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BITCH GAMES

 

We all play them!

 


A collection of short stories, with common themes. Some are tame, most are hot, and a couple are scorching.  But they all show you just how bitch games are played, and that male or female, everyone is capable of playing them!

 

Here are the stories contained within:

 

Danielle

 

Danielle is home from college recuperating after a horrible assault just as her mother is being hospitalized for the loss of her twin babies. Danielle is trying to heal emotionally, while her mother is in the hospital healing physically. Her stepfather, Jared, is beside himself with grief, and they share their pain with one another in unconventional ways.

 

Bottoms Up!

 

Thomas Moskowitz is still licking his wounds from a recent divorce. He's trying to play the single man's games in a world he is no longer familiar with because it's been years. So he ends up in an after-five dive called "Bottoms Up."  But Thomas is pleasantly surprised to run into a chick who is all about some bitch games. But who will win?

 

Forbidden Fruit

 

It's 1967 in the Deep South. College student Prudence Baker is tired of the bible-thumping bigots who surround her in the sleepy town of Branchville. She is just trying to get through the summer until she returns to college in the fall. But then, a gorgeous black man enters her life. Nathan Crawl is everything she's forbidden to enjoy, but Prudence doesn't care. She throws caution to the wind and goes after what she wants, and what she wants is Nathan Crawl in every way possible.

 

She's a Doll

 

Picture it:  Bakersfield, California - well, it certainly doesn't match the excitement and night life of L.A. But when Casey's job transfers her there, she tries to make the best of it. When the man of Casey's dreams shows an interest in her, she can feel the sexual tension blossom. It doesn't hurt that he lives right next door to her, but she soon finds out the walls are thin, and all is not as it seems!

 

A Game We Play

 

Sena Bodem. A socialite with issues caused by a trauma she experienced which has left her . . . unable to physically connect. She goes for help. Daire Maxfield gives her much more.

 

 


Bitch Games

 

Ally and Jen are BFFS since high school. Now they're in college and share an apartment.  But some things not even best friends should share.  Trying to stir up a bit of excitement with their respective boyfriends proves to be hot, but when jealousy enters the picture, the friendships just might turn toxic. 

 

Daughter Dearest

 

What a girl won't do for a college education!  So while all of her friends are soaking up the sun on pristine beaches from Florida to California, Sherry is in Carbondale playing marriage counselor to her mother and stepfather. But the favor they ask has Sherry caught in a no-win situation.

      Sometimes a kind heart can become a heart of stone when lust and betrayal enter the equation.
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Chapter 1



 

Danielle

Five weeks ago I had been in the hospital for six days, healing from the tearing wounds that my abductor's brutal and savage rape had left. I was pretty much healed up physically, but emotionally that was a completely different story. 

Maybe I should clarify all of this for you.  My name is Danielle, but friends and family call me Dani. I'm twenty-one, in college - or maybe I should say was in college until that night, more than five weeks ago when I'd been abducted and brutally assaulted.

 

To be perfectly honest, I just wanted to put everything that had happened out of my mind, as if it hadn’t occurred. After all, what was the sense in rehashing the horrid details over and over again in my mind? I certainly didn’t want to get up in front of other rape victims and share the gory details. What would I say?

How about that I felt filthy and eternally stained by the horrid things that some unknown maniac had done to me, and the sick and twisted things he’d made me do to him? 

 

How about the fact that I’d never feel clean, no matter how many baths, showers and scrubbings I performed on my body? How about the fact that I had required over twenty sutures to close the gaping tear he’d given me from my vagina to my rectum?

 

I was damaged goods; there was no doubt about it. My mother was beside herself with guilt she didn't own. What happened to me could've happened to any twenty-one year old that went clubbing with friends. The perpetrator had slipped something into my drink. I'd been roofied. I was now just a statistic. No forensic evidence. The guy had used a condom and washed me up before I'd regained consciousness. 

 

Even my boyfriend Chase had seemed distant to me since I'd been released from the hospital. I'd only seen him a handful of times, and things seemed off between us. He was afraid to touch me. Afraid maybe that I'd fracture into a thousand pieces like some fragile china doll. He hadn't been with me on my Girls Night Out, and I know deep down he somehow wondered if I'd acted irresponsibly, as if somehow it all could've been prevented. Or maybe he was feeling guilty by not putting up a fuss or persuading me not to participate in the monthly Girls Night Out gig I had going with Jenny, Lisa and Nicole. But their drinks hadn't been touched. Only mine. Maybe Chase thought I'd gone willingly with some jerk. After all, my friends had been up on the dance floor, not witness to any of it. The bar video cameras hadn't been working for a month the owner had explained to the authorities. 

 

So Chase hadn't been around as much as usual and I missed him terribly. And I took that as a sign our relationship might be dwindling to nothing. The thought of that made me both sad and angry at the same time. And disillusioned for the most part. I thought he and I had something special; something durable and lasting. Maybe I'd been wrong. Maybe everything I did was wrong.

 

I was even a little angry at my stepfather, Jared. Don't get me wrong, Jared had been nothing but supportive of me. He'd been by my side at the hospital, and at the police station, but it was obvious he was angry inside at Chase for not coming around and being supportive and caring to me as I healed physically. And the evidence of that only made me feel more miserable. I struggled with healing emotionally, and I didn't want my stepfather to hinder that by making subtle comments about Chase's absence from our home. He was kind of protective that way. And that was the tough one: my emotions. 

 

Being home with just Jared even for the brief time he was here at night was a grave reminder that he was here and not at the hospital where I knew he wanted to be, and where I knew he should be.  All of this had taken a toll on Mom. She'd been having a problematic pregnancy with twins before any of it happened. The stress of having me hospitalized with serious conditions had pushed her over the top. Mom was still in the hospital. She was grieving for many reasons. I felt guilty that the whole situation with me might’ve spawned her miscarriage of the twins. They’d been twin girls. Mom had done such a great job of keeping that a secret from everyone, with the exception of Jared.

 

Her doctor said that the condition she had with TTTS was still a difficult one to treat, though modern medical practices have improved. I knew Mom was beside herself, thinking that had been the last opportunity to give Jared the daughter that he longed for. Mom was several years older than Jared. They'd had a son together, but he'd wanted more. I think Mom did as well. He’d been at the hospital day and night since she miscarried. He said that Mom had sunk into a very lethargic and depressive state. He wasn’t sure that he was equipped to bring her out. I'd been home for several weeks before she miscarried, so it naturally felt like a brand new trauma that might've been caused by my trauma. But I knew I would somehow garner the strength to overcome it. At least that's what I hoped. I felt safe once again. I wasn't afraid at home. In fact, I never wanted to leave home.

 

My grandmother had come to Falls Church during the period I had been hospitalized and then for Mom. But last week she had taken my little half-brother Garrett back to St. Louis to stay with her until Mom was released from the hospital and felt up to handling him on a daily basis.

 

I had pretty much been moping around the house. There wasn’t a lot to do, since Garrett wasn’t around.  I was all healed up from the surgery. I could go back to school if I so chose, but I was an emotional wreck. And my mom and Jared both thought it best to stay out this semester.  My counseling started next week.

 

Jared was doing his best to stay busy at work. When he wasn’t at work, he was at the hospital with Mom. She was scheduled for a full hysterectomy the following day. Apparently, with the death of one twin several weeks prior to the other, there were toxins that had nearly killed her. The antibiotics had helped, but the scar tissue and lesions it had caused in her uterus would make any future pregnancies ‘high risk.’ Both she and Jared were heartbroken.

 

I couldn’t shake the feeling of guilt that, had I not made that stupid decision to go out with the girls that night, maybe none of this would've happened. But I would never know that for sure. I only hoped she didn’t blame me.

 

I had just finished my shower. Once again, I had scrubbed my skin raw, with some areas bleeding, trying to get the stench of my attacker from my body. I had a feeling that I never would.

 

It was damn near midnight. I was surprised Jared wasn’t home yet. Hospital visiting hours had been over for quite some time. I figured he might be staying in Mom’s hospital room tonight, since her surgery was scheduled for early tomorrow morning. Still, he typically would let me know things like that. He knew I was still skittish, not knowing my attacker's whereabouts.

 

I put on a short, silky nightie, figuring I had the house to myself tonight. I went downstairs to the kitchen and poured a double-shot of Patron into a glass with several ice cubes. I downed it in two gulps, and then poured another.

 

I went out to the family room and switched the television on, surfing the channels to find something I could tolerate. I hadn’t heard from Chase for more than two days.  Maybe he saw me as tainted goods—what else could it be? My best friend Nicole kept telling me I was being stupid and to give it time. She said that Chase was just dealing with his emotions and that he wouldn’t regard me any differently than before. 

 

I finished my second double-shot of top shelf tequila, and then poured another. I ended up passed out on the sofa in the family room when Jared tripped in after 2:00 a.m.

 

I felt him rustle me with his hand on my shoulder.

 

“Danielle,” he said, “what the hell are you doing on the couch? Go to bed.”

 

There was something very strange about Jared’s voice and what he was saying to me. He sounded drunk. Some of his words were slurred. This was definitely not the Jared I knew.

 

I sat up immediately, wiping the sleep from my eyes. He looked tired and disheveled, simply worn-out, and quite drunk.

 

“Jared, are you alright?”

 

He peered down at me through his thick, dark lashes and shook his head, “no.” His hand rubbed his chin stubble and for a moment, I thought he was going to come apart. I scooted over, patting a place on the sofa next to me.

 

“Sit, please. I need to apologize to you, Jared. I’m so sorry.”

He took a seat next to me, leaning back against the couch. “What exactly are you apologizing for, Dani?”

 

“For everything,” I said. “I made a stupid, stupid decision. It caused everyone so much worry and pain, especially Mom. I'm so afraid it's what caused Mom to lose the babies!” I wailed, tears flowing down my cheeks like a waterfall. Needless to say, I was bawling like a baby.

 

“Danielle,” he said, calmly, “please stop beating yourself up. What’s done is done. What about what happened to you, huh? What about the pain and torture that you endured? Why are you minimizing that to everyone? That had to be horrific. Here I am, feeling bad that no one is here and up to consoling you. Your mom is feeling guilty about not being here for you. Christ, no one blames you for the miscarriage. We knew it was a very risky pregnancy.”

 

No matter what he said, I believed what I believed. I would recover much quicker than my mother would. My tears continued streaming down my face.

 

“Christ,” Jared said, “I’m so fucking useless when it comes to dealing with a female’s emotions. Come here.”

 

I felt his strong arms pull me to his chest, just like a father would. He consoled me, stroking my hair like my father should be doing right now instead of my step-father. I melted into the safety of his arms, feeling comforted for the first time since I had escaped that nightmarish ordeal.

 

“Everything will be alright, Dani,” he said soothingly to me. “Just go ahead and let it out; you need to get it all out, okay?”

 

I felt myself nod against his chest and did just as he said. It was the first time I'd cried since I'd been taken to the hospital, so I continued to let the tears out. They flowed freely, down my cheeks, onto Jared’s arm that was around me.

 

Finally, I was empty. There were just a few dry sobs. I was cried out. Jared pulled back from me, taking his fingertips and wiping the last remnants of my tears from my cheeks.

 

“You realize you have drenched my shirt you little bitch,” he teased, watching my face. He was trying to get a smile out of me. I gave him one, wiping my nose with the back of my hand.

 

“Sorry,” I said. “I guess I had some build-up going on. I guess I am a bitch, aren't I?" I asked, looking up into his eyes.

 

He smiled down at me, nodding. “Well, I guess all females have a bitch streak running through them.  It's to be expected. I'm used to it with Jenny--your mom I mean, but hell, what with all she's been through, she's entitled to it. I guess the same can be said for you as well, so go ahead, and lay all of your bitch on me," he finished with a chuckle. "Never been a bitch that could break me."

 

I nodded and even worked up a smile. That was how my stepfather dealt with stress with his women I'd come to learn. He didn't want to appear too soft; he was always the strong one, the formidable one.  “Thanks, Jared.” 

 

Although I did think to myself that he might be taking this whole 'bitch thing' a bit far. But I was still pretty drunk, and I doubted very much if he was feeling much pain either. It seemed we were both drowning our sorrows and discontent by the same means. Maybe I should give him some of his own I thought, allowing myself to snicker inwardly. "You know, Jared, you can be a bitch too. It's not just a female thing, got it?" I said, using his favorite line:  Got it?

 

He laughed heartily, slapping his jean clad thigh. “Touche," he replied. "Hey, how about if I'm the alpha bitch, and you're the submissive bitch?  How would that work?"

 

That totally took me by surprise, but before I could totally process it and react, he did yet another thing totally unexpected. He lowered his head and his lips kissed me gently on my damp cheek. It wasn’t as if the kiss meant anything, I suppose. His lips then moved and kissed my other cheek softly, then the tip of my nose. “Such a beautiful bitch though,” he breathed. I could smell whiskey on his breath. I started to move from him, but his lips found mine, and brushed against them gently.



“Jared,” I murmured against his lips, “I think I need to go to bed. Things just got weird.”

 

I watched in shocked confusion as his broad shoulders slumped and he lowered his head, not daring to look at me. Jared had never ever shown any weakness or loss of control that I could recall.  This was totally out of character for my stepfather. He was alpha, no doubt about that, but in this moment, he allowed his vulnerability to show, and was wearing his pain like a prison tattoo.



“I need you to comfort me, Dani. It’s been so long. I miss Jenny so damn much. I need someone to connect with if just for a minute. Please, just let me hold you.”

 

He pulled me onto his lap and just cuddled me there, making no move to do anything further. He hands lightly caressed my hair, his thumb brushed gently against the curve of my eyebrow and he studied me. The truth was, right or wrong, I felt comforted as well. I was cradled in his arms, his warm, masculine scent so very close, his hands gently caressed my arms and shoulders. There was really no harm in that. I felt myself drift into a deep and peaceful slumber. 

 

I felt like I was floating. The alcohol I'd consumed was still pulsing through my veins. I was enjoying the numbness of it. Soon, I could feel my body sink into the soft mattress underneath me, my head gently lowered to my pillow. I then felt warm lips touch mine, a tongue tracing the outside, wanting entrance. I parted my lips to allow it. My lips met his; our tongues explored this new territory, this forbidden area. But it was only a dream. A dream I didn't want to end to be totally honest.

 

I thought I felt the mattress dip with somebody's weight right beside me now, raising my short nightgown up and over my head. I felt thumbs hook into each side of the waistband of my panties, lowering them down to my ankles and pulling them over my feet. Then I heard the sharp intake of breath as masculine fingers explored the soft folds of my pussy.

 

Warm, moist lips were now where the fingers had been, kissing the soft skin, a tongue tracing every fold, warm breath caressing my skin. I moved my hands to where I felt his head was, fisting them into some thick hair as this man, this figment of my dream, moved his mouth against my core, bringing waves and waves of pleasure rushing through me.

 

I pressed myself up against my dream man, wanting more. He gave me more. His fingers pressed up inside of me, while his tongue circled my clit tenderly and thoroughly. I heard a moan escape from my lips in this dream; this thoroughly erotic and delightful dream. My hips rocked against him sensually, my legs spreading myself totally open to anything he wanted.

 

His magical hands placed my ankles on each of his shoulders. He then lowered his hands underneath me, each one cupping a cheek as he raised me up, closer to his face. He devoured me orally, as if he hungered for something that only I could provide.

 

His husky voice whispered magical things to me about how sweet I tasted, how much he wanted to taste all of me. And he did; there was not one nook or cranny that his talented tongue didn’t explore thoroughly. I was drenched, but needing more. I wanted my dream man to bring me to full satisfaction. I needed to know if I could still experience it without thinking of the pain that had been inflicted to those same areas by that monster who'd attacked me. I whimpered in my dream. It was as if he knew what I needed…what I had to find out right now.

 

“Are you sure, Danielle?” He knew my name?

 

“Yes. I need it now.”

 

I felt my legs lowered from his broad shoulders. His hands pushed my thighs apart and his weight hovered over me. His lips found mine and he kissed me hungrily and passionately. His fingertips plied my folds, making sure I was still wet for him. And I was.

 

I felt him guide his erection inside of me slowly; taking his time to assure there was no pain, no change of heart on my side. I knew there wouldn’t be.

I placed my hands on his firm ass and gently massaged, pressing him forward so that he filled me a bit more.

 

“More?” he questioned softly.

 

“Mmm, yes,” I breathed.

 

I felt him sink deeper into me, drawing a quick breath.

 

“You’re so fucking tight, Dani. Tell me if it hurts, baby.”

 

“It feels so good. Please don’t stop!”

 

He thrust himself into me fully now. I heard him groan deeply as I planted my feet on his ass, my toes kneading his flesh in circular motions.

 

“Rock into me,” I directed, “I want to feel you everywhere inside.”

 

He did as I wanted and it was magnificent. My hips arched upward to take all of him into me. I met his thrusts and we matched our rhythms perfectly, as if we had done this before.

 

I could hear myself whimpering as his thrusts came faster and deeper within me. He was groaning loudly in pleasure, saying my name over and over again, his lips capturing mine, biting and tugging at my bottom lip, which made me all much more aware of his need to fuck me his way.

 

His arms hauled my hips up higher at an angle, and as he continued plunging his cock in and out, I felt myself swell up inside for him. I was in near frenzy now, pumping against him faster and furiously.

 

“That’s it, Dani. Damn somebody has taught you how to fuck.”

 

His words caused me to contract around him. I could feel my muscles squeeze his cock tightly. He moaned as if it was almost painful, but only almost. His arms were braced on either side of me now, his weight resting on them as he rocked in and out of me. I could feel our climaxes climbing together for the freefall.

I was unraveling now, feeling the burst of my release around him, moaning with pleasure. He was right there with me, softly urging my climax on.

 

“That’s my bitch. Take my cock, Dani…Fuck!!”

I met his thrusts full-force, as I continued to come over and over again. I felt his cock throb as he joined me, filling me up with his seed, groaning my name and telling me to take it all. I did.

 

It seemed to go on forever before he finally finished coming. He collapsed gently on top of me. Our bodies were both soaked with the sweat of our fucking, and the wet releases of our orgasms. It felt so right and yet so wrong.

 

Our breathing was ragged, our hearts were pounding. He lowered his lips to mine for one last, soft kiss. I kissed him back, my hands now pressed against the back of his neck.  My breathing slowed, my heartbeat normalized. I was ready to go another round in this dream.

 

“We can never let your mother know this happened. Promise me?”



My eyes flew open in alarm. What the hell? Oh My God. This had not been a dream! This was real. How could I have lost myself like that? How could I have allowed Jared to make love to me? I felt the tears stream down my cheeks. I hated myself for what I had done to my mother…and for what I had done to Chase! 



But mostly, I hated myself because I had loved it and deep down inside I knew that I’d do it again in a second given the opportunity.

 

I felt Jared leave my bed. He shut the door softly, going downstairs to his room. The room right below mine, the room where I had heard him making love to my mother many times.

 

The following days remained foggy for me. Each day I felt better physically, but the constant attempts at avoiding Jared were tiresome. He was doing exactly the same thing with me. We were uncomfortable around each other, both despising ourselves for what we had done, for the breach of conduct we had committed.

 

Jared came up to my room the night before my mother was coming home. He tapped on the door. I told him to come in.

 

“Danielle,” he said, “we need to talk about what happened or we’re never going to be comfortable around each other.”

 

I nodded, turning to look up at him from my bed.

 

“It was wrong, we both know that. But it was human, okay?”

 

“Does that mean that we shouldn’t hate ourselves?”

 

“It means that we need to forgive ourselves. We were both going through stuff and we needed each other for comfort. What we did was for comfort, nothing else. It doesn’t have anything to do with the way I love your mother, or the way that you love Chase, okay?”

 

“Okay,” I said, not really sure if I totally could forgive myself.

 

“So, you need to lose the guilty look or your mom will know something is wrong.”

 

“I look guilty?”

 

“Oh, yeah. Totally.”

 

“I can’t pretend that it didn’t happen, Jared. And,” I paused for a moment, not sure whether I could finish the sentence or not, my eyes locking with his. “I can’t pretend that I don’t want it to happen again.”

 

He released a heavy sigh, running a hand through his dark tousled hair. "It can never happen again, Dani. It was a weak moment for the both of us because we've both been dealing with all kinds of heavy shit right now. But that was not the way to deal with it, don't you see that?"

 

If this was the way Jared wanted to play it, I wasn't going to argue. After all, he was the head of this household. And my mother was his wife. I had no right to disrespect or question his decision. 

 

"I do understand, Jared," I acquiesced. "And I do realize that we need to let one another off the hook for a weak moment when our good judgment was compromised by alcohol and other emotional stuff. Our secret is safe with me, don't worry," I finished.

 

 


Chapter 2

 

 



Mom was home from the hospital, but still confined to her bed for the next few weeks. She was only thirty-eight years old, but this whole ordeal had aged her ten years. She was pale and weak, her weight had dangerously plummeted. I vowed to fatten her up, and spent every afternoon baking something special for her.

 

I had just taken a pan of brownies out of the oven, setting them on a rack to cool when the doorbell rang. I wiped my hands on my apron and walked down the hallway to see who was stopping by mid-afternoon. Mom wasn't up to having visitors just yet.

 

My eyes widened as I saw the huge bouquet of red roses in a crystal vase in the hands of the florist deliveryman.  Jared must've sent them to Mom, and I couldn't help wonder if maybe he was still trying to assuage his feelings of guilt.  And maybe that's exactly what I'd been doing by baking goodies for her every afternoon.

 

I signed for the flowers, and was ready to take them into Mom's bedroom to surprise her when she awoke from her nap when the writing on the card caught my attention. It had my name on the card. These flowers were for me.

 

I set the vase down on the hall table, and felt the smile spread across my lips as I opened the envelope and pulled the card from it.  

 

      These roses are red

      Your eyes are deep blue

      Does it make me a bitch

      Cause I want to fuck you?

 

My jaw dropped at the implication. Why in the hell was Chase being so crass?  I flipped the card over to see if there was more.

 

There was indeed. These roses weren't from Chase. They were from Jared.  He'd written a note on the other side.

 

Give these flowers to Jenny. Tell her they're from me. Then come meet me at Wildwood Park. My truck will be over near the duck pond



 

My breath hitched in my throat. Was he serious? I'd thought we'd agreed it had been a tragic mistake. We had been filled with remorse and regret, and promised it would be our secret for life.  We'd avoided one another since that night. I'd gone out with Chase twice since it had happened, and now as I reflected back on it, Jared had been less than cordial when Chase had come in after dropping me off from our last date. It had been as if he was carrying a grudge or something. I figured it was because Chase had taken a while to come around after my assault, but he'd been attentive since then so I didn't understand Jared's attitude.

 

But now I did.  I chewed my bottom lip in indecision. I tore the card up and rinsed it down the kitchen garbage disposal. Then I took the vase of roses into the master bedroom, placing them on Mom's bedside table. She was awake; her e-reader perched in her hand.

 

"Look here, Mom," I said brightly. "Look at the beautiful roses Jared sent you."  

 

She immediately perked up.  "Really?" she asked, as if this was something out of character for him. Jared had always been loving and caring to my mother and to me for that matter.  Protective as hell with my mother. It was the type of relationship I hoped to have with Chase eventually.

 

"Yes, Mom," I said with a smile, "You act surprised?"



"Not entirely, Dani. It's just that . . . well, Jared has been a bit withdrawn lately and I blame myself for that. It seems as if I've been out of commission forever--"

 

'Mom," I interrupted, hoping so much she wasn't going to say more things that would only make me carry more guilt than I was already carrying. "He loves you. He understands."

 

"Oh honey," she said with a sigh, pushing a lock of her dark hair behind her ear, "I know he loves me.  I've never doubted that for a second, but with all that's happened over the past few months, well . . . I mean, he is a man . . . he does have needs you understand, right?"

 

Oh God, she wasn't going to go there, was she?  My mind was scrambling to figure out just how much she knew, or if she was just talking about men in general. It wasn't the type of mother-daughter conversation we ever had, nor one I ever wanted to have.

 

"Mom, look," I said, my tone almost pleading, "I don't think this is any of my business.  I just think in time, everything will be fine and back to normal.  This is just a healing time."

 

"Yes, Danielle, it is. For both of us. Me physically, and you, well now you need to continue with emotional healing. You've been through a trauma, sweetheart, and while I know physically you've healed, you know there is more healing to be done.  Your trust of men for one thing. I can't imagine how difficult of a hurdle that will be for you unless you seek some type of therapy. My healing is a bit different. It could take longer. I have to heal physically, deal with the loss of the babies, and come to terms with the fact that I may never be the same woman I was in Jared's eyes. Don't misunderstand me here. I will heal, I know that and when that happens, things will indeed go back to normal but for now we do the best we can, right?  We deal with our healing in our own personal ways."

 

I was puzzled by her words, but nothing about her tone suggested she was anything but concerned and caring. Like she always had been. "Yes, I guess you're right, Mom," I replied. "I'll work on it, I promise as long as you will as well."

 

She smiled. "Good. That's all I was trying to say, Dani. Now, don't you have somewhere to be?"



"Excuse me?" I asked, my forehead creased in confusion.

 

"Wildwood Park. Over near the duck pond. Please don't keep Jared waiting, Dani."  She rolled over to her side, so she wasn't facing me any longer. "I'm going to take a nap now."

      

 

 


Chapter 3

 

 



I was furious as I drove my car to Wildwood Park.  What the hell kind of game was this?  And what had me seething even more, was that it seemed as if my mother was now a part of this bitch game. That was the perfect name for it.  Had I been set up?  Had Jared broken his word to me and told my mother what had happened?  She didn't appear angry. Not one bit.  It was more like she was resigned to the changes which had occurred in all of our lives, and was giving me . . . permission?

 

I needed answers and the only reason I was heading toward the duck pond was to get those answers!  I had no intention of fucking my stepfather!  My mother's husband for crying out loud!  Sick and twisted.  All of this over the past couple of months had been a sick and twisted nightmare that I wanted out of.

 

I saw Jared's shiny black Dodge Ram Crew Cab pick-up truck. He kept it meticulous; he was just that kind of guy. It suited him. Big and masculine just like he was. I pulled my car over behind the truck, shutting off the engine.  In a matter of seconds, I was standing at the driver side, waiting for him to push the button to lower his window.  Once he did, I had no time to spew out my anger. "Get in, now," he instructed, the window closing once the words were out.

 

Was he serious?  What the hell?

 

I stomped over to the passenger side door, jerked it open, and had to put my foot on the sideboard to hoist myself up and inside the cab. 

 

"Shut the door," Jared said, "And calm your shit down right now little girl."

 

I slammed the door shut, fuming with his latest order. "I'm not a little girl, Jared, I'm a grown woman who is freaked the fuck out at what my mother, in her own sweet and subtle way, said to me when your flowers arrived."

 

"And?" he pressed, "Why are your panties in a knot? What? You think I told Jenny everything, don't you?"

 

"Well, it might explain why she told me to not keep you waiting and the stupid ass poem you put in the note, along with your whereabouts?  What the fuck is going on here?" 

 

I watched as he flexed his hands and cracked his knuckles over the steering wheel. He was quiet and thoughtful, as if this was no big deal; just another day in the life and times of Jared Slater.  He then turned to face me, his eyes ablaze with . . . something.  Was it anger, lust, or maybe it was lusty anger, but it unnerved me.

 

"Are you finished Danielle?  May I speak now?"

 

"Please," I replied testily. I wasn't going to let him intimidate me.

 

"Okay," he breathed, choosing his next words carefully. "I didn't tell Jenny--your mom-anything, okay? I didn't break my promise, I swear. But somehow she knew. She claimed I was murmuring your name in my sleep.  And not just once. Nope, apparently I did it three nights in a row, but still, I didn't cop to anything."

 

I believed him, but I sure as hell didn't understand.  "Then . . . how?" I asked meekly now, because my anger had quickly been replaced with utter astonishment and confusion.

 

He ran a hand through his thick mass of hair, shaking his head. "Dani, maybe you've never loved a man the way a woman like your mother loves me. I'm not here telling you what your feelings for Chase are, but let me ask you this, and it's not to be nosy, but to make a point."

 

"Go ahead," I replied tentatively, wondering where the hell this was going.

 

"Have you and Chase made love since you've . . . well, since you've been home and healed up?" he asked.

 

"Well . . . no," I admitted, looking down.  "He actually hasn't shown any interest in getting back to that part of the relationship. I figured it was because maybe he thought I wasn't ready yet. It's just going to take some time I figure."

 

"Uh-huh, but you are ready, Danielle. We both know that don't we?"

 

He spoke the truth, there was no denying that, but damned if I thought it meant anything about my relationship with Chase. But it was connected to . . . something, right? I nodded slowly, staying silent.



"So, maybe you don't realize that Chase has moved on, sexually, that is."

 

My head snapped up immediately, and I turned to look at Jared, disbelief written all over my face. "No!" I practically shouted, "You're lying!"

 

"Yes!" he hollered back at me, his eyes flashing the truth. "I can tell you exactly who he's fucking too, if you want her name.  You forget that we both work at the same place. Shit gets around and he's not even trying to make a secret of it. But before you blame him, just understand that maybe his reasons are valid."

 

"What?" I asked, my eyes narrowing, "How in the hell can you say that?"

 

He turned his head towards the window peering outside of his truck, making sure no other cars or people were near where we were parked. He picked his next words carefully as he glanced back over at me. "I can say that because of what happened between you and me. Something I wanted us to forget, but neither one of us appears to be able to do. Your mother knows, Dani. She knew without me telling her. And I know without her telling me. It's just something that two people who are as close, and in love with one another as we are, knows intuitively. And she's not laying blame on either one of us because she understands the need. She suggested last night I spend some more one on one time with you." 

 

"That's how she worded it?" I asked stunned.

 

He nodded and remained silent.

 

I swallowed nervously. My palms were sweaty as I wiped them against my exposed thighs. I might've re-thought dashing out of the house still wearing my skimpy jean skirt and halter top had I known exactly what Jared was now saying to without actually using the words that still hung like a cloak in the space between us. 

 

"It's not a dream this time, Dani," he said softly, "It's you and me here and now, and it's real. And it's going to happen. You know that every bit as much as I know it and your mom knows it."

 

I couldn't believe the words he was saying, but my heart rate quickened, as I watched him unzip the fly of his jeans, and pull his thick cock out, stroking it slowly and steadily as he watched for my reaction.  "Come on little bitch, let's play our game," he murmured, his eyes locked on mine. "Put your hand on it. I promise, we won't do anything you're not comfortable doing."

 

And the way that he said those words to me for some reason made them true and I knew it and I felt the dampness in my panties reinforcing it.  I couldn't blame the alcohol this time, or the phantom dream. Neither of us was under the influence of anything but pure, sexual lust and need. 

 

My hand reached over, and gripped his hard shaft, and his hand immediately withdrew so that I could fully handle the velvety hardness of his cock. I felt my tongue dart out running across my bottom lip. I slowly stroked it, and heard Jared's sharp intake of breath as my fingers traveled upward to the crown, capturing the first bead of his clear precum, rubbing it gently into the soft skin of the head. 

 

"Ahh, yeah," he moaned, "go ahead baby, take it in that sweet, pouty mouth of yours. Taste it, if you'd like."

 

The choice was mine to make, and I knew with my pussy now weeping for his cock, there was no deliberation required. I scooted closer in my seat, and tucked my bare legs underneath me so I could lean over, and take his beautiful cock into my mouth. I licked the tip, capturing another droplet of his clear precum on my tongue. It was sweet, and I then took him fully into my mouth, hollowing my cheeks to accommodate this growing girth. And once I had settled him inside of my mouth, my tongue swirled around and around his swollen member, as my hands jacked him at the root until his moans grew louder. I moved my hands upward, allowing my mouth to capture the head at the crown, and then I began sucking his cock as if I was some starving fugitive seeking nourishment. 



"Uhh . . . fuck yeah baby, suck me just like that," Jared growled huskily. I felt a hand reach underneath my jean skirt, his fingers hastily traveled to my drenched crotch, and he pulled my silk thong to the side, so he could claim my pussy with his fingers.  "You are so fucking wet, Dani. See babe, see how this is meant to be?"

 

"Umm hmm," I mewled softly, my mouth still working his cock, as he plunged a finger into my wet and waiting pussy. "Ahh, yeah," I groaned, pumping my hips against his hand as he pushed another finger inside of me, while his thumb circled my engorged nub. 

 

"I'm not gonna last long, babe," he rasped. "I want you sitting on my dick when I blow my load."  He pulled himself from me and his left hand hit the release on the side of his seat, pushing it back as far as it would go. Before I even knew what was happening, his arms pulled me over from my seat, his hands lifting my jean skirt up to my waist. He other hand pushed my legs apart so that I was straddling him. Our lips were inches apart, and his mouth closed in on mine, his tongue plunging into my mouth, and our warm breath mingled seductively with hot passion and hungry need for one another.

 

It was a pure carnal lust boiling in our veins that took over. My mind was full of frenzied thoughts pushed to the back by my instinctive need to mate with this man. I'd never felt anything like it before.  Not with Chase, who'd been my first and only lover until now. 

 

Our lips still locked together, I felt Jared's calloused fingers push aside my panties, pulling his mouth from mine only long enough to brace my hips with his strong hands, and lower me down slowly onto his awaiting cock. My breath hitched as I felt his fullness deep inside my core. 

 

"Are you okay like this?" he asked. "I mean are you comfortable in this position, because I want to start fucking you now, Danielle."

 

I nodded, my eyes hooded with passion and desire to continue. "Wait," I whispered hoarsely, "A condom. I'm not using any birth control," I whimpered. 

 

"Not happening," he growled, his mouth once again capturing mine to silence any further discussion on the matter. I moaned against his lips, and his hands still braced my hips firmly as he moved me up and down on his cock, his hips bucking back and forth.  My body took over instinctively, pushing aside any thoughts other than getting in sync with his continued thrusting. I leaned into him more as I pivoted up and down on his cock, meeting him thrust for thrust. The tip of his cock was pushing against that sweet spot deep inside of me, and I arched my back a bit more to allow it to hit with more pressure as I moaned his name over and over again.

 

"Umm, that must be your spot," he whispered against my lips as he continued to plunge in and out of me with a perfectly matched rhythm to mine. "You like that, Dani?"

 

"God . . . yes," I moaned, "Oh, Jared, keep fucking me just like that," I whined, a thin film of perspiration coated our faces as we continued to devour one another with our mouths and our bodies. He rocked in and out of me, his masculine moaning and the scent of our sex bringing me so close to my orgasm I felt tears welling up because it felt just that perfect.

 

"You ready to come, baby?" he rasped, somehow knowing that I was. I couldn't even say the words, I was that far gone. "Okay, we're gonna do this together," he growled.  

 

And with that I felt the tingling of my nerves starting at my extremities and spreading like a slow flame burning through my body. Once it reached the apex of my core, I felt my body shake and pulsate as my orgasm released with such a burst of pleasure screams of ecstasy escaped me. My head fell backwards, and my chest heaved with energy that flowed from our bodies together. I felt Jared's cock throb over and over again as he released jets of warm cum into me with masculine groans of pleasure each time he shot another load.  

 

"Fuckk! Take it all babe. It's all yours," he rasped, his tongue tracing a hot trail over my exposed neck. I felt my skin goose bump and I shivered with pleasure as our orgasms wound down, leaving our breathing ragged and our faces dripping with perspiration. 

 

It took several minutes for our breathing to even, and my head dropped down against his shoulder as my panting subsided. I felt fulfilled in every sense of the word. And what was more, I didn't feel one iota of guilt about what had just taken place between us in his truck.  In a public park where anyone could've driven or jogged by and had a full view of the Triple X rated encounter which we both had just enjoyed.

 

His fingers ran through my sweaty tangled hair gently. "You okay?" he asked softly, his warm breath teasing my neck.

 

I pulled back, my eyes studying his face. "I'm more than okay, Jared," I assured him, "At the risk of sounding like a romance novel, I'm totally satisfied and fulfilled."

 

He gave me a warm smile, and gently kissed the tip of my nose. "You realize you're going to be dripping me for a while, don't you?" he teased.  I nodded and he lifted me gently off of him, and I could feel the remnants of his orgasm seeping down the inside of my thighs. He pushed my panty back into place, but I knew a shower and fresh clothing were in my immediate future as I crawled back over to the passenger seat.

 

"I'll see you at home I guess," I said as I opened the passenger side door."

 

"I'm right behind you," he said giving me another warm smile.  "I'm going to pick up some take out for our supper, so I'll be home by the time you're out of the shower.  I don't know about you, but I've worked up quite an appetite."

 

"Me too," I replied with a smile as I shut the door of his truck and headed towards my car. "Me too," I repeated as I climbed inside.  I wasn't sure how I'd feel around Mom this evening, but I was pretty sure guilt wouldn't be part of it.
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