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  Chapter 1




  They say the journey is just beginning. But I think a long very harsh one is officially ending today.




   




  It's Saturday in February. Michael has been out of office for nearly a year and a father with another woman for a couple months more than that.




   




  Today is finally our day. Our wedding day. Me and the gorgeous billionaire ex-president. He's a hero to so many and I couldn't be prouder of him.




   




  So many poor and working people benefitted from everything he did. It cost him his office and his public reputation. Especially among the super rich circles he used to run in.




   




  I started scrapbooking right when we got our place in Long Beach last April. I took pictures from the internet and my phone and had them sent over to the local WalMart.




   




  Turned them into actual pictures.




   




  I guess I needed a hobby.




   




  Michael was adament. No work for me. I don't dare defy him.




   




  One thing I've learned is he doesn't like to be ignored. He loves to be in charge. I never saw that side of him except for a couple times when we had sex. He took over and got pretty nasty.




   




  It scared me at first, but I knew I just needed to get used to it.




   




  When we became a couple living together after he got booted from office, he surprised me by how much he wanted to be together.




   




  I ask him why no work and he says he is a billionaire and will provide. Just give him time. When I ask him why he can't get his hands on all the money, he gets defensive. Not pissed. But sort of pouty.




   




  He's got this vulnerable side that I love because I feel like I can support him when he's like that. I love him so much. I don't have any complaints.




   




  After all, no relationship is perfect. I don't care about anything to do with the money and power. I never felt safe the whole time we were carrying on our affair when he was the President.




   




  When we got back to California, things became so much more normal.




   




  Michael loves my family including the person I am closest with, my dad Dimitri. They really like each other.




   




  Makes sense. Michael pardoned dad from his murder conviction before he left office. A few months later dad surprised me in Northeast LA at a house Michael was planning to fix up.




   




  I hadn't seen him in years.




   




  I have all kinds of pictures since then. Dad and I see each other every day. We get each other. He'll be giving me away today. Mom is also going to be here. It will be the first time they've seen each other in years I think.




   




  Christy isn't coming. There's so much she says I don't know about dad. Of course I know the biggest things. Not just the murder. Christy helped send him away. I know it and she doesn't try to hide it.




   




  She jumped right on the sexual abuse craze. He never got charged, but it destroyed him in front of the Judge .




   




  I am no lawyer, but I can read internet sites. They kept trying to plead down to a lesser charge on the murder and the Judge kept rejecting it. Christy got to the Judge's ear. I know it.




   




  I think she did it to stick it to me. Same reason she stole Nick. My first real boyfriend.




   




  What's weird is when I talk to Dad, he isn't bitter. I think they've even talked a few times. They were never close so their relationship now makes sense.




   




  I was always daddy's favorite.




   




  I look out the window of our little second floor apartment in Long Beach and catch dad driving up. He's got himself a really nice car. Like a Volkswagen Eos. It's a hard top convertible. I looked it up. It's thirty plus thousand dollars.




   




  He's got a lot of friends. Lots of people who supported him. They thought what he did was ok because of who he did it too. I assume they are taking care of him. He's now doing consulting in corporate security. The old spy knows a lot of stuff. So he might be making good money there.




   




  He looks up at the window as soon as he closes the door. He waves at me and smiles.




   




  I hurry over to the mirror and check my hair. I'll just throw the dress on with some sandals and dad will get me to the beach.




   




  I never thought this would happen to me. I am marrying one of the most eligible bachelors in the world, on a perfect day with the sun going down on my favorite beach of all time.




   




  It's perfect. My life's dream is happening and with a man I adore.




   




  I can't wait to take care of him and be by his side for the greatest comeback in history.




   




  ...




   




  “Hey!”




   




  I don't even wait for the knock on the door.




   




  “I love you D!”




   




  I say it every time I great my dad.




   




  He's looking like the handsomest fifty year-old man in the world and he smells great too. I don't want to let him go. It couldn't be more amazing having him here today.




   




  “It wouldn't be the same without you,” I whisper into his ear while he grabs me extra tight.




   




  “Oh my beautiful little Josie. This is such a gift. Michael is the perfect man and he has lucked into the most beautiful and kind woman. It's my honor,” he whispers into my ear right back.




   




  I slowly release my head from dad's shoulder and keep my arm wrapped around him.




   




  “Hey you shaved?! I like it,” I say as we walk side by side to the living room. I am wearing a fluffy cloth white bathroom Mr. Petroff, my last boss at the White House gave me when I left Washington. It was from the old stock and even has the Presidental seal on the front left.




   




  It's basically all I have left from the whole experience except for Michael. Definitely no money.




   




  The robe and memories.




   




  I get emotional thinking of the hardship of finding Michael, falling in love for real, and waiting all that time for us to finally be together.




   




  Some parts of it I love to think about because it inspires me. Some I don't because it makes me scared. Lots of strange things happened during those times.




   




  My mind drifts back to the experience often.




   




  Like right now. When I really wish it wouldn't. But it left such a mark.




   




  I was going to say the same to you,” dad zings me back and brings me back to the present. “Great advice for any woman on her wedding day: always lose the mustache.”




   




  “Ha, ha, ha,” I say sarcastically and release dad so he can sit down on our little worn down hide-a-bed couch. “So what do you think?”




   




  I twirl and turn to the side giving a cheeky smile and a wink.




   




  “I think you need to work on your moves,” dad says.




   




  “No!” I do a fake pissed off voice. “I mean, my hair. I had it done. Paid a bunch of money too. Michael insisted.”




   




  “Beautiful,” dad says smiling widely and even looking like he might be fighting back tears.




   




  “D, what's the matter?”




   




  “Oh so many things little one. Excitement, sadness.” he says seeming more somber and serious.




   




  “Why are you sad? Christy?” I ask.




   




  “No. We talk. That's more than I ever thought we would,” he said as he stands up and turns away from to peer out the same window I used when he drove up.




   




  For a minute we are silent.




   




  “How could you not be bitter?” I ask. “That's one of those accusations that sticks with someone for life.”




   




  I don't want to tell him but I've had at least three people call and ask me if Dimitri was coming. When they found out that he'd be giving me away, they told me they wouldn't be attending. They didn't try to conceal their reasons. One of them was probably my oldest friend Kayla. Should I say former friend.




   




  D is still looking out the window and there is concern I can see across his face.




   




  “Everything ok D?” I ask.




   




  I've never seen him like this. I am always the number one person in the room. He's like that with everyone. The single most charming man I know. Sorry Michael.




   




  “Would it be ok if I changed our plans and met you out at the beach?” he asks with a definite sped up tone to his voice.




   




  It's weird because we planned for the last couple weeks since the day Michael proposed that we'd show up together. But I am not one of those girls who has to have everything her way.




   




  He takes his hand off the window pane and turns to look at me. He knows I can't say no to him when he makes eye contact with me like that. They are deeper and darker than my ex-lover Truman. They are a lot alike. The only two guys I've ever been close with who have that powerful military guy solidness and discipline.




   




  I really fall into thinking about the past a lot. Even today. Truman, all the loneliness, and of course Michael's blatant womanizing. They play in my mind regularly like a reel.




   




  “Whatever works for you D. I think Michael was fine with driving me. But what if he can't?” I ask. “I am not going to be stranded out here in the grubby outskirts of Long Beach?”




   




  “Well I know Michael will do it. If he won't, I”ll get someone else to pick you up. No worries my love,” dad says assuredly.




   




  I am surprised, but I am not into making issues about small shit. He'll be there. That's all that counts.




   




  “Sure.” I say, painting on a smile that's phony for how I feel. “Just be there for the main event.”




   




  He gives me a quick kiss and he heads rapidly for the door. It's obvious he is preoccupied with something. I watch out the window after he leaves.




   




  Dimitri is slowly running to the car. He hops in and peels out past parked cars and out onto the street at a dangerous speed.




   




  I am going to block it out of my mind. That's a skill that's saved me the last three years and I am damn good at it.




   




  I am going to find out why D took off like he did. He didn't look at his phone. He either saw something out in that lot or something occurred to him in the moment.




   




  I am going to be asking questions about things. From here on out. That includes Michael.




   




  But just not today. I am going let it be and enjoy my day.




  

  Chapter 2




  “Don't you know...” I say breathing heavily.




   




  “I know. I know. Bad luck,” Michael is laughing as he pushes himself back inside me faster than I can ever remember.




   




  “Oh shit. Fuck me. Michael. Jeesh,”




   




  I can smell the beach on his neck. I am pinned in the corner of our tiny kitchen right next to the sink.




   




  “Fuck I am really hot. Hold on,” I say.




   




  “I'll help you. What can I do.”




   




  It's obvious he's not going to quit banging me with his amazing huge dick.




   




  My legs are together and I am leaning back, my elbows on the counter top. My feet are barely touching the ground and pop off the ground when he's fully inside me.




   




  “God this feels so good. My new favorite. My pussy is so wet and aching. I thought about you all day. Oh Michael.”




   




  He's rubbing his tongue on my neck by my ear and his thrusts are as much up as they are in.




   




  “Fuck Jos. It's been almost two days.”




   




  He's out of breath just like he's putting everything he has into it. He's clearly missed me just as much as I have missed him.




   




  Ever since we left Washington, we do it at least three times a day. And it's never gotten old or boring.




   




  Now we went two days and I bet I masturbated five times just in the last day.




   




  My robe was up inside ten seconds when he walked in the door. We both knew it when we saw each other.




   




  We can skip the wedding and go right to the honeymoon as far as I am concerned.




   




  My back is grinding against the corner of the counter and the swinging cabinet beneath me is pushing back and forth as my legs bounce against it. The hinge must need some oil because it makes a repeating creaking sound.




   




  I am holding back a laugh listening to it.




   




  “Josie, I couldn't stop thinking about your perfect tight body and smooth sweet pussy.”




   




  He grabs me around the waist as he finally pulls out. He lays my sweaty ass on the kitchen cupboard and gently moves my knees apart. He stares at my wide open bald pussy and smiles.




   




  “Just dive in. I love how you do that. I feel like I want to come right now you excite me so much,” I say with a dirty edge in my voice.




   




  “Put your fingers in there,” I want to see your pussy contract in an orgasm.




   




  As I start doing as I am commanded, Michael steps back and releases the french cuffs on his bright white shirt. He's still staring at my wide open pussy while I rub my clit. I don't even see him blink.




   




  “I want you to put a finger in there, then pull it out and show me how wet you are,” he demands.




   




  I love it when he tells me what he wants and what to do when we're making love. I love it even more when we are fucking like crazy dirty desperate lovers.




   




  For us, they are one in the same. Our love making is the best of everything, combining all the pleasures I've experienced in the past.




   




  I do two fingers right away, but I've been practicing for him. I know he loves to see me do this and then squirt when I see his gorgeous chest and abs rippling in front of me.




   




  He's slowly removing his white tank top undershirt. The way his muscles change shape with every slight movement hypnotizes me. He teases me and while he does I push my finger in and begin to pump at my G spot.




   




  “My God Michael. Fuck me. Fuck me!”




   




  Instead he stands there and looks into my eyes while he pumps his massive member with his right hand.




   




  “I want to come all over you!” he yells as his knees bend slightly.




   




  I know he's going to blow.




   




  I jump down to the floor. This is going to mess up my hair but I don't care.




   




  I am on my knees and go to grab his rigid penis. He swats my hand away and at the same time puts his hands on his side.




   




  “I want you to use your tongue.”




   




  I smile at this new wrinkle he's never done to me before when blowing his cum.




   




  “Let me see those gorgeous big eyes,” he growls, “Awww, Ohh.”




   




  I open them wide and bat my eye lashes playfully right before he drops the biggest wad I have ever seen from him and floods my right eye and the front of my hair.




   




  I don't care. He always drops on my face now and I am always thrilled.




   




  We're so sexually perfect together.




   




  “Wow Michael. We need to take time off again. That was a sperm bath. You like?”




   




  “Yes. So much,” he says as he moves the quick drying cum out of my eye and around my cheek. Then he does something he's never done before in all our wild romps.




   




  He stoops down in a crouch and kisses me on the lips and on the cheek right where he just rubbed it in. It's driving me wild because when he makes contact with his lips, his cock gets rigid almost instantly.




   




  He wants me so much. He's such a fantasy lover. I want to go at it again.




   




  I watch him stand up and turn away toward the couch.




   




  His ass is so cute. It's athletic but perfectly round. I can't hold back any longer.




   




  I jump to my feet and lung forward and wrap my arms around his waste searching for his cock with my hands. It's still rock hard.




   




  But that's the second prize on sudden move of lust. I push my face into his ass and stick my tongue out licking right under his hole.




   




  “Holy shit. Josie Tomavichi,” he says. “We should schedule a wedding everyday. You are a wild one. Damn.”




   




  This is another first and when my tongue gets in there I a shocked by how much I love it. I love the feeling of his hairs on my tongue. I love the taste.




   




  I know there is nothing I won't do for this man.




   




  I am still on my knees but I look up hoping he'll be looking back at me.




   




  Instead I can see his hand and his phone in it.




   




  I keep licking and kissin his adorable buns but the mood is failing. I see his attention is elsewhere. The two men in my life I love most are both acting this way on my wedding day.




   




  I am stronger then this, but I am human.




   




  “I need a shower,” I say abruptly even though I am trying to sound mellow and cool with everything.




   




  I let go of his rock hard cock and use his waist to grab onto as I get to my feet.




   




  Instead of saying anything to stop me like I was hoping he would, he agrees.




   




  “Yeah, you better. You wild sexy little vixen you.”




   




  He says it so half-assed that it makes my heart sink. Plus he's staring at the screen on his phone.




   




  I behave like such a slut pleasuring him in ways I never imagined for any man and he's playing with his fucking text toy?




   




  I grab a glimpse.




   




  “Calermo. DT”




  

  Chapter 3




  “So what's that all about?” Michael said hiking up his pants over his silk boxer shorts.




   




  I am at the kitchen sink scrubbing away at at my face with a hand towel. I admit I am overdoing it with the pressure and scrub. I am talking like it's all good but my body language tells the truth.




   




  “You know. Fuck it. Fuck it Michael.”




   




  “What's that supposed to mean? “Fuck it”” Michael asks sounding more tired of things than he has a right to be.




   




  We argue, but we're together all the time most days. So that's normal for me. I have one big rule. I don't bring up any of the stuff that happened when he was President. It opens up too big a can of shit. Plus it rubs me raw. Thinking about him banging other women and then when I confronted him, he claims some sick Presidental privilege.




   




  It's not fair to him or me if I bring that stuff up now. He's been a choir boy since we got back to California. We had or fresh start. The one he said he wanted, he got.




   




  “Fuck it. Yeah Fuck it.”




   




  I pause. I am thinking it through but not too hard. It's coming out and why shouldn't it?




   




  “I get on my knees and do that. On this disgusting carpet with stains everywhere. It's our fucking wedding day. I look up with my tongue all over your ass and your checking messages.”




   




  “Jos. Don't be that girl. Don't make yourself into a problem. That's not you.”




   




  “Yeah I know I have always been the one that just sits there and takes it while you do whatever the fuck you please. A total doormat. That's one of my best qualities huh?”




   




  He has on his undershirt and he's putting together those French cuffs on his shirt. He's mesmerizing to look at. He's so stylish in these clothes.




   




  But he's not what he was. I was looking at the scrapbook. He's lost weight since I first met him. It all started right at the end of his run in office, and he never gained it back.




   




  He looks older too. He's got creases all over his face, especially the forehead. I know it was hard on him, being arrested and impeached, then his family telling him to stay away. Plus little Estella. Not being able to be with his daughter.




   




  So I stay away from the bad unless absolutely necessary.




   




  I am in the bathroom with a towel around me. It's now less than ninety minutes until the ceremony out at Crystal Cove on the beach in Orange County.




   




  My hair is sticky and crusty. I am ready to talke again.




   




  “Look you never answered me, which tells me everything I need to know. You probably can't dispute what I said. I am the smile and take whatever crap is dished out girl.”




   




  “Well, I didn't want to ruin the surprise. We aren't doing the wedding on a public park beach tonight. I lined us up a spot right on the coast. Crystal Cove Beach but with a house. We're spending the night there. The name you caught me looking at, he's my contact. Me and Dimitri we were going to let you know right before the ceremony.”




   




  My heart sinks. What an ass I made out of myself. He's being so sweet too. He isn't even acting out about me bringing up the past with my “always took it” and “doormat” stuff.




   




  He promised a new him when we left Washington and he's been true to it.




   




  I am ready to marry this man, but part of me wonders if I am mature enough to marry.




   




  I stood my ground. But I was just wrong.




   




  I push my head under the shower to rinse off the soap from my hair and quickly grab a towel.




   




  I hear the door slam.




   




  “Shit! Shit! Shit! Josie you ignorant bitch!” I yell at myself.




   




  Instead of acknowledging his act of kindness right away and letting him know I was sorry, I washed my hair. I acted like the typical high-maintenance rich bitch he probably remembers with his now ex-wife Sasha.




   




  I rush to the window overlooking the parking lot. The Ford Focus we brought up from San Diego is gone.




   




  I have no clue how I am going to get out to Crystal Cove.




   




  I text Michael an apology concluding with “I love you”. Than a second text right behind it reminding him I have no way out to the coast.




   




  After five minutes, I get no answer. Which means I am really screwed.




   




  I call D, but he isn't answering either.




   




  Shit. Still, it's weird. I am not near as worked up as I should.




   




  I guess it's me and ceremonies. I could give a shit deep down about them. I meant it when I said I wanted to just be with Michael doing things like we just did.




   




  He's that addicting.




   




  So I grab the bottle of Oakleaf Pinot wine from Walmart out of the fridge and take a huge long swallow. Oh. Gross. It's flat. Flatter than it normally is when you pick it up for about three bucks a bottle.




   




  The thing to do is put it back in the fridge and keep trying to get someone to pick my ass up. I take the bottle over to our grubby couch we actually took from the dumpster outside our building. It's musty and sweaty smelling even after we cleaned it. We still shoot it with the Fabreeze every day.




   




  I think I lived better back with my overnight stays at Dax' place back in San Diego. At least he had decent furniture.




   




  I know Michael is trying and I don't think about anything like furniture except when I am alone. I mean I married a billionaire, but we have no money.




   




  Plus I am marrying the guy but I haven't gotten around to asking him why we're broke and why can't he get his hands on even a little of it?




   




  I must be insane.




   




  Less than an hour. Good thing this is one tiny wedding. We'll probably have less than twenty people there altogether.




   




  They can wait.




   




  I am going to sit and feel like shit about everything. Do some feeling sorry for myself.




   




  That old cycle hasn't changed. I wonder if I have depression?




   




  Last week, I got a message from Misty, my old roommate in DC. It was email. A really long email. She brought up all this shit I am thinking. “Why no money?” “Why isn't Michael in prison?” “I'll bet you haven't asked him?” “I'll bet you haven't asked him about Nick.”




   




  She was right on all counts. I didn't even email her back.




   




  At least she wished me well on the marriage. I know she thinks it is a bad idea I am any where near Michael, let alone marrying him.




   




  She thinks Michael killed her brother. So it's hard to blame her.




   




  Screw it. I am getting drunk. I am mellowing fast on this wine. I pull a “pop hits” play list off my Spotify account online and settle back to forget the world.




   




  If they don't come pick me up, whose fault is that?




   




  Now I am fighting back tears. My God. What is wrong with me? I've never been such an emotional little girl like this.




   




  I thought I was tougher? I thought once I got Michael and his love with no obstacles in our way, life would take care of itself.




   




  Lust. Could it be that and not love? I never thought about the difference until just his moment.




   




  Now I am really crying. I am so scared.




   




  I hear a knock on the door. Probably next door or across the hall one door over. I pull the comforter off the end of the couch and cover my body. I put my hands down and loosen the tie on my robe.




   




  “Oh my god. No way!”, I think to myself as the unmistakable voice blows through my door like it isn't there.




   




  “I am sorry, I thought it was two fifteen, not two twelve. But thank you.” comes the voice that sounds different than it did when I last heard it over three years ago.




   




  I hurriedly pull the robe back over my body and fasten it at the waist. I shed the comforter to the floor and hop to my feet.




   




  Strangely, I am wanting this reunion.




   




  If you had asked me ten minutes ago or anytime prior to that, I would have laughed at the idea.




   




  But then again, timing and an ability to change my mind was always Dax' strong suit.




  

  Chapter 4




  “Then I quit dealing and got myself cleaned up. Found out right away that I had a knack for selling. It came easy. The hard work part didn't. But I lucked out and got a huge commission right away. Luxury yachts. How in the hell?” Dax says.




   




  Then he laughs before grabbing the bottle of wine and finishing it right from the bottle.




   




  He's got the short hair cut conservatively. He's also got a great looking sport coat and corduroy's combo on. It's weird to see.




   




  He's dashing. He was always hot but he pulls off man of prestige and style way better than I ever imagined.




   




  Between his present state and Michael's I am sitting here wondering about my ability to predict the future. Dax clears more in a week then Michael has in a month since we got back to California.




   




  We're sitting next to each other on the couch. I have my right leg hitched up and he has his left up. We both have an elbow on the back of the couch supporting our head. The things is worn down that our heads sink lower and lower with time.




   




  When he knocked, I let him right in and gave him a big warm hug. I enjoyed it. How he felt.




   




  Now I keep catching him looking at my bare leg. He glances down and then up, then down again. Like every five seconds. I can tell he wants to take a ride for old time's sake. I know I do.




   




  He was always irresistable to me.




   




  He's pulled a couple of subtle touches. Friendly pats, but each time I get shivers through my body.




   




  I know he knows what he's doing. Selling yachts is serious business. You don't luck your way into a client base doing that. He's a sharp guy to be able to dig in and impress people with that kind of money. They sniff out lazy slackers fast and they'll never trust them with a big transaction.




   




  The thought of what he's done in such a short time has me really wanting him right now.




   




  That and I am borderline drunk.




   




  He leans in after a long silence and puts his hand on my shoulder and begins to caress it.




   




  “What do you think for old time sake?” He says smiling.




   




  I lean in and our eyes meet.




   




  “Yeah?” I respond as my head lurches in towards his.




   




  “I got some good stuff in my pocket lining. You wanna get high?”




   




  “Sure,” I say fighting disappointment.




   




  I pull the robe back over, fully covering my knee




   




  Now I feel really guilty. I would have been all over his ripped body, mouth first around that cock. And I am supposed to be married in....




   




  Oh.




   




  Fifteen minutes ago.




   




  I am all for getting high, but first things first.




   




  “Hold on, I have to verify an appointment.”




   




  I grab my phone. Dax walks into the kitchen and searches the cabinet for a paper plate. Just like always, he wants to roll his own.




   




  Nothing on my phone. I can't believe I am sitting here drunk, about to get high, and hoping to to fuck my ex-boyfriend who used to beat me. And on the day I am supposed to marry my dream man.
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