
  
    [image: Vex]
  


  
    
      VEX

      DEVIL DADDIES MC, BOOK 4

    

    
      
        PEPPER NORTH

      

      
        
PHOTOGRAPHY BY EMMA JANE PHOTOGRAPHY


        
COVER MODEL DAN  G


      

    

    
      
        
          [image: With A Wink Publishing, LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Text copyright© 2026 Pepper North®

        All Rights Reserved

      

        

      
        Pepper North® is a registered trademark.

        All rights reserved.

      

        

      
        NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s [and publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE:

          

        

      

    

    
      The following story is completely fictional.  The characters are all over the age of 18 and as adults choose to live their lives in an age play environment.
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      She’d never liked darkness, even when at home where she knew she was safe. Here, the black shadows filling the unfamiliar space challenged her ability to withstand the panic looming inside her. Angel held on to her composure with the ragged nails on her usually immaculate fingers.

      She’d tested every side of the room in her search for an exit from this hellhole and found nothing other than a door that opened randomly to allow the light from the hallway to spill inside. Each time she cowered, expecting mistreatment. Each time she’d been correct, and her hopes of being rescued faded away.

      Could this get any worse?

      A growing ache in her abdomen answered that question. Angel had no idea how many days had passed since the Ravagers had taken her. The jerks had used the darkness to keep her from tracking whether it was day or night. Combined with their random visits to terrorize her with threats of what would happen to her if her father didn’t comply with their demands, Angel had completely lost track of time.

      The door slammed open, and she jumped and cowered back against the wall. The tattooed man that swaggered inside laughed mockingly at her automatic reaction before taunting her with the latest update.

      “Bad news, Ms. Daniels. Your beloved dad wants nothing to do with you. He’s not willing to pay your ransom. Sucks to be you, huh? I’m debating whether to kill you now or after I turn you over to my men for a bit of fun.”

      The apple of her father’s eye, Angel was confident her dad would never have sent that message. As terrified as she was by his threat of whatever his bikers would consider amusing, Angel tried not to let him see how much he scared her. Stiffening her back, she tried to pull her courage around her as a shield. She might have come from a rich family, but that didn’t mean everyone had always treated her well. Jealous girls had tormented her in school. Angel had learned to never let them see that their words got to her.

      “He’ll pay. You might want to check how loyal your people ferrying messages are. They might have brokered their own deal,” she suggested. Take that, asshole. Hopefully doubts about the hold he had over the Ravager crew would fester in his brain.

      “My men would never betray me,” Viper, the Ravager’s president, growled.

      “Okay. Just letting you know I’m his only daughter. If you really haven’t heard from him, something’s wrong.” Angel crossed her fingers behind her back, hoping to plant additional doubt in the volatile motorcycle club leader’s mind. Each time she saw Viper, he reacted differently. Anticipating his reaction to anything was impossible.

      “Fucking bitch,” Viper said, storming from the room. “Lock her in again, Cyclone. This time, no water for two days.”

      The man who’d sporadically brought her food and drinks since she’d gotten there shouted down the hallway after the irate biker, “You got it, Viper.”

      As Cyclone closed the door, Angel called out, “Wait! I need some tampons. I don’t want to make a big mess in here for you to have to clean up.”

      The biker wasn’t quite as rough as the others in the Ravagers. He’d told Angel that Viper had assigned this duty to him to make sure she stayed alive because he had medical training. When she’d arrived, he’d gotten her a bucket to pee in.

      “Viper’s not going to approve those.”

      “I doubt he’s going to scrub the blood off the floor when I’m gone. Maybe you could think of some way to talk him into it?” Angel suggested. She was sure Viper would want to humiliate her. This was a perfectly embarrassing scenario for the MC president to use to his advantage.

      “I’ll talk to him. Later. You pissed him off too much.”

      Without another word, Cyclone slammed the door shut and locked it. Angel wrapped her arms around herself in the darkness, trying to comfort herself. If only Sammie was there with her. No, she wouldn’t want her stuffie in this awful place.

      Catching herself almost sticking her thumb in her mouth for the millionth time, Angel grabbed a fistful of her grubby designer T-shirt to tether her hand away from her face. She wouldn’t soothe herself by allowing her Little side to come out either. Who knew whether the Ravagers had installed night-vision cameras in the room with her? Viper probably got off on watching her.

      Two days had to have passed when Cyclone returned, for her cramps that always accompanied the heaviest days of her cycle had ended. Trapped in the darkness with nothing to use for her period, Angel had wadded her skimpy underwear up between her legs. If only she’d had on the granny panties she usually did during her period. Unfortunately, she’d been wearing a thong when taken. That skimpy material had soon become saturated. She’d tried to rip the bottom of her jeans or shirt off to use as a pad. Everything resisted tearing. She couldn’t do anything about the mess. All hope that she’d survive this ordeal evaporated as she lost the last shreds of her dignity.

      “He wants to see you,” Cyclone told her.

      The biker hauled her to her feet and dragged her to the door. Once out in the hallway, his sneering expression softened as he stared at her lower half. Shuddering inside, Angel followed the path of his gaze and winced. Her crotch and down the inside of her jeans were saturated with dark blood.

      She died inside of embarrassment as Cyclone manhandled her through the hallways past leering men who catcalled comments on her condition. When Angel finally stood in front of Viper, the jerk laughed with gusto as if her menstrual cycle was the best joke ever made. He pulled out his camera and took a picture of her shrinking body.

      “Stand up, rich bitch!” he demanded.

      Cyclone shook her arm and yanked her elbow higher, forcing her to straighten. Viper snapped another shot before yelling at Cyclone to turn her around for a rear view. She had no doubt he’d captured more degrading photos.

      “Not too appealing now, are you, Angel? I bet your rich friends wouldn’t recognize you. Maybe I should drop you off in the center of that fancy shopping area you like to visit? That would change everyone’s mind about how special you are. Just a stank bitch.”

      Angel didn’t answer. She kept her hopes from jumping sky-high at the possibility that he’d release her. Even the Zona Blanca, with its elitist clientele and the social media shaming that would follow any photos people posted if she was dropped off there like this, would be better than staying trapped here. Socialites wouldn’t kill her—at least not if they had to actually touch her in this condition.

      When she didn’t answer, he got in her face, glaring at her with hatred. The violence etched in his features petrified her. What had she or her family done to deserve this? Her dad was an astute businessman, but Angel wasn’t aware of anyone he’d deliberately taken advantage of or mistreated. Bert Daniels approached everyone with immaculate manners.

      When she didn’t react, Viper snarled, “Lock the nasty bitch in her room. I don’t want her mess to attract any vermin here. Give her some pads. Don’t let her waste supplies. Make her beg for each one.”

      Cyclone nodded and pulled Angel from the room. She kept her face turned toward the floor as she returned through the gauntlet of jeers. She didn’t want anyone to see the tears filling her eyes. They didn’t deserve the satisfaction.

      This time, she welcomed the darkness when he locked her inside. She felt her way to the corner and sat down with her back against the wall. Dropping her head on her knees, she cried silent sobs of humiliation and despair. Maybe her father wouldn’t save her after all.

      Whenever Cyclone returned to her room, Angel pushed away from the wall and knelt in the ring of light from the open door. She deliberately used the word Viper had demanded. “Please. Please let me have a pad, Cyclone. I’m begging you on my knees.”

      “Here. Let me know if you need more,” he told her in a strangely tight voice as he thrust a filled sack at her.

      “You brought me several?” she asked in disbelief as she accepted the stuffed bag.

      “Tell me when you’re out,” he said and slammed the door shut. Something or someone had changed his mind.
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        * * *

      

      Time passed slowly. Angel tried everything she could imagine to occupy her mind. She ran multiplication tables in her head, recited the capitals of the states, plotted out fantasy vacations in her mind, and made a grocery list of the foods she planned on eating when she got out of there and tried to never think about anything to drink.

      When Cyclone came to visit next, his attitude toward her had changed. He left water and food for her to eat. His earlier habit of tossing half on the ground for her to salvage from the dirt vanished. Angel hoped she might have an ally to help her escape.

      A loud commotion shook Angel from drowsing in her corner. Listening intently, she pinpointed the location to be coming from the right. Cursing herself for not memorizing the hallways when they’d paraded her through the building, Angel ran to the door, straining to hear better. Violent shouts resounded from both directions.

      “Razor!” an urgent voice yelled from nearby. Almost silent thuds followed metallic pings as cursing filled the hallway.

      Are those bullets? Angel raced from the door and flattened herself in the far corner.

      She sniffed, smelling a burning scent. Something was on fire. Please don’t let me be burned alive in this hellhole. Angel wrapped her arms around herself and tried to think. She’d never found a way to get out. If the fire reached the door, she would die.

      “Hey! Woman who’s kidnapped. Help me find you. Where are you?”

      The man’s shouts pulled her from the corner. Angel yelled, but her voice was weak from a lack of water and use. She pounded on the door with all her might. If she broke the bones in her hand, the injury wouldn’t matter if she died.

      “Stand back,” the man called.

      She scurried to the other side of the room as quickly as possible. Almost instantly, the door flew open. Her gaze fixed on the bearded man who had broken the lock on her door. A leather vest. He was a biker, but the patch was different. Not a Ravager. Without taking time to read the name, she glanced back at his face. The expression of relief on his face morphed to totally pissed off as he scanned her. He shook his head, pushing the anger from his expression.

      “I bet you’d like to get out of here.” He ran forward to scoop her up in his arms. “Consider me your knight in shining armor. Hold your breath. It’s smoky in the hallway.”

      The haze burned her eyes. Angel buried her head into the leather vest that stretched over his broad chest. Gratitude filled her heart. He’d gotten her out of that room. Even if she died in a spray of bullets or the fire, she wasn’t in that goddamn room.

      Her rescuer juggled her in his arms. Her ears rang as a close-range gunshot sounded below her. She clamped her teeth together to stop from screaming as a man tumbled to the ground ahead of them. The green patch told her that a Ravager had lain in wait in the smoky corridor to kill them. Her heart pounded as if it would explode at any minute.

      “Almost there.”

      When they burst out of the door, guns pointed at her from all the bikers waiting on their bikes. She shrank against the man holding her as she frantically checked that the Ravagers hadn’t followed them out of the doorway.

      “Go, go, go,” her rescuer yelled hoarsely. His voice roughened from the smoke as he raced for the last riderless bike.

      “Hold on the best you can,” the biker told her as he slid a leg over the bike and sat her in front of him. She’d never be strong enough to hold on behind him. His arms formed a cage around her before he started the engine and gunned the bike.
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      The blonde in front of him hadn’t weighed a hundred pounds. Vex pushed his anger into a box in his head. He’d deal with the people who had tortured her later. Right now, he needed to keep her safe, and all hell was breaking out.

      “Lean the same way I do,” he coached. Without asking, Vex knew from her rigid posture that she’d never been on a bike. He curved his body around her, trying to block the wind from the petite woman. Wrapping his left hand around her waist, he erased any space between them.

      When she scooted away, he tightened his grip. Vex growled. Most of his words would be distorted by the wind. “Stay there or I’m going to spank your ass when we’re safe.”

      In response, he heard “Filthy.”

      “We’ll deal with that when we’re safe. The only thing that matters is that you’re out of there.”

      She nodded so vigorously that her head struck his chin. Her gasp of pain went straight to his heart and erased any discomfort he felt. She stiffened against him and tried to put some distance between them again. His hand splayed across her stomach, tethering her in place.

      “You’re fine. Your place is here.”

      Behind him, the rumble of many bikes gained strength. Vex checked his rearview mirror and spotted the first motorcycles racing over the hill behind him. He returned his hand to the handlebars and shifted to boost his speed.

      The Devil Daddies’ bikes had pulled slightly away from him. Vex cursed and forced himself to shut up when she cowered away. He could only go so fast. She was balanced too precariously on the bike and didn’t have a good grip on him. The Ravagers would be on his ass in a few moments.

      Hellcat dropped back and nodded to Vex. The other biker fell in behind them to deal with the Ravagers. Vex continued to push as hard as he dared. The woman trembled against him. She was terrified and probably cold. As soon as they were safe, he’d be able to take care of her.

      “Hold on sweetheart, if you can,” he urged.

      She glided her hands to his thighs and squeezed her fingers underneath his legs, clinging to his jeans. Her fingernails tightened into his skin on the next turn, biting into the heavy denim, but she was more stable.

      “Good girl,” he praised her and barely caught himself from kissing the top of her head. Idiot! She didn’t need him creeping on her from behind.

      Vex didn’t understand what was churning inside his brain. She was filthy and smelled strongly despite the wind blowing most of the odor away. Skin and bones, she was the exact opposite of every other woman he’d pursued and fucked. He loved full curves that flowed against him. She had none. The evidence she’d been so poorly treated pissed Vex off to a degree he didn’t understand. From somewhere deep inside him came a driving need to care for her.

      A bullet whizzed from behind, and he hunched closer over the handlebars. Angel’s fingers tightened on his legs.

      “Please don’t let them get me,” she begged hoarsely.

      “That’s not going to happen, Little girl. You’re protected by the Devil Daddies MC now. They’d have to kill me to capture you again. Hold on.”

      The cars in front slowed down for a red light. Vex reduced his speed but didn’t stop. He tightened his grip on the handlebars and chose a path, driving on the dotted white lines between the lanes. Scanning the vehicles, he waited for a driver in a car to panic or for someone to be an asshole. Sure enough, a car’s length ahead, a driver pulled over to block the Devil Daddies’ Enforcer, Wraith, who led the group, carrying Razor to safety. Thankfully, Wraith could dodge and weave through another way.

      Vex could feel the Ravagers getting closer. In this tight space, he didn’t dare take his eyes off the road obstacle course in front of him. While he’d risk a higher speed alone, with the injured woman on the bike, any swerve to the side or sudden braking motion would likely unseat her. He couldn’t risk that.

      Finally, the Devil Daddies reached the intersection and turned onto the access road that led to Inferno. Cycles flooded out of the popular restaurant and bar’s parking lot to snarl the traffic as they got close. He would thank each one of his bike brothers for racing out into danger.

      He glanced over his shoulder to see the Devil Daddies’ welcoming party had stopped the Ravagers in their tracks. Vex continued toward the compound. The rest of the MC would protect his back.

      Wraith pulled over to let Razor off at his driveway. His Little girl, Honey, danced with excitement and relief to see him. They’d gone through a lot, but Honey had returned. Vex pulled into his driveway a couple of cabins down as he guessed Razor wouldn’t let her leave again.

      Cautiously, Vex supported his passenger as he set the kickstand and switched off the bike. Standing, he dismounted and scooped her up into his arms. He turned to see Hellcat in the driveway behind him.

      “Good driving, Hellcat. Thanks for protecting my back. I owe you one,” Vex said. “I’ll owe you too, Razor, if you’ll come check her out.”

      “I’m okay.” The woman’s faint voice didn’t convince Vex or anyone else, as Vex noted their expressions. “Water?”

      “Yeah, Little girl. We’ll get you something to drink,” Vex promised.

      “Vex? Is she staying with you?” Razor asked.

      “Yes.” He’d never been more confident of anything in his life. He needed to take care of this woman. She met his gaze with a silent message of thankfulness. Vex squeezed her closer and forced himself to look at Razor.

      Razor didn’t argue. He focused on his newest patient. “Carry her inside your cabin, Vex. Set her on the kitchen table. Wraith, grab a bottle of water.”

      Vex rotated to follow the doctor’s instructions, leading the way through the front door to the open kitchen. As he sat her on the table, Fury, a Devil Daddies brother, entered quickly with Razor’s bag.

      Before diving in for his tools, Razor said, “Let’s see if she needs to go to the hospital.”

      “No!” the woman begged hoarsely before coughing.

      Vex concentrated on the young woman but could see from the corner of his eye that the other men exchanged looks. Something was up.

      “I’ve got you. You’re safe. Let Razor check you out,” Vex told her. He ran his hands up and down her arms to soothe her.

      “O… okay,” she whispered.

      When Wraith nudged him, Vex turned to see Wraith holding a bottle of water.

      “Here’s some water. Drink,” Vex spoke quietly to her as Wraith handed her the open bottle.

      Vex scowled when she guzzled the liquid so fast she choked. He reached out to adjust the bottle to a lesser angle to slow the flow. “Easy. You’re in a good place. We’ll get more. Tell me your name.”

      “Angel.”

      “Hi, Angel. I’m Vex. This guy is Razor. He’s our motorcycle club’s doctor. That’s Fury and Wraith. Everyone is leaving except for Razor,” he announced.

      Fury and Wraith didn’t need a second hint. They nodded at Angel and headed for the door, then closed it quietly behind them. Razor stepped closer. He waited for her to focus on him.

      “I was there as well. At the Ravagers. They’d told me Viper was holding a woman,” Razor told her calmly. “Vex volunteered to search for you. I’m glad to see you’re safe too.”

      Angel glanced at Vex and smiled. “Thank you.”

      Unsure of what to say, Vex nodded. “I’m glad I was there,” he finally told her.

      “Me, too.” Angel took another long drink of water before looking at Razor. “Are you an actual doctor?”

      “I am a medical doctor and a psychologist. I’m going to check you today for any medical issues. But I know the mental warfare the Ravagers used on me. If you need help working through any injuries here—” he tapped his brain before continuing, “—I’m glad to help with those as well.”

      “I’m…. I’m okay.” She stumbled in reassuring him.

      “If that changes,” Razor said, meeting her gaze directly.

      “Okay,” Angel whispered.

      “Good. What hurts?”

      Angel shrugged.

      “Everything, huh? I’m going to need to check you for injuries, but we need to get you cleaned up. Let me listen to your heart and lungs to check for the most vital health conditions.”

      Razor quickly conducted a brief exam as Vex hovered protectively at her side. Vex wanted to do more but trusted Razor to make sure nothing urgent was amiss with Angel. “You’re alive, free, and hopefully free of anything majorly wrong. If nothing appears when you shower, Vex will help you focus on rest, good nutrition, and recovering.”

      He turned to Vex. “Help her under the spray. She’s too off-balance to stand on her own in the stall.”

      “I’ll make sure she’s okay,” Vex promised and put his arm around Angel’s waist. When she leaned into his touch, his anger flared back to full force, and he dragged it back under control to avoid scaring her. How could anyone mistreat her?

      “Do you need pads or tampons?” Razor asked.

      “No. It’s finished. I… I don’t know if this will come out.” She waved a hand at her jeans.

      “Those are going into a bonfire,” Vex said. “I’ll get you some clothes.”

      “I can pay you back,” Angel said quickly. “Well, when I get in touch with my family.”

      “That won’t happen.” When she appeared concerned, Vex added, “The money part. Not the parent part.”

      “Would you rather sleep in a nightshirt or a pair of sweats and a T-shirt?” Razor asked.

      “Pants,” she blurted.

      Vex grabbed his phone and put out a call for small sweatpants. His would tumble off her small frame. She’d wear one of his shirts for now.

      “Rest is most important for the next couple of days,” Razor told Vex.

      “Got it. I’ll call if there’s anything urgent.” Vex assured him. “Go let Honey see you’re okay.”

      Razor turned and hobbled to the door with his medical bag. He stopped to meet Angel’s gaze directly and said, “You’re safer here than you’ve ever been in your life.”

      She nodded and leaned against Vex. Her quiet acceptance made Vex’s heart ache. I’ve got this bad.

      When the door clicked behind Razor, Vex brushed Angel’s hair from her face. “How about a shampoo and shower?”

      “That sounds unbelievably amazing.” Angel pushed herself off the table and almost toppled to the floor. As Vex stabilized her, she glanced up at him to ask, “How am I going to do this?”

      “Come on, Little girl. I’ve got you.” He picked her up and carried her through his bedroom to the large, spacious bathroom. Her delicate body felt like skin and bones against him. When she relaxed against him, Vex savored her trust. She’d have to let him assist her. Angel simply wasn’t stable enough on her own.

      Setting her bottom gently on the vanity, he waited until she was steady before gripping the granite top on each side of her. “I’m going to help you, Angel. I want you to know that keeping you safe is my priority.”

      Her cheeks blushed an adorable rosy hue as she studied the front of his T-shirt. “I’m sorry you have to see me.”

      “I’m not.”

      She glanced up in surprise. “You’re not sorry you have to see me?”

      “You want me to be honest with you, right?”

      “Yes—please.”

      Her hesitation before tacking on politeness made the corners of his mouth twitch upward. She had grown up in a more genteel family than his. “Something inside me tells me to pay attention to you. That you’re important. I think you’re my Little girl. Do you know what that is?”

      “Little girl. Like the stories?”

      “I’m not surprised that books with Littles and Daddies exist. Have you read a lot?” he asked.

      She nodded and turned redder.

      “I’m glad. Maybe we can enjoy one together later. I’m going to get you cleaned up like a Daddy would help his Little girl who’s hurt. Okay?”

      “Thank you.”

      Vex shucked off his boots and socks before reaching over his head to tug off his T-shirt. Her sharp inhale made him grin. “I’m glad you like what you see, Little girl. Come on. Let’s get these clothes off you. I vote we burn them.”

      She nodded and smiled slightly for the first time.

      Vex removed her socks and shoes before pulling her grimy shirt away. The ragged bottom made him guess she’d tried to tear it. He left her bra on for the moment and unfastened her jeans. The stiff and stained material pissed him off.

      Angel shrank from him.

      “Sorry, baby. My face always gives me away in a bar fight too, before I explode and kick someone’s ass. I’m not angry with you. I wish I’d taken out more Ravagers today.”

      Her hand smoothed over the wrinkles in his forehead, drawing her attention back to him. Her cold fingers trembled slightly as she soothed him. Marveling at her sweetness, Vex turned his head to press a kiss against her fingers.

      “Thanks for the reminder, sweet girl. We’re going to focus on now, right?”

      She nodded, and her faint smile returned.

      Vex stood her up and pushed down the soiled jeans. She wasn’t wearing panties. He understood immediately she’d used them as a pad and guessed she’d attempted to rip her shirt for the same purpose. Controlling the burst of anger that flared inside him was hard. His red hair was a good warning sign of the natural combustibility that had gotten him into a lot of trouble during his youth.

      Lifting her out of the heavy material, he carried her to the large walk-in shower. He’d leave his pants on to avoid scaring her. After setting her on her feet and wrapping an arm around Angel’s waist to support her, Vex turned on the water to warm. “I bet this will feel good to get off,” he commented as he unfastened her bra and tossed it.

      Her faint sigh of relief barely reached his ears over the rushing liquid.

      “Let’s walk into the water, Angel. Is that too hot?”

      She wobbled forward with his assistance and lifted her face into the spray. When she leaned out of the flow to breathe, her smile lit up the room.

      “Feels good, doesn’t it? I bet clean will be even better.” After helping her turn to get her skin wet, Vex supported her with one arm as he reached for his usual bodywash. He smoothed the liquid soap over her shoulders, rubbing her skin gently. She arched her spine like a cat loving pets and leaned into his touch.

      When he leaned over to wash the back of her legs and butt, she jolted forward into the spray. Vex tightened his arm around her to hold her in a safe place. “Whoa, Angel. You’re okay.” He cleaned her quickly but completely, gritting his teeth at the condition she was in.

      Her frame was reed thin. How ever many days she’d spent in that room had transformed what he guessed had been her fashionable trim shape to gauntness. Turning her to face him, Vex then cleaned her feet and legs first.

      Angel sagged more against him. Her energy definitely dropped with each passing minute. Vex washed her arms and torso, pretending he didn’t notice her small, upturned nipples and that her blonde hair was natural.

      He needed to wash her hair, but she was almost deadweight against his supporting arm. He guessed she was out of gas. After grabbing his shampoo from the rack, Vex scooped her up and sat down cross-legged on the tiled floor. He helped her lean forward into the spray to wet her hair.

      Sitting up, he rounded his torso to hold her as he had while on the bike. He poured a good amount of shampoo on her hair and smoothed the lather through her tresses. Rubbing his fingers over her scalp, Vex focused on removing the grime with the suds. Her sweet moans of pleasure at his treatment went straight to his crotch despite his best efforts to control his burgeoning erection.

      Finally, he helped her rinse away the grime. Her hair was not only blonde but a beautiful sun-kissed, almost white shade. His baby liked to be outside.

      He smiled at that thought as he lifted them both to their feet and turned off the water. Grabbing a towel from the hooks at the far end of the stall, he wrapped Angel in the thick cloth. Before snagging the other for himself, he considered the pool of water beneath him.

      His soaked jeans had to weigh eight pounds. He’d slog water everywhere if he walked into the bedroom with those on. Quickly, Vex stripped off his pants, hoping she wouldn’t notice his stiff cock tenting his boxer briefs as he covered himself with a towel around his waist.

      Angel nestled on his chest with her eyes closed. He scooped her up in his arms and carried her into his bedroom. She needed to eat but was already ninety percent asleep. Rest would have to come first.

      He pulled a clean T-shirt from a drawer and threw back the covers on his bed. He’d changed the sheets two days ago. They’d have to do. A slight snore came from her lips as he laid her on the bed. Vex decided not to wake her by putting on the shirt but simply spread the covers over her slight form.

      Standing by the bed, he watched her sleep. Her face contorted, reflecting whatever she was dreaming. When she cringed from an imaginary threat, he whispered, “Rest, Little girl. I’m here to make sure you’re safe.”

      Her hand sneaked out from under the covers and curled around his lower thigh. Contact with him seemed to calm her. Vex waited until she dozed easily and then eased away. The moment her fingers slipped from his skin, her reaction to nightmares reignited.

      Vex juggled maintaining a touch with her skin as he got ready to join her. After roughly rubbing the water from his skin and taking off his wet underwear, he wrestled with the decision between leaving her to grab clothes or being naked. Unwilling to upset her by losing contact, Vex climbed in beside her. She curled against him with a contented sigh. Vex wrapped his arms around her and held her as she tumbled into a restorative sleep.
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