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Chapter 1
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Before Miranda lost her nerve, she dove right in, it was time to release herself from her past.  "When I was about ten years old, my brother was eight and our little sister was just turning six.  My sister was the most beautiful little girl.  She had bright blonde hair, crisp blue eyes, such innocence to her.  She was thin, but she was athletic at that young age.  She loved playing sports, but she was all girl.  Jenna was the light of my Dad's eye and my Mom dotted on her.  Trae and I were kind of thrown to the side.  Trae was handsome, he still is.  As he grew up, he worked out at the high school gym, he played football and he was a good boy.  He looked a lot like me.  We had the same dark hair. Our eyes were blue but not quite as blue as Jenna's.  We both studied hard and worked as we got older but that's not what you need to hear right now."  Rod reached out to stroke her arm with his hand and waited.  

Miranda closed her eyes and saw her brother sitting with her studying together and laughing at something that had happened at school that day.  "Trae and I were close, we studied a lot to help each other, while Jenna was at some sports practice or wherever.  She never had to account for where she was like we did.  My Dad came in the room one day telling Trae he needed to go meet Jenna at the school.  Dad wanted Trae to bring her home from practice or wherever she was.  Trae closed his book and left to go get our sister.  Mom worked nights. Dad worked days so they didn't have to get babysitters.  My Dad stayed in the doorway of my room until he heard the front door shut.  He moved into my room leaning over me from behind.  He trapped me in my chair.  He asked me what I was studying, and I didn't answer him.  I hated when he got near me.  When I was bad and being punished, he would pull my pants down and rub my ass before he spanked me.  I hated how he touched me."  Rod felt her shiver under his hand, and he tensed up.  

Miranda shook her head to clear her thoughts.  "After Trae left, Dad was mad that I wouldn't acknowledge him.  So, he picked me up out of my chair.  He told me to drop my pants, if I couldn't respect him enough to answer him then he would make sure I was punished.  I moved unsure why I was being punished and I dropped my pants to my ankles.  My Dad stared at me making me uncomfortable and said, "take them all the way off."  I bent over and took my shoes off and then my pants.  When I looked up my Dad had his pants open and was sitting on my bed."  Miranda's voice started to waver.

Miranda took another shaky breath then continued.  "Dad looked at me and said get over here.  I moved to the bed and stood in front of him.  He reached between my legs and touched me.  I jerked back and said to him, 'I thought I was getting a spanking.'  Dad had a look on his face that I hated.  It was a cross between anger and something I never understood.  He said to me, 'I will give you my kind of punishment and you will keep your damned mouth shut during, and after.  You will tell no one what happened here.  Got it!'  I was terrified, I nodded yes and then he picked me up putting me on his lap.  He put my legs on either side of him and put himself against me."  Miranda's body continued shaking and Rod was starting to shake with rage. 

Miranda let the tears roll down her face one by one.  She cleared her throat then continued.  "He rubbed himself against me and then pushed inside of me.  I yelped because it was hurting me.  My Dad ignored me and turned to lay over me on the bed.  He pushed inside of me and I screamed.  I had such terrible burning pain there and I didn't understand what was happening.  I started crying and my Dad slapped my face.  'Stop your wailing or I will paddle your ass when I'm finished here.'  He was moving over me and wouldn't stop."

Miranda paused, then continued. "Finally, he stopped.  I thought it was over, but he took my hand, putting it around him, holding it to him and moving in my hand until he relieved himself all over me.  After he was done, he felt heavy on top of me till I felt like I couldn't breathe.  He stood up, buckled his pants, picked me up, and turned me over his knee.  He rubbed my ass, stuck his finger inside me, shoving it in and out while I cried.  He pulled his finger out of me then wailed on me harder than he ever had before.  Then he stopped.  He stood me up, held my face tight in his hands, then said, 'if you ever tell anyone about this punishment, I will give you a worse punishment.  Do you understand?'  I was terrified.  It hurt so much between my legs and my ass was on fire from the spanking.  I nodded my head but still didn't understand why I was being punished or why he did what he did to me.  He looked at me as if disgusted and told me to go take a shower and rinse my clothes out, I was a dirty filthy whore and needed to get cleaned up."

********
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ROD COULDN'T CONTROL himself he pushed up and stomped to the wall.  He was shaking with a rage he'd never felt before.  "Son of a bitch!  He was your father!  How could he do that to you?"  When he looked at Miranda, he saw her sitting there wide eyed at his anger and he saw her visibly shake.

Rod looked at her, her eyes were wide with fear being relayed back at him.  Rod realized he was adding to her fear and he wasn't helping her.  He moved back over to her and knelt in front of her.  He put his hands on her thighs and rubbed them back and forth.  Miranda looked at him with uncertainty and almost a confusion crossing her face.  The woman was so brave, and he was failing her with his actions.

Miranda spoke to him with almost a pleading in her voice that he'd never heard come from her before, "I didn't know what to do.  I let him do it and I never told anyone."  

Rod nodded, "It's not your fault Angel.  Did he do it again?"  

********
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MIRANDA DIDN'T WANT to answer him, so she nodded.  She watched Rod's jaw tighten and twitch.  She feared he was going to snap his jaw with the tenseness he held there.  She watched him as he took deep breaths releasing his jaw.

Miranda waited, then Rod asked another question, "How often?"  

Miranda spoke softly, "Whenever the house was empty.  But there were nights when he would put me to bed, and he would just touch me with his hands.  He seemed to think he could do whatever he wanted to me.  He was right he could.  When I got a little older, I would stay at school and study at the library until it closed.  Then he couldn't do the things he wanted to me.  But he would be angry, and he would spank me often."

Miranda stood and moved away from Rod.  She left him sitting on the floor where she felt him watching her, waiting for her to continue.  "My brother would come to me after my spankings and ask what I did?  I would always make something up.  I was terrified.  We would sit at the dinner table and I would see my Dad look at Jenna and I feared what he was thinking or what he planned to do to her."

Miranda wished she were done telling this story.  She wished she didn't have to continue, but she felt the need to get it all out.  "One night Jenna went to spend the night with a friend and Dad told Trae he could go out with his friends.  That left me alone with him."

Miranda paused, "I was completely terrified.  Dad came to me after everyone left the house and he said to me, 'you will do all that I tell you to do.'  I was starting to get more defiant and fight him.  I stood up and said, 'No.  You are not going to touch me anymore.'  He came to me, grabbed my arms so hard I thought for sure I'd have bruises.  He picked me up off my feet.  He shook me so hard that I thought my head would snap off my shoulders.  He gritted his teeth and said, 'you will never say no to me again.  If you do I will tell your mother what a terrible filthy whore you are and then I will make Jenna just as dirty as you.  Do you understand me?'  I nodded and said, 'yes Daddy.'"

Miranda turned to look at Rod, "This was when he started using condoms on me and he was rough.  It hurt so much, and I decided that night that I would never let him see me cry.  After he would have sex with me, he would always turn me over and spank me after fondling me.  Each time it was harder than the time before.  When I started to develop breasts, he would touch them and pull at them and sometimes he would lick and suck on them."  

Miranda looked at Rod, "I let it happen for years.  I finally started to get him to leave me alone when I turned sixteen.  I started to stand up to him and I would hit him.  He would take his belt to me then, but I took it because I knew I was at least fighting back.  One night he was so angry, he came to my room and told me that the following day I had better be home from school immediately, or else he was going to turn to Jenna from now on.  I begged him to leave her alone and then I relented and told him I would be home.  That following day he had sex with me as soon as I got home from school and he was so rough with me that I had bruises all over my pelvic area.  He also held his hand to my throat and squeezed.  I thought he was going to strangle me.  After that day he told me from then on, I needed to be home immediately and there were no excuses, if I wasn't home, he'd punish Trae and then have Jenna.  I stayed in my room that night and studied, Trae came in and sat to study with me.  He had asked me several times if I was alright, but I never told him.  That night he saw the marks on my neck and wanted to know who hurt me.  I told him to forget about it and he must have seen the fear in my eyes, so he dropped it."

********
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MIRANDA STOPPED.  ROD'S heart was breaking for her and he had a rage building inside of him.  He wanted to kill her father.  Miranda turned to him and the tears she had cried were gone.  "I hated him, but I loved my sister.  I did it, I let him touch me so he wouldn't hurt Jenna.  I'm a filthy whore, that's why you can't call me Angel anymore."  

Rod shot to his feet. He was in front of her with two steps.  He didn't touch her because he didn't trust himself to not convey the anger, he was trying to tamp down inside of him toward her father.  "Don't you ever say that again.  Miranda, you are not a filthy whore.  You are an Angel.  You are the most amazing woman I have ever met.  What he did to you was wrong on so many levels, but you did what you thought you needed to do to protect your sister.  Don't you ever think you did anything wrong."  

Rod reached out to touch her cheek with his hand and she allowed him to touch her.  She actually leaned her head into his hand grateful for the touch.  God this woman was starved for attention but feared it as well.

Rod shook his head and pulled her face to his.  "That was too much responsibility for you.  Jesus Miranda you were only sixteen.  He should never have touched you like that.  You know you didn't do anything wrong right?"  

********
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MIRANDA LOOKED HIM as Rod took deep breaths to calm himself while she continued.  "I'm a doctor.  I know it was wrong.  But I just let him do it to keep him from hurting Jenna and Trae.  I knew it was wrong then too, but I was afraid of him hurting them.  Plus, Mom loved him.  He was such an asshole, but he was her world.  The day I left I made sure Jenna and Trae weren't going to be home and I went to the house.  This was my last day in his hell."

Miranda took a deep breath in she closed her eyes and took herself back to that day.  Her day.  Her day of freedom.  "My bags were packed, and no one knew I was leaving.  I went to my room and I knew he would come.  I stripped naked and I waited.  When he came in my room I stood up and faced him."

Miranda shuddered at the memory.  "He smiled because he thought I was waiting for him.  'My filthy little whore.  You can't wait for it can you.'"

Miranda looked at Rod, but she wasn't really seeing him, "When he came near me, I held my hands up and he stopped.  I looked him in the eye and said for eight years I let you touch me and do things to me that a father should never even want to do with his child.  That all ends today.  You sick mother fucker.  You will never touch me again.  NEVER!"  He moved toward me, with anger on his face.  He said, 'I will do whatever I want to you.'  I shook my head and stood my ground.  You will have to kill me first.  I took my hand in front of my body motioning for him to look.  This is the last time you will see my naked body, and this is the last time you will ever see me period.  I'm leaving.  If you ever touch me again, or if you ever touch Jenna or Trae, I will kill you.  I moved to him, I got in his face and said, do you understand."

Miranda watched as Rod's eyes were wide and he grinned at her.  Rod pulled her to him and held her tight in his arms.  "You are one brave woman Miranda Porter."  

Miranda pushed him back to look at him.  "No, I'm a coward.  It took eight years to stand up to him, and I never told anyone what he did to me until today."  

Rod shook his head at her, "Miranda, he was your father.  You trusted him to take care of you and to never do wrong by you.  You are not a coward."  Rod's hands were holding her head to look him in the eyes.  He pulled her to him and kissed her lips gently.  

Miranda broke the hold and stepped back from him.  "No Rod, you don't understand.  He won.  He took my virginity and my desire to ever have sex with anyone.  He won.  I've never had sex with anyone.  No one Rod.  That's what he did to me.  I've never even wanted to have sex with anyone until you."  Rod moved to close the distance she put between them.  She held her hands up and he stopped.  "I'm a doctor.  I understand how the body works, but I don't know how to make love to a man.  I don't know what to do to make it enjoyable.  I know the medical, clinical aspect of all of it and I've given myself my own orgasms, so I've never needed a man or wanted one, until you."  She hesitated and Rod moved again.  She put her hand on his chest holding him back.  "Stop coming at me, I'm not finished yet."  Rod grinned at her and held his hands up in surrender.  

Miranda moved her hand from his chest and looked in his eyes.  She needed to say this, she needed to free herself.  "I want you to be the man that makes love to me.  I want you to show me how to make love to a man.  I want you to be the man that shows me that "sex" isn't dirty or at least that I'm not the filthy whore my Dad made me think I was.  I want you to be the man that takes all of me," Miranda moved toward him and pressed her body against him as she put her hands on his face, "over, and over again.  Will you show me what I've never allowed my body and mind to feel?  Will you be that man?"  Miranda moved her lips toward his and gently brushed them against his.

********
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ROD STOOD THERE WATCHING her as she spoke to him and asked him to make love to her.  God did she seriously need to ask?  Rod cleared his throat and brushed her lips with his.  "Miranda," his voice was deep with emotion and desire, "I want to be that man, but to make love to you I need to romance you.  I need to make you feel desired, sexy and then I can make love to you." 

Miranda moved her hips against him and said, "Yes, I want all that, but now I just want the physical.  I want you to make me feel.  Right now, I just want you to touch me.  Touch me Rod, take me and give me what I need, what I want."  She reached her hands around his neck and pulled his lips to hers.  She ran her tongue over his lips, and she heard him groan.  "Don't make me beg Rod.  I want this, I want you, I need you Rod."

Those words were his undoing.  Rod took control of her mouth and he delved his tongue into her sweet mouth.  He used his tongue to explore her mouth and he used his hands to roam her body.  He let his hands go over her back, gently massaging his way down her back and to her sweet ass.  Once his hands were on her ass, he kneaded her cheeks with his hands through her jeans and he pulled her tighter against his growing erection.  

********
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MIRANDA MOANED DEEP in her throat and Rod needed to touch her skin.  He reached up and slid his hands under her shirt across her back.  When his hands hit her bra, he smoothly unhooked it and continued roaming her back with his hands.  Miranda's hips were rocking against him and he was going to lose his mind.  He pulled out of the kiss and pulled back to look in her eyes.  He saw no fear there, so he took her arms and raised them next to her head sliding his hands up her arms, then back down them.  He slid his hands to the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up and over her head and arms, then he stepped back from her to slide her bra off her shoulders and away from her body.  Once it was removed, he looked at her breasts.  Her nipples were pebbling in front of his eyes and he wanted to touch them.  

Rod's head came down and he gently took one of her nipples in his mouth.  He moved his tongue over her nipple, circling it and then he clamped down on it and gently tugged it.  Miranda gasped and her back arched to him.  Rod held her steady and continued his delicious tasting of his Angel.  He flicked his tongue over her nipple and sucked it deep inside his mouth, where he continued to swirl his tongue over it.  He could continue this forever, the sounds she made, the feel of her inside his mouth, Rod couldn't help but think he was finally home.  Rod pulled at her nipple, then tugged again, this time harder than the last time.  When he let go of it and its' rosy peak stared at him, he blew on it and then flicked his tongue at it.  Miranda gasped and moaned.

Miranda's heart was beating so fast she felt like it was going to jump out of her chest.  God what this man did to her.  She was feeling more than she'd ever thought she could.  Rod just stripped her shirt and bra off, and he was staring at her breasts like they were the appetizer he'd been waiting for.  He was hesitating and she didn't want him to.  "Touch me Rod, please."  

Rod growled but before he touched her, he backed her up to the bed.  He stopped when the backs of her legs hit the bed. "Trust me."  

Miranda smiled at him and said, "I trust you Rod."  

Miranda was losing her mind as he continued feasting on her breast.  The sensations from him biting and tugging on it were making her insane.  "Oh my God Rod, please!"  

Rod's eyes looked up at hers.  "Don't rush me Angel.  Don't rush me."  

Miranda groaned, and Rod moved to give the other lonely breast the same treatment.  Miranda was writhing underneath his touch.  Rod finished his delicious torture of her nipples and then moved his hands to the button on her jeans and slowly drug the zipper down.  Miranda swore she heard every tooth of that zipper release.  Rod's eyes held her eyes the whole time.  He slid his hands inside her jeans, and he pushed them down over her hips. 

Miranda watched Rod move his hands to touch her before continuing to remove her jeans.  His hands started at her stomach, and slowly moved to her hips.  Miranda couldn't stop watching everything he did to her.  Miranda watched the grin spread across his face as he ran his hands over the strings resting on her hips.  She had on a lacy thong.  His hands met her flesh on her ass.  He rubbed his hands on her ass and groaned, "You have no idea how long I've wanted to touch that beautiful ass of yours.  I can't wait to bite it."  

Miranda gasped at the thought of him biting her ass and the feel of him touching her.  "Oh my God Rod.  You are driving me crazy.  Please make love to me."  

Rod grinned at her.  "No, not yet.  But I will give you a prelude."  Rod's hands moved to the front of her lacey thong and cupped her.  Miranda felt her knees buckle for a second before she recovered.  

Rod rubbed his hand back and forth over her barely covered center.  He pulled away to remove the thong and then he slid that down her legs to meet her jeans at her knees.  Rod bent to slide the clothes off her body completely and before standing he looked at her sweet soft center.  God, he wanted to taste her.  He licked his lips and Miranda trembled in anticipation.  His eyes moved up to look in hers.  There was no fear, but Miranda felt an uncertainty reach into her soul, but she pushed it away.  This was Rod.  He wouldn't hurt her.

Miranda looked in his eyes and she saw how much he wanted her.  She knew she was safe with him, but why didn't he take her?  What was he waiting for?  Rod must have seen the questions in her eyes because he pressed her shoulders to sit on the bed and asked her, "What are you thinking?"  

Miranda shook her head at him.  Rod smiled, "I can wait all day Angel.  What are you thinking?"  

Miranda looked at him and said, "I don't understand."  

Rod leaned back a little and said, "What don't you understand?"  Miranda moved her head to turn away.  Before she could speak, he took her chin with his hand and brought her face back to meet his eyes.  "Look at me when you talk Angel.  There is no shame here.  You are beautiful and your questions excite me."  

Miranda still was not feeling overly confident which was a strange feeling for her, because in her job she was always confident.  But this was all new to her and she was afraid to say something wrong.  As if he read her mind, Rod said, "There are no dumb questions and anything you say to me or ask me will always be answered, truthfully, directly, and sometimes probably a little more bluntly than you really want, but that's who I am."  

Miranda nodded at him.  Gaining control of her thoughts she said, "I don't understand why you do not take me.  I can see your physical need, so I know physically your body wants me, but do you want me, or have I ruined how you think of me with what I've told you about my past?"  

********
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ROD LOOKED AT HER AND smiled, "Oh I full well intend on taking you Angel, but I believe in giving.  I want you to be satisfied, I want you to feel how sexy you are.  I want you to feel me touching you and I want you screaming your orgasm first before I slide deep inside of you making you scream for me again.  This is not a one-way street my beautiful lady.  This is a full out seduction, a full out meeting of bodies and worshiping of the beautiful woman who is giving me her gift."

Rod paused and looked her deep in the eyes, "You are giving me your perfect body.  You are trusting me to be the first man to make love to you.  You are giving me your pussy to slide in and out of and you can bet your sweet ass I want you and I desperately need you right now, but I am giving you what you need first.  As far as me not wanting you, that has never been the case and never will.  I will want you until the day I die, that is how incredibly sexy I find you.  I don't care if you fucked the whole football team, I would still want you, but you are a virgin to me and I intend to cherish this moment to the end, because when I finally slide my cock inside of you, there is no going back, I am home with you.  You are mine then, you will always be mine.  Does this answer your question?"  

Miranda nodded at him and he saw her throat move as she swallowed.  He could see the need on her face, so he pushed her so that she laid back on the bed.  He laid next to her body on his bed.  He slid his hand between her breasts, down past her belly button and abdomen.  He stopped just above where he knew she ached for him to touch her.  

Rod leaned forward and kissed a trail down the center of her body.  He loved every little kiss and taste with his tongue.  His pants were so tight, and he ached to take them off or at least open them, but he wasn't ready yet to give in to the desire to pound his cock inside of her soft, hot pussy.  But he was going to feel her now.

Rod reached with his hand between her legs as he slowly kissed his way down her body.  He damn near ripped his pants off when he touched her and she all but came undone.  

Rod pulled his eyes up to meet hers, "Shhhh, Angel.  I got you.... shhhh baby, enjoy the ride.  Feel me, feel me touch you.  Look at me."  Miranda's eyes met his and he slid his finger over the outer edge of her clit.  "My God Angel, you are so wet for me."  He slid his finger lower and rested against the entrance to her soft, wet, heat.  He pressed it against her and just entered the tip of his finger.  Miranda gasped and bucked her hips for more.  Rod held her off.  

Rod groaned, "Easy Angel.  My pace.  I got you."  He slid his finger in her a little deeper.  "Oh God Angel, you feel so good, your so wet, you're so tight and you are going to be mine, are you ready for that?"  

Miranda nodded her head, "Yes, I want that.  Take me Rod."  Rod pushed his finger deeper and she moaned.  "I got you Angel.  Let yourself go.  I want to feel you come undone at my touch.  I want to feel you squeeze my fingers as I slide them in and out of you.  I want to feel your tight, hot pussy cum for me.  Would you like that?"  

Rod knew she was ready.  He pulled his finger out and then slid a second finger inside her.  Her hips arched and her sharp intake of breath told him she was going to have trouble taking him, but he would make sure she was ready.  

********
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MIRANDA WAS LOSING her mind.  He was stroking her and sliding in and out of her, it was such slow, beautiful torture.  God she was wrong she did need a man, her battery-operated dildo didn't do this.  "Angel, do you want me to keep going?"  Miranda met his eyes and said, "Fuck yeah.  Don't stop!"  

Miranda was pushing her hips up to him and moaning.  When he slid his finger out, she wanted to scream but then he entered her again and she had such a tight pressure there now, but he kept moving his fingers and she suddenly wanted even more.  She moaned, "More Rod, please, I need more, don't stop."  

Rod chuckled a deep rumble, "Oh Angel, I'm never going to stop."  He was sliding in and out of her and he pulled back without moving for a moment until Miranda opened her eyes and looked at him.  Then he buried his fingers deep within her.  He curled them up and found the sensitive nerves that were going to make her crumble.  He rocked his fingers against that, and he took his other hand to her clit and circled it, pressed harder on it, and stroked around it.  God Miranda was going to lose her mind.

Miranda was panting, a sweat broke out on her forehead and she was moaning incoherently.  She felt the tingling in her toes.  She wanted this orgasm so bad.  She was ready for it, arching her hips to him and she felt the building and building and God it was there.  

Miranda screamed, "Fuck, Rod!  Oh my God, it's happening, yes, fuck, yes. YES!"  She gasped and knew she sounded greedy, needy, but she just didn't fucking care.  "Rod, oh my God, don't stop, please, more.... ROD!"  

Miranda felt her body shaking.  She didn't know if this was normal or was something seriously wrong with her.  Holy shit, if that happened every time, she was definitely chaining Rod to her bed.  She smiled at the thought.

********
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ROD MOVED HIS FINGERS and felt her tightening around them, he knew she was coming down off that amazing orgasm.  He didn't stop rubbing her clit, but he eased the pressure he put on it and he savored every pulse around his fingers.  God he couldn't wait to slide into her.  But first he needed to bring her down off this ride and see how she handled it.  She was smiling like she was up to something, or hopefully like someone, namely him, just rocked her world.

Rod leaned down on her so that her eyes flew open to look at him.  "What is so amusing?"  He took her lips, nibbling her lower lip first before he moved with his tongue sliding it into her mouth, claiming all of her with all of him.  Miranda wrapped her arms around him and pulling him tighter to her she kissed him back she was climbing back up again, and Rod felt her need rise as her body shook in his arms.  

The amusing look forgotten as Rod pressed himself hard against her already sensitive clit and she tore her mouth from his, "Yes, Rod, more."  

He chuckled and said, "Easy Angel.  I got this.  Do you want me to make you go again?"  

Rod was already reaching to touch between her legs.  

Miranda looked at him and said, "No, I want you.  I want to feel you inside of me."  

Rod's hand froze in mid stride to her.  Rod shook his head, "I can wait Angel.  I can do that again for you.  Don't you want that?"  

Miranda grinned at him as she spoke, "Oh yeah I want that, but later.  I want to feel you.  I want you to make love to me Rod.  NOW!  I've already decided you are never leaving my bed, I'll chain you there if necessary, so there is plenty of time for more of that.  Right now, I want you to fucking slide deep inside of me."  

Rod cocked a brow at her as he grinned.  "I don't think you need any chains to keep me in your bed, I'm willing to stay here forever pleasing you.  I don't want to hurt you when I enter you.  I want you to enjoy this, that's why I need to do all this before.  I would hate myself if I hurt you."  

Miranda shook her head at him as she pushed herself up on her elbows.  "You could never hurt me Rod.  Please, make love to me."  Rod leaned in and kissed her.  He stood looking at her body.  He unbuttoned his pants and slid the zipper down.  When he pushed his pants down, he slid his underwear with it.  His erection sprang free and Rod watched Miranda's face and he heard her gasp.

Rod moved back down to her and covered her body to meet her lips.  He let himself touch her just resting at her entrance and she arched her hips.  Rod lifted his hips quickly away as Miranda protested, "What the hell?"  

Rod just smiled at her.  "We have all day Miranda, don't rush this."  

Miranda groaned at him, "Precisely, we have all day, let's do it now, give you recovery time and then again, and keep going, all day and night long."  It was Rod's turn to groan as he took her lips again and rested himself right at her entrance as before.

Rod moved down Miranda's neck, kissing and biting all the way to her shoulder.  Miranda was writhing beneath him and he was ready to lose his mind.  Maybe she had a good plan he had to give her props for trying to get her way, but he was definitely caving, he needed to be buried inside of her.  "Miranda, I can't wait any longer.  I need to be inside of you."  

Miranda nodded, "Thank God, yes!"  

Rod went to move off her and she wrapped her legs around him to pull him back.  "What the hell? Rod, where are you going?"  

Rod grinned, he moved back, kissed her nose and chuckled.  "I was just moving to grab a condom."  

Miranda smiled and said, "No!"  

Rod looked at her a moment, "No?"  

Miranda grinned, "I'm not missing a moment of feeling you.  I'm on birth control, this is covered.  Unless you need to tell me something?"  Rod smiled, God he loved this woman already.  He hated condoms, but he wore them when he was with other women.  With her he knew he didn't need to worry about protecting himself.  The only thing that needed protection from her was his heart.  

Rod wasted no more time and he pushed against her.  "Look at me Angel.  I want you to see me and only me.  I want you to ride this wave with me."  Miranda moved her hips to try and speed things up and he pulled back.  Just as she was ready to yell at him, he pushed back inside of her.  He didn't stop this time, he slowly eased himself into her until she completely surrounded him.  Rod groaned at the feel of her body.  He definitely had found his way home.  "Holy fuck Miranda!  You feel so good."  

********
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MIRANDA WANTED TO SCREAM in frustration as he pulled out of her again, but then he was pushing back inside of her slowly and gently.  She couldn't breathe as he filled her and stretched her with his full throbbing cock.  She felt him fill her completely and he pressed against her deep inside.  Her body was squeezing him, and her hips were automatically trying to move.  He had a look upon his face of sheer pleasure and pain, but he didn't move.  "Oh Rod, it feels so good.  More...."  

Rod started to move above her.  He pulled back and slid back in slowly.  Miranda's hips were going wild.  She wanted more.  "Please Rod, more."  

Rod stopped and said, "Why don't we switch.  I want you to have control of this.  I want you to feel free to explore."  Before she could answer he flipped her, and she was lying on top of him.  

Miranda was not sure she was ready for this.  "Rod, I don't know what to do.  I want this so bad and I don't want to mess this up."  

Rod reached his hand up to cup her cheek.  "Angel, you won't mess this up.  I want you to do what feels good for you.  I will hold out as long as I can, but I want you to control this, feel all you can, take all you want of me.  Nothing you do will mess this up.  This is beyond anything I've ever imagined already."  Miranda's heart soared at his words.  

Miranda leaned in to kiss him.  She controlled the kiss, and she felt a boldness delving her tongue inside his mouth and her lips crushing down on his.  Rod arched his hips and Miranda's head flew back as she gasped.  "Oh my God!  What did you do?"  

Rod smiled, "I arched my hips to you.  Sit up on me, straddle my hips and do what feels the best for you."  

Miranda nodded.  She moved to do as he said, first she brought her legs to his sides and slowly raised up.  Once she was sitting on top of him, she gasped again.  She rocked her hips into him, and her head fell back as she moaned.  

Miranda was losing her mind on top of him.  She moved her hips back and forth against him.  Rod arched his hips and she thought she'd explode.  Then his hands moved and the one between their bodies was causing her to throb deep within.  "Umm, Rod, what are you doing to me?  Ahhh.... harder, I want it all harder."  She couldn't stop herself from saying what she wanted.

********
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ROD WATCHED HER AS she did what felt good to her, now he needed to drive her as wild as she drove him.  He reached up and took her nipples between his fingers and worked them into a beautiful rosy nubs.  He wanted to suck on them, but he wanted her to have some control.  Rod gently tugged on her nipples and Miranda moaned again.  

Rod slid his one hand to her hip, the other to where they were joined.  He used the hand on her hip to steady her and to help her get the right movement.  The other hand went straight for her clit.  He was going to make sure she came and that the orgasm rocked her world.  With gentle pressure he took to rubbing around her clit and then he zoomed straight in and rubbed right over it, that was sure to send her over the edge quickly.

Rod smirked.  "Look at me Angel."  He waited until she looked in his eyes and then he took his both hands to her hips and pulled her down as he pushed up into her.  She gasped.  He kept his hands on her hips and started rocking her hips as he kept her tight to him.  Her hands came down to her breasts and she squeezed them in her arousal.  "Ummm Rod, yes.  It feels so good."  

Watching her play with her nipples was going to be his undoing, her fingers were now squeezing the rosy peaks and he groaned.  "Angel, stop doing that with your hands, I'm going to lose it."  She smiled at him and started rocking her hips the way he guided her, and she was moving faster and harder against him.  She looked him dead in the eyes and squeezed her nipples harder, which caused her to throw her head back and moan again.  The damn woman was going to have him coming before she did.  

Rod was done playing, he sat up removed her hands from her nipples and took one in his mouth, sucking and biting it, while she continued riding him.  The woman was completely driving him mad.  She was gasping in short, sweet little pants and he knew she was close.  

Rod flipped them over again and pulled out of her to drive deeply in and out of her.  He didn't stop, he was like a crazed man.  He couldn't stop.  Rod's eyes went to hers and held them, "Oh God Miranda, I can't believe I am fucking you.  You feel so good, I don't want to stop.  You're so wet and tight around me.  Squeeze me baby, make me cum.  Meet my thrusts with your hips, come on Angel, harder, you got this."  Rod pulled her one leg up and changed the angle that he was driving in and out of her.  Her hips were wild, and she was squeezing him so tight that he thought she was going to break off his cock.

********

[image: ]


MIRANDA FELT A HEAT building and she could hardly breathe.  "Rod!  Oh my God what's happening?  Ummm, yes......harder, fuck me harder, yes...."  Rod answered her request, and he was now pounding into her.  She wanted more, "Rod, YES!"  She screamed and she felt her body squeezing around him as he kept moving inside of her.  

Rod was mumbling to her, "Miranda, damn, ummmm, Feels. So. Fucking. Good."  With those words she felt him exploding deep within her at last.  God she'd been waiting to feel that from him.  She was still moving her hips and she gasped.  Could she be on the verge of another orgasm?  How was that possible?  This man drove her insane.

********
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ROD MOVED HIS HEAD to suck on one of her nipples and he reached between them rubbing against her.  He didn't have much left in him, but he pressed what was left of his ever-shrinking cock as deep as he could inside her and he stroked her.  At first, she quivered and tried to move away, but he increased the pressure and she moaned and arched into him.  He kept stroking her, rubbing in circles around her clit.  He pumped his hips to her and continued circling her nipple with his tongue, sucking it into his mouth and tugging.  She was arching to him and moaning incoherently.  Yes, she was going to fall over the edge again.  God, he loved how expressive she was, she didn't hold back, and it excited him.  God help him he wasn't hard, but he was getting there.  She drove him to the edge of hell and heaven.  Rod flicked his tongue over her nipple one last time and then he looked into her eyes.  "That's right Angel, let it go, let it all go."

********
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MIRANDA JUST HAD THE most amazing orgasm while they were fucking, but she felt his release and it was building again.  Holy shit!  This was amazing.  She was mumbling and cursing while he worked his magic on her.  He didn't stop, he just kept touching her, sucking her nipples, and driving what he had left to help her explode again.  She was almost there, and it was like he knew, he pressed harder against her clit and he moved her so that her leg was now over his shoulder while he pressed hard against her.  "Holy mother of God, Rod!"  She was over the edge, she was floating, she was completely spent.  Every nerve in her body was pulsing and throbbing, but in the most amazing way.

Rod felt the last of her orgasm subside.  He eased her leg down and he looked at the woman under him.  He moved up and kissed her lips gently and said, "You are one incredibly amazing woman.  I think you are going to kill me, if this continues, but what a way to go."  

Miranda looked at him and he let his lips hover over hers.  She reached up, pulling him by his neck to her.  She kissed him, not soft or gentle, but plundering her tongue deep within him and circling his.  

Rod let the kiss go on but finally stopped it before he lost his mind.  "Miranda, stop.  Damn woman, we need to rest."  Miranda giggled and Rod knew he was done.  "I love you Miranda, I have for a long time."  He saw her eyes widen and he wasn't sure if she was ready for this or not, but he couldn't stop the words.  "You don't have to say anything back to me, but before we continue on this course, I thought you should know.  I am completely and desperately in love with you and this just sealed it for me.  There will never be another woman for me."

********
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MIRANDA LOOKED AT ROD as he professed his love for her.  What was happening?  She just had amazing sex with this man and now he was going to twist it all up.  No, she can't do this!  She had a career, she had a life, she had things to accomplish and she ....... loved him too.  

The fighting, the sparring of words, were foreplay all leading up to this moment.  The feel of his body, the way he fit inside of her and the way he made sure that she was completely satisfied, yes, she loved him too.  

Was she brave enough to let him in though?  Really let him in, see all of her and let her heart open to be crushed.  Was she ready for that?  Oh, hell yeah, she was.  

Miranda pulled his mouth back to hers and flipped him so that she was lying on top of him.  His hands were all over her and pulling at her back, his hands moved to tangle in her hair and control the depth of the kiss.  Miranda tore her mouth from his.  "Damn it Rod, I love you too.  I don't want to spend one minute without you, and so help me God if you break my heart, I will kill you." 

Rod stared at her after she told him what she felt.  She could see the confusion crossing over his face for a moment as he arched his gorgeous brow at her.  Then he smiled that crooked, cocky ass smile and said, "Oh Angel, I'll never hurt you, but I will continue to fuck you like we just did, as often, as hard and as good as that every time."  

Miranda purred at him and said, "Oh yes, I want that.  How did this happen Rod?  I mean, how did I ever get here, with you, with my career?"  

Rod looked at her puzzled.  "What do you mean Angel?"  Miranda moved to sit up and off to the side of him.  "I mean, I was told my whole teen years that I was dirty, a filthy whore and I was essentially." 

Rod shot up and said, "No Miranda, don't say that.  Never say that, you are not dirty, you were never a whore."  

Miranda met his eyes.  "Yes, I was Rod."  

Miranda reached her hand out to his chest and placed it over his heart.  "I let him do those things to me and I even at times encouraged him to, so that he wouldn't touch Jenna.  I whored myself out instead of telling someone and stopping him."  

The tears leaked out of her eyes and she let them.  "But you.  You're the only one I ever told, and you touched me, you made love to me."  She grinned, "You fucked the hell out of me," He chuckled, "and then you professed your love to me.  You no longer allow me to feel dirty, or like a whore for what I did, you make me feel beautiful, loved, cherished and you make me feel happier than I've ever thought I'd be.  How did I get here?"

Rod smiled at her and gave her the words she still didn't believe. "Simple.  You got here by being you Miranda."  He pulled his hand up and curled it around her neck.  "You deserve all the happiness, all the love in the world.  You are beautiful and you are my Angel.  My, oh so sexy Angel."  He leaned in and gently kissed her lips.  When he pulled back, he stared in her eyes.  He moved on the bed to lay the correct way on it.  "I want to wrap my arms around you all day, come lie next to me."

Miranda climbed up beside him, as he asked.  Once there he wrapped her in his arms where she felt protected.  "I love you Angel, get some sleep, you're going to need it."  

She giggled as his hand came to rest on her breast protectively.  "I love you too Rod."  For the first time in years, she fell right to sleep.  With his arms around her she felt protected and safe.

********
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ROD LAID THERE HOLDING her and he swore, if he ever met her father, he would kill him for what he did to her.  Miranda was so strong, so brave.  She is scarred by this, but she came out better than she could have, this could have completely fucked her up but luckily, she seemed to be stronger, more determined to make the pain of that go away.  Tomorrow they would talk more, not that he wanted to dig it all up, but he wanted to be sure she was truly okay.  Plus, he needed to know what Trae knew.  He told him if anyone was going to kill who ever hurt her it would be him.  Trae knew something, but did he know the whole truth?
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Chapter 2
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Miranda woke up with the heaviness of someone wrapped around her.  She smiled at the memories of last night.  She pressed her ass back against him and she felt him hard against her.  

Miranda smiled as she heard the husky male voice, "Hey there Angel, did you seriously go and start something already?"  She giggled and his hand moved over her breast playing with it and teasing it into a hard peak.  "You are a little vixen.  I think we should talk, have some food and then a shower together."  

Miranda grinned, "So you've got it all figured out, have you?"  Rod laughed.  "Of course, I'm a man with a plan."  Miranda laughed and turned over to kiss him gently on the lips.  He groaned and then rolled over top of her.  He hesitated for a moment on top of her and then he groaned again, moving off her and out of the bedroom.  She enjoyed watching his naked ass as he continued to his kitchen area.  He brought back some water and she took it from him.  His cell phone was going off on the table next to the bed.  He sat down to answer it.

Miranda leaned in and kissed his neck; she ran her hands over his chest, and she could see he was trying to control himself.  "No Ted, I'm doing good.  I'm doing my therapy, working with Miranda."  She moved so that she could straddle his lap.  She took him in her hand and rubbed him back and forth against her.  She was wet and ready for him, so he slid easily over her.  He was hard and ready for her too.  She moved him to her entrance, and she sank down on him.  

Miranda was further encouraged when Rod couldn't hold back as he shouted, "Holy fuck!  What, no Ted, I wasn't talking to you.  I really need to go.  I'll check in later."  With that Rod hung up the phone and threw it across the room.  He slid his hand down her back letting her ride him.  There were no words, just moans and panting.  

********
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MIRANDA KEPT RIDING his hips, faster and faster.  He was thrusting his hips to her and pulling her hips to his.  Rod laid back on the bed allowing her to move more freely over him.  He wanted the next time they made love to be slow, soft.  He wanted to really make love to her instead of this brutal attack and need they had for one another.  But he wasn't going to complain, he loved this just as much.  There was something about fucking a woman hard and fast that was gratifying too, especially when you loved her.  She was rocking so fast against him her breasts were dancing in front of his eyes.  It was beautiful and erotic.  The moans and sounds coming from her throat were so close to throwing him over the edge that he had to reign in his self-control.  
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