “Cameron, as much as I enjoy catching up on old times, it’s late and I’d like to get to bed. Was there something you wanted or are we just catching up as depraved idiots do?”

      There’s a snort of laughter on the other line and I roll my eyes, pretty sure now that Cameron’s just wasted and dialed the first number he found on his phone, rolling with the punches now.

      “Getting to bed, huh? What, haven’t messed my daughter yet tonight and need to get your toe wet?”

      Those words send both Parker and I into stunned silence. We stare at each other for a moment and then at the phone. How the heck does he know?

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Cameron,” I say, keeping my voice calm.

      “Yeah, you do. I know you do. Not just you, but Parker too. Yeah, don’t try to hide it. I have pictures. I know what you’ve been doing with my little Cassie. You sick idiot.”

      For an outraged father, the amount of amusement in his voice doesn’t exactly sell me on the role. My hands are rolled into tight fists and if Cameron was here right now, I’m not sure if our conversation would be as civilized as it is now.

      I take a breath before I shoot back, finding it hard to keep from escalating the situation.

      “She’s a grown woman, Cameron, and I’m a grown man. We can do whatever we want,” I say, firmly believing that.

      “Yeah? Is that so? Would your partners think the same? What about the tabloids? What would Tesla think if the founders of the company pitching them one of the core components of their new generation of cars become embroiled in a scandal like that?

      “I can see the headlines now. ‘CEOs of SCP Limited double-team eighteen-year-old, does Tesla approve?’ Keep telling yourself that this is okay, buddy. It’s not.”

      “Are you threatening me?” I ask, snarling.

      “Threatening?” Cameron laughs. “I wouldn’t do something so basic. No, Sawyer. What I’m doing is blackmailing you. See, I’ve been thinking about it and I think it’s a little unfair that when I trusted my kid with Parker and you, I end up with nothing for it while you two seem to be having the time of your life.

      “I mean, isn’t that sort of a pattern now? I give and I give and you take and you take. Yeah, that’s not cool anymore. I want to be paid. I want to be paid what I’m owed.”

      “And what are you owed?” I ask, my eyes narrowing.

      Parker’s fuming with rage and I’m surprised he hasn’t started screaming at the phone yet. My levelheaded friend is living up to his name, though at this point, I doubt either of us could restrain ourselves from physically assaulting Cameron Davis for the trash he’s saying. Trading his daughter for money? Disgusting.

      But then again, it’s not like I’d ever allow Cassie’s name to be dragged through the mud for any reason.

      “I’m owed my shares in the company. I want the same amount, a third, that you bought off of me when I went to prison for you guys, but I want what it’s worth now. As far as I can tell, that should be over half a billion dollars, which sounds pretty fair to me.”

      “You rat,” I hiss, finally losing my temper. “You think it’s okay to trade your daughter for cash? You think so little of her that you’d be willing to sell her like that? You know that we’ve done nothing to be ashamed of.”

      Parker puts his palm on my arm, motioning for me to settle down. Cameron chuckles on the other end of the line and I don’t calm down.

      “Trade? Sell? Idiot no. I don’t know what she’s told you but she’s been in on it from the beginning. She’s my little girl. She’s always been like her daddy. Hasn’t she told you? She’s a little thief like I am, growing up right in my footsteps and I couldn’t be more proud. I don’t give a hoot what that ‘innocent angel’ has told you but the fact is, she’s playing you for your money just like I am.”

      “Liar!” I growl.

      “You can believe what you want. You have until Wednesday. Parker will get a similar call. If you don’t pony up, I’m going to the press. Nighty night, harass her tight.”

      Cameron’s laughter is the last thing I hear as I hang up the line.

      Before I can say a word, I hear the front door bang shut and along with it, I feel my heart breaking in my chest.

      That had to be Cassie. My Cassie, our Cassie, just running away. If that’s not an admission of guilt, I don’t know what is.
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      I heard every word.

      The pavement seems to rattle under my feet as I run. I’m not even sure if I’m going in the right direction, but I hope I am. Boston’s a big city and with tears clouding my eyes, all I can do is hope I’m heading the right way. So far, at least in life, I seem to always be going the wrong way instead of the right way.

      I’m getting sick and tired of being disappointed in myself and everything I stand for. I thought it would change, I thought this would be my big chance to change, to really make something of myself.

      Instead, I fell in love like a stupid girl, dragged two people who didn’t deserve it into a spiral of drama, and played into a hand my father had dealt that I wasn’t even aware that I was a part of.

      I gulp down the sobs as I reach the bus stop just in time to hop on a bus going to the central station. I stumble into the back of the bus and slump into a seat. At this hour, it’s blissfully empty, just a couple of people on the bus with me, all minding their own business. No one to notice me falling apart.

      I prop my head on my hands and I feel how cold they are. My hair’s a mess, falling in my face, and I’m dressed in only a light dress I wore at ‘home’ – either at Sawyer’s or Parker’s place – and a jacket I threw over it on my way out. Thankfully my purse and shoes were by the door so I could bolt the moment the phone call ended.

      I couldn’t sleep and I got out to spend some time with Sawyer and Parker when I heard that horrible phone call. Silly me, thinking the day couldn’t get any worse after Mark showed up out of the blue. How wrong was I?

      Every horrible, nasty word my father spoke, I felt it reverberating right through me, as if it was addressing my very core. He lied, yes, but not in too many ways. I didn’t know this wretched plan of his, I didn’t know that he followed me and Sawyer and Parker, but he was right in a lot of ways, too.

      I am like him. I’ve always known it. When there’s a straight path and one that makes the journey faster or easier, I always go for the shortcut. When faced with something I don’t want to deal with, I turn my back on it, ignore it, or run away from it.

      Stifling a sob, I feel sorry for myself. It’s pathetic but at the same time, I feel like running is the only option I have right now.

      If I’m out of the picture, maybe my dad can’t go through with his evil plan. Maybe I can call him tomorrow and beg him to come to his senses. I know how much money he’s already been paid by Parker and Sawyer for no other reason than that they feel guilty and honestly, I don’t think my father has ever deserved their remorse or pity. What he did he brought on himself.

      Just like I did by doing something I knew I shouldn’t. I should have never acted on my feelings, what my body was begging me to do when my head was telling me in no uncertain terms that it would be a horrible idea. Instead of acting like the sensible adult I was striving to become, I took the shortcut again and went for something I wanted.

      Well, something I needed, too… But I have to believe there’s a way that this could have been avoided. A way in which Parker and Sawyer wouldn’t be the ones suffering.

      I don’t care about my name or having it dragged through the mud. There’s nothing to save here. I’ve made my bed and now I have to lie in it. All I can do is hope that if I disappear, my mom, my sister and the men I love don’t get hurt any further.

      “Last stop!” the bus driver calls and I scramble to my feet.

      As I step out of the bus, the large bus station looms over me, bustling with activity. I wipe the tears off my cheeks, stiffen my spine and walk in, determined to use my own debit card, take out what little money I have left and then grab a ticket to anywhere but home. I’m serious about disappearing and I know in my heart that it’s the right thing to do.

      I can’t make anything better by being here.

      I’m studying the tableaus with the bus routes and times, trying to calculate in my mind how far I could get so I’d still have some money for food, but before I get too far on the list, I feel two strong arms wrapping around me. I scream and twist in the embrace, coming face to face With Mark’s swollen visage.

      Then I scream harder.

      “Shut up,” he growls, but there’s no bite to him.

      I wrestle myself out of his grasp, though admittedly he isn’t holding me very tight.

      “It’s okay, I know him,” I tell a Good Samaritan who was coming to my aid.

      “Idiot, yes, you do,” Mark grumbles, looking worse for wear.

      Gone is the cocky smirk and the attitude of lording what he knows over me. He’s been reduced to nothing but a guy beaten down, who this time looks like he’s decided to stay down.

      “What are you doing here?” I ask him, though I think I already know the answer.

      “Waiting for a bus, same as you, princess. What, your little romance with your two princes didn’t work out? Or should I say, the two geriatric kings?”

      He scoffs at his joke and I fail to see the humor in it. He crosses his arms over his chest, a backpack flung over his shoulder. I bet it includes just about everything he’s ever owned.

      “I don’t see how it’s any concern of yours,” I say, wiping self-consciously at my eyes again. I’ve been saying a variation of that far too often lately. “But yes, I’m waiting for a bus.”

      “We can get a ride together then,” Mark offers with a shrug. I bristle immediately, but he doesn’t seem to hold any malice with it. “I’m going home. Harass this place and harass these people. I should have never taken the deal. Heck, I shouldn’t even be talking to you.”

      He pulls a hand through his hair and I frown, trying to figure out what he means by that. Mark tugs on the strap of his backpack once, as if making sure if it’s still there.

      “I’m not going home,” I say in response, as the rest of his comment starts filtering through my brain. “And it’s okay, Sawyer and Parker aren’t anywhere around. I’m sorry it came to this, Mark, but… You shouldn’t have come.”

      I sigh, facing the physical representation of my idiots. He wouldn’t have gotten punched and Parker wouldn’t have had to defend my honor if I’d just explained myself better. If I told Mark how I felt in terms he understood, explained why I didn’t want to steal ever again… I don’t want to be like my dad and I feel like if I keep repeating his mistake, I could never be better than that shadow I’m trying to leap over.

      “I don’t mean them,” Mark says, shaking his head.

      He glances around us and then takes me by the elbow, leading me toward a seat nestled behind a corner. The bus station isn’t too busy at this time, but there are still people around.

      “Hey, what are you-“

      “Look, I’m trying to do the right thing here and tell you what I know, okay?” he answers, frustrated. “It hasn’t been a great day for me and I don’t think it’s been that good for you either, so maybe we can just sit down and talk, all right? But I don’t want to be standing in the middle of a room where anyone can listen in on us or recognize us, you understand?”

      I relax slightly, nodding. As much as his behavior over the last few weeks has come as a surprise, I still think I know this man. I know that though he’s misguided and lying to himself and the world, that there’s a good heart in him yet. Besides, after getting him punched, ruining his face for at least now – I know how much he loves his face – then it should be the least I could do for him, right?

      “Okay,” I say, slumping into a seat by the window, a small table nestled between me and the seat Mark chooses.

      He sits down gingerly, grabbing his backpack to keep it on his lap. He leans forward like we’re part of some great conspiracy and I’m sure he’d be glancing around for spies or something if one of his eyes wasn’t partially swollen shut.

      It looks like it needs some ice on it, honestly.

      “I’ve been following you.”

      “What?” I ask, my mouth lolling open.

      The hits just keep coming today.

      “I’ve been following you around with those… I dunno, ‘older executives’ of yours. I’ve been taking pictures. I have a ton of them. You and the idiot who punched me at the forest, you and the other one at a club – great choice by the way, I loved that one - the three of you going home together… I have it all.”

      “How?” I stammer, asking the only question that pops into my mind, followed by: “Why?”

      “I was paid to do it. I got an anonymous phone call and then some courier brought me a bus ticket and as soon as I got to Boston, there was a car waiting for me at the rental agency and a hotel room booked in my name and a list of addresses and places where you could be. I was getting paid a thousand bucks a day just to follow you and take those pictures.

      “Every couple of days, I got a phone call, asking about the pictures. I didn’t send any of them yet because I figured, phoo, I can ask for more, and the money kept showing up.”

      Mark shrugs and even though his face is badly swollen, I can see something akin to guilt flitting over it. The realization hits me in the face like a slap.

      “Is that why you came to talk to me today?”

      My tone is urgent. I assumed the worst and he didn’t exactly make himself likable when he showed up, but after hearing my dad’s phone call to Sawyer tonight, it feels like peanuts in comparison.

      “Basically. I figured I’d warn you. And, honestly, I was going to see if your sugar daddies wanted to pay me more for my work.”

      He looks down at his shoes, sullen. I don’t think I’ve ever seen Mark properly ashamed but this must be it then. I would be far more invested in reveling in this notion if I wasn’t hanging off the edge of my seat, trying to catch and absorb his every word.

      “I might have not served it the best I could… Incredible, I don’t know, Cassie. I think I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that. Heck, I know there are some things I don’t want people to know about me.”

      He slicks a hand through his hair and cringes a little when it gets a bit too close to his mauled face. His face is twisted in pain and I don’t think it’s only because of his black eye and bruised nose. I think he’s actually, truly sorry, maybe it just took a punch in the face for all those emotions to coalesce.

      I reach my hand across the table and put it on his, squeezing his fingers. For what it’s worth, a part of me is rejoicing with relief, knowing that I wasn’t completely wrong about Mark. So maybe it wasn’t just the bad boy image he’s been trying to cultivate and maintain that drew me to him. Maybe I knew he was more than that underneath the eyeliner and the mood swings.

      “That’s okay, Mark. I should have told you when I left. I don’t think you were really upset about me leaving but I shouldn’t assume things about people. It’s unfair. For that, I apologize. And thank you for telling me the truth now… At least that’s what I hope this is.”

      “Hey, I’m done with getting into other people’s trash now. I’m taking the cash I got and I’m running. As far as I’m concerned, whoever the toe was that hired me can swallow a loss of a couple grand. I won’t feel guilty at all for it.”

      My insides twist.

      I know who that toe who hired him is. I’m related to him.

      “Do you think I could get the pictures? Could you send them to me and promise to delete your copies?” I ask tentatively, hoping I’m not pushing my luck. “I think I can get the, um, ‘employer’ off your back.”

      “You know who it is?”

      “I have a hunch,” I say, deciding not to reveal my hand further.

      “Incredible, sure. Sounds good to me,” Mark says with a shrug, whipping out his phone.

      A couple minutes later, I have the pictures on my phone and I’m waving goodbye as Mark gets on the bus, headed back home.

      I make my decision right there and then. I think I knew this before, but it took a push from Mark to make me open my eyes. If I want to change things, I can’t run anymore.

      This time, I have a fighting chance and I’m going to fight for what is important to me.
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      She can’t be gone.

      How could she be gone?

      My brain should be a little hazy from the whiskey I’ve essentially inhaled in the early hours of this evening, but I’ve never felt more sober. I stand, dumbfounded, staring at the door with Sawyer for a moment too long. He’s the one to react first, tearing the door open and going for the stairs, hoping to catch her before she can get out of the elevator.

      I know he won’t catch her.

      I hear his footsteps racing down the stairs and I run a hand over my face, the onslaught of information I’ve learned tonight vying for a spot in me next to the alcohol and the confusion. How could she run? Was Cameron right? Was she in on it the whole time?

      The thought is too bitter to process and I brush it aside, though not as forcefully as I would like. I shuffle around in my pockets and pull out my smartphone, dialing her number. The tone’s dead, the phone’s shut off. We did it for her the moment we got to the apartment, so her little friend couldn’t call her and harass her further. If she’s serious about getting away, she’ll keep it off, too.

      Groaning, I walk to the windows of the living room and look down on Boston, bustling around beneath me. The headlights of cars flash as they go by and I see bodies milling back and forth. In a couple of minutes, I see Sawyer bursting out into the street, looking both ways, but I never saw Cassie leave. She’s a smart girl, she probably slipped out a side exit.

      I have to wonder if she had her exit route planned as well.

      Bitterness is too easy to come and it settles like an old friend in the pit of my stomach. I’ve never been the one to get hurt too badly in a relationship, I’ve been stung but I don’t think it’s left a mark. The time was just never right.

      This one? This one already stings.

      I’m faintly aware that I should be out there, running down the street like Sawyer is, but I also think it would be a waste of energy. Cassie, regardless of what else she might be – like the love of my life – is a whip-smart young lady who has figured out everything life has thrown at her. She might not be at home in Boston, but I’m sure she can think rationally and find the safest, fastest way wherever she’s going. We just need to figure out where it is that she’s going.

      Or do we?

      I ponder that as Sawyer finally makes his way back some twenty minutes later, breathless and disheveled.

      “I couldn’t find her,” he says, slamming the front door shut behind him.

      “I figured you wouldn’t,” I nod as he walks into the living room.

      He paces back and forth nervously, reminding me of my own pattern of concentration when I caught Cassie and him together for the first time.

      “Do you think he’s right?” I ask Sawyer, wishing I had my whiskey in my hand again.

      I’m beginning to understand what Cameron sees in drinking. A stupor would be nice right about now.

      “You mean do I think Cassie played us like two fools? Idiot no,” Sawyer nearly spits, his face a mask of indignation at the mere thought.

      I’m still not convinced.

      “What, you think she did? You think she can play that? Hell, if that was all an act, that girl deserves a Oscar. Two. One for best leading lady, the other for best screenplay. Goodness, Parker, listen to yourself. You’re going to believe anything Cameron told you? He’s a piece of trash and he’s always been one.”

      His rant is pointed and I shrug, looking back out of the window. I wish I was as certain as he is.

      “I mean, why would she?” Sawyer goes on, keeping up with his pacing, like a caged beast. “She had nothing to gain. We already gave her everything, we would give her everything.”

      “She always said she’s her father’s daughter,” I offer lightly, not making it any better.

      “Yeah, well, I’m a direct descendant of the Romans, doesn’t mean I’m going to pillage through most of mainland Europe. Being Cameron’s daughter has nothing to do with it. She has her own brain. He’s barely been in her life, he’s a drunk and a loser and a thief. She’s nothing like he is.”

      We share a look. For someone so unlike her father, she certainly cut and run really fast. I can see the tendrils of doubt begin to form in Sawyer’s mind and I’m almost sorry for planting them there. I know it’s not just my heart that’s breaking, it’s his as well.

      We’ve shared almost everything in life and now we share a love for the same woman. It’s sort of poetic that our hearts would get broken at the same time, too.

      Finally, he sits down, teetering on the edge of an exorbitantly expensive couch. His shoulders are tense and he’s staring in front of himself while I feel like my body might just turn to dust any moment. I think the last time I felt this betrayed was when…

      Well, the last time a Davis left my life abruptly.

      “We’re being pretty useless Daddies right now,” Sawyer comments, defeat in his voice.

      “Can’t lose what you never had,” I say, wishing I believed it.

      It hurts like I’m losing something.

      “I never told you something, you know,” Sawyer starts after a long pause.

      “What, you harassed her in that copy room too or something?” I ask, the humor falling flat.

      I can’t joke about her. Not now, and probably not ever.

      “About Cameron. I was the one who ratted him out.”

      Sawyer meets my gaze as I turn to face him sharply. The punches just keep coming. Cameron got dragged out of our graduation for corporate espionage. I always wondered how they knew he was going to be there, if they’d been tailing him for a while. This answers that question, I guess.

      “Why?”

      “Because he was going to take us down with him.” He holds up his hand when I begin to protest – if Cameron wanted to throw dirt on us, he could have at any time during his trial. “I don’t mean directly. He knew as well as we did that he planned his heist on his own and though we talked about it with him once, that didn’t make us accomplices.

      “I let the feds know where he was and that it was he who had done it because I knew it wouldn’t be the last time. Sure, maybe it would be a few years before he did it again, but I knew he’d be cancer. We’d just let him grow until he suffocated both of us. So yeah.

      “I saw the documents. I read them. I never used anything in them. And I ratted him out. Maybe I should have spent time behind bars with him, but I didn’t regret it for a minute. What I do regret is paying him off.”

      “You what?” I ask, the pit of my stomach getting cold.

      We bought Cameron out, it was a joint decision. Both of us paid. But I thought I was the only one who kept paying after that.

      “I doubled the money he got when we bought him out. I gave him the exact sum that we both paid again a couple of weeks later so he’d keep his mouth shut. We agreed it would be the last time. I guess that promise held almost two decades, so that’s something.”

      “Incredible,” I hiss, shaking my head.

      “I’m sorry. I-”

      “You have nothing to apologize for,” I laugh, a mirthless sound. “You’re not the only sucker in the room. I did it too. I’ve been paying him off for years. I mean we don’t call it that, we call it something to get by on, but it is what it is, isn’t it? We propped him up together and then I kept doing it because I was so guilty that we cut him out, that he spent time in jail.”

      “They should have just kept him there,” Sawyer says darkly. “It probably would have been better for his family that way.”

      It’s disgusting how right I think Sawyer is on that one. Aside from Callista, I don’t think a single good thing has come out of Cameron Davis since he went to prison.

      We both take a moment to digest that information and when Sawyer looks up, I know what we have to do.

      “Cameron’s lied about everything his entire life,” I start, Sawyer already standing up and going for his keys.

      “If he can fool us, he can definitely fool Cassie. We need to find her.”

      “Just what I was thinking.”

      I guess sometimes it takes a bit of truth to rattle your world back in place.
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      I’ve spent the whole night driving around and I can barely see straight at this point. I’ve checked every motel and cheap hotel around my apartment building, I’ve gone to the airports, the bus station, checked with hospitals. No signs of Cassie.

      I called in the big guns hours ago, contacts that I shouldn’t really have but I do. There’s a bit of quid pro quo in our business, tech always keeps together and sometimes we play nice with local powers as well. Long story short, I know she turned her phone on in the bus station about an hour after she disappeared, but that’s all the information I have.

      I didn’t find her there. The best I got was that a couple of people, after being shown crisp hundred-dollar bills, remembered seeing someone like her talking to a guy with a black eye. I’ve been nauseous since.

      There was no doubt in my mind that the guy she spoke to was Mark. On one hand, it filled me with dread, thinking what might have happened to her if she ended up in his sphere of influence again. On the other hand, it also made me wonder if it wasn’t too big of a coincidence.

      Fine, I’ll admit it. I’m not entirely sure if Cassie is innocent in all of this. I want to believe it and after my conversation with Parker I wish to believe it, but I have my doubts. Sue me. I’ve been burned enough times in my life to be wary.

      I wasn’t always the kind of guy who spent his time at Club Xes and girls named Vixen. For a period in my late twenties, I thought I was going to settle down. I had the ring all picked out, I was putting a down payment on a huge house in the suburbs and I was even planning on painting the picket fence a particularly garish, pure tone of white.

      She cheated on me. Not only that, she got pregnant by him before I even knew it and six months after I found out, she was married to the guy. So I admit, I’m a little jaded about things like purity of human emotions.

      Which is why it makes me even sicker to think that I might have fallen for someone only out to use me again. I hold onto the hope that I’m wrong, desperately so, as evident from my frantic driving around, calling anyone I could and trying my hardest to find Cassie. Parker called her mother and talked to her sister, as well as any friend Jenna could mention, but there’s still no sign of her.

      The only person we haven’t called again is Cameron.

      It’s seven in the morning when I pull up to the SCP main building and park my car. I look like a mess, getting out of it, and I wave loosely to the security guard. He gives me a long look and I want to ask him if he’s never seen a broken man before.

      The office is blissfully empty as I get up to the executive floor. I go into my private bathroom and the sight that greets me is not a good one. Stubble, red eyes, crumpled shirt and suit… I look like I’ve been on a bender all night. Except if I’d been drinking, I’d probably feel better.

      Splashing water on my face, I take a few breaths and try to shake myself out of this indecisive stupor. Do I believe her or don’t I?

      I brush my teeth, change my shirt for one I keep in the office just in case, and go to one of the coffee nooks to brew myself a cup of Joe. I practically cradle it in my hands as I walk back to my office, stopping abruptly as I notice Cassie’s desk from the corner of my eye.

      It’s neat, tidy lines. I count at least three separate notebooks on the corner, all scribbled full of math and physics. Deciding that I could maybe learn something about where she might have gone, I glance around to make sure that I’m still alone and then sit down at the desk, setting my coffee cup down.

      Tentatively, I pull open drawers and look through her things, feeling both oddly excited to be this close to her hidden little world, and a little bit like I’m trespassing. I’ve never cared much for anyone else’s personal privacy other than my own, but with Cassie, it’s almost like those boundaries exist again for me. I guess I care too much. That might be my downfall here.

      I find a smaller notebook that I’ve seen her carry to meetings before and pick it up. The moment I open it, I have a big stupid grin on my face. It’s just page after page of meeting notes, interspersed with scribbles of her name in combination with mine and Parker’s. Your regular ‘Mrs. Layton’ and ‘Mrs. Cassandra Carlson’ and then a couple of ‘Mrs. Cassandra Carlson-Layton’.

      I stare at them for far too long before finally slamming the notebook shut as I hear footsteps coming toward me. I push the notebook back in the drawer and close it, just barely managing to stand up from her chair when Parker rounds the corner.

      “Incredible, I thought you were… Never mind. I don’t know who I thought you were. No luck?” I ask, though I already know the answer.

      We’ve been keeping contact through the night, just two worried boyfriends looking for our girl. Because that’s what I guess we are now.

      “None,” Parker says, looking worse for wear than I am.

      I made him pay a cab driver for the first half of the night as he searched separately, until he sobered up. He’s well and truly hungover now, but I doubt it’s just the alcohol talking. More than anything, it’s the fact that Cassie’s still missing.

      “All right,” I nod, searching my brain for what to do next.

      The idea comes fully formed.

      “I think we should call Cameron back,” I say, taking a sip of my coffee as I usher Parker into his own office.

      “And tell him what?” he asks, shrugging off his jacket.

      “And tell him we won’t pay.”

      Parker looks at me, frowning slightly.

      “Go on.”

      “That’s it. I don’t care if he goes to the press. I’m done. As far as I’m concerned, he can yell that we’re involved with Cassie from the rooftops. If he won’t, I will. Even if she played us, incredible, man, love’s complicated. And I love her.”

      I choke up a little as I say that. I don’t think I’ve said that word out loud and meant it in more than a decade. Sure, I have my doubts, but I’m beginning to think they have more to do with my lack of ability to trust anyone than anything else.

      Parker looks at me, stunned, but slowly, his mouth crooks into a smile and I let out a relieved breath.

      “So we’ll call him,” Parker confirms.

      Just like Cameron told me, he called Parker a few hours later, in the middle of the night. If Cassie would have been with him, he would have known that we both already knew the gist of his message. It gave me some hope then that Cassie might have just freaked out but at this point, it’s solid confirmation.

      Parker whips out his phone and dials a number, bringing the phone to his ear. I move to take it from him but he stops me, shaking his head. We’ve both revealed stuff to each other over the last twelve hours that has been hidden for decades, I might as well learn to really trust him if we’re going to do this together.

      Get back our woman. Face whatever consequences might be heading our way.

      “Cameron, this is Parker,” he says, turning the conversation over to speaker again so I can hear the whole thing. “I wanted to call you to tell you that I’ve thought about your offer.”

      “You know my bank account number,” Cameron says, his tone surly.

      It pleases me to no end that he’s having a trash day. Serves him right, if anyone were to ask me.

      “I’m not going to pay you. Neither one of us is. I’ve talked to Sawyer and we both agree. If you want to go to the press, go ahead. We love your daughter and we’re willing to fight for her regardless of public opinion. Do your worst, Cameron, we’ll be waiting.”

      The stunned silence on the other end before Parker hangs up the call makes me grin wide. Idiot yes, that’s exactly what I want Cameron to know – that regardless of his vile ways, we won’t fall for it anymore.

      Parker’s smiling as well as he turns to face me but he looks right past me. His expression morphs and when I look over my shoulder, I see the reason.

      It’s Cassie.
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      “I’m sorry,” I start, saying the only thing that comes to mind when I stand there at the doorway, facing both of them

      I’m clutching the strap of my purse and I’m so tired I could curl up on the floor and sleep for twelve hours, but the adrenaline starting to pound through my veins is keeping me up and awake.

      I’ve thought this over the whole night, making plans, trying to figure out what to say. Now that I’m right in front of them, all those rehearsed words seem to be stuck in my throat.

      “Oh my goodness, Cassie,” Parker says with obvious relief, coming to the door and pulling me into his arms.

      He feels so nice and strong and warm that I want to never let go. But I have to, at least until I say what I came here to say. Gently, I push him off me and the door is closed behind me, the first people starting to filter into the office as the clock gets close to eight.

      I thought they’d be here this early and I’m glad I was right. I don’t want to make a scene and I figured talking to them at the office would be the easiest way. None of us would overreact here, or at least I hope so.

      “Please, I need to say something,” I murmur, having caught the tail-end of their conversation with my father.

      As much as it filled me with hope, I can’t let it cloud my judgment.

      “Give her space,” Sawyer says, his arms crossed over his chest again like he always does when he’s feeling uncertain about something.

      Parker reluctantly steps back from me, worry etched on his features.

      “Just tell me you’re all right, Cassie,” he says.

      “I’m fine, don’t worry,” I nod, smiling. “Honestly, I’m okay.”

      Sawyer nods his head toward a chair, telling me to take a seat, but I decline. I feel like I need to stand when I say this.

      “I know what I did last night was not okay, not by a long shot. I heard the phone call you had with my father and I freaked out. There’s no better explanation for it.

      “First of all, no, I was not ‘in’ on anything. I didn’t know that he’d been having us tailed or that he knew about… well, us. It wasn’t a plan, at least it wasn’t my plan and I can’t believe my father would sink to something like that…”

      I don’t tell them that I doubt my dad actually thought in the beginning that I had anything going with either of them. If I know him the way I think I do now, I’m pretty sure he was just looking to fabricate some kind of story to blackmail them with. It was just his ‘luck’ that I actually happened to fall for these men and they for me.

      “It’s not your fault,” Sawyer starts, but I quiet him.

      “I need to get this out. A lot of it is my fault. I haven’t been honest with you guys the whole way. There are things in my past I’m ashamed of. And I have always thought I’m my father’s daughter. I’m like him in a lot of ways. I like the easy option. If stuff gets too rough, I run, as evident by last night. I don’t like facing my own flaws. And I’ve stolen.”

      Sawyer cocks a brow at me and I want to avert my eyes, but I don’t. I decided to be brave so I need to go through with it. I won’t have endless chances in life to make things better and it’s about time I realize that.

      “Petty theft. Convenience stores, my mom’s purse… I’m not proud of it and I don’t do it anymore but what I’m telling you is that I have it in me. I can be that person. But I don’t want to be that person anymore.

      “Everything I’ve told you has been the truth, but I haven’t revealed myself the way I should have. I got into several colleges, including MIT, but I couldn’t afford them and I knew my mom couldn’t either so I stopped going to school altogether. I ran, as I always do.

      “I heard you talking to my father last night and the guilt was too much. I didn’t want to cause any trouble to either of you. But I also need you to know one thing. I love you. I love both of you. You’ve made me the happiest I’ve ever been and I want to hold onto that, even if I can’t hold onto you.”

      I wet my lips, my breathing heavier. My head hums a little. Baring my soul is… hard.

      “I’ve made some bad choices in life but I want that to stop. I want to stop running and I wanted both of you to know that.

      “I got the pictures that my father was talking about. Mark had them, he hadn’t sent them to my father, so he has nothing. It was all a bluff, but I’m sure he would have eventually been able to buy them off of Mark. That’s what Mark was doing yesterday, he came to offer another deal but his ego got in the way, I guess.”

      I shrug at that, feeling guilty for getting everyone into this mess. At the end of the day, had I just said no to coming here in the first place, none of this would have happened.

      But then I would have never met Parker or Sawyer either…

      “What I’m trying to say is that I am sorry and I have everything my father was trying to blackmail you with. It’s over.”

      “It’s not over,” Sawyer says sharply, covering the distance between us with a couple of fast steps and grabbing me in his arms.

      I’m crushed against his chest and it feels so good being embraced by him like this. There’s more here than just worry about my well-being. He missed me. He cares for me.

      “I love you,” he tells me, looking me straight in the eyes.

      It takes my breath away.

      Parker is next to us now and Sawyer’s hold on me loosens only slightly so I can face Parker as well.

      “We both love you,” he says, brushing some hair out of my face. “Regardless of what Cameron had or thought he had, we made a decision. We don’t care if it gets out to the press, we don’t care if it wrecks our name. It doesn’t matter. I’ve been around far too long to allow a good thing to get away and I won’t do it. I think Sawyer will agree with me on this one.”

      Tentatively, I glance to Sawyer, and his response is to hug me tighter. He leans forward and kisses me on my lips gently, the pressure soft but coaxing. The kiss is interrupted only for a moment, when Sawyer’s lips are swapped for Parker’s and I’m pretty sure I’ve forgotten to breathe for a while.

      When that exchange ends, far too soon in my opinion, I hear murmurs and shocked voices behind us. I don’t dare to look behind me but Sawyer chuckles, running his hand down my back.

      “Guess the cat’s out of the bag anyway,” he says.

      A couple of executive assistants and at least one department head are staring at us now. The moment both Parker and Sawyer look at them, the crowd scatters like roaches. I’m so embarrassed I’m burning up, my cheeks lit with pink.

      “It doesn’t matter. Let them talk. We’re adults here and for once, I’m making the decision to be happy. I’ve decided enough for this company, I can do something for myself now. For all of us,” Sawyer says.

      I let out a breath that I didn’t know I was holding. Apparently I did remember to breathe, just not much, or enough, really.

      “Are you… are you sure?” I ask, looking from one to the other.

      Of all the ways I thought this day would go, this was the one I hoped for, but didn’t dare dream of.

      “Dang sure,” Sawyer confirms.

      We both look at Parker and he grins wide.

      “I’ve never been more certain of anything. It’s not going to be easy, and it’s not always going to make all of us happy at the same time, but we can make this work. We will make this work. That’s the only way this will go.”

      “Are you putting your foot down?” I laugh, feeling the kind of relief I thought I’d never feel again.

      “You know it.”

      I’m surrounded by their strong, broad bodies again and my head spins. I’ve fought so long against what I thought I was that I never really took the time to consider what I really wanted, or who I could be. That’s going to stop now. I’m going to spend the rest of my life trying to be the best dang version of myself. It’s not just for me anymore, but for the men who love me and the family I still have.

      I might have lost my father, but I have gained two Daddies and that’s all a girl could ever ask for.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Parker

      

    
    
      
        Two months later...

      

      

      Jenna’s living room seems immensely bigger now that I’m sitting in it, nervous like a schoolboy. Cassie’s next to me on the couch and Sawyer’s on the other side of her and I think he’s sweating just the same as I am.

      Cassie seems frankly more amused than anything else as Jenna looks at the three of us like we’ve been smoking something. Callista has been wisely asked to stay in the kitchen while the ‘grown-ups’ have a talk.

      “So let me get this straight,” Jenna starts, holding her cup of coffee like it’s a maul and she’s about to use it to crush the skull of at least one of us. “You’re here because apparently my good-for-nothing husband has been getting funded by you guys for years now and while you, Parker, took my eldest child to give her an internship six hours away from her home, you both seem to have fallen in love with her and now want to marry her.

      “Am I getting all of that right?”

      She takes a measured sip and the three of us on the couch share tentative glances among one another.

      “That’s the gist of it, yes,” I say. “I am aware it sounds a little insane.”

      “A little?” Jenna scoffs, making that crinkle-nosed face that I’ve come to tease Cassie about when she encounters something confusing or distasteful. “We’re going to have to agree here that our understanding of a ‘little’ are vastly different.”

      She sighs, rubbing her eyes for a moment. For all the hubbub our shared kiss created at the office, no one ran off to blab to the press. The Tesla deal, though it caused more sleepless nights for almost everyone employed for us than I’d care to mention, went through and we’re on the cusp of doing better than ever.

      After all of that work, and coming to the conclusion after more than two months of being together that despite all odds, this thing between the three of us is working out as we hoped it would, we figured that we had to start telling people. And it had to start with Cassie’s family, or what’s left of it.

      Cameron’s been MIA since the last phone call we had.

      “Cassie, do you have anything to say?” Jenna asks.

      “I can only confirm what they said, mom. I love them. We’re together and we’re happy. I know it makes no sense to anyone outside of this, but… I feel like I’m finally becoming someone I can be proud of. Someone you can be proud of.

      “I got into MIT. I’m starting in the fall. I’m going to pay for it by working at SCP.”

      The last announcement comes out as a gush of air more than structured sentences. In a moment, Jenna’s up, tears in her eyes, hugging her daughter. Sawyer and I feel like third wheels, but in a good way.

      “Cassie, baby, I’m so proud of you,” Jenna says when they’ve both calmed down a little. “But… how?”

      “I got in months ago. I just didn’t want to tell anyone because I knew we couldn’t afford it.”

      A shadow flits over Jenna’s features and I get the feeling we’re thinking the same thing. Had Cameron treated the money I paid him as something other than a personal slush fund, they could have easily paid for Cassie’s education themselves.

      “Okay,” Jenna says finally, giving Sawyer and I stern looks. “I have known both of you for longer than Cassie’s been alive. As much as I hate to admit it, I trust you, but you need to understand that I’m trusting you with one of my greatest treasures – my daughter. Hurt her and you will have heck to pay. Understand?”

      “Understood,” Sawyer answers immediately.

      He’s far better at this acting under pressure thing. Annoying.

      “I hear you,” I confirm.

      Jenna cracks a slight smile and the tension leaves the room.

      “Good. I think you need to tell Callista the good news then, honey.”

      The rest of the Saturday afternoon at the Davis house goes past fast. We laugh and share stories and generally have a good time. Callista’s the bright, energetic and kind kid Cassie painted her to be and I’m constantly amazed at how well-adjusted they all are despite the jerk of a man that took up real estate in their lives for decades.

      I frankly hope that Cameron never dares show his face again in any of their lives. He, too, would have heck to pay.

      Before we leave, Jenna stops me at the door while the others walk out, chatting.

      “I’m going to tell only you this and I’m going to need you to keep it close to your chest for now. I know things about Cameron he wishes I didn’t. I always suspected he was hiding more from me than he let on. Cassie might get news about him soon that she will find hard to deal with and I need you to be there for her when that happens. Do you understand me?”

      “I do, Jenna,” I confirm, nodding. “I promise, nothing will happen to your little girl under my watch.”

      We share a hug and I leave Prestview a man with a lighter heart, ready to face a lifetime with the woman I love and my best friend. And I’m going to keep my promise to Jenna. Cassie will always be safe with me.
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* * *

      
        Sawyer

        

        Eight months later...

      

      

      I wait patiently for my name to be called and as I walk into the stark, gray-walled room, I feel my chest constricting a little. There’s a line of tables there, some already filled by people chatting with their loved ones, each table with a person or two in civilian clothing and one with the same orange prison jumper.

      I’m shown to my seat and told to wait and I do, sitting back, relaxed.

      At first, it was going to be me, Cassie and Parker, all coming together. It’s been a month since sentencing and frankly, my curiosity got the best of me. I talked Parker and Cassie out of it – she doesn’t need to see her father, let alone talk to him – and unlike me, Parker’s been in contact with this piece of scum for years, getting led on. My qualms with him are far in the past, and the recent ones are resolved, in my opinion.

      We won. He lost.

      Cameron is shown in after a while and when he sees me, sitting alone, his eyes light up with hatred.

      I can’t help but grin my schmuckiest smile. My shoulders relaxed, I track him with my eyes as he’s shown to his seat and Cameron’s clearly gritting his teeth as the guard leaves.

      “The heck are you doing here. Where’s Cassie?”

      “We decided it’s best if she didn’t come,” I say with a shrug. “I figured I’d pay my respects, make sure you’re actually behind bars again. Having fun?”

      I know he isn’t but I can’t help myself. When Jenna warned Parker about knowing things, she wasn’t kidding. She exposed all of his illicit idioty over the last fifteen years to the police and it didn’t take them long to throw him behind bars for embezzlement, petty theft and a dozen other things that Jenna could give them clues about.

      She didn’t know the specifics of anything but the information she gave led the police to tying Cameron to a number of crimes. I think it served him right.

      “We? Who the heck is we?”

      “Her Daddies,” I say with a wide grin.

      Cameron looks at me, dumbfounded, before the realization sinks in. When he lunges at me from across the table, I’m fast enough to dodge, sending him sprawling on the ground. The guards are on him in a second and without throwing a single punch, I’ve made his life that much worse.

      He gets what he deserves.

      “Shouldn’t have treated your family that way, Cameron,” I call after him as he’s carted out, satisfying my curiosity and sating my need to face this wretch of a human being. “Karma’s tough.

      “Forget you, Layton,” he hisses over his shoulder.

      “Yeah? Who do you think messed you over the last time?” I yell.

      The expression on his face is priceless.

      I’m shown out of the compound a couple of minutes later and I go without a fuss. I feel a hundred tons lighter. I guess I didn’t realize for all those years that I was hanging onto some guilt about sending Cameron to prison the first time, but now, I’ve well and truly let go of it.

      I can be thankful that at least he won’t be able to ruin the lives of his family anymore. And as much as I despise him, he’s also given me my most valuable asset – my Cassie.

      I didn’t think an old dog like me could learn new tricks, but she’s making me disprove that every day.

      I love her and I’m a better man for it. I don’t think it’ll ever change. At least I don’t intend to let it, not without a fight.
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* * *

      
        Cassie

        

        Three years later...

      

      

      The graduation gown I’m wearing as I rush to meet Sawyer and Parker and my mom and sis flattens against my body, rounding over my baby bump. I’m wearing the widest grin of my life as I’m met by the warm embraces of the men I love and then my family.

      I’ve done it. I’ve really done it. I’ve completed my undergraduate degree and I’m ready to go back for more. I’m going to be an engineer and a blasted good one at that.

      “I’m so proud of you, baby,” Parker whispers in my ear as he hugs me.

      “Thank you, Daddy,” I whisper back, biting my lower lip a little.

      He hands me over to Sawyer and his hands roam my body a little too greedily, though he manages to behave himself.

      “You’re going to get a reward for being such a good girl today,” he teases in an equally low voice.

      “Thank you, Daddy,” I repeat, giggling.

      The men share a look between them and I swear I get weak at the knees at just that.

      It’s been four years now and nothing’s changed, at least not for the worse. I love them, with all my heart, and they love me. Sawyer and Parker both gave up their homes and we bought one together, one big enough for the three of us and the family we’re going to have.

      I’m carrying twins. We haven’t done the paternity test yet but I have a feeling that I’m getting one of each – just like it should be. One from Daddy Sawyer and one from Daddy Parker.

      Though we can’t get married, I still wear a ring on my finger that they picked out together. The fact that we are all together is something of a public secret at this point and no one seems to make too much of a fuss of it. The worst I’ve heard is that ‘billionaires are eccentric’. I might be an eccentricity in the eyes of these people, but I know that what we have is real.

      It’s true love.

      I never thought we’d end up like this – that a simple crush on two men could lead to something so beautiful, but it has. We’re happy, healthy and allow no toxicity in our lives.

      I’m hugging my mom as I hear someone clearing his voice behind me. When I spin around, I do a double take. It’s Mark, but not the Mark I remember, not one in a leather jacket and with caked-on guyliner.

      This is a new, far more put-together Mark. He’s wearing a navy suit and a loud, yellow tie and his hair is slicked back and fashionable. The guyliner is still there, but applied with a careful hand now. He’s holding a giant bouquet of roses and throwing wary glances at Sawyer and Parker.

      “Hey,” he says.

      “Hey! What are you… what are you doing here?” I ask, dumbfounded.

      “Callista told me about the graduation. I just wanted to come and say how proud I am of you,” he tells me, handing me the bouquet. “You’ve done something great here. I sort of… well, you guys changed my life. After that trash at the parking lot and talking to you that night, I went back home and cleaned up my act. I’m married now.”

      He holds up his hand and there’s a thin gold band on his ring finger. I clutch the flowers, my heart filling with joy for him.

      “And I run a PR business now. Figured if I can clean up my act, I can clean up everybody else’s too. My husband’s right there,” he says, pointing at a big, burly guy in a nice suit standing at the edge of the crowd.

      He waves at us tentatively.

      “Brutus. Well, Bruce, but you know how I am with nicknames.”

      “Mark… I’m so happy for you,” I gush, and we hug in earnest.

      We don’t let go for a long moment and when we do, Parker offers Mark his hand. They shake and Sawyer does the same after.

      “Thank you for what you did all those years ago,” Sawyer says.

      “And sorry for punching you,” Parker adds with a hint of amusement.

      “Hey, I deserved it,” Mark laughs, holding his hands up.

      “I’m starving,” Callista adds, taking the roses from me in her efforts to carry all the flowers I’ve gotten so far.

      “We should go eat,” Parker announces, clapping Mark on the shoulder. “You two should join us.”

      And they do.

      It took more than twenty years but my life is finally right on track. I’ve made amends and I’ve moved on. I’ll be a far better parent to my kids than my father ever was to me and I know I’ll be safe and happy because I have my Daddies. Sometimes dreams really do come true.
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* * *
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