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Comes a headache, you can lose it in a day

Comes a toothache, see your dentist right away

Comes love, nothing can be done.

— Ella Fitzgerald, “Comes Love”


author’s note


Quincey “Q” “Big Daddy” Parker and Winnie Collins are side characters in my book Bound By Brielle. Throughout Big Daddy, Brielle is present as both Winnie’s best friend as well as Quincey’s daughter. For a peek into Brielle’s world during the same timeline, check out her book, Bound By Brielle, the third and final book in the Crave & Cure series. You can find the first three chapters at the end of this book!

Content Advisory:

Big Daddy features a large age gap, verbal degradation, mention of deceased parents and alcohol consumption. Please read accordingly.


prologue


quincey

Six years ago

We clink our champagne glasses in celebration, all the while, Brielle’s lips are curved with displeasure.

“Congratulations on completing your first year of your undergraduate degree,” I toast.

“Thank you,” she says before sipping her champagne slowly, pacing herself. I’m glad to know that she hasn’t been perfecting her beer chugging skills all year, like most freshmen. Not my Brielle, she’s on the straight and narrow. She wants to make documentaries about trees.

“So,” I hedge, unfolding the napkin swan atop my untouched bread plate. I brought her to one of my favorite places in San Francisco—a three Michelin star restaurant. We’ve had a glass of wine, hors d'oeuvres, and now we’re onto my favorite part—the main course. “How has the first year been?” I ask, draping my napkin over my thigh.

Brielle rolls her eyes. “As if you don’t know. You call every fucking day. And hey—stop coming into my apartment, stop bringing over groceries and shit. What if I'm, like, naked or something?”

“Lower your voice,” I hiss, my face hardly moving as I scold my daughter over a perfectly cooked steak. “And don’t curse. You sound vulgar.” I take a bite, chewing, my taste buds reacting, but my brain is fixed on my daughter. She glares at me, arms folded, her salmon sitting untouched. “And if I pay for it,” I add after swallowing, her silence gnawing on my nerves. “I’ll use my key, thank you.” I take another bite of the soft, buttery steak, glaring across the table at my daughter who looks so much like her late mother. Beautiful. She’s smart, too, and I’ve worked hard every day to make sure none of that brain of hers goes to waste. I may micromanage, but that’s how I love—making sure her life is on fucking track. “And if I didn’t, what would you eat?” My face twists in disgust as the contents of her fridge flit through my mind. “Chicken strips? Day-old corner Chinese?” I lean over the table, fork in one hand, knife in the other, my temples throbbing with irritation. “A hot pocket?”

She rolls her eyes at me, something I hate, but can never call her out on since I have been known to, from time to time, also roll my eyes. “Chicken strips and hot pockets with privacy are better than microgreens and quinoa with you butting in,” she growls back at me as the waiter approaches, refilling our champagne flutes.

Arguing with her is not what I had planned for the evening, so I do my best to veer away, taking another bite of steak. She takes a bite of her salmon, too.

“How’s your friend, the one you met the first day?” I ask, sipping the Moet. It burns on the way down, and I don’t even like champagne, but Brielle pulled a 4.2 this year, so a celebration was in store.

Brielle’s face lightens. “Winnie,” she says, filling in the blanks. “She’s my best friend, Dad, so try to remember her name.” Her frown lifts to a gentle smile as she thinks about her friend. “And she’s good.”

I nod my head, vaguely remembering the name now. “Remind me of her situation?” I also vaguely remember her having a harried backstory of some sort.

“Her situation,” Brielle quips, “is that she’s a straight-A student, super funny, everyone loves her, guys are always hitting on her, and I love her. She’s great. That’s what.”

Guys are always hitting on her? I don’t like that. I don’t want my daughter around someone like that, because that draws eyes on Brielle. Then again, Brielle favors her mother—beautiful blonde hair, shining wide eyes, elegance and class radiating from her in drowning waves. Winnie or not, I can’t keep men away. That much I do realize.

Still, trying never hurts.

“Her parents passed away years ago, when she was younger, so she’s pretty much used to taking care of herself. She works two jobs; she has a 4.3 GPA and she’s honestly so funny. Funniest girl I’ve ever met, I swear.”

Winnie seems to be a topic that doesn’t piss her off, so I finish my steak as she tells me all about her best friend, while I smile and nod, tuning out details of some twenty-something I’ll likely never meet.

College friends are just that. College friends. Very rarely do you take those through life with you. In fact, I won’t be surprised if I don’t hear about this Winnie person after this year. But I need to pay attention enough because I may possibly meet her? Unlikely. I just need to listen and nod, do whatever keeps the tone of dinner agreeable.

When we’re both finished, I pay the check, and Brielle excuses herself to use the restroom. The valet pulls the car around, and when Brielle returns, I nod toward the front, where the car waits. “C’mon, the valet pulled the car up front.” She doesn’t move.

“Winnie is picking me up. We’re going to the store and having a s’mores party tonight at my place.” She glances out to the car on the curb behind mine. I didn’t notice it a moment ago. She must’ve texted Winnie from the bathroom, and Winnie was near. Interesting.

“Is that your car?” I ask, narrowing my eyes past my reflection, out the glass door to the curb.

“Yes, and yes, I added an extra driver to the insurance. She doesn’t have a car, but she’s a great driver, so I let her use mine.”

Peering out the window, I strain my eyes to get a glimpse of Brielle’s best friend, but with impending nightfall, the fog of the bay and shadowy eaves, I can’t see her face. Only bare thighs resting beneath the steering wheel.

Beautiful thighs, at that.

Brielle rises to her toes and presses a kiss to my cheek. “Thank you for dinner, Dad. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Congratulations on a wonderful first year,” I repeat, kissing her cheek back. This is the time where we’d exchange "I love you’s” if we did that. But we don’t.

She smiles a bit awkwardly then waves me off, pushing out the door, skipping down the pavement to her car. Winnie leans over the console then the passenger door rushes open. I still can’t see her face but her torso becomes visible, full breasts squeezed into a tiny white tank top, those creamy thighs on display, her denim shorts rising up as she reaches.

Fuck.

My cock pulses, and I wait for them to pull away before stepping out and getting into my car. Brielle told me all men adore Winnie, and I suppose I’m not immune. The only difference? My dick may say hello at a delicious glimpse of tits and thighs, but I have more self-control.

Cracking my neck, I steer into evening city traffic, the flood of lights and noises permeating the privacy in my SUV. With both hands on the wheel, I head home, mentally organizing the upcoming day, running down the list of meetings and briefs I need to go over.

The urge to shove my pants down and stroke myself to orgasm the moment I’m home hits me, but I refuse to indulge. Because thinking about your daughter’s best friend while you jerk off is deplorable.

And I have more self-control than that.


chapter one


winnie

“Oh yeah, come to Mama, you red-bottomed little beauty.” Carefully, I lift the lid off the Louboutin box, plucking the black patent leather pump from the tissue paper prison. I slip the high heel onto my foot and outstretch my leg, admiring the elegance it brings to every outfit. Even sweatpants, which is what I’m currently wearing. “Damn, baby girl,” I tell the shoe because at this point in my life, talking to a shoe is completely reasonable. “You’re so sexy.”

I take it off and turn it over, analyzing the wear scuffed into the grooved bottom. They’ve hardly been worn, but that’s no surprise. Brielle has so many pairs of shoes, some never even make it into her work rotation.

I know that sounds like my bestie is a spoiled snob, but she’s not. I swear. Well, actually she kind of is a spoiled snob, but in a lovable, down to earth way, if that makes sense. I love Brielle, and I accept that she’s lived a privileged life thanks to her rich father. It’s hard to give her grief for being spoiled, especially when I benefit directly from her spoils. I’m at her apartment more than my own, I think I eat more of her groceries than she does—heck, she stocks Diet Coke just for me. And, as you can tell, I also borrow her shoes.

Oh, and I definitely use her Netflix account.

Returning the shoe to its box, I replace the lid and slide it back, in favor of another. This next box is also a Louboutin, but of course. “See, if you were poor,” I say aloud to Brielle, who has already left for work for the day. Because again, that’s where I’m at. “I’d be wearing some discount rack pumps or some second-hand kitten heels. And that just won’t do.”

After sliding the lid off the box, my eyes land on the most unbelievable pair of leather sandals. Louboutin loves leather, doesn’t he? Well, I’m glad he does, because so does Harold.

I slip my foot into the demure black sandal, my freshly painted blue toenails a stark contrast against the delicate straps . I wiggle my toes and outstretch my leg, surveying the fit. “Oh yeah, Harold,” I say, again talking to someone who isn’t there as I get to my feet. Peeking at the profile view of the sandal that costs more than all the things I own, I sigh, “You’re gonna like my dogs in these babies.”

After putting the other sandal on, I pop and plug my phone into the light ring, tilt it toward my feet, and open my laptop. Double-clicking my calendar, I find mine and Harold’s weekly appointment and open it up. While my computer calls him, I turn the light ring on, illuminating my toes in the gorgeous French designer sandals.

“Winnie?” Harold’s voice calls out, snapping my attention to the screen. His camera is off, which is abnormal. In fact, now that I think about it, I don’t think he’s ever joined one of our “meetings” with his camera off.

“Hi Harold. Is everything okay?” I greet softly, in my most soft, feminine, erotic voice. “You forgot your camera, sweetie.” Yeah, I know, sweetie is a bit corny but he chose it. He wants it. And Harold gets what he wants. “Sweetie?” I call for him again.

Unease gnaws at me as a moment of silence spills into two, then three, and before I know it, six Mississippis have passed.

“Winnie,” he finally starts, soft and apologetic in tone.

“You like my sandals? Christian Louboutin.” I glance at the box. “85 mm heels. Patent leather. Red bottoms.”

He groans. “I—Yes, they’re beautiful. But I’m gonna turn your side off,” he says, causing my brows to pull together in utter confusion. He never turns the viewing off. I mean, that’s why we’re here. For him to scratch his foot-lovin’ itch. And the first thing he usually does once my camera is on? Unzip.

“Turn viewing off?” I question. “Howard, these are—” I glance back at the box. “These are $895 sandals and this is a $500 session. Why would you⁠—”

He interrupts me with words I am not prepared to hear. Like, at all. Words that thoroughly bitch slap me and knock the wind from my chest with a baseball bat without a single movement.

“I can’t do this anymore, Winnie.” He clears his throat, awkwardly working his way through what sounds like a very rehearsed speech. “I met someone. And she’s willing to oblige my needs. It no longer feels appropriate to pay you for… this.”

I look down at my feet in the expensive sandals that I myself could never even dream of owning, and then I look at the towel laid out next to me, with all of my supplies.

A stick of butter. A can of whipped cream. A jar of jam. His favorite smear items. My stomach drops. “What?” I heard him just fine, but my mind is reeling. “Howard, I⁠—”

“I’m sorry, Winnie.” A loud groan erupts from his end of the line. “Those are beautiful sandals. And I thank you for everything. But… I’m sorry.”

At that precise moment, the payment bubble pops up on my screen, alerting me that Howard has paid me my $500, along with a note that simply reads “Farewell my beautiful-footed female friend.”

“Wait—Howard,” I call, panic zipping up my spine as I click his name over and over. “Howie, honey bunny,” I try, acid nearly curdling the already disgusting words. But they’re words he likes. Words he usually loves. Paired with my feetsies? He’s normally all in. It’s how I got my laptop. But today, not so fucking much.

I turn off the ring light, close my laptop, and carefully replace the sandals in the box, returning them to the many rows of boxes in Brielle’s closet.

Howard is done with this. He doesn’t want me. Or my feet.

My chest goes hollow as reality settles heavily in my veins. I just lost the one gig that was keeping my rent, tuition, loans and insurance paid. Howard’s fetish for my beautiful feet and fancy sandals was my entire fucking income.

I’d have to work three jobs to cover my bills the way that Howard did. That was two grand a month for Christ’s sake. I’ve tried to make that much at other jobs, and it’s nearly impossible. Not to mention, I was just getting to the point where I could afford healthcare luxuries, like maybe even an appointment with a shrink.

Not now.

“Fuck you, Howard!” I shout, tears unexpectedly leaking from my eyes. I stare at my bare feet as I drag them through the shag carpet in Brielle’s apartment. I come here a lot because my place sucks. I live in a room with two others, but in the entire apartment, there are seven people. Do you know how disgusting it is at age twenty-six to still be living like its fucking summer camp? It’s crowded and gross and honestly, most of the time it smells like an old Cup o Noodles fucked a Hot Pocket and gave birth to our apartment.

I swipe at the tears, but they start falling faster than I can wipe them away. Sinking into Brielle’s couch, I tip my head back and let my fears go, sobbing uncontrollably until my head aches and my eyes burn.

I met Howard in person once. I was at Rise & Grind, the place where Brielle and I always study. He saw my feet in Adidas slides, chipped pink polish and all. He passed me a card when Brielle was in the restroom, and as much as I’d like to say I didn’t even consider his offer, I called him the literal second I was alone.

I’ve been broke most of my life. Seriously. Social programs, grants, coupon clipping, deal day, loans—all of those things have gotten me this far. But as I finish my graduate degree, I’m up to my eyeballs in loan debt, but I can’t land a high-paying job until after graduate school. If I do at all.

The sobs start up again. With a tissue in my hand, I’m just about to blow my snotty nose when the deadbolt twists, and the apartment door is pushed open.

“Who the fuck are you?” I shout-cry at the older man who steps inside, carefully closing the door behind him. Wearing a tailored charcoal suit, a crisp white dress shirt and royal blue tie, he looks like he fell out of an ad for the mature Men’s Warehouse or some shit. Or maybe a blue dick-pill ad or something. Then again, the piping on that suit is immaculate, and the fade on his haircut is perfection. His jaw is trimmed and shaved neatly, and he fills the apartment with a masculine, heady scent.

Okay, maybe he fell out of a Gucci for grandpas ad. Either way, the sharp dressed intruder eyes me.

“I might ask you the same since you are clearly not Brielle.” He lowers bags to the floor, bags I didn’t notice until now. Grocery bags.

I don’t know why it didn’t occur to me the moment the door opened, but all of a sudden, I realize exactly who he is.

I swipe beneath my nose and again under my eyes, glaring at him. “It’s not a good time, Big Daddy.” I nod toward his getup. “Nice suit. Got the Men’s Warehouse discount card, or what?” Now that I know it’s Brielle’s father, I know for sure that suit probably cost more than Brielle’s shoe collection, but insinuating his suit is off-the-rack is too much fun.

“This is a custom-tailored suit. The fabric was flown in from Italy,” he snarks, his sharp glare directed my way, pointing and prodding me. “And not a good time? You don’t even live here.”

A sob leftover from Howard erupts from me, but I wipe my tears away. “Neither do you,” I hiccup.

He glares at me while I wipe at my eyes and blow my nose using the hem of my old One Direction t-shirt. “Why are you watching me blow my nose? That’s weird. And gross.” I wave him off. “Hurry up with whatever you’re doing and go.”

He stands there in his stupid fancy suit with his dumb chiseled jawline and coif of hair that screams I trade millions without a second thought and has the audacity to stare at me. It’s annoying, especially when I just want to cry and wallow alone, damn it.

“You know, the longer you stand there, Big Daddy, the more I’m starting to think how fucking weird it is that you come into your grown daughter’s apartment with a key. What if she was here? What if she was fucking someone? Hmm?” I give him a pointed glare back as I continue fighting my tears. “You’re weird. And overbearing.”

“Weird and overbearing?” He blinks at me, then nonchalantly dusts the front of his suit jacket with his very large, very strong, very capable looking hand. “This, coming from a squatter.”

“I am not a squatter,” I retort powerfully, pointedly, even though I’m actively crying and ignoring it. It’s hard to cry and be powerful, but I am so pulling it off. I think. “I am your daughter’s best friend on the entire planet.”

He collects the bags and moves to the kitchen, putting them on the counter. “Winnie.” Our eyes lock from across the apartment, and I see recognition flash in his eyes, then something unreadable, since I just met him. After that? Back to a dead-eyed bossy businessman.

My stomach drops, leaving behind an unexpected whoosh of adrenaline. That look. It was a split second, but I saw it. I felt it.

Well fuck, another plot twist for the day.

Big Daddy saying my name makes my stomach do some sort of floppy thing.

He’s just wearing a nice suit and being an asshole—something I and millions of other misguided women respond to. Big Daddy is not attractive. Not at all. It’s just the six two build in the fancy suit and the snarky ‘tude.

“Yeah,” I say, forcing my eyes to the TV where a muted episode of The Price Is Right plays. “I’m Winnie.”

He unloads the bags in silence, and I swear to God, he’s watching me. I can feel his eyes sweep over my legs and face, and I hate that my skin flushes and my body heats. When he’s done filling Brielle’s cupboards and fridge, he walks toward me, standing at the foot of the couch.

“You are so desperate for me to pay attention to you,” I huff, sitting up, finally paying him attention.

He narrows his eyes. “You are unwell,” he says, his words a cross between a statement and a question.

I roll my eyes. “Brielle didn’t tell me you’re a real Sherlock Holmes on top of being a massive tight ass.” I get to my feet and snatch the remote from the table, turning the TV off. “Yes, Big Daddy,” I say, squaring off with him, my bare toes pressed to the tops of his shiny leather shoes. “I am unwell. Well people do not cry midday in sweats while watching shitty reruns. Well done. Gold star. Now leave.”

Traces of sandalwood and fresh pressed laundry tickle my senses as Big Daddy glares down at me, a fleck of gold near his pupil glittering with his anger. His nostrils flare as his chest expands, righteous indignation written all over his stupidly handsome face. Brielle doesn’t give him lip, so I’m thinking my attitude is lodged right up his ass.

Good.

Big Daddy is a pain in the ass to Brielle almost always. He can take it if he can dish it. I poke his chest, my core quivering at the way my finger bounces back from the hardness. “Go. You filled the fridge, now go.”

He opens his mouth, and I think he’s going to tell me to go. Or yell at me. Or tell me how he pays for this apartment, and he can tell me who stays or goes. Or something equally sexist and disturbing.

But he doesn’t.

His eyes rake over me one more time before he closes his mouth, turns in his fancy dress shoes and hoity-toity lawyer suit, and slips out of the apartment, using his key to lock it behind him. Locking me in. Safely.

Flopping back down onto the couch, the fear and depression in my chest still linger as my failure lulls me into my first nap of the day. Out of a job or otherwise, I now know that Big Daddy is a silver fucking fox.

But a smile quirks my lips as I drift off, because I got under his skin, and that, for today, feels like a win.


chapter two


quincey

“This is it?” I toss the stapled sheets of paper onto my desk, then drop my hands, palms down.

Suzanne sucks her bottom lip under her teeth, nibbling at the corner of her mouth the way she always does. There very well may be a hole in her lip, as much as she chews at it.

“Quit eating your face and speak,” I shout, causing the veins in my temples to throb. I already had a headache, but suddenly it’s much worse. Incompetence will do that.

“That was all there was in the email,” she stammers, shifting on her feet. “Th-there were just those two pages, I checked twice.”

My eyes drop to the papers on my desk, precisely on the word “continued” on the bottom right. I drop my pointer finger to the word. “What does this say?”

She twists her head slightly, honing her gaze on the singular word. Her eyes come to mine, watery. “It says ‘continued’.”

“Continued,” I repeat. “Meaning, there are more pages.” I shake my head. “I can’t work with you anymore.”

Suzanne blinks at me for a moment before lifting her chin and clearing her throat. “A good boss would teach me how to do it instead of screaming at me all the time then firing me.”

I deliver a charming courtroom smile. “You don’t have a good boss, you have me.” I hand her back the half-printed memo. “You’re fired.”

We stand there for a moment, just staring at one another. She is likely letting reality settle in, and me? I’m waiting. Waiting to feel bad, to reconsider, to feel a kick of pleasure at her demise. Waiting to feel something. Anything.

But nothing comes, and nothingness always breeds anger. Heaps of it.

“I said you’re fired, Suzanne. So unless you need to add fired beneath continued on the list of words you don’t understand,” I hiss, leaning in to bring my fiery words nearer to her face, “then get out of my office. Now.”

As she turns, my partner Davis Pen strolls in, hands shoved into his pockets, stupid bolo tie hanging from his neck. His blonde hair is slicked back, and even though he’s one of the sharpest litigators I’ve ever known, he looks like someone who’d sell you stereo speakers out of the back of a van because his boss “ordered too many.”

Davis’s gaze follows Suzanne right out the door before volleying back to me, full of shock.

“Another one?” He strokes a hand down his poorly grown, spotty beard. “I liked Suzie.”

I’m 99% sure she asked specifically not to be called Suzie, and that sums up Davis Pen, in my opinion.

“She can’t print a memo without making a mistake,” I say, immediately regretting my decision to engage in conversation with Davis. The less contact, the better. He’s a great partner because he manages to lock down huge clients, and he never loses.

But god, I can’t stand him.

“Ah, well, you could’ve sent her my way. I would have given her private printing lessons,” he says, dancing his eyebrows to send home the not-so-subtle subtext that he would’ve sexually harassed my assistant.

“You need a harassment suit like you need a hole in the head.” I nod toward the chair in the corner, where a stack of files rests. “She was going to bring those to the file room, but since she’s gone, send your girl in.”

Davis laughs as he sinks in one of the leather client chairs in front of my desk. Stacking his leather shoes on my mahogany desk, he steeples his fingers beneath his chin. “About that. Looks like we both need new assistants.”

Holding my tie, I take a seat and direct my focus to my computer screen, on my work, where it belongs. “I’m not asking what happened because I don’t need to know,” I reply, typing an email to HR about finding another assistant.

“Maybe this time I’ll get a male assistant. You know, so I won’t be distracted,” he says, twirling the end of his bolo around his finger. “Then again, that doesn’t seem like any fun.”

I glance over at him, finding his smarmy smile pointed my way. “Do whatever you want. Just… leave my office now,” I tell him, refocusing on the email at hand—a letter to Kennedy, our office manager.

Make sure this one is a professional assistant with experience in a law office this time.

I hit send and when I look up, Davis is closing the door behind him. Sinking back against my chair, I let out a hearty, long-suppressed sigh. I should be focused on the brief I’m working on.

Yet all I can think about are the tears.

Winnie’s tears.

As soon as my chest softens and my muscles relax, I remember her smart mouth, and my jaw tenses. I can’t imagine Brielle speaking to a friend’s father the way Winnie spoke to me.

She was a brat.

A big fucking brat.

Still, imagining her alone in my daughter’s apartment, crying… I don’t fucking like it. Brielle doesn’t just sit around crying. At least, I don’t think she does? Glancing out the window of my office, I spot Suzanne gathering things from her desk drawer. I pick up my handset, and ring her desk.

“Come in here a moment,” I tell her, to which she simply nods, knowing I’m watching. A moment later, she stands before me, tears staining her cheeks, hands behind her back.

Interesting. I feel nothing for Suzanne’s tears or emotion. Maybe that’s because I know why she’s crying and therefore know I have zero reason to feel bad.

“Suzanne, do you ever just cry? When you’re alone?” I ask uncomfortably, hoping for some insight into Winnie’s odd behavior. I don’t know the girl, but from the hours of information I’ve been forced to hear about her from my daughter, she doesn’t seem the type. Strong, funny, a “baddie”, if I remember Brielle’s exact words. That doesn’t fall in line with crying alone in the middle of the day. “If nothing’s wrong, do you ever just cry?”

Her face twists with confusion as she drags a hand beneath her nose. “I’m crying because you fired me and you’re really mean,” she says, narrowing her eyes, anger eating up her sadness.

I roll my eyes. “This isn’t about you, Suzanne. Now answer the question.” My eyes dart to her box of belongings. “Please.”

She blinks at me for a second, nostrils flaring with what appears to be righteous indignation.

“Spare me the soap opera act and answer the question.” I clear my throat. “I said please.”

She lifts her hand, extends her middle finger, and smiles. “Fuck you, Quincey Parker.” And with that, she’s gone, snatching her box full of trinkets from her desk, heading straight for the elevators.

I reach for my phone and consider texting Brielle, but I’m not exactly the random text message kind of father. I know that. As much as I desire to be that father, it’s too distant from our current reality. I call and check in, and remind her to work hard, keep her grades up and head on straight. I do that because I’m her only parent—and when you’re the only parent, you have to be both cops. Good cop foots the bill, bad cop does the rest—lectures, warns, etc. But nowhere in that scenario is there a peace officer asking about the emotional health of another woman.

No way.

I set my phone down again and think, staring at my desk full of shit. My eyes wander to the business card on my desk. We handle a lot of high-profile divorce cases at Parker & Pen, and divorces can be hard to mentally and emotionally reconcile. Seeing a therapist or psychiatrist is something we often advise. I saw this doctor years ago when my wife passed, and have stayed in touch with their office for my clients.

Snatching the card, without a second thought, I pick up the handset and make the call.

“Dr. Wilder’s office. This is Ida. How can I help you?”

I clear my throat. “Yes, this is Quincey Parker of Parker & Pen Law, and I’d like to make an appointment for a young woman.”

“Mr. Parker. Great to hear your voice again,” Ida greets. “Client?”

“Hi there, Ida. Ah, no, not a client. She’s actually my daughter’s friend. I’d like to pay, and put my card on file if she chooses to make future appointments.”

Ida asks me a lot of questions about Winnie, most of which I don’t know the answer to. We make the appointment for next week, and I write all the pertinent information down on the back of the business card.

She didn’t ask me for help, nor did she tell me what was wrong, but my daughter needs her best friend. And I need for my daughter to have a sharp, stable best friend in the event that Brielle becomes impressionable. She needs good influences around her.

In that light, I’m making this appointment for Winnie for Brielle, and when it’s put like that, it’s a selfish deed. I’m fine and even comfortable being selfish.

Now I just need to find Winnie and tell her how selfish I’ve been.

Then I can get back to my legal brief.

Where I want my focus.


chapter three


winnie

Flipping the newspaper open, I bite down on the Sharpie cap and yank it off, spitting it across the room. Spreading the paper across the coffee table, painfully covering up unread issues of Entertainment Weekly and Vogue, I ready my pen for options.

Ten minutes in and I’m pretty sure my red pen will dry the fuck up before I get to circle a damn thing.

I read past a slew of “General Help Wanted” ads for temporary gigs, one for long-term child care (snotty noses and dirty diapers? No thanks), and a few for part-time sales associates (no way). Nothing that will pay my loans and everything else. I mean, those jobs are soul sucking hourly jobs and I’m fine to get my soul sucked. The universe can suck me real good. That’s fine. But I need that sweet, sweet cash in return.

“Well, fuck,” I groan, dragging the end of the pen down the paper, reading on. “There has to be at least one thing I can apply for.” The silence of Brielle’s apartment grates on my frayed nerves, so I flip on the television, letting daytime TV fill in the space around me.

After reading through the entire first page of classified ads, I am utterly depressed and therefore require a treat to help me continue. Standing in front of Brielle’s open refrigerator, I tap my lip, my mouth watering at all the options.

Picking up a white box, I flip the lid and sniff up all the delicious scents of Cantonese food. “You’re a maybe,” I tell the Char Sui and noodles. Another container, another option. “Woof, B hasn’t had Italian in, like, weeks.” I do my bestie a favor and toss the moldy carbonara. The grease-stained brown paper bag at the back of the fridge grabs my focus, and I snatch it up, knowing just what it is.

Chicken tenders. Brielle never finishes them.

After “borrowing” a Diet Coke from her fridge, I grab the BBQ sauce bottle and plop down on the couch, bag of leftovers in my lap. I’m wrist deep in cold chicken when the lock on the front door twists. It’s mid-morning, and I know for a fact Brielle is at her apprenticeship.

That only leaves one other person it could be.

With a cold tender hovering at my lips, The View providing a soundtrack to the moment, the door swings open and Big Daddy steps inside, this time without groceries.

My stomach twists, likely at being caught in such a feral state. Old, cold food, sweats, unwashed hair, spread open wanted ads and daytime TV—it’s not a good look.

His gray eyes come to mine. I give the middle finger to the way my veins flood with fire under his gaze. With my mouth stuffed, I say, “What’s up, Big Daddy?” I point the crumbling chicken toward the TV. “Did you come to watch The View with me?”

He glances at the TV, pure disgust on his face.

“Don’t like this show?” I lean forward, dunking the chicken strip into the flood of BBQ squirted onto the paper bag. “Is it Joy?” I wrinkle my nose in disgust. “Or do you miss Babs? Probably helps to have someone your age on the show, huh?”

With a foul expression dusting his features, he narrows his gaze on me. Judgment radiates off him in palpable waves, I swear.

“Okay, so you’re not a fan of The View. Well, that’s fine.” I pick up the remote while the last bite of chicken dangles from my greasy lips. Flipping the channels, I stop on a rerun of Everybody Loves Raymond. On screen is the elderly father, Frank. A smirk curls my lips. “There, someone your age.” I pat the couch next to me. “Come sit. I’ll help you get back up, don’t worry.”

His glare is so hateful, I swear. Swiping my fingers on my sweats—because these are my bad sweats anyway—I get to my feet and stand in front of him, watching as his eyes trace out each stray, wild curl poking from my bun.

“I said,” I blurt, becoming egregiously and unreasonably loud, like he’s hard of hearing,“come sit down, Big Daddy.”

“I heard you just fine.” He glances at the TV where Frank now argues with his adult son, Raymond, then back at me. “Why are you here?”

I fold my arms over my chest, tapping my bare foot on the linoleum floor. “Why are you here?”

I know what he’s going to say before he says it, so as he says it, I mouth his answer.

“I pay for this place.”

His glare shouts at me.

“So what? You pay for it for Brielle. Not so you can pop in and check on her.” I unfold my arms and drag my ass back to the couch, where I fish out the last chicken strip, collect my red pen, and get back to hunting. He can stand there and watch if he wants, what do I care?

“So what? You come here and eat my daughter’s food, use her TV and… take naps?” he questions, his judgmental gaze resting on my messy bun as he says the last part.

I touch my hair. “Oh, this isn’t nap hair. This is day four unwashed curly hair. There’s a difference. So you can take your underhanded comment and stick it up your butt, Big Daddy.”

“Why do you keep calling me that?”

I circle an ad for bookkeeping services, because it pays $22 an hour. Bookkeeping is like, what? Adding numbers in Excel? I can do that. “At first it was because Brielle hated it, and I love giving her a bad time.”

“Another stellar quality of friendship,” he deadpans, stuffing his very large hands in his suit pants pockets. He eyes me warily, motionless, a wall of unmoving, intimidating handsome man.

“Anyway,” I continue, rolling my eyes, because even though Brielle has told me every painstaking detail of what a douche her dad is, still, he’s managing to exceed my douchey expectations. Hot or not. “The name stuck.” Stealing my eyes from the black and white pages of despair, I glance up at him. “The Big was in reference to your overbearingness, but now that I’ve met you, I think it’s even more fitting.”

“Oh, do enlighten me,” he breathes, and I’m pretty sure he rolls his eyes too. Asshole.

“You’re a giant.” I wave my hand up and down the length of his body. I’m guessing he’s 6’2” or maybe even taller. That’s not hot at all. Nah. “Did you have to duck to get in here?” I ask, eyeing the doorframe, then him again. His nostrils flare with an irritated exhale, sending a burst of satisfaction through me. I love pissing off Big Daddy.

“Why are you here?” he asks, eyeing the newspaper, narrowing his eyes on the text in the red circle. He even twists his head a little, attempting to decipher which listing I circled and what it’s for. I close the newspaper and fold my arms over my chest.

“Why are you here?”

“I pay for this apartment.”

I sigh. “That is so played out. You’ve already said that, and you say it to Brielle all the time. We know, Big Daddy, you foot the bill.” I get to my feet, step up to him and pat his chest, condescendingly comforting.. “We’re all very impressed.”

His full lips split apart, and his nostrils flare again. I think I’m about to feel the wrath of Quincey Parker, something I’ve only heard about second-hand. But he only stares at me while removing one of his hands from his pocket, retrieving a rectangular card. Extending his hand, palm up, I look down to see his business card.
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I look up. “I don’t need an attorney at law,” I tell him, reading his title off the cream-colored card. I tap the corner. “Didn’t peg you for a rounded edges guy. Nice touch.” I pluck it from his palm and bring it to my nose, inhaling. There’s no way a man like this prints scented business cards, I know this. But the annoyance filling in his face is totally worth it. “Ah, the last attorney I was with had cedar scented.” With a frown, I shake my head. “He was a lot younger though.”

“Turn it over,” he says through clenched teeth, the nerves and tendons in his jaw flexing, rage simmering in his stormy eyes.

“What for?” I glare back at him to prove he does not intimidate me. Though standing this close, I’m starting to realize, he does smell good. I can’t quite put my finger on what it is, but beneath my sweats, I’m clenching, my little clit gently thrumming. I will never tell Brielle that I got minorly turned on by Big Daddy, but I indulge in the moment a bit longer and take the card, flipping it over.

The writing is disastrous. “Are you sure you aren’t a doctor?”

He huffs. “It’s upside down.”

“Oh shit, yeah, I guess it is.” I look up at him, finding his eyes already resting easily on my face. “That’s why you’re the lawyer. Big brain.”

He rolls his eyes for the second time, and why does that make my insides staticky and jumpy a little? Oh yeah, because I’m attracted to jerks. Also why I’m single. Fucking a jerk can be fun, but loving one? Being in a relationship with one? Not so much.

Turning the card around, my mouth falls open as I read the words. I look up at him, feeling my brows furrow, leaving my forehead sunburn tight. “Who is Dr. Wilder?” I look at it again, seeing there’s a time and date scrawled beneath the name. “And why are you giving me this?”

For the first time maybe ever in this man’s life, he’s speechless. And maybe even slightly uncomfortable.

Clutching the knotted tie at his throat, he adjusts it and replies, chin slightly elevated. “That is an appointment for the best psychiatrist around. He’s booked out for a year, but I got that appointment.” He crooks his neck, inching nearer to me, the overwhelming scent of successful dickhead washing over, leaving me wet and achy. And kinda pissed off, too.

“Tomorrow. I got an appointment for tomorrow.” He leans back, taking that frustratingly arousing scent with him. I fix my narrowed eyes right on him.

“Am I supposed to give this to Brielle?” I ask, somehow knowing the answer but still so fucking confused.

“It’s for you.”

I say nothing, because he’s the one that needs to explain.

He doesn’t glance nervously around the space the way I expect him to. He doesn’t even falter with his words. “You were distraught yesterday. Very. And because you are my daughter’s closest ally and confidant, it’s best if you’re stable.”

“I am stable, asshole.”

He adjusts his already perfect tie again. “Stable people don’t cry while watching daytime TV in unwashed clothing, eating someone else’s old leftovers.”

Quick on my feet, I open my mouth for a snarky retort but one shake of his head stops me. I hate that it does but I can’t help it. His disapproval renders me silent for another moment, allowing him more ground to speak.

“Here,” he says, reaching into his pocket again, this time passing me a credit card that says PREPAID on it. “Fare to the office, as I am making an assumption you likely can’t afford to get there.”

“I don’t need your weird charity,” I tell him, wanting so deeply to just be offended. I mean, I am offended. But I’m also… god. I don’t even want to say it. But…

I’m also secretly, very, very, very deep down inside me in a suitcase double-zipped, touched.

Whether it’s because I’m his daughter’s ride or die, or not, he thought of me. And that’s just not something that happens to me all that often.

“You will pay me back for it once you’re on your feet. Does that suit you? Either way,” he says, tapping the card with his thick, long finger. For a moment, I wonder if he’s curled that finger inside of a woman and made her moan.

“I’m not going and I think you should leave.” I let the card drop to the floor as I fold my arms over my chest, glaring up at him.

His eyes drift back to the classified ads. “Are you out of work?”

“No,” I smile. “I write classified ads and I was just admiring my work.”

“Brat,” he mutters beneath his breath as he turns, heading toward the door, finally.

“If you’re so concerned with your daughter’s best friend being stable, maybe don’t call her a brat.”

With his large hand swallowing up the tiny gold door knob, Big Daddy looks over his shoulder at me, eyes smoldering. “I’ll call you a brat as long as you behave like one.” He looks at his fancy leather shoes then back at me one last time. “Goodbye, Winnie.”

He closes the door, and I give him the bird, because screw him and his attitude and assumptions.

Having someone to talk to would be nice, though.

From the coffee table, my laptop pings, the noise distinct. I pull it into my lap and sink into the couch. It’s my FeetFans account. Clicking the new message, I see it’s one of my former clients, looking for a set of photos. He’s offering $450 for six photos of my feet in mashed potatoes.

Letting out a sigh, I reply that I’ll post the photos later today. My eyes slide to the address on the business card. I don’t have plans tomorrow other than plucking my eyebrows and waxing my upper lip. Big day, I know.

Maybe I will go.

Then maybe I’ll pop in on Big Daddy the same way he pops in on me. Let’s see how much he likes it.


chapter four


quincey

“What’s your point?”

Pen fans his fingers over his shirt, dusting away sourdough crumbs. “Well,” he says, dragging the crumpled napkin over his lips, “the point is, you need a new assistant. Kennedy’s the office manager. She can’t keep running across the office to fax and file things for you.” He smirks. “I got myself a new assistant.”

“I know, Ken had her helping me in the file room this morning.”

His face falls. “Get your own assistant.”

My brows sail to my hairline, a smirk curving my lips. “Worried she’s gonna like me more and leave you for me? Hmm?” I fold the wax papers with traces of banana peppers and breadcrumbs, and toss it into the garbage. We have sandwiches on Wednesdays. It’s been our thing since we opened the firm. I don’t even like sandwiches, I’m so fucking sick of them after eating them once a week for eighteen years that I could scream.

But the man who owns the sandwich shop brags about being the guy who feeds the best lawyers in the city. I keep up with the tradition for him, though I’d take that sentimental truth to my grave with me before I’d share it.

Pen erupts in laughter, each chuckle booming and uproarious, coming from deep in his belly. “No one likes you, so no, I’m not worried about that at all.” He wipes a tear borne of hilarity from his beady eye. “I’m more worried she’ll quit because you’re an asshole, and then we’ll both be shit out of luck.”

I ignore his commentary about my personality. I’ve been told by my daughter most of my life that I’m a jerk, a prick, an asshole, an assjacket (that was creative), and every other concoction under the sun. Maybe I am. But I don’t care. I’m effective and successful, and that’s what matters.

“She’s a secretary,” I grit, annoyed, my neck flushing.

“Executive assistant,” he corrects, inciting me to mime jacking off.

“Big fucking deal. No matter what title you give her, it’s semantics. She’s a secretary. And those are replaceable.”

Pen gets up, plucking the last crumb from his navy-blue pullover. God, add pullovers to the list of things I’ve had enough of.

Davis Pen has worn a plaid dress shirt and solid pullover every single fucking day, hot or cold, rain or shine. And on court days I’m blessed that the pullover stays in the drawer.

But the fucking bolo tie comes out.

Hideous.

Thank God fashion has very little to do with practicing law efficiently and powerfully.

“Ken’s been here for eight years. The new assistant one week. I don’t want to lose either of them.” He shoves his hands in his pockets and smiles, because Davis Pen is a smiler.

The two of us are polar opposites. We understand each other, but most of the time, I don’t think we share much beyond knowledge of the law and our business. But it works, and you don’t fix things that aren’t broken, no matter how strange they may seem.

“Hire yourself an assistant,” he says. “I’ll have Ken set up some interviews for next week.”

“Secretary,” I correct as he pulls the door closed behind him.
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Taking the courthouse steps by two, I manage to dodge the barrage of reporters as they try to close in around me, shoving recording devices and notepads in my face. Today’s case was nothing special, nor was it even memorable, not for me, and not for Parker & Pen.

I’ve gone to court a thousand times in my career, and most cases have been like this: Women who marry wealthy assholes who mask themselves as lovable, caring millionaires that just haven’t found love… until her. The woman believes they’ve somehow stumbled upon a diamond in the rough, a secret gem of a man who possesses all of the qualities they thought were extinct and to boot? He’s richer than rich. A few years into the marriage, the wealth is no longer a benefit but the toxic thing that rises up like a vine, wrapping their ankles and feet, keeping them both bound to a place of misery. Because the misery you know is greater than the misery of the unknown—she stays, even though the rose-colored glasses have long since lifted. She’s aware now, that he’s not unique. He’s just another rich asshole who fucks anything wet and warm, who lies and manipulates, and only ever wanted the perfect wife for the perfect photo for the perfect biography for the media. The man in this story is always the same, despite the fact I’ve never litigated against the same man twice.

This man usually threatens that if she leaves, he will make her pay. He will use his power and name to destroy her, and even though there is a prenup, he’ll make sure she gets less than nothing for her egregious act of finally standing up for herself.

Today’s case was a well-loved socialite finally breaking free from her asshole celebrity husband. We slide into the backseat of the town car, the roar of media and reporters dulling to a hush within the safety and confines of the vehicle.

Corinne places her hand on her forehead, and her eyes fall closed as she sighs away a thousand worries, a million or more tears, and a ton of regret. Observing, I watch her change from who she was when she hired me to who she became the moment that gavel hit.

Her old self.

Confident and self-assured.

She opens her eyes, sensing the way I’m staring at her. “Thank you, Quincey,” she finally says.

I got her what she was owed. She stood by a reptile who cheated, lied, and stole; she bore his kids and took care of them; she played his games and posed for photos. And when news broke that he got his secretary pregnant, she decided enough was enough.

I respect her for that, and I won her case for her because of that respect.

I don’t say that to her because I’ve built an air of rigid confidence, and spilling my feelings about her strength and worth to get her what she’s owed isn’t my style. Instead, I roll my lips together and peer out the window as the world tugs by, a blur of color and voices.

“You’re welcome.” I lower the partition and speak to the driver. “Parker & Pen.”

She shoots me a questioning glance.

“Sign the last of the paperwork, then you’re free,” I explain. Nodding to the driver, I add, “he’ll take you wherever you need to go once it's done.”

A peaceful seventeen minutes later and we’re out front of the building, the doorman letting Corinne out of the car. She follows me up in a crowded elevator full of suits and heels, and once inside the firm, I make sure she’s led to the conference room where Kennedy is already waiting with the appropriate paperwork.

After a win, I ritualistically have a drink at my desk. Alone. Reflect on my success and what it’s taken to get here. I wasn’t always unlikeable. I wasn’t always the man that doesn’t give compliments so he doesn’t seem soft and susceptible to emotional manipulation.

I used to be like everyone else. But then I realized I had to harden to win, harden to thrive, harden to grow. Harden, period. That one scotch alone in the dark, looking over the San Francisco skyline—it reminds me that I made the right choices. That everything I’ve done, how hard I’ve pushed and how tightly I’ve run my highly organized life—it’s been worth it.

Pushing open the office door, I quickly close it with my foot, drop my bag to the floor and shrug out of my tailored suit jacket. I hang it near the door, and run my fingers over the sleeve for a moment, the Italian wool soft and supple to my touch. I used to buy suits on clearance when I was just starting out. Department store red tag clearance suits. I remember wiping Brielle’s spit up off one that cost sixty dollars, thinking my good suit was ruined.

Nostalgia hits after every win, and the drink helps numb the emotional cramp of memories. Sinking into my high-back chair, I slide open the bottom drawer, which only holds a glass and a bottle.

With a long, relieved sigh, I fill the glass, and bring it to my lips, my cheeks tingling in delighted anticipation.

The amber liquid jumps as I suddenly tip forward in my chair, my eyes set on a barrage of loud voices erupting behind my door.

I’m about to lower my glass to the desk and get shit sorted out when the door is flung open, a worried Ken standing behind…

“Winnie?”

“See?” she goads, dragging out the word as she points at me while eyeing Ken. “I told you he knows me. I told you it’s fine for me to come in. Jesus, chill. He isn’t POTUS, Christ already!”

She stomps in, using her foot to kick the door closed behind her, the same way I do. Yet when she does it, my hackles rise. I stare at her over-the-knee boots a moment before lifting my eyes to find hers.

Glittering emerald with specks of hazelnut floating near her iris, her eyes are… fucking beautiful.

“Why are you staring at me?” She gripes, putting her hands on her hips as if I’m the one who barged into her life.

“You shoved your way into my office. I don’t think you have the right to play indignant.” I lean into my chair, finding the soft leather with my back, stacking one leg over the other. Smoothing my fingers down my tie, I keep my eyes locked on her.

Continual eye contact typically intimidates and often alienates. That’s the goal.

But Winnie meets my gaze, widening her eyes in a way that makes me think she’s entered a staring match and that I challenged her. “Ever think I’m not playing?”

I reach for my glass, wrapping my hand around it slowly. I watch her, and something in my groin tightens. Something in my gut thrums.

After a sip of scotch, I try a different approach. I glance at my phone. No missed calls or texts from my daughter, so that can’t be why her best friend is here. “What do you want?”

She digs into her coat pocket, letting loose a string of vulgarities as she searches for something. I’d been so focused on her eyes a moment ago that I’m seeing her for the first time as I peruse her outfit. A peacoat, black, a knee-length maroon corduroy skirt, and some naughty black boots that cover the swell of her knees and leave just a few inches of visible skin. Her curly hair is in a bun again, a style she clearly favors. Her eyes are winged, black and seductive, her lashes painted in darkness, thick and alluring. Her lips are a deep mauve, and there’s another painful tug in my groin just staring at her.

She slaps a wad of bills onto my desk. “Here’s the money I owe you.”

“How much of my daughter’s food and electricity did you consume?” I ask, staring at the wad of filthy cash on my desk.

She glares at me, her nostrils flaring. Such a fucking brat.

“This is for the therapy appointment,” she says, returning her hands to her coat pockets. She blinks at me as if waiting for a response, and as much as I want to go into a standoff over who will speak first, I take the high road.

“Based on the fact you’re always at my daughter’s apartment and were recently looking through classifieds, I’m going to make the leap that you cannot afford to pay me back.” I adjust my already perfect tie as I force my eyes to stay on hers, despite the fact that she sinks into a chair across from me and crosses her legs.

Her bare knee is tempting me, like the witch coaxing Hansel and Gretel into her home with sweets. That knee is my sweet, and her home is⁠—

“If you stare at all of your clients with dead, cold fish eyes, you probably creep them out.” She plucks lint from her coat. “You’re creeping me out, Big Daddy.” Reaching out, she pushes the pile of wadded up bills toward me. “And I can afford to pay you back because look, I clearly have.”

She chews the inside of her mouth as I study her, saying nothing. We wait each other out as bits and pieces of what Brielle has told me flutter through my mind.

Her parents are dead, Dad, that’s why she gets loans. Brielle had said that when I asked why, out of everyone at an Ivy League school, her best friend had to be poor.

She gets hit on everywhere we go, but she rarely dates. Brielle had told me that after I questioned why she and her friend go out so often, insinuating that they were potentially being promiscuous.

The silence and my penetrative glare make her nervous, as she breaks, saying, “I went to the appointment because I needed it. Not because you caught me crying and thought I was crazy.” Adjusting herself in the seat to draw nearer to my desk, she begins talking with her hands, the volume in her voice rising. “That was such typical man bullshit,” she grouses, shaking her head, a delicate curl springing free from the mass of chestnut locks. “Let me guess, you also think because I was crying alone that I’m on my period.”

I shrug because yes, that thought had occurred to me. Only for a fleeting moment, though, because shamefully, that thought led me down a twisted and dark path I wasn’t prepared to visit.

Maybe she’s on her period.

Would she feel better if she had someone to fuck her good? To slip inside her warmth, to stroke her little clit and fuck her deep, fuck her so hard that her emotional tears turn to tears of need and desire as she begs me to let her come.

I envision pulling my cock out of her, seeing her streaked on my shaft, reminding me she’s young, she bleeds, she’s fertile.

That’s where I stopped. With a hard-on, no less.

She rolls her eyes at my shrug, and my cock stiffens along my thigh. I’m grateful to be at my desk, but I take a sip of my scotch to drown one burn with another. Unsurprisingly, Winnie rolls her eyes again.

“I’m not on my period, for what it’s worth,” she finally says, slamming herself back against the chair, folding her arms over her chest.

“Are you through with your tantrum?” I ask, bringing my glass to my lips to mask my smirk. I said it to get under her skin, because I apparently enjoy a good brat.

If her glare materialized into something tangible, it would be a knife, and my throat would be slit.

“Thank you for the appointment,” she says through clenched teeth.

I look back to the stack of bills, and see some hundreds along with some twenties, and other small bills. “How did you know what the appointment cost?”

“I asked,” she says simply.

As much as I love getting on her nerves, which I somehow do without words, I set my glass down and clasp my hands together over my stomach. “Winnie, I know you’re tight,” I say, my mind flashing to a conjured-up image of Winnie on my bed, her legs spread, tiny white panties covering her apex, her curls strewn about. I’m tight, beware, she murmurs as my eyes snap to my desk shamefully. I clear my throat. “You don’t have to pay me back. I don’t want my daughter’s best friend pawning things to pay for a therapy appointment.”

Daughter's best friend. I threw that in there as a reminder to myself that this is Brielle’s best goddamn friend. In the entire world. Her safe person. The one she runs to when I’m a fucking asshole.

Not to mention, she’s Brielle’s age.

I do not need to be envisioning her telling me how tight she is.

Winnie leans forward, the swell of her cupid’s bow making my balls ache as she runs her tongue over it, wetting her lips. “I didn’t have to pawn anything, Big Daddy. I earned that money.”

She leans back again, and the way she said earned has my heart fucking racing, my blood spiking through my veins, leaving me uneasy and… jealous? I’m not fucking jealous.

I’m… “Earned it?”

Her grin makes my chest clench with anger, rage floods my head and my temples pound. “Wanna see how?” she asks, nodding toward my computer.

I say nothing, but she gets to her feet and rounds my desk, standing behind me. Reaching over, her breasts graze a stack of legal briefs as her long fingers splay out against the keyboard. She smells like vanilla and incense, and a drop of arousal slips from my cock onto my thigh, likely leaving a wet spot. I fight the urge to tip my head back and drag the tip of my nose along the curve of her velvety throat.

Instead, I sip my scotch, internally panicked and confused at why my body is acting a fool. Getting hard and leaking under my desk at one in the afternoon from over the knee boots and some lip licking? Who the fuck am I?

At forty-eight, there aren’t many surprise erections anymore. Not often at least. And I don’t fuck twenty-somethings. Ever.

A moment passes and a page loads. I slam my empty glass onto the desk, making the entire office rattle. “What the fuck?” I question as I stare at a profile on FeetFans.

She points her blue fingernail at the screen, specifically at a photo of feet in lucite heels, the kind worn by strippers all over. “They're my feet.”

I’m not into feet, but my pulse skips and my dick argues, and so apparently, I’m into her feet. Add this discovery to the list of things that anger me.

“What is this?” I breathe, drawing the question out slowly to maintain my composure. If this is what I think it is…

“I sell videos and pictures of my feet for money. The really good, livable money comes from live feet shows. I had a client for over a year that paid me so well, I quit my job at the coffee shop. But recently, he got into a relationship and doesn’t need me anymore.” She nudges me, smirking. “His partner has her own feet.”

I don’t smile and hers fades quickly when she sees I’m not impressed.

“Anyway, I get some interesting requests for pictures from time to time but it usually isn’t worth it because they don’t stick around. I opt for long term video clients, like my last guy. But I needed quick cash to repay you.” She glances at the stack of money, then back to me, a flush in her cheeks. “For the appointment you made me, I mean. So I took some photos with my toes in mashed potatoes for an old customer and voila!”

“No.” It’s all I can get out, considering my jaw is clenched so tightly I’m about to chip my goddamn teeth.

“No?” she asks, blinking, leaning back, taking me in. “What do you mean no?”

“No,” I say again, somehow louder than before, more infused with anger than before.

“You can’t tell me no,” she says, clicking the X on the tab, the entire FeetFans account disappearing. On screen is my email with a thousand and six unread messages. Still, I see her feet in those heels a moment longer.

“I don’t want men jerking off to your feet,” I tell her, reaching for my drawer, grabbing for the bottle. I never have more than one at work, but today I need the second. Thankfully she returns to the chair across from me.

Those fucking boots.

“Why do you even care what I do?” she asks.

I don’t answer, because I don’t have one. I shouldn’t care. I have no reason. All I should care about is her going to class and not doing drugs. That equates to a stable influence around my daughter.

But the image of a mouth-breathing, basement dwelling thirty-something with his cock in his hand and her muddy feet on his screen is an affront to my rationale. Fury consumes me.

It also keeps my jaw held tight, my absurd and irrational reasons locked tightly inside, along with all of my other feelings.

Winnie rolls her eyes and gets to her feet, the bow of her hips and swell of her swaying ass walking to my door, furthering my erroneous anger. She casts one look over her shoulder before she leaves, but I watch her ass all the way to the bank of elevators.

She turns, and our eyes lock as the doors slide closed.

I open a new tab in my browser, navigate through my history to her FeetFans page, and reach into my back pocket for my wallet.


chapter five


winnie

I don’t know if it’s a good or bad thing that it only took two sessions with Dr. Wilder for him to prescribe me something for my depression, but either way, here I am. In the line at the pharmacy, waiting to pick up my bottle of serotonin.

After an old woman with a grocery sack full of pill bottles is done, I step up, passing the folded paper to the unhappy technician on the other side of the counter.

He reads it, and without making eye contact says, “It’ll be twenty minutes” and begins inputting my information at the speed of light. The keyboard rattles against the desk as he types with authority, making me anxious to ask my question. But it’s pretty important that I do.

“Do you, uh, know how much that will cost? Without insurance?” I keep my voice low.

The breath he sucks in between his teeth paired with the way his eyebrows lift easily to his hairline has my stomach in knots.

I sold some photos to pay for therapy, yes, but that was pretty lucky. Selling enough to pay for anything of substance takes repeat customers, loyalty, time. I’d been wasting all of that shit on Harold, and now I’m chomping at the FeetFans scraps.

The man in the white coat types. If it’s under fifty, I can do it. Anything over that, and I’m going to be in a pinch.

“Eighty-seven dollars and ninety-three cents,” he deadpans.

“Almost 90 dollars for one prescription?” I balk, unwilling to accept that mental health has such a steep price tag. I’d been feeling darkly directionless for so long, and the health center on campus is only available (and free) to undergrads. I really thought I could ice cream and TV my way out of it.

Then came Quincey and his damn assumptions and his fancy doctor.

And I enjoyed therapy. Really fucking felt better after. I liked Dr. Wilder. He made me feel heard and normal, and after just the first session, I already felt more at peace with working through my sadness than ever before. After two? I’m feeling like I can’t quit therapy, or Dr. Wilder’s advice. It’s really working.

The man in the white coat lifts his gaze over my head to the customer next in line. “Next,” he calls, completely done with me.

Walking to the blue plastic chairs in the waiting area, I take a seat and dig out my phone, all while my pulse echoes in my ears.

Therapy gave me hope. The idea of releasing that hope now feels cruel and unfair. I need this prescription.

But what if I can pay for it this month then not the next? What’s the point then?

Quickly, I pull my phone from my purse and unlock it, opening the FeetFans app immediately.

NO NEW REQUESTS.

Fuck. I have no requests, which isn’t completely unusual since I’ve had my profile marked “matched” for the last year. Everyone in this little foot kink community believes I’m spoken for. It will take time for word to spread that 54035forYOU is available again.

Tears well in my eyes, but before I can have a complete mental breakdown in the Rite Aid next to a man with no shoes on, I spot a red number one over my private messages.

Clicking it, a name appears next to the message request.

BIG DADDY wants to send you a message. Do you accept?

I don’t know why, but for whatever reason, the corner of my mouth lifts in a smirk. Brielle is always complaining about what a controlling asshole he is. And, I’ve witnessed the fallout of his antics, after which Brielle has been a mess to be put back together too many times.

Yet I click accept without a second thought.

“Do not send any more photos.”



Beneath the message, there’s an attachment. When patrons make donations, they’re attached to messages just like this, along with some stupid FeetFans graphic with a reminder that should we choose to meet up, FeetFans is not responsible for what happens.

BIG DADDY has donated money.

I’m almost scared to click it, because the truth is, I want another reason to talk to him. Another reason to barge into his office and suck up his sexy as fuck rich man smell and give myself a little more to cling to when I squeeze my eyes shut and touch myself later. Again.

Yep, I’ve already double-clicked the mouse a few times to the memory of him barging in with groceries, absolutely owning that fitted suit.

I click Big Daddy’s donation link, and scream out loud at what I see.

BIG DADDY HAS MADE A DONATION OF 5000.00 US DOLLARS.

BIG DADDY HAS PAID PLATFORM FEES OF 50.00 DOLLARS.

Holy shit. The scream I scrumpt! Loud and obnoxious, according to the glares I’m receiving by the others waiting for meds. But I don’t care, because again–

Holy fucking shit.

Holy fucking shit on a stick.

Letting my phone rest on my lap, I dig out my wallet and retrieve the business card he gave me. I want to say I kept it for the appointment information, but that would make me a big old liar. I kept it because I wanted to have his number.

Stupid.

I could just Google him. And having this card puts me at risk to be caught by Brielle.

But I wanted it. My gut, full of old take out and Diet Coke, told me to keep the card. And now I’m so glad I did.

Quickly, I dial his number.

A woman answers on the fourth ring. “Parker & Pen, Mr. Parker’s Office. Kennedy speaking, how may I help you?”

Kennedy. That must’ve been the terrified woman trying to keep me out of Big Daddy’s office.

“Put me through to Quincey right this second,” I demand, whisper hissing into the phone like an angry housewife who found a fingernail in her husband’s pants pocket and is calling to blow her whole life up. “Right this second,” I hiss into the phone as Kennedy falls silent.

“B-Brielle?” she questions, whispering, her voice shaking with nerves. Jesus, how big of a prick is Big Daddy to have this woman this terrified of simply sending a phone call to his office?

I make a snap decision. “Yes, it’s Brielle,” I say, stuffing some haughtiness into my tone as I lie through my teeth. Going to see Big Daddy was thrilling, but left me feeling slightly guilty. This is the second thing that I feel guilty about, because if Brielle found out, it would be hard to explain.

Still, I lie.

“Wait, Kennedy, can I ask you something?”

“Uhh,” she draws out, and I can just see her looking around, making sure Quincey doesn’t see her wasting company time gossiping about him.

“Is Big D—,” I correct course, “is my father an asshole that terrifies you?”

She’s silent, and I reword my question, realizing she’s too scared to answer something so pointed. Especially to his daughter.

“I mean, is my father hard to work with? Don’t worry, Ken, ovary owners stick together. I’m not throwing you under the bus. I swear.”

A beat passes. “He can be, yes.”

“How often?” I press.

“Uhh,” she hedges nervously.

“If he’s a jerk nonstop, say, I’ll transfer you, then transfer me, and we’ll both know that he’s a jerk nonstop, and I’ll get to talk to my father.”

Another quiet beat, then, “I’ll transfer you.”

I shake my head, sending a dose of resting bitch face to a nosey woman in the chair adjacent to me. What is with Quincey? I should have known he has his office terrified if his own daughter ghosts his calls.

This makes perfect sense. After all, I’m attracted to jerks and I’m finding myself attracted to Big⁠—

“Brielle?” Quincey’s voice shreds through the silence on the line. “You’re supposed to be at the apprenticeship right now. This is week six. If you falter on your obligations on week six, in the meat of things⁠—”

I mean, I know I’m not Brielle but Jesus Christ, really? Quincey did not want Brielle to accept the apprenticeship at Crave & Cure, the top adult film company in the nation. He said porn is beneath her and not what he paid for, and hassled her endlessly about getting assigned somewhere else. Now he’s dragging her for calling him midday on a workday?

“Jesus Christ, pick a lane. For weeks it’s all ‘my daughter will not work there! I paid for my daughter to receive the best, not porn!’ and now you’re spanking me for calling you midday? I could be calling you from work you know, asshole.”

A heavy sigh feathers over the phone speaker, followed by a gruff and husky, “Winnie.”

“Yeah,” I reply, chewing the inside of my mouth as I send another warning glare to the nosey woman in the Ugg boots. “It’s Winnie. It’s Winnie pretending to be Brielle because that poor woman that works for you is too fucking scared to send anyone else through because you’re mean! You’re so mean to everyone, Big Daddy!”

My temples pound with each truth I hurl at him, and I don’t know if I’m upset on Brielle’s behalf, or on Kennedy’s, or what. I glance up at the counter, remembering where I am and why I’m here, then, in a lower, calmer tone, I add, “and thank you for the money.”

He erupts in laughter, so loud and boisterous that I can’t help but press my fist to my lips to absorb the laughter he pulls from me. “You realize I gave you money to make your life less dangerous and you called to tell me I’m mean to everyone.” He pauses, and I wonder if he’s smirking or scowling, because his voice is so husky and rich, it’s hard to tell. Commanding, that’s what his voice is. Commanding. Bumps spread down my arms and legs, and suddenly, the waiting area feels cold. It must be getting cold. Since my nipples are hard now, too.

“Two things can be true at once,” I argue softly, struggling to focus on the conversation and not the pulsing that has emerged from between my thighs.

“Are you calling to reject the money?” he asks.

“Did you tell Brielle you gave me the money?” I ask, but I know the answer. I also know what I’m doing by asking, and since Big Daddy is seven thousand years old, I’m gonna wager that he knows what I’m doing, too.

I’m saying, we’ve done nothing physically inappropriate, or verbally either. But we’re doing things behind Brielle’s back, and that can’t be denied. If we continue, we fall deeper into something together. Whatever it is. Even if he just wants to truly help me because of my proximity to Brielle, still, we’re sharing a secret.

I hate having a secret from Brielle. But Big Daddy’s heavy breaths flank the phone, and I find myself squirming in the plastic chair, crossing and uncrossing my legs.

I want a secret with Big Daddy, as much as I don’t want to hurt Brielle.

I’m a horrible friend.

Finally, he answers. “I did not.”

I lick my lips, studying the worn tops of my sneakers. “I’m gonna keep it,” I finally say, ashamed of the fact that I want and need it badly enough that I simply cannot turn it down.

“No more photos?” he asks, his voice quieter, almost like the question is private or… secret.

“Why do you care?” I ask, then grow bold as I get to my feet and begin pacing next to the wall of Band-Aids and blood pressure cuffs. “And don’t say it’s because of Brielle. Brielle doesn’t know. I’ve never told her.”

“I thought Brielle is your best friend,” he adds, and though he isn’t being condescending, my guilty conscience turns me defensive.

“She is my best friend. I’m just… embarrassed,” I admit, saying it aloud for the first time. I don’t judge the people who come to FeetFans, that get off to feet, or anything like that. I’m embarrassed that at age 26, with a bachelor’s degree and almost a master’s degree, I have nothing but debt to show for myself. I don’t have a long-time partner, goals or plans for the future, my own place, a handle on my student loans, or parents to help guide me. I feel empty, a lone vessel waiting for someone to stumble across and fill. And that embarrasses me.

But I don’t explain any of that. Instead, I say, “I don’t want her to think less of me.”

Big Daddy laughs humorlessly, almost with irony. “The porn director judging the woman who sells photos of her feet.” He clicks his tongue, and my eyes flutter closed at the sound of his big office chair tipping back. I can imagine those solid thighs, one draped over the other, feet stacked on desk, San Francisco skyline behind him painting the moment in ethereal romance.

“I won’t be able to pay you back for a long time,” I tell him, adding, “because I’m going to keep seeing Dr. Wilder, and as you know, he’s expensive.” The news of my medication is on my tongue, but telling him that I started antidepressants exposes a layer of me I do very well hiding. And, for all intents and purposes, I don’t think he needs to know.

“I don’t need you to pay me back at all,” he says.

The man in the white coat at the counter lowers to the little microphone. “Winnie Collins, your prescription is ready.”


chapter six


winnie

He said twenty fucking minutes! Panic squeezes my throat as I snatch my bag off the chair and toss it over my shoulder. “Thank you,” I breathe, and end the call before he can say anything else.

What’s left to say, anyway?

“Just a sec,” I tell the man behind the counter as I swipe through my phone, ignoring the way he impatiently drums his fingers over the register.

Tapping Quincey’s donation, I put in my passcode and follow the next few steps until less than a minute later, five thousand dollars are transferred into my account, and even though they won’t be spendable for a few days, draining nearly everything accessible in my account for a prescription certainly feels easy now.

“Here,” I pass him my card and he hands me a white bag with a little bottle of pills inside. “Thank you.”

He swipes and taps, then hands me back my card. He doesn’t know that he just passed me the thing I’m pretty sure I’ve needed since my parents died, and that my life is seemingly out of nowhere taking a positive turn for once, and that he is somehow part of that journey. He doesn’t care. Instead of a smile, he nods to the woman behind me. “Next.”

I slip out of the pharmacy onto the street, and walk hurriedly down the sidewalk until I’m at Rise & Grind. “Hey,” my best friend greets, standing up at our usual table in the back corner. She waves, and points, as if I don’t see her, earning her a hearty eye roll.

“There’s literally no one else in here, dork,” I tell her as I shove the white bag into my purse, dragging out my wallet.

We hug before I drop my bag in my chair and hook a thumb over my shoulder. “I’m gonna grab a muffin and some coffee,” I tell her, guilt gnawing at the corners of my cheery smile as she nods, sinking into her chair.

“Sounds good,” she beams, returning to her laptop as I make my way back to the counter.

“Hey Winnie,” Ansley greets. She’s worked here forever, and I used to work here thinking I’d be here forever, too. Until Howard. Of course, Ansley, Brielle and anyone else who has ever asked for that matter all think I left Rise & Grind to work a shitty teaching assistant job on campus.

Look, I’m no con artist. A TA job was all I could easily come up with that explained me being on my computer all the time (monitoring my account and messaging potential clients, but mostly just Howard), and also gave me a good reason to borrow Brielle’s fancy heels. I love my best friend, but she has so much shit that she has yet to notice that I’ve never even put so much as a molecule of wear on them. If I was wearing them around campus and in the classroom, why do they still look so out-of-the-box perfect? I know why, and I thank God it’s never occurred to her.

“Hey Ans,” I sigh, peering up at the menu as if I haven’t read it a million times. “Banana nut muffin, pumpkin spice latte,” I tell her, still eyeing the menu.

She punches the items into the register and hands me the terminal, letting me swipe my card. For the first time in years—literal years—I swipe my card with ease. I know it won’t put me in the hole, and I know I’m not trading this coffee and muffin for a future meal. For now, and for the foreseeable future, I can have both without a hard choice.

And I have Big Daddy to thank for that.

My stomach lurches at the thought, and I nearly jump five feet in the air when Brielle sidles up to me at the counter, her phone pressed to her ear.

“Yes, Dad, I got the groceries.” She rolls her eyes at me playfully, and I look away, not rolling them back the way I usually do because I’m utterly terrified Brielle will be able to read BACKSTABBER in my them. “That was like two days ago, Dad. Chill. I’ve been busy at the apprenticeship. You know, at the porn company I work for.”

Ansley passes me a plate with my muffin on it, and I feign starvation, beelining for our table. Quickly, I work on peeling the paper from the muffin, and Brielle follows me back to the table, eyeing me as she continues her chat with Big Daddy.

“Yeah, I said I will.” She sighs. “Yes, Dad, I will.”

She ends the call and I avoid her gaze, instead opting to stare down the top of my muffin as I shovel chunks into my mouth. If my mouth is full, I have no possible way to look or feel awkward.

As soon as I swallow my bite, Brielle reaches out, grabbing my wrist. “Hey, you’re being weird. Are you okay?”

Ansley approaches with my latte and Brielle’s coffee, smiling as she passes them to us. “Thanks, Ans.”

She smiles and disappears, and for the first time in my life, I wish she would have lingered and made small talk.

“I’m fine,” I assure Brielle, taking another bite of muffin. With my mouth stuffed I ask, “How’s it going at Crave?”

She eyes me suspiciously, her brows cinching together as lines of disbelief curve her forehead. “Do you need to borrow money again? You haven’t asked in a while but you know you can always ask, right?”

I nod. “I’m good. Just… tired. And feel kind of off today,” I admit, because that is a truth I can tell. I do feel strange today. Getting five thousand dollars randomly from your best friend’s hot dad will put you in a strange headspace. So will being violently attracted to him.

“I get that,” she says before launching into all the details about her apprenticeship at Crave & Cure. We’re both graduate school students, with me finishing my master’s in graphic design, and Brielle working toward her master’s in film and media studies. Not long ago, Brielle stopped working on documentaries about trees (yawn) in favor of an apprenticeship with a successful director. She was assigned to Augustus Moore, the top and most respected adult film movie director in the industry.

Initially, she did not want to go. She thought she was too good, and so did Big Daddy. I heard secondhand all of the things he said about Crave, and exactly how he felt.

Knowing how he felt about that, I’m starting to wonder if he didn’t want me taking foot photos out of disgust. I mean, he was really upset about Brielle being assigned to Crave.

I nod and smile as Brielle talks about her boss Augustus and his assistant Lance. The three of them bicker, but from what I understand, they have an emotional and romantic connection, too. Small, but it’s there, growing. I fix the smile on my face and work hard to hold it, timing sips of my latte to break up the forced facial expression. On the inside, I’m foolishly crumpled, fighting the urge to cry. Why? Because my best friend is telling me about her bosses and potential lovers? No, because I’m thinking of Big Daddy and his motives.

For a split second, or maybe even a short period of time, I thought that just maybe Big Daddy paid me off and told me not to take the photos anymore because he had a little crush on me.

Which would be stupid anyway because he’s my best friend’s dad. He's old, and he’s already been married and had a kid. At this point in his life, his hobbies are probably wearing an ascot by a fireplace while reading a newspaper or some shit. It was a total fantasy to think Big Daddy had a crush on me.

But I can’t deny the internal crumble at the realization that Big Daddy hates anything related to porn, and wants zero association with it. I may not go back to FeetFans, but I support those who use it. And porn? I support that too.

Having me quit FeetFans wasn’t romantic. It had everything to do with how he feels about himself, and nothing to do with how he feels about me.

Of course. I mean, duh.

Still, my gut rots as I listen to Brielle tell me about a dirty video she stumbled upon where her boss had his assistant on his knees for him.

When she’s done sharing her story, my muffin and latte are done, too.

As casually as I can, I prod a little, because I’ve had ten minutes to sit with my thoughts, and ten minutes to decide I don’t care if Big Daddy doesn’t like me. It was stupid anyway. I would never want to hurt Brielle. And my interest in him is purely physical. A good fuck with a hot older man isn’t worth my relationship with my bestie anyway.

But still, a girl is curious.

“So, what did your dad want?” I ask, pressing my fingertip into crumbs, dropping them over my plate casually.

“Oh,” she sighs, popping her back as she twists in her seat. “Just to make sure I’m using the groceries he buys me to make healthy meals. He said there was a lot of take out in my fridge and I need to watch that.”

I roll my eyes, and don’t have to force it. “I can’t believe he just comes into your apartment while you’re gone.”

She gives me dead eyes. “Really? You can’t? I mean, you know how my dad is.”

I tug on my messy hair at the top of my head, playing it all too cool as I ask, “Do you kind of like it? I mean, I know he bugs you but I don’t know. Knowing he’s up your butt all the time because he loves you, that has to feel good sometimes, right?”

Her features soften, and her hands slide over the table to capture mine when I’m done fidgeting with my bun. “I’m sorry, I think sometimes I take for granted just how adjusted and cool you are and that’s insensitive of me.” She purses her lips in one of those gross, sad smiles meant to tell me she feels bad. “I love my dad. And I’m sorry your parents aren’t around anymore. I’m sorry I’m insensitive to that.”

Oh god. I wasn’t thinking that at all. But of course, that’s where her mind went since my parents are, in fact, dead. Shit, what was I hoping she’d say after a loaded comment like that? All I wanted to know is if Big Daddy actually has a heart, but apparently, I love pain because now I’m forced to act like she hit me straight in the feels. It’s that or admit I’m asking about her dad, which I have zero logical reason to do.

“Yeah,” I sigh, tipping my head to the side as I debate snagging a second muffin on my way out. Because I have the money, after all. “It’s okay, you’re not insensitive,” I say, finding the courage (insert eyeroll here) to smile. “You’re just kind of an asshole, just like Big Daddy.”

That’s the first time I’ve used that nickname since our relationship has changed, and as soon as the name leaves my lips, the big hand of guilt bitch slaps me.

Fortunately, Brielle is on her way out, and too busy to do much but roll her eyes. “Yuck,” she says, shoving her laptop into her bag. “Wanna do dinner tonight? We haven’t caught up in a while.”

I nod to the empty plates and crumbs. “I just listened to you talk about your hot boss getting blown by his assistant and how they’ve been eyeing your tits for the last week.” I shrug. “We’re caught up.”

She puts her hands on her hips, glaring. “Do you not want to meet up with me tonight? Do you have plans?”

I snort. “Yeah, I have plans to work on my final project in bed with my headphones on to drown out the eight trillion other people that live at my place.” I make jazz hands. “Huge night for me.”

“When is your final project due?” she asks, stashing some napkins in the front pocket of her bag.

“Not for another two months but… that’s all I have left. There’s literally not even class anymore. Just to work on my thesis project.”

“I guess now it’s a good thing you don’t have a boyfriend. You have nothing but time and focus.” She pulls me into another hug before saying goodbye, and filtering out the door. I sink into the coffee house seat and sigh, letting my head fall back against the chair.

At that moment, my phone pings a very familiar noise. FeetFans. I open the app to find a message from Howard waiting.

Howard



She ended it. I need you.



I write back immediately because this breakfast with Brielle helped me squash some wild Big Daddy fantasy that I had low-key built up in my mind.

I need Howard’s money and he needs my feet, and that’s the truth of it. I can’t ask Big Daddy for more money, and for what it’s worth, I already feel the urge to pay him back, just like the therapy appointment. That way there is nothing between us that would ruin my relationship with Brielle.

I take a moment, staring at my green “ONLINE” activity status while thinking of a message. Finally, I reply.

54035forYOU



I can do a live call tonight.



A moment after hitting send, $600 hits my account, available for transfer.

There. Now I no longer need to worry or even think about Big Daddy. A few weeks with Harold and I’ll pay Quincey back and be able to afford therapy and meds.

Everything is back to normal.

Yay.


chapter seven


quincey

“And you explained the obvious risk involved with going to trial?” I ask, hand pinched at my hips as I hover above the speaker unit on the conference room table.

The associates around me fill legal pads with loads of information as they, too, wait for a response. A moment later, my partner, who is with our client in a holding cell, replies.

“He’s aware. But he refuses to take a plea deal.” He lets out a sigh. “Another innocent man.”

“He drove fucking drunk and killed two people!” I shout, the veins in my temples bulging with each aggressive word. “How can he be innocent of that when it’s on camera?”

I shake my head, realizing this isn’t the time or the place. And quite frankly, not even part of the job. If the client wants to go to trial, we’ll go. We’ll prepare and we’ll fight and we’ll get paid either way. I am no man’s moral compass, I’m only a legal shield. Period. “Never mind. We’ll discuss this when you’re back.”

I click the big red END button, severing the conversation between Pen and myself. I look between the associates. “You heard the man. Prepare for trial.”

I didn’t get into law to guide people into virtue and morality. People are going to do what they want, what serves their ego and their narrative. Plain and simple. I got into law for money because money is security and security allows you freedom. That’s all I’ve ever wanted for my family.

I never expected to raise my daughter alone, to be a hard ass and a grouch, to be the dad that yells instead of listens but somewhere along the line, soft parenting while chasing a law career just didn’t mix.

Back in my office, I slam the door closed and sink into my leather chair, my eyes sliding to the framed photo of Brielle and myself.

She’s thriving the way she always has, and this very job has helped give her many opportunities. That’s how it works, after all. Money buys opportunities, and I want my girl to have everything she can.

Guilt curls my shoulders, squeezing me for a moment while I stare at a photo of my daughter as her best friend slips into my mind.

Winnie’s parents died when she was young, that much I remember.

She’s had to hustle her way through school, and earning good grades for Winnie likely came down to going to college or not. She’s had a ton of pressure and stress on her shoulders from a young age. She hasn’t had the life my daughter has.

And for some reason, that disturbs me. Greatly.

Drumming my fingers along the desk, I stare at the computer screen. Icons, saved documents, folders full of unorganized bullshit.

I could open my email and start answering everything I’ve missed for the last hour. I could make a few phone calls or even review the stack of secretary applicants Pen snuck in here earlier.

But what do I do?

The one fucking thing I shouldn’t.

I open the internet and navigate to FeetFans, typing in her handle.

54035forYOU

Staring at the numeric keypad on my keyboard, waiting for the results to load, I can’t help but smirk. 54035forYOU. Shoes for you. Cute. I see what she did there.

I don’t expect to see anything. She quit. Her main client left her. I guess I’m just hungry for some trace of Winnie, because even though I know it’s ridiculous and wrong, looking at her site feels like the only way of hiding my shame while getting a little fix.

Except I’m sitting upright with anger swarming my veins the moment her page loads.

There’s a green bubble next to her name. The green bubble that displays activity status, indicating she’s online.

Why the fuck is Winnie on her FeetFans account? Just yesterday she told me she quit. She got the money, she went to her appointment, everything was fine.

My hands curl into fists and I’m slamming them against my desk before I can stop myself. My paperweight rattles, and the photo of myself and Brielle topples, crashing onto the carpeted floor.

Why is she back on FeetFans?

Her crossed legs in those tall boots flit through my mind. The day I was at Brielle’s, Winnie’s hair was in a messy bun but for one tendril continually falling over her eyes. I think of that tendril, of wrapping it around my finger while her full lips dust the head of my straining cock.

I’ve got my cell to my ear in a matter of seconds, dialing what I now know is her phone number. Because she called me, and yes, I saved that number. I put it in my phone. She’s my daughter’s best friend—it would be stupid not to have her number programmed into my phone.

She answers, groggy, soft, like maybe I woke her up. “Hello?”

Something about the idea of her sleeping midday makes me frown.

“You said no more FeetFans,” I hiss, keeping my mouth as closed as possible, not wanting the words FeetFans to echo through my place of fucking work. There would be zero risk of that if she’d obeyed me.

“Oh. Hi Big Daddy,” she drawls, her tone turning playful. That should bring some ease to my discomfort, but instead, I grow angrier.

My desk rattles again as I slam just one fist down against it. “You said no more,” I growl, an actual chasm of jealousy and anger opening up somewhere deep inside me, using a tone I haven’t used in years. Possessive and feral, neither of which I am entitled to when it comes to Winnie Collins.

Yet they are two emotions I undeniably feel.

“I did say no more. You’re right. And then, guess what I did with my female brain?”

Why is my dick pressed against my fly like a prisoner waiting to fucking escape?

“What?” I growl, playing into her little game. I know it’s a game, because she’s a brat, and brats love to play.

“I changed my mind.”

“That wasn’t our agreement,” I manage to get out, a dull ache blooming in my jaw from how hard I’m clenching.

“Did we have an agreement? I don’t remember that,” she says.

“Where are you?” I ask, everything laid out in my mind for the rest of the work day completely gone.

Winnie.

That’s all I see when my eyes flutter closed and I suck in a deep, long breath through my nose. Winnie. That fucking messy, adorable curly hair, that smart goddamn mouth rimmed with the plumpest lips, her wide eyes, those freckles, that ass…

“Where are you?” I hear myself asking again, when I am not the man that needs to ask things twice.

She’s not here, yet I’m strangely and acutely aware of the way she holds me firmly by the balls.

“At my shitty apartment, if you must know,” she says, her confidence swallowed by a whisper.

“Where?”

She’s hesitant, and that angers me even more. “I asked you a question,” I remind her, loosening the knotted tie at my throat as I now pace the worn strip of carpet behind my desk.

“Why? What are you gonna do, storm over here and spank me for being on FeetFans?”

We both fall silent at that remark, and I have to grip my erection a moment to calibrate. “Send me your fucking address, Winnie.”

Her silence sets loose a string of panic in my brain. The idea that I cannot see her today—right this fucking second—makes me want to flip my desk and scream, goddamn it. “I can get it from Brielle, you know.”

“Oh yeah? And what would be the reason you ask your twenty-six-year-old daughter where her twenty-six-year-old best friend lives? Hmm? Answer me that, Quincey,” she says, drawing out my name like a piece of bubble gum stretched from her lips to fingertips. It’s fucking irritating and sexy, and does nothing for my aching cock in my hand. I grip myself harder, tugging once over the Italian wool slacks.

“I’ll tell her that I gave you money under the condition that you don’t sell photos of your feet, and I caught you in a lie,” I say, waiting for her to call my bluff. But as much as I know she won't, she knows I won’t either.

“Okay, cool. And after you tell her all that, remind me how you’re gonna break the news that you figured out I was lying. Are you gonna show her screenshots of my FeetFans account? You know, the one you looked up? Hmm?”

Fucking. Brat.

I grab my wallet and stuff it into my back pocket. Snatching my keys and suit jacket, I march toward the door, yanking it open so hard it hits the wall. The door stop was fucking toast two months into this office being established.

Kennedy is at Pen’s desk, so I don’t bother speaking to her. She eyes me as I tread to the elevator, and as I step in, she appears.

“Out for the day?” she asks, out of breath from trailing me.

“Just… out,” I say, giving her zero answers. I don’t care. I can’t think of my schedule right now because all I can think of is Winnie fucking Collins.

“Are you… are you leaving work right now?” Winnie asks, whisper-yelling at me through the line. Now I have her attention.

“Where do you live, Winnie?” I ask, knowing it’s the last time I’m gonna be nice about it. I smash the down button several times before the lift finally sinks twenty-seven floors, bringing me to the parking garage.

She stays quiet. The doors open and my personal doorman is there, waiting. Ken must’ve tipped him off. I usually call but today I’m clearly tied up.

“Mr. Parker,” the doorman says, taking my keys from me. “I’ll be back in a moment.”

“Have my driver on standby as well, please,” I tell him, refocusing on Winnie as the young man disappears into the parking garage to retrieve my car.

“I live with a lot of other people,” she says quietly, almost shamefully. “I don’t have my own room. I have nowhere private.”

I hate that. I hate that so much I could fucking scream. “Why are you sharing an apartment with so many people? You’re in grad school. You should have your own place by now.”

“Think about why you called me,” she snaps back, salty and sharp. “I have no spare money and tons of debt. I live like this to save money, asshole.”

“I’m sorry,” I retort so quickly it nearly surprises me. I struggle apologizing to Brielle, to Pen, to anyone really. But with Winnie, there it is. Immediately. Zero hesitancy. “It’s… unsafe.”

She snorts. “Isn’t it the opposite? I mean, if someone is gonna break into our apartment, they’re gonna have to murder like four other people before they even make it to the room I sleep in. By then, I’ll have woken up and slipped out the window with a knife between my teeth, you know, just in case.”

“Jesus Christ,” I groan, unfortunately having the gift of an imagination. “That’s not funny.”

“No one’s laughing, Big Daddy.” She pops a bubble with her chewing gum. “I’m not telling you where I live.”

A question rolls around in my mouth but I never ask it, because I think it will make her feel bad and apparently, I don’t want Winnie Collins to feel bad.

“Tell my driver. He will pick you up. We need to speak.”

“What? Your driver is picking me up? Why? No! No, I’m not doing that,” she says, proverbially folding her arms over her chest.

“Yes, you are. Or I will call Brielle. I’ll tell her everything.”

“Don’t threaten me,” she balks.

“Don’t make me,” I defend.

“You’re an asshole.”

“And you’re a brat,” I say, slipping out the parking garage door after the attendant returns, giving me the nod.

I slip into the driver’s seat and hit the Bluetooth button, tossing my phone onto the passenger seat. With another press of a button, I dial my driver, letting Winnie hear the entire conversation.

“Who are you calling? Wait, you have two phone lines in your car?”

I ignore her, steering my way onto the busy city streets as Ralph picks up.

“Mr. Parker, hello.”

“Ralph, when I hang up, please call 555-425-8791. She is going to give you an address, and you are going to pick her up and bring her back to my home, please. Thank you.”

I end the call before Ralph agrees, because he will agree. That’s his job.

“I’m not—” she stops. “I have a call on the other line.”

I can’t help but smirk. “Answer it, Winnie.”

She hangs up, and I navigate home, drumming my fingers on the wheel, ignoring the world passing by my windows as I think of Winnie at my house.

It’s wrong.

Brielle would lose her fucking mind.

Winnie is way too fucking young for me. When she was toddling around in a diaper with a balloon tied to her wrist and first birthday icing all over her nose, I was crushing beer cans, celebrating my 23rd birthday.

She is too goddamn young.

Still, I drive to my house with my hand on my cock, unable to stop myself.


chapter eight


quincey

I don’t know where Winnie lives, but my office isn’t far from my home. Twenty-four minutes, to be exact. And when I arrive first, I refuse to acknowledge the panicked idea that she may not show up.

Instead, I head inside and pour myself a glass of scotch.

With my cell phone staring up at me from the countertop, I decide to call my daughter while I wait. It is very much a guilty conscience driven call, but knowing she’s okay soothes my nerves nonetheless. I suppose the call is whole heartedly selfish.

I suppose that’s me.

Dialing, I glance at the screen of security camera feeds in the corner of the kitchen, checking for motion detection on the long driveway. Nothing.

“Dad?” Brielle answers, whispering. I glance at the gold watch on my wrist. It’s three in the afternoon. Fuck. I forgot I’m playing hooky. “Is everything okay?”

“Ah, yes. I was just calling to… schedule a dinner.” I clear my throat, glancing at the bank of camera feeds again. “It’s been a while.”

“Okay,” she draws out, still whispering while a soft rush of noises fills the space around her. She’s working, and I interrupted her. That is something I’d yell at her about as a child, when she’d toddle into my office with something cool she wanted to show me. I’m working, and work pays the bills, Brielle. I cringe at the way my own words haunt me.

“Well, I’m at work right now, Dad. Email me. I’ll put it in my calendar.”

I did my best to make her feel bad about this film school apprenticeship, knowing she herself didn’t want the assignment either. And now she’s working at it, thriving, and, quite frankly, I’m proud.

“Will do. Take care.” I end the call and stare at the screen that tells me I just had a conversation with my daughter that lasted one minute and two seconds.

One minute and two fucking seconds.

Sure, it’s the middle of a work day but still. If I’d have done things differently, I would be someone she’d always want to talk to, someone she literally couldn’t hang up on.

But another glance at my wall of security camera feeds reminds me that Brielle wouldn’t be in her sixth year of Ivy League schooling if I hadn’t been a nose to the grindstone father.

“Mr. Parker,” chirps a voice through the home intercom, jarring me from my internal self-deprecating dialogue.

From memory, I press the button on the wall, waiting for the town car to come into view as I answer.

“Yes?”

A momentary pause then—“I’m less than one minute away, sir.”

Punching the button, I watch as the gates sail open, and a moment later, the town car drives right through. Polishing off the glass of scotch, I make my way through the house, to the front door, where the drive loops.

Two steps onto the porch and my eyes collide with the open door on the town car. The noise around me slows as two bare feet hit the concrete, blue toenails wiggling against the ground.

“Damn, Big Daddy,” Winnie exclaims, stepping out from behind the car door as the driver moves to close it.

“She refused to put shoes on,” he says to me as an aside, despite being in front of Winnie. I nod, and thank him, and find myself traipsing down the remaining stairs to stand directly in front of her.

The town car pulls away.

“Where are your shoes?”

Her eyes move over the ornate stone work beneath the eaves, then over to the generously sized black lacquer front door before sliding to meet mine. “I’m kidnapped,” she says, smiling. “Kidnapped women don’t have time to put shoes on. Duh.”

I frown. “I did not kidnap you. I had you brought here so we could speak.”

Her eyebrows lift as a soft curl slides over her forehead. She pushes it back, and I notice her nails are painted the same bright blue as her toes. Blue is my favorite color. “This place is fucking huge,” she gawks, her gaze dragging over ever inch of my home. “Damn, Brielle is more of a brat than I realized.”

The hair on the back of my neck lifts at her choice of words. I think of Winnie as a brat, not my daughter, and though the only reason I even fucking know Winnie is because of Brielle, I do not want to be reminded of that right now.

Or ever, for that matter.

“She wasn’t raised here.” I glance back at the mansion. “I bought this when she went to college.”

“How sweet of you,” she deadpans, then surprises me by reaching up, looping one arm around my neck. “Carry me.” Before I can protest, she leaps and I find myself catching her, curling my arms to bring her nearer to my chest. “Can’t let my moneymakers get dirty, you know,” she says, earning a glare from me. I head toward the house.

“That’s exactly why you’re here,” I remind her, growing itchy from her comment. I don’t want her selling feet photos to strangers, for Christ’s sake. The idea of it causes me great distress. Almost to the front door, Winnie sighs, her fruity breath flanking my nose as she says, “You’re strong, Big Daddy.” My cock grows plump as loose curls tickle my cheek and neck.

I keep my eyes ahead, at the door growing nearer. I don’t want to set her down, but if I keep holding her, it’s going to be awkward when I finally do put her down. The sooner the better.

“Yes, I am,” I agree, then add, “but carrying you is no test of my strength. You’re light.”

Inside, I lower her to the ground and make my way to the kitchen, her feet slapping the tile behind me. A smirk curves my lips at the way she trails after me without words.

Once in the kitchen, I refill my scotch before getting another glass from the cupboard. Finally, I let myself look at her, while silently offering her a drink by lifting the glass.

God she’s gorgeous. And I hate that my pulse skips at the way her toes curl into the ground, blue nails tempting me, coaxing and urging me to ask for things I’ve never wanted. Not until now.

Her nose wrinkles, and for whatever reason, I envision slapping my hard cock against her nose and lips before filling my fist with those curls and slamming myself into her throat.

“Got anything that isn’t brown?”

My tongue sweeps my bottom lip as I force myself to envision the liquor cabinet. I think I have an old bottle of gin, and maybe even some vodka. “You have a preference?” I question, reaching for my phone on the counter. If I don’t have it, I’ll get it.

She shakes her head. “I just don’t do the brown booze. Anything else.”

“Do you drink wine?”

She shrugs. “Just the cheap stuff.”

“Never had nice wine?” I question, placing my phone on the counter.

Winnie rolls her neck as she finds her way to a barstool at my kitchen island. “Big Daddy, for a lawyer, you can be pretty stupid.” She hooks a thumb into her chest. “Poor. Remember?”

She looks around the kitchen, her eyes following the cabinets all the way to the ceiling before they move along the crown molding, then down along the thick slabs of stamped concrete that comprise the countertop. “But you sure as hell aren’t.”

Crouching, I open the small wine fridge and root around until I find the best bottle. When I stand, I bring two wine glasses with me, and reach into the drawer for the opener. Scotch midday and now wine? Why not?

That summarizes how I feel around Winnie. Why the fuck not?

I intentionally ignore the laundry list of reasons.

“We established that outside, did we not?” I question, referencing her awe of my home earlier.

“Does it make you feel bad that you’re rich if I point it out?” she asks, reaching for the stem of the wine glass that I fill for her.

“No, because I earned this and when you earn something, there is no guilt.” I take a sip from my glass, savoring the notes of bitter black currant preserves in the pricey Bordeaux.

Winnie swings one of her long legs into the air, hooking a bare foot onto the counter top. She wiggles her toes as she dances her eyebrows, sipping her wine. “Like selling my feet photos?”

I consider her counter argument. “No, not like selling your feet photos.”

Curving around the counter, I come to stand in front of her as she lowers her wine glass to the counter, her eyes fixed on mine. “No feet on the countertop,” I tell her, my voice husky, my cock thickening. I reach out, wrapping my palm around her bare foot. Slowly, I lower her leg and foot back down, never breaking eye contact.

Her lips move, and her eyes hold mine as she searches for words, swallowing loudly, maybe even a bit nervously. “Yes, Big Daddy,” she breathes, a smirk dusting her lips.

She rests her hands in her lap, clutching the hem of her t-shirt, her eyes hooded, passion brewing between us.

“How do you like the wine?” I ask, so the silence bears more than my malevolent intentions.

“I hate it,” she breathes, still nervously tracing the thread on her shirt. “Why is it not like my feet photos?” She finishes the Bordeaux.

“You drank it all,” I point out, acknowledging the empty glass in my periphery. “And you shouldn’t have to use your body to earn money for necessities.”

My shoes slide against the slick floor, bringing us nearer. So near that I hear each exhale that escapes her, each slow blink of her hooded eyes as she stares up at me.

“Just for fun?”

I let one brow rise, questioning her.

“According to the rules of Big Daddy, I can’t use my body to make money for necessities, but can I use it just for fun? ”

I nod. “That’s one of the things your body is for, yes.” Sweat beads along my upper lip, beneath the day-old stubble. The wine combo is driving me to say things I wouldn’t normally say.

“What are the other things?” she asks, batting her eyes in a way that tells me she isn’t trying to be seductive at all, but still seducing me nonetheless. She’s just Winnie, and god do I want her. “Enlighten me,” she says, then slowly, tantalizingly she adds, “Quincey.”

A growl unfurls inside me, causing my core to nearly vibrate from my unfettered desires. Since the moment I laid eyes on Winnie, I knew she’d be hard to forget. Now, though, I’m actually a little fucking terrified of what I’d do for her.

“Do you really want to know?” I ask, my voice husky as I lean over the counter, grabbing the wine. While I enjoyed the wine, I prefer the scotch, but I don’t switch back because she likes the wine. Despite the fact I know I should stop, I refill my glass. Knowing she doesn’t need a second either, I still refill hers, saying, “It will change things between us, Winnie, if I answer that question truthfully.”

“Give it to me,” she replies, swiping her glass from me to take a big drink. “I can take it.”

My head falls forward, my eyes on her bare toes curled around the barstool as I fight the image of her riding my cock. Stifling a groan, I can’t stop myself from imagining my thick shaft disappearing between her hairless pink lips as her head falls back and she moans, “I can take it, fuck me hard, I can take it!”

Taking a breath in through my nose, I exhale through my mouth as my gaze lifts to hers. I wonder how I went all these years without meeting Winnie, and in a way, I thank God that we never crossed paths. Would I have been able to resist her through an undergraduate and master’s degree? I’ve known her a week and I’m dying to tear off those shorts and fuck her sweet little cunt until she’s a speechless puddle of my cum.

“Your body isn’t a playground for men, Winnie, and you shouldn’t use it as such. Have fun on your terms. Without payment. To make you happy,” I reach past her for the bottle of wine, holding her eyes as I top myself off.

“Hmm,” she hums thoughtfully, her seductive gaze following my every movement. “And what if using my body to make myself happy means I am a playground for men?” she questions, paraphrasing my words, leaving the sentiment behind, carrying only the crass bottom line.

I ignore her bratty retort. “Secondly,” I tell her, my balls thrumming at her attitude. Loosening, then removing the silk tie at my throat, I toss it onto the counter and work on the top two buttons of my pressed dress shirt. “Don’t you want to give a man a child one day? Children? Don’t you dream of falling head over heels for a man, not being satiated completely until you let him use your body as a vessel to create his family?” Boldly, I reach out and dust my fingers along her belly for a moment. “When you’re done bearing his fruit, he will worship you as the queen that gifted him his entire life. He will spend the rest of his days feasting on you, his temple, his goddess.” My heart is racing. “But if you sell yourself short before that⁠—”

“That’s your dream, not mine,” she protests, but it falls flat. Because that is what she wants. Desire danced in her eyes as I spoke. I saw it. I’ve seen the look many times in clients’ eyes—when they want something so badly they’re actually afraid to admit it.

I say nothing, giving her a moment, but she twists her lips together, glaring, silently stewing.

“All I’m trying to impart is that your whole life is ahead of you. A career, and a husband and family, if you decide you want that. Don’t let temporary difficulties lead you down a path unerasable from your story.” My head grows woozy, and I realize this is what I should have said to Brielle when she took the apprenticeship at Crave. These are the fatherly words that should have been spoken instead of reminders of how much I’ve paid and yelling. There is always so much yelling.

Winnie’s expression softens. I swear she understands me in ways no one else has, which I realize is some tarot card, crystal ball bullshit. I’m a man of the law. I believe in rules, repercussions and reason.

Even so.

I shove a hand through my hair. “Selling parts of yourself can ruin your future.”

She blinks, her mouth parting wordlessly as we lock eyes. My words linger between us, and I picture every single thing I said. I envision shoving her legs back, seeing her knees near her face as I thrust deep, giving her every hard inch, every hot drop. I see us on Sunday morning, lazy and tired, on our sides, my cock feeding her pleasure one inch at a time. I see her belly swollen, tits full, a baby on one hip, another at her feet. Then I don’t just see her, but instead, us. Our life. My hair has more silver. Her crow’s feet are soft. Time has carried us forward, age has found us, and I spend my days and nights eating my favorite meal, losing myself in my perfect, still young wife.

It's a powerful, heady fantasy, my statements bold, the sentiment overwhelming. My thoughts swim from Brielle, and how I need to right things with her, to Winnie, and how I want everything from her.

Yet neither are within my grasp, despite one of them being just one foot away.

Winnie rolls her lips together and says, “That’s incredibly sexist.”

Despite what she’s said, her neck is flush, and her nipples are hard. I sip my wine, my head flighty from the amount of booze I’ve had in such a short time period. “It’s not. The fact it’s true is sexist, but the fact that a woman would be judged on foot pictures by a future partner whereas a man would be forgiven for the same thing,” I tell her, searching her eyes, “that’s real. And I only want the best for you.”

“Why?” she asks, her tone deflated, her confidence replaced with hushed hesitancy.

“I find myself in the unusual position of caring about you. To ridiculous lengths.”

She finishes off her second glass of wine, and I take our empties and put them in the sink. “But why?”

“I’ve been asking myself what’s different about you,” I admit, standing in front of her, moving the barstool out of the way with my foot. “You aren’t afraid to stand up to me. To call me on my shit. You’re strong, beautiful, and intelligent.”

“I am all those things,” she smirks, chin tipped up. “But tell me the real reason why you care about me using my feet to get men off. And don’t lie, Quincey.”

The urgency with which I feed her the truth is alarming.

“I want you to be my playground, Winnie. And I don’t want you taking those fucking photos for other men.” I lean in, dusting my lips against hers, knowing I shouldn’t, knowing it’s fucked up, fully aware that this is a terrible fucking idea.

But she kisses me back.

She loops her arms around my neck and before I know it, her legs are around my waist, my tongue lodged down her throat as her silky moans flood my mouth.

I can’t stop myself, and she doesn’t stop me when I slide my palms up her back, beneath her shirt. She’s in shorts today, gym shorts of some kind, and an oversized t-shirt which has somehow hung just perfectly to show off her hardened nipples for the last ten minutes.

My palms skate up her back, my cock weeping at the forbidden sizzle of her body writhing against mine. Her skin is so soft, like something that’s just come out of the dryer, warm and satiny. Winnie breaks the kiss, her eyes hazy and distant as she pulls back, breathless and gorgeous.

“Big Daddy,” she breathes, placing one of her hands between my pecs, the other clinging to my neck, the tips of her fingers playing with the ends of my hair.

I don’t say anything; I stare at her as she gently writhes against me, the feel of her feet hooked at my tailbone making my groin ache.

I’m not just hard now. It’s beyond that. I’m hard and straining to stand upright against the fabric of my slacks. She grinds her covered, wet pussy against the length of my cock, drawing out her own gasps, her hooded eyes opening wide.

“We shouldn’t,” she breathes, glancing down between us to catch an eyeful of my cock jutting up through my slacks, pressed into her.

“You brought me here to talk, right?” She nibbles on her lower lips, eyes searching mine. “So talk.”


chapter nine


quincey

Winnie slowly unravels herself from me, and finds the barstool with her ass, her eyes on my cock.

“My eyes are up here,” I breathe, calibrating to the fact that she was in my arms for a few hot, torrid fucking seconds. I tasted her kiss, I felt her tongue.

I sit in the barstool next to hers, our knees pressed together as we struggle to catch our breaths.

“I finished the wine,” she says, picking up the conversation from earlier. Strangely, our eyes linger where our knees connect, and my groin fills with an undeniable pressure, an overwhelming heat. My cock is dying here. “But only so I wasn’t rude.”

“You didn’t have to finish it.” I swallow thickly around the gentle words lodged in my throat, searching for a husky or gravelly tone to adopt. “You don’t have to do things you don’t want to do. That’s my point about FeetFans. You don’t have to do that.”

“No?” she arches a brow, boldly reaching between us to fill her palm with my cock. She squeezes, and our eyes go to where she holds me through my slacks. Her fingertips and thumb don’t meet, and that drives me fucking wild.

She’s so tiny. Me and my huge cock would destroy her in the best goddamn ways.

I’d get her pregnant on the first try.

…

The fuck? Get her pregnant? I shake my head, reaching for the bottle of wine to pour another, because a man my age with a grown ass adult child does not need to be fucking fantasizing about breeding. No goddamn way. I have to stop with these fantasies.

“No.” I sip the scotch, my veins brimming with liquid confidence. “I forbid it.”

“Forbid it?” Winnie giggles, the little buzz she has going making the apples of her cheeks pink. “You can’t forbid me to do anything.” She licks her lips as her hand continues pumping me, her knees spreading. “You’re just Brielle’s father. You’re not anything to me.”

“I’m the man whose cock is in your hand.”

Her little grin is wicked, and the way she nibbles her bottom lip has me groaning. “It doesn’t have to be.” She uncurls her fingers.

“Don’t you fucking dare let go,” I warn, tipping my forehead against hers. She laughs, gripping me even harder, giving me a slow, long tug.

With her hand on my cock, I can’t help but realize she’s right. I’m no one to her. I hate that I feel so goddamn out of control around someone I have no claim to. An idea hits, and I waste no time throwing it out, like a lifeline. It’s for her, but I’m only trying to help myself at this point.

I’m not ready to not see Winnie every day.

“I can forbid it if I’m your boss.” I sit up, curving my hand around hers, guiding her to my balls. Her breathing shallows, her chest heaving as she blinks at me, arousal flaring in her eyes. “I’m your boss now, Winnie. And I won’t have an employee of Parker & Pen on a site like that. It’s bad for business.”

She swallows loudly, and I guide her back to my shaft after allowing her to feel my heavy, hulking balls.

Winnie pumps me as our eyes meet. Brielle’s best friend is jerking me off over my pants right now. I shake my head, unwilling to let reality ruin this. I want Winnie. And I’m going to fucking have her.

The fallout and consequences be damned.

“You’re not my boss, Quincey.”

“I can be,” I reply. “You need money. For that, you need a job. And it just so happens, I need a secretary.” Her thumb follows the heavy vein that runs the length of my shaft, and she traces it slowly, painfully, erotically. “You gonna be a jerk to me like you are to Kennedy? Hmm?”

My face twists, I know it does, and based on the unimpressed expression that washes over her and the fact that she stops jerking me off, it’s clear she takes issue with my response.

“I’m not a jerk to Kennedy,” I defend, because it’s true. Maybe prior secretaries, but the office manager? I’m respectful enough. And anyway, I want Winnie to keep moving her hand, even if it’s probably a good idea that she stops. Because one more stroke and I’m liable to tear off those tiny running shorts and shove inside of her until she’s sobbing and choking out my name.

She folds her arms over her chest, so I reach down and grab my cock, giving myself a squeeze. She wants to stay bratty, but watching me is too much. Crimson splotches her cheeks as her eyes lock to my hand, my gold watch glittering in the bar lights, shining in her eyes.

“Quit being a brat and take the job. Take. The. Job.” I groan, releasing myself long enough to open my belt.

It’s bold, everything about this day is. I wouldn’t be this bold if I thought there was a chance I was misreading her. But I’m not. She squirms on the barstool, eyes glued to my zipper, which I slowly tease down.

She nods. “I shouldn’t.” She looks up at me with heavy eyes. “I really don’t even know you.”

I reach into my boxer briefs and collect my erection, steely and hot in my palm. “Take the job. Get paid enough to take care of yourself and save some. Be in a safe environment. Get your own apartment. Don’t be foolish.” I take my cock out and her jaw splits, her mouth falling open. “Let me help you, Winnie.”

My eyes drop to her cunt, covered by her shorts. A dark circle forms between her legs, over her pussy, seeping through the bubble gum pink fabric. With my cock in one hand, I reach out, hooking my finger in the crotch of her shorts. Her head tips back, and I crash my mouth to her throat, sucking and licking her sweet skin as she moans.

“Big Daddy, we should stop,” she breathes, sifting her fingers through my hair as I kiss my way down her throat and collarbone, finally dropping to my knees in my own kitchen.

I look up at her and she looks down at me. The moment ripples with heated tensions, but her subtle head nod tells me everything I need to know: she’s on board.

With her consent, I abandon my egregious erection and tug down her shorts, discovering she is pantiless.

“You’re not wearing fucking panties?” the question erupts from me, jagged and vexing. “From now on, Winnie, you better fucking wear panties. Do you hear me?”

I drag my nose through her lips, shaved and glistening, just the way I envisioned them. Her pussy is swollen with arousal, her clit blooming, hungry and desperate. She moans as she sifts her fingers through the top of my hair, digging her nails into my scalp.

“I don’t want this pussy accessible to anyone. Not while you work for me.”

“Strict office rules,” she breathes, attempting to be playful but her own arousal leaves her slightly breathless, a little quiet. I love the way she sounds on the brink of an orgasm.

“That’s fucking right. You do as I say when you work for me,” I growl, moving my lips against hers, taking in her sweet scent.

“Stop being a bossy asshole and make me come, Big Daddy,” she says, thrusting her cunt into my mouth, her order riding a moan. With one hand on her thigh, I use my other hand to jack my cock as I bury my face between her legs.

Sucking her clit, driving my tongue deep into her cunt, kissing her lips—I eat her out as she writhes and whines, slapping my shoulders as she fights the orgasm cresting.

“You’re too fucking young,” I say in between licks, slipping the tip of my finger into her cunt, feeding her more until I’m knuckle deep. With a slight curl, I seal my lips to her clit and suck while I finger her, making her legs tremble and her words lose meaning.

“I’m... oh shit… Big Dad—ohmygod,” she moans, precum coating my knuckles as I voraciously pump my cock.

I’m on my knees in my kitchen, jacking off like a fucking animal, my face buried between the legs of the sexiest woman I’ve ever had the displeasure of meeting.

I wish we'd never met.

Because from this fucking moment on, I will not stop until Winnie Collins is mine. All fucking mine.

Knowing what I’m up against, I burrow my face into her heaven a bit deeper, curl my fingers a little more, suck her clit a bit longer. Ignorance and pussy are bliss.

The sounds her body makes as I ravage her have me pumping myself hard and fast, torn between wanting to spray my cum all over the floor, showing her everything I plan to bury inside of her, and wanting to grip my head and force myself to stave it off, to wait and show restraint, and power.

“Oh there,” she whines, moving her cunt against my mouth in gentle grinds. “Eat me, Big Daddy,” she moans, causing me to grip my crown with the strength of every man trying not to come. I don’t like the name Big Daddy. Or, I don’t know. I didn’t. But I do like hearing her call me that when my tongue is lodged so deep in her cunt that I can feel her tight little asshole flex. “There, there, there,” she chants, her volume rising, legs trembling.

I give myself another stroke, the slick glide of copious precum weakening my resolve to hold off. I’m a leaking, dripping, aching mess for her. I haven’t been this way in years.

“Come for me, you little brat,” I encourage, sucking her swollen clit between my teeth, rolling gently as I suckle, urging her to let go.

“Yes,” she cries out, yanking my hair as she thrusts herself into my face, coming in violent, unabashed waves, her cries of completion echoing around my kitchen like the most perfect song. “I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m coming.”

I lick, suck and swallow every last drop of Winnie’s orgasm, wishing I had more stubble to absorb the scent of her, wishing she was mine to eat and bed for the rest of time.

I don’t know what’s gotten into me. As I get to my feet, stuffing my painfully hard erection back into my pants, I consider that perhaps I have a tumor and it’s making me fucking impulsive. It’s making me someone I’m not.

Because Quincey fucking Parker does not obsess over women. Especially those which he cannot have.

Yet here I am, buckling my belt, saying, “you have a valid license, yes?”

With her legs still spread, her pink pussy still on display, Winnie blinks at me, catching her breath. “Huh?”

“I have several cars in the garage, detached from the main house. No more Uber, no more driving Brielle’s car, no more walking, no more of that bullshit. You’ll take a car.” I stuff my shirt into my trousers and smooth my hands through the sides of my hair, restyling it as best as I can. My hair is the only thing that gives away my age. I don’t color the silver that peeks through near my ears, or the streaks that have appeared around my crown. I leave it. And as Winnie watches me, I’m glad I did.

“Brielle will know it’s your car,” she says, a sliver of reality returning to our situation. I love my daughter, but right now, I don’t want to think of her.

“She won’t. She only comes up to the house if she has to, and she never goes into the garage, nor is she aware of all the vehicles I own.” I snatch my tie from the counter, and loop it around my neck, tying it with ease. I check my cufflinks.

Winnie is still splayed out with that perfect cunt on display, and my cock is still dripping in my briefs.

I reach for her shorts, and feed her feet through until she lifts her ass and brings them up over her hips. “You and Brielle have a fucked-up relationship,” she says, removing the elastic from her hair, a wave of curls falling down her back and around her shoulders.

I grip my cock, my watch sliding down my wrist as I do. “Stop being a tease.”

She smiles. “You could’ve had my mouth.”

A groan spills out of me as I watch her put her hair into another sexy, messy bun. “When I want to fuck your mouth, I will.” I reach for the remote on the center of the island. “C’mon, let's get you a car. I need to get back to work.” I stop in my tracks and face her. “You start tomorrow at 9. Don’t be late.”

She salutes me like a soldier, and my lips twitch with amusement, but I don’t falter.

In the garage, she forces me to choose which vehicle, and when I select an SUV equipped with all the best safety features, she mimes vomit. “I’m not a suburban housewife, Big Daddy. I’m twenty-six,” she says, wiggling her toes to get my attention. “With sexy hot feet and a line of men who want to slide their cock be⁠—”

She doesn’t get to finish her bratty sentence. I have her pinned against a luxury sedan with tinted windows faster than she can say Big Daddy. “I fucking forbid that, do you understand?”

“You forbid me from doing it. You didn’t forbid me from teasing you with the truth of it.” She licks her lips while staring at mine like she’s a ravenous vulture about to feast. “Men want to spray their hot cum all over my feet, Big Daddy, and there’s nothing you can do to change that.”

Hastily, I grab her hips and spin her around, forcing her breasts up against the car. “Arms up,” I command, “now.”

She obeys, peering at me over her shoulder as she drapes her arms over the top of the car, palms splayed.

I tug her shorts down and spread her ass, sliding my fingertip through her cheeks, teasing her hole. She gasps, raising to her tiptoes, eyeing me in the hazy glass reflection.

“Do not fucking tease me, Winnie. You hear me?” I remove my fingers and spit on them, returning them to circle her tight hole. She lets out a moan that has my cock leaking, but I can’t stop now. She makes me insane. I sink two fingers up to the knuckle, my balls aching as her ass clenches all around me. “Next time you backtalk me, I’m filling this with my cock. And it’ll burn, Winnie. My cock is huge, and gets really big for brats like you. Isn’t that right? Tell me you know your bratty mouth gets me hard.”

She nods, her hair fanning against the window as she slides against the car, moving with my hand as I play with her ass. “Yes,” she moans, “I get you hard, Big Daddy.”

I curl my fingers in her ass, groaning at the soft flutter of her cunt vibrating through her walls. “I will spread and fill this ass, don’t think I fucking won’t.”

As quickly as I spun her around, I pull my fingers out of her ass, covering her with her shorts. She turns to face me, eyes hooded. “I always knew you had a temper,” she breathes, a whisper of a smile dusting her lips.

“Drive home. Put on panties. And I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I steal a kiss from her mouth, dancing my tongue with hers for a moment that I wish could stretch into two, or three, but I need to get back. For her sake as much as mine.

“Tomorrow,” she echoes, “with panties on.”

I pace away from her, to the utility sink in the corner, giving my hands a wash. I want Winnie’s ass on my fingers, but the clients of Parker & Pen do not. Drying them off, I move toward my car, my heart racing, my cheeks tingling from a smile I’m stifling. I sink into the leather seat, my phone vibrating in my pocket the moment the car door is closed.

I dig it out, expecting it to be a sassy parting remark from Winnie. In the last week, I went from being unaware of my daughter’s best friend to being obsessed with her. Utterly. Wholly. Completely.

It should be unnerving. It should be alarming.

But goddamn is it freeing to want someone so much, to need someone so ruthlessly, to have such a singular, guided purpose and desire. I’ve not felt this passionate in too fucking long.

On my phone is a text message from my daughter.

I’m booked for a while. We’ll have dinner soon, I promise.



Winnie pulls out of the garage, and I catch her eyes on my car in the rearview as she passes. After a barrage of taillights, she’s gone.

I look back at the text message where my daughter has blown me off. I know I deserve it. It doesn’t mean I like it.

Instead of dwelling, I hit the bluetooth connection, and dial the office. Kennedy answers on the second ring. “I’m returning from a late lunch. I have a new secretary; I need the desk ready for her tomorrow. Cancel the rest of the interviews.”

I know the first step to having a better relationship with my daughter starts with me, and it doesn’t have anything to do with defiling and fucking her best and closest friend.

Looks like I’m entering my optimist era, because I can’t quit Winnie.

I just can’t.


chapter ten


winnie

“Really?” Howard’s voice is dripping with sadness. Maybe actual tears, too. I’m not sure since we (ahem, me) opted for a phone call instead of anything involving video. I couldn’t bear to see his face when I let him down easily.

“I’m sorry, Howard. But… I’m involved with someone.” Saying those words, knowing they’re about Big Daddy, sends a shiver of guilt down my spine, leaving my stomach restless and achy. I don’t actually consider us involved, nor do I consider us an “us.” But he doesn’t want me taking photos of my feet and having relationships based around selling my body, and because he ate me out like a starved man at a buffet, I’d like more of that, please.

As much as it pains me to obey, there’s a good girl captive inside me, forcing me to do it, I swear.

Or maybe I want to please Big Daddy much more than I’m letting myself realize.

Either way, I feel guilty. And I should.

Brielle has done so much for me. She is a loyal friend. And I have been too, until her dad had to be all caring and shit. Damn him.

After only twice meeting Quincey, I’m pretty sure I’m obsessed with or at the very least, hyper-fixated on him. Or the idea of him. Or the affection he shows me. Or all of it? I don’t know.

I’ve never been this way for any man. Ever.

In fact, now that I think of it, despite the fact I’ve only ever dated men well into their twenties, Quincey feels like the first man I’ve actually liked.

“But—” Howard attempts to change my mind, whimpering about how much he needs me, how much he adores my feet. But it doesn’t work. It can’t.

“Howard, there are more feet in the sea, honey bunny,” I tell him, using his chosen term of endearment as I swipe pink polish over my toes. “I’m sorry.”

I really do like Howard, as kinky as he is. But the truth is I want to please Big Daddy. Okay, not that kind of please but I want that too. Jesus Christ almighty, he’s got the thickest cock I’ve ever felt. How many women have cried out in pain when he’s slid that monster inside of them? I don’t want to know the answer to that, actually. Thinking of that makes me ragey and spiteful.

I want to please him emotionally, too, though. I want his attention and focus, and it makes me feel cared for that he even has an opinion on my life.

I guess I’m a slut for emotional reassurance and safety. Who knew? Though I guess it makes sense with dead parents and most of my adult life being spent on my own.

“If you change your mind, you’ll reach out, right?” Howard asks, his hope so palpable my heart breaks a little. I look down at my now powder pink toenails and wiggle them.

“Yeah, Howard, if anything changes, I’ll call you.”

He says another sad goodbye, and I end the call, feeling good for honoring my promise to Big Daddy, but feeling bad, too. Not just for Howard, but for Brielle.

Had her father not eaten me to a toe-curling orgasm that has had my brain mush for the last few hours, I’d still have no way to explain my evolving relationship with her dad. But he did eat me out, and then he stuck his big sexy fingers right up my ass as he pressed me into a car.

Who the fuck am I? Anatasia Steele? Jesus Christ. It’s a stark difference to my life a week ago, but I love it. I’m drunk on it. And I’m mature enough to realize some of the attraction is the excitement, but that’s just a small amount.

Big Daddy is a jerk.

But he isn’t a jerk to me.

And feminism aside, I’m pretty sure a big, sexy rich asshole who is an asshole to everyone but you is the damn dream.

I deserve the dream. I’ve been to hell and back. I’ve struggled. I’ve kept up a smile, good grades and a sense of humor through it all, to prove to the world I’m not broken. Because I’m not.

But I deserve the dream, damn it. It just so happens, my dream is being railed by my bestie’s daddy, and that’s gonna destroy shit between us. Brielle isn’t a very forgiving person… just like her father.

The betrayal will destroy us. And I don’t want that.

But I want him.

Even if he only wants me for a month. It’s reckless, risking my best relationship for a fleeting fling with a handsome, well-off older man. Logical me knows it’s not worth it. It’s NOT. But I’m not logical.

I’m the me that is utterly infatuated and projecting life dreams and goals onto a man I’ve known for less than two weeks.

And you know what?

I’m rolling with it.

“What’s up?” my roommate Dante strolls in, a towel draped over his shoulder, covering part of his nude chest. He reaches for his shower caddy, rooting around to find the fullest of his partially empty bottles of soap.

“Not much, just… studying,” I say, motioning to my open laptop. Despite calling off tonight’s zoom and returning the money to Howard via FeetFans, I actually had been studying. I still have zero clue what my final project for my graphic design degree will be. We had one prompt: use what you learned the last two years to create something that tells us we did our job. That was literally the prompt.

I was thinking of creating a website, but for what or who, I’m not sure. I thought of asking Brielle to put me in touch with someone at Debauchery, the sex toy company working with Crave & Cure, the film company she’s with. But after letting her dad finger my ass in his garage today, asking her for a favor is all kinds of fucked up that I refuse to get into.

“Still thinking of making a site?” Dante, asks, plucking a bottle of White Rain from the assortment. He pops open the lid, taking a whiff. “Does body wash expire?”

I shrug. “I don’t know.” I look at my blank screen then back to him. “And yeah, I was gonna do a site but… I don’t know. Making a site for a fake business feels very undergrad.”

He slides his basketball shorts down, standing before me in shower sandals and boxers. “I told you; you can make a site for my buddy’s business.” Dante dances his eyebrows. “He’d probably throw in a special card, for free.”

With a smirk and an eye roll, I return my focus to the blank computer screen. “Video game trading cards don't really speak to me,” I tell Dante as he grabs his loofah from the hook near his bed.

“I get it.” He pats the wall. “Welp, I’m getting cleaned up. Got dinner with Sadie tonight.”

“Have a good time,” I reply, popping my EarPods in. I begin with a text box and sample text, because even though I have no direction, you gotta start somewhere.
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With The Tortured Poets Department on loop, my lower back aching, my stomach growling and my eyes growing hazy, I think I’m finally happy with what I have so far.

Though everything in it is merely a mock up, I’ve created a gorgeous clickable store front with a pretty amazing information section. The perfect serif font, the perfect amount of sprayed color behind the text—everything looks great. As I’m putting the finishing touches on some of the alignment, Dante traipses in, his cheeks red, forehead shiny.

I tug an EarPod out. “How was dinner with Sadie?”

He reaches behind him, tugging his shirt off over his head, his silver chain getting caught. “Good,” he sighs, flopping down on the bed. “Walked her home so now I’m beat.”

I wrinkle my nose. “Does she still live in Balboa Terrace?” I ask, referencing one of the smallest, most southwestern neighborhoods in San Francisco. It’s quite a trek from here.

He nods in confirmation. “Yup—I just walked fifty-three minutes,” he says, dragging a pillow over his head. “I’m tired.”

“Too bad you guys aren’t ready for sleepovers, eh? Walking home in the morning, post-fuck with a cup of coffee would be much nicer.” I drag a rectangular box onto my design, arranging the layers.

“We haven’t slept together yet,” Dante says, motionless on his bed. “She has a bunch of roommates, too.”

I cluck my tongue. “Being poor is such a cockblock.”

He laughs. “No shit.”

We both startle at the loud knocking on our front door. So many people live here, I’m not sure that door has ever been locked, nor have we ever had any sort of formal visitor. Dante sits up. “Is anyone else home?”

I shrug. “I don’t know.” Aside from the bathroom and my bed, I don’t spend much time in this apartment, or with any of the people who live here. I could never be a Friends character. I’m more of a one-friend girl. The idea of trying to hang out with my roommates and be besties is hard for me to imagine.

The banging sounds off again. Dante sighs. “I just got home. Can I play that card? Hmm? Will you get the door?”

I scrub my hand over my face, trying to ease my aching eyeballs from all the screen usage. “Sure. I need to stretch my back anyway.”

Dante sighs, rolling onto his side with his eyes closed. “Don’t let me fall asleep with my pants on.”

On my way out, I assure him that I won’t, and head toward the door. The knocking, as I grow nearer, sounds more like thudding. I stop with my hand curved around the knob, counting the days in my head. We paid rent, and it’s… well past the due date. This can’t be the pounding of an angry landlord. I glance across the kitchen at the clock on the stove. It’s well after eleven at night. There’s no way a landlord would do this now, anyway.

Softly, raising to my toes, I press my eye to the peephole, blinking until my vision is no longer fuzzy.

“What the fuck?” I breathe, reaching for the row of deadbolts. Six twists and one chain unlock later, and I’m face to face with a very angry Big Daddy.

My cheeks flame with anger, and a touch of excitement, too. But because I told him I did not want him to know where I live and he’s now pushing inside my apartment, I focus on the anger. He looks around the messy living space, where blankets and pillows are strewn about two futons and an old love seat.

“Are you alone?” he asks, having the audacity to stare at me, his eyes frothy with seething rage.

I grip my hips and pinch my gaze. “I told you not to come here. I said I didn’t want you to know where I live.”

He steps closer, nostrils flaring, his heady scent of fading cologne and this morning’s aftershave making my nipples perk up beneath my oversized hoodie. “Are. You. Alone?” He asks, parsing out each word as if I barely understand language.

Just then, Dante appears. Apparently, the commotion prevented him from sleeping, but also got him up, reminding him that he wanted to undress. Because as he treads toward me, concern etched into his features, he’s shirtless. And pant-less.

Big Daddy’s eyes rake over Dante, then dart to mine. He’s livid, and though I’ve never seen him livid, I know this is it. I think there’s a vein pulsing in the center of his forehead, too.

But fuck that. I told him not to come here. He has no right to be mad.

He steps between me and Dante, giving me the wall of his broad back to face.

“Who the fuck are you? You some fucking foot creep? Hmm? Can’t find a woman to meet your fetish needs in real life so you rope her into it? Is that it?” Big Daddy seethes, towering over Dante, who is actually not short. The soft coif of his unstyled but still extremely sexy hair adds an inch, or maybe it’s just his powerful anger that makes it seem like Big Daddy is dwarfing him? Either way, he hovers like the heel in a movie, casting a shadow over Dante’s face.

“What the fuck?” Dante bumbles, clearly confused on multiple fronts. “Who the fuck are you, man?” Dante questions, unphased by Big Daddy’s aggression. We’re city dwellers. People being assholes, using the public street as their toilet and wearing trash as clothing doesn’t faze us.

“Shh,” I hush, reaching up to cup my hand over Big Daddy’s mouth to get him to shut the fuck up. I don’t really want to explain myself to Dante, but considering Quincey came in with guns blazing, I realize, now I will have to. Fucking Big Daddy. So dramatic.

Just then, Big Daddy reaches out, slapping his palm in a vice grip on the back of Dante’s neck, yanking him until they’re nose to nose.

“Let go!” I shout, reaching up to grab Big Daddy’s forearm, tugging at his grip. “Stop,” I command, shooting him the death glare until his eyes leave Dante’s and slide over to mine. Reluctantly, he releases Dante, who reaches for his neck, soothing the sore muscle.

“I thought your dad was dead,” he says to me under his breath, still rubbing his neck.

I shove a hand into Big Daddy’s chest, leading him back to the door. “He’s not my dad,” I say to Dante. “And we’re okay—thank you. I’m just gonna step out into the hall for a minute.”

Dante nods, then looks past me to Quincey, glaring at him. Damn, I’ve never seen Dante glare, and he’s never been put to the test as a real friend. I always considered him just a roommate. It’s nice to know he had my back. “Thank you for defending me, though. That means a lot,” I tell him with a warm, heartfelt smile. Then I turn to Big Daddy and scorch his soul with the most heated glare I can muster. “Get in the hall, assjacket,” I hiss, pushing him out the open apartment door into the hall. I slide my feet into a pair of my slippers near the door, and pull the door closed behind me.

Big Daddy shoves his hands through the side of his hair, turning half circles before coming to face me, exhaling slowly. He drops his hands for a second before shoving them in his pockets. His sweatpants pockets.

Holy shit. Big Daddy looks hot as fuck in sweats. With sneakers, sweats and a hoodie on, Big Daddy, now that I’m not glaring at him with murderous intent, can really pull this look off. I shouldn’t be surprised. He’s handsome as fuck. God help my soul for saying it, but holy hell.

I do my very best not to eye the thick bulge protruding from his meaty thighs, keeping my face screwed up with anger, despite the fact I feel the rage draining each moment I’m stuck in this hall with him, his stupid good smell and the outline of his thick monster cock.

“I told you not to come here.”

“You said you’d stop FeetFans.” He licks his lips, and in a split second, I see turbulence in his irises. The kind of storm that comes only from care. “You promised.”

My pulse hammers in the back of my throat. Heat pricks up along my spine, and I find myself nearly breathless as I calibrate what this moment actually means.

“I did stop,” I tell him, because I’m suddenly quite interested in Big Daddy knowing I’m telling the truth. Knowing that I kept my promise. I take a step toward him, stuffing my hands in his pockets, finding his. He waffles our fingers together in the privacy of the fleece, and my heart throbs behind my ribs, sending rushes of heated desire through every fiber of my being.

Holding hands is intimate. Big Daddy and I are practically strangers. But it doesn’t feel wrong. And we don’t feel like strangers. Not at all.

“I looked. I looked at your account. Your icon was green,” he breathes, his voice losing steam with each spoken word. “You were active,” he says in barely a whisper.

His hands tighten around mine, and the action unleashes something wild and cathartic in my belly. I rock to my toes and press my lips to his mouth, the tenseness in his shoulders melting away as I sweep my tongue against his. “I had to break it off with Howard. That required logging in, and sending his money back to him.”

I clench my grip on him right back, my tummy dropping at the feel of a man gripping my hands so firmly. It’s been so long since I’ve held hands. “I kept my promise, Big Daddy.”

He stares down into my eyes, full lips parted, a day of growth blanketing his strong jaw. “Who is the naked man?” He asks, but before he lets me respond he uses our joined hands to drag my body flush against his. He’s hard, pressing his cock into my belly as he adds, “I don’t like that.”

I smirk, stifling the sharp moan lodged in my throat at the feel of him against me. He’s not just hard but painfully hard, like he’s got a fucking steel pipe in those sweats. My insides clench again. I want to know what he looks like completely naked. I want to see his hard cock again. I want to know—does he have a filthy mouth when he’s fucking? Does he utter filth when he’s on the verge of unloading? Would he let me lead?

“That’s my roommate, Dante. He has a girlfriend. We’re just friends.” I love the way his breath flanks my nose as he digests the information I’ve just fed him. A growl rumbles in his chest.

“Why is he nude?”

I sigh. “He isn’t nude, Big Daddy. He’s in boxers. And he’s dressed that way because he was about to go to sleep. Some people sleep in their boxers,” I tell him, patronizingly and teasingly wrapped into one. “Not everyone sleeps in a dressing gown and cap still,” I tease, chewing my bottom lip to prevent myself from laughing at my own joke.

He unlinks our hands and for a split second, I think I pushed Big Daddy too far. But when he reaches around and fills his palms with my ass, lifts me up and presses my back against the wall, a huge smile tears across my face.

“I’m teasing, I’m teasing!”

He growls into my mouth as he steals a kiss, wet and hot. “You keep talking like I’m ancient. I’m forty-eight, you little brat. Do you know what forty-eight means?”

I shake my head as he scatters light kisses along my jaw and down my neck. My pussy is screaming.

“It means I’ve had thirty years to learn how to use my cock to make brats like you melt,” he groans, thrusting his erection into the dampness between my legs. I don’t want to think of him fucking other women, but I love his evil teasing.

“I’ll have you crying on my cock, Winnie, I’ll have you riding and bucking and screaming. And after, you’ll be on your knees, begging me to forgive you for ever calling me old.” With that, he releases my ass and lets me slide down the wall to the floor. He steps back, his erection completely tenting his sweats. Something about the way he doesn’t even acknowledge how hard he is makes me want him that much more. I reach out but he steps back.

“No more.”

I stick my bottom lip out in a pout. “You just came here to rile me up?”

He tips his head to the side, and though he doesn’t smile, his eyes soften, just a little. “I thought you’d gone back on your word.”

“I would never,” I say, the truth lifting easily from my lips.

He looks down at his feet for a second, then back up at me, stroking a large hand through his shiny, chestnut waves. “You drive me crazy, and I don’t understand it.”

My heart hammers inside me, shaking my soul, making my ears burn and my cheeks heat. “Ditto.”

Silence passes between us but we never take our eyes off one another. “Do you need clothes for your new job?”

The sudden change in topic jars me, but when I remember that I’ll be working at Parker & Pen, I can’t help but smile. “I’ve got a few skirts.”

Big Daddy groans, and I take that opportunity to size up the pipe between his legs. God. I want that. I want that now. Inside me. In my mouth like a lollipop. In my hands like a trophy. Unloading cum inside me, breeding me to be his forever.

“And heels?” he questions, his eyes flaring with hunger.

He wants to see me in heels, that much is evident.

Heels.

I think of Brielle.

How could I not? I borrow her shoes all the time.

My face falls, and though I try to catch it, Big Daddy does first. He steps toward me, reaching for my hand, but I pull back, stepping backward toward the door until my heels are flush.

“I have what I need. I’ll… I’ll see you then.”

He stops me, grabbing the door handle so I can’t go inside. “What is this? What is this suddenly, you’re what? Upset? You’re running away?” He angles his hips into mine, pressing me into the door. “That doesn’t work for me. Tell me why you went somewhere else up here,” he says, gently tapping my temple as his lips dust my ear.

“I’m a horrible best friend,” I admit, letting a river of guilt pour from my heart. “Lying to Brielle is so fucked up and the worst part is? I don’t want to stop. Not yet.”

Quincey lowers his mouth to mine, kissing me slowly, methodically, leaving my lips numb and my soul recharged.

“You aren’t horrible.”

“You don’t feel bad?” I ask, pushing against his chest to find a sliver of breathing room, to at least make an effort to find sanity.

He shakes his head. “I don’t.”

I don’t know why he doesn’t feel bad. I know he loves Brielle; he’s been a helicopter dad her entire life, according to her. And I’ve borne witness to his many calls, check ins and now, grocery drops. So, I don’t know how or why he doesn’t feel bad.

And I don’t know why him not feeling bad makes me feel better, but it does. His calmness reassures me, because it just doesn’t seem like a man like Big Daddy could make a mistake so grand, his daughter won’t speak to him.

“I don’t get this either, but right now, it's for us to not understand, together,” he says, somehow saying exactly what I needed to hear. He kisses me again, and this time, he’s the one to step back.

“Sleep well, Winnie, and we can discuss this,” he says, waving his hand toward my apartment, “later.”

I don’t know what he means, but I stand at the door of my place until he’s inside the elevator, and the doors close. I run inside my apartment, hopping over mounds of laundry and bags of trash that need to go out, clambering at the window facing the street. I wait until Big Daddy appears, and I watch him get into his car and drive off.

I head back to bed with a smile so big, I cringe myself out.


chapter eleven


quincey

What am I, a child before the first day of school? A girl before her first boy band concert? I feel like a goddamn fool, tossing and turning all night with an impish grin on my idiotic lips.

I have no business looking forward to Winnie being in the office tomorrow. Absolutely zero business at all. Yet here I am, rolling onto my side for the hundredth fucking time, thinking about her while avoiding the gun pointed toward me poking out of my waistband.

For some illogical reason, I’ve taken a moral stance against jerking off while thinking about Winnie, even though I ate her pussy and fingered her little asshole. Somehow, jerking off to her makes me feel like a creepy older man. Makes me feel like one of her clients or something.

Around four in the morning, I give up hope of getting a wink, and sit up in bed, ready to start the day. As I’m slipping my robe on, my phone illuminates on the side table.

A text. From Winnie.

I was just laying in bed thinking about how you accused Dante of being a creep because you thought he was a FeetFans client



Kink shaming isn’t cool, Big Daddy



I think you owe me an apology



My lips quirk to the side as I groggily blink down at the screen. Does she start her day at 4 in the morning or has she too been bitten by the excitement bug? I get to work on a reply.

Bratty at 4am? You never turn it off, do you?



Why are you up?



You need eight hours of sleep.



I always lecture Brielle about the very same thing. In fact, knowing she was so busy she couldn’t fit me in for dinner makes me worry she’s burning the candle at both ends.

Fuck.

Now Brielle is dancing through my mind, reminding me of my most important relationship and all the damage I’ve done to it. And, apparently, continuing to do.

I slept like shit last night.



Dante and Guy snored the ENTIRE night and I couldn’t find my ear plugs



My eyes attach to Dante and Guy.

It’s bad enough she shares an apartment with men, but two? I don’t fucking like this. Not at all. Carrying my phone in my robe pocket, I head downstairs to the kitchen and begin making an espresso.

My hand shakes as I level the ground beans into the press. Espresso grinds scatter along the counter, further annoying me.

When it’s finally brewed, I take my drink to the living room and sit in front of the fireplace. With a press of a button, it ignites, flooding the space with a comfortable ambience and a dull roar.

I sip my drink, trying to find a reason why I should actually have a right to be mad. I can’t be mad. Winnie is my daughter’s best friend, and where and how she lives is none of my business.

Just because she makes me lose control when I’m around her does not mean that she is mine, or my responsibility.

It doesn’t matter where she lives.

I repeat that a few times before I place the empty cup of espresso on the coffee table and snag my phone from my pocket.

Guy?



That’s his name



I worked that part out on my own.



Another one of the random men you feel so comfortable living with?



Dots appear, and I reread my message as I wait for her reply. It’s a bit condescending, and perhaps that wasn’t the best play. I recognize that I need control, and with Winnie, that’s hard to achieve, since she’s just a girl I know. Not being able to flex my control makes me grouchy.

My phone rings and I’m not able to even say hello after accepting the call, because Winnie goes off immediately.

“What part of me being poor do you seriously not understand? Honestly, Big Daddy, I’m starting to want to give you the world’s biggest titty twister then kick you in your big balls!”

“You didn’t mention Guy last night,” I hedge, defending my condescension when I should probably just apologize.

“No, I didn’t. I also didn’t mention Kasen, Luciano or Noah, either. You asked me pointedly about Dante, so I answered about Dante.” She lets out a little sigh, and despite the fact I’m not even partially done with this conversation, a small part of me worries that she’ll grow fatigued of my overbearing nature. The same way my daughter has.

“I told you I don’t have a lot of money. We live in San Francisco. That means I have to live with eight other people to make it work. This is why I didn’t want you to see where I live. It’s not something I’m massively proud of. Okay?”

My heart thuds as my eyes lift to the second-floor balcony overlooking the living space. Rooms upon rooms, empty. Completely fucking empty. Brielle has been invited here many times but I can’t say I blame her when she turns down the visit. I’m not exactly the let’s split a pizza and catch up dad one is excited to visit.

“Move in here.” As soon as the three words escape me, I regret them. Not because I don’t want Winnie to live here—I do, but the idea itself is fraught with problems.

How would Winnie explain that to Brielle? Does Brielle ever visit Winnie’s apartment? How would I explain it to anyone at the office if they learned my young secretary is also some sort of pseudo roommate?

What exactly would the long-term plans for that be? Have her move in and then what? Stay forever?

It’s a horrible idea. Awful. Terrible. Stupid. Incomplete. Horrific.

Yet, I press on.

“You can have any room in the house. Your own bathroom. Access to a home gym, a home spa, a place to park your vehicle, private mail, a pool—everything you need safely behind an iron gate and security code.” My heart thrashes loudly, but I tell myself it’s the shot of espresso tearing through me. Not nerves.

Winnie sighs. “Big Daddy, we hardly know each other. I can’t live with you. And I think we’re forgetting the designer heel wearing elephant in the proverbial room.”

“I’ll tell her. I’ll call her and tell her if that’s what you want,” I say, realizing how love-bombing and obsessive I sound. This is behavior I advise my female clients to look out for, and here I am, committing the cardinal sin of being too goddamn eager.

“You can’t call her and tell her that! She doesn’t even know we know each other!” Winnie harrumphs, sounding both irritated but also intrigued. “It won’t work. It can’t happen. It’s too complicated.”

I don’t know how to play this, but I know I have to get what I want. I scratch at the side of my jaw. “You’re always at my daughter’s apartment. Can I deduce she does not visit your place often?”

“You can deduce that, yes,” she replies, haughty. So haughty my dick gets fat and the familiar tingle of desire rolls down my spine.

“So, in theory, she may not have to know until we decide to make that public knowledge,” I continue, getting to my feet and back in the kitchen. I need more espresso for how out of pocket this morning is going already.

“Did you just we us? We are not a we. I’m me and you’re you and that’s all!” she protests, and her efforts make my lips twitch with a tiny, imperceptible smile.

“Quit with the semantics. You can live here rent free. Save your money, build your nest egg for your future.” I drum my fingers along the counter as I wait for the second espresso to brew.

There’s a pause where I pretend I’m not holding my breath.

“No way,” she says, a spot of disappointment flickering in her voice. “Not gonna happen. It’s going too far as it is,” she says, lowering her voice to a private hush. “How the fuck will I explain working at your office if she finds out?”

“Who says you can’t just tell her?” I press.

“Why are you so fucking aggravating at four in the morning? Hmm? Do you wake up like that?” she asks, irritation edging in as she uses my words against me. “I think we both know neither of us is going to tell Brielle that I’m working for you because of the litany of questions that will follow.”

She’s right, so I sort of tell her. “You’re not wrong,” I sigh.

There’s another long pause. “I’m going back to sleep. I’ll see you downtown in a few hours.”

I clear my throat. “With?”

Winnie sighs. “With panties on.”

“That’s right.” Bumps rise up along my arms knowing she remembered her orders.

“Goodbye, Big Daddy.”

“Goodbye, brat.”


chapter twelve


quincey

Davis Pen is really on my fucking nerves today. And he hasn’t done anything outside of his usual, but for whatever reason, the way he’s sifting his hand through his greasy hair has me unusually irritable.

Kennedy is making coffee while Pen stands adjacent, likely annoying the shit out of her. For as much heat as I take for being a prick, I’d prefer a prick to a nuisance. And the side eye that Ken is currently casting to Davis tells me she feels the same. She even flashes me a few bailout glances.

Pen is one of those guys who never takes the hint. In a social setting, he makes women side step past him and avert their eyes. In the courtroom, his persistence usually equates to getting the win. He’s relentless without even really realizing it, and that’s why he’s a good law partner.

But a person to hang out with or simply be around? No fucking thanks.

“Morning,” I greet, making my presence in the back of the break room known as I grab a bottle of water from the fridge.

“Oh, Mr. Parker, hello. I went ahead and canceled the interviews this morning, per your request,” Ken says, smiling, using me as a device to edge away from Pen. He must really be annoying her if she’s using me as her life raft—I’m positive Ken detests me.

“Thank you,” I reply with a curt nod, just in time for Pen to cross the space and slap his hand on my shoulder.

“You can’t have my girl and you can’t exhaust Ken,” he says, shaking his head. Ken casually makes a move for the door. “Hey, I was telling you about that time in law school,” he says, attempting to slide the hook in before it’s too late.

“Another time,” she says, bowing out of the space, leaving only one bottle of water in my hands between the two of us.

“I have someone. She’s starting today.” More than anything, all I want at this moment is for Pen to lose interest and not ask questions.

One blonde brow shoots to his hairline. “She came from the service?”

I shake my head as I twist the small cap off the bottle, bringing it to my lips.

“Who is she, then?” he asks, looking way too fucking interested for my personal comfort.

“A friend of my daughter’s.” I screw the cap back on after a sip, narrowing my gaze to be so sharp that Davis actually draws in a breath under my stare. “Off fucking limits.”

He lifts his hands, showing me his palms as if he’s not a threat. He isn’t a threat, but he can be a creep, and I don’t want any of that shit around Winnie.

“As off limits as my own daughter,” I elaborate, because I want him to get it. If I so much as see him cast his crooked smile at Winnie, I’ll cut his fucking head off. Roman Empire style.

Well, maybe I won’t go straight to decapitation. But imagining it makes me feel that angry.

“Fine,” Pen agrees, moving past me toward the coffee pot. Likely the reason he came into the breakroom before he spotted Ken to annoy.

I filter out and find my way to my office, closing the door behind me. Would it be too much to pull the secretary’s station into my office? Have her work in the same room as me? Yes, probably so. And the rest of the office would talk about it, and therefore, her, too.

I scratch the side of my jaw, then yawn loudly, eyes watering. I’m so tired. And yet, even as sleepy and exhausted as I am from tossing and turning all night, adrenaline keeps me up and going—knowing I’m going to see her.

There’s a soft knock at the door which gets me to my feet, sliding my hands in my trouser pockets as Kennedy steps inside, Winnie on her heels.

“Mr. Parker,” she starts, “here is your⁠—”

Winnie pushes past Ken, bumping Ken’s hip with hers as she does. “Oh, it’s not that serious. He’s not that serious.” She smiles at me then looks back at Ken. “The stiffer you are when you come in, the more of an asshole he becomes.”

“Winnie,” I caution before leveling her with a glare.

She lifts her palms, not unlike Pen earlier. “Sorry, okay, I’ll be an office robot now.”

I nod curtly at Ken. “Thank you for bringing her in. Is her desk set up?”

She looks between myself and Winnie nervously before nodding. “Yes, it’s ready for Ms. Collins.”

Another nod and Ken closes the door behind her, leaving me with Winnie. I steal a long moment to take her in, not hiding a single second of it. I fingered her ass for Christ’s sake, I think she’s fully aware of how much I fucking want her.

“First, you look fucking beautiful,” I tell her, stroking my hand down my jaw since it’s the only thing I can stroke. Her curly dark hair is up in her typical messy bun, but the loose tendrils that dare to do their own thing make the bun sexy. Her lips are painted a deep red, her eyes wing lined again with thick lashes of onyx. Wearing a black pencil skirt and black and white low-heeled Mary Janes, a white blouse and a simple gold necklace, she looks like the secretary of every man’s fantasies.

This actually could have been a terrible idea. This is my business. I can’t be preoccupied by a beautiful young woman all day.

Then again, knowing she’s living in a house with young, virile men who have nothing but time to fuck and do crunches? Keeping her at my side as much during the day feels logical. A must, even.

“Thank you,” she says, sliding into a chair across from my desk. The same one she sat in last time she was here, tossing cash on my desk and telling me about her feet venture. I take a seat at my desk and enjoy the tightness in my ribs as we drink each other in with our eyes. Her lips quirk up at the ends, a slight smile that has my balls aching.

“Second,” I start, because even though I’d love nothing more than to push everything off this desk, get Winnie on her hands and knees on top and eat her out from behind while she cries my name. Still, this is my place of work. Outwardly, it must stay professional. “You can’t call me an asshole, or advise Kennedy on how to… I don’t know, manipulate me.”

Winnie’s grin expands into a full-blown smile. “Can you be manipulated?”

I shake my head staunchly. “No.” I glance at the framed photo on my desk then over at my daughter’s best friend. “Yes. But the list of people who I allow to do so is very small.”

“B?” she asks, the other question silently hanging off the cliff of unspoken things. She wants to know if she’s included on the list of people who can manipulate me.

I nod. “Brielle, yes.”

She nods too, nibbling the crimson from her bottom lip, leaving a little colorless spot. I stare her down, and after a moment, she finally lets out a sigh followed by the world’s biggest eye roll. “God, Big Daddy, you can be so annoying.” She leans over the desk, her white blouse separating from her chest, leaving me with an eyeful of cleavage. I steal a glance, because irrationally and illogically, those tits are mine.

“You know I have you by your balls, why do you make me say it?” she whispers, her voice smokey and raspy, seductively crawling up my pant leg until it finds my cock. Hard and achy beneath my desk, I groan as I lean over and nip her lips.

She sits back. “You can’t kiss me at work, Big Daddy.”

“You can’t call me Big Daddy at work.”

She sighs. “Fine, Large Father.”

I narrow my eyes at her, glaring as my cock grows fatter and happier than he’s been in hours. “Mr. Parker.”

She stomps her heeled foot, making her tits jiggle. Saliva pools in my bottom lip. I want to rip that white blouse off and suck those perfect, luscious tits more than I want this law firm, I swear to God. “That’s boring.”

“Did you just stomp your foot?” I ask her, pushing back from the desk to stack my feet on top. Her eyes move to my crotch, now visible. She studies the massive tented bulge before her eyes come to mine, playfulness shining in her pupils.

“Excuse me, Mr. Parker, but what is that?” she points at my crotch while using her free hand to drape over her collarbone, clutching invisible pearls. Using a smaller, quiet voice, one that mimics an adult movie star, she adds, “And does it go inside me if I work really hard? Is that big, hard cock my bonus?”

I’m out of my chair and pulling her from hers in what feels like a split second. With my palm splayed against her throat, her back crushing stacks of files on my desk, I press into her, leaning over her. Her whimpered exhale dusts my lips as I stare down into her wide, hungry eyes.

“Don’t play with me, Winnie. You hear me? You wanna leave your first day with my cum dripping down your thighs, keeping talking that way.”

She reaches between us, her knuckles grazing my cock as she lifts her pencil skirt, exposing her purple panties. “I wore panties, just like you said, Big Daddy. Maybe you can come in those and I’ll wear them all day, nice and warm, nice and full.”

Fireworks rocket off in my brain. My vision temporarily blurs as I stare down at the strip of purple fabric hiding her soft, sweet cunt. She writhes and wiggles beneath me, against my desk, spreading her legs wider as she curves a hand around the back of my neck. I release my grip on her throat and reach between her legs, swiping the damp fabric aside.

Plunging two fingers in, her spine straightens reactively, adjusting to the immediate intrusion as her eyes grow heavy and hooded. “I’ve been here less than ten minutes and you’re already finger fucking me, Big Daddy.” She licks her lips, her fingers playing at the ends of my hair, making gooseflesh spread down my spine. “Oops, I mean, Mr. Parker.”

The way she draws out mister has my cock spitting out precum, soaking my boxer briefs. If I keep this up, I’ll need the spare suit in my office armoire.

I don’t even care.

“The door isn’t locked,” she says, smirking, her tone smoky and seductive. “Anyone could walk in on us.”

Curling my fingers, I take pleasure watching her eyes flutter closed, if only for a fleeting moment. My thumb falls perfectly against her clit, sticky and swollen. Making small, slow circles, I keep my fingers tucked inside her, moving, plunging gently in and pulling slowly out.

The intercom on my phone pings, and Kennedy’s voice fills the office. “Mr. Parker, your daughter is on line one.”

I reach past Winnie’s head to click the intercom, still fingering and rubbing her as I do. She bites my arm as I reach. “One minute.”

I look down at a moaning, needy Winnie, the smart mouthed brat who is now a pliable, horny mess. For me. “Finish me before you take the call,” she begs quietly lifting her hips to seek more of my hand.

I keep fucking her, grinding my cock against her thigh to make her moan. “God, I can’t wait to feel that thing inside me,” she breathes, clutching at old law briefs, grabbing at the desk as I increase the speed between her legs, working her over.

“Oh shit,” she breathes, lifting her head to peer down at the sight, my thick fingers curling and delving, rubbing and fucking. “I’m close, Big Daddy, fuck, I’m so close.”

With that warning, I withdraw my hand and crush my mouth to hers, eating up every single whimpered complaint. Standing, I reach for her and lift her to a sitting position. She watches me intently, eyes narrowed in horny aggression as I suck her juices from my fingers, then adjust my raging erection.

“That’s fucked up.”

“So is living with a bunch of men.”

She slips off the desk, not bothering to pick up the papers that scatter to the floor. “That’s not cool, Big Daddy. You’re withholding my orgasm because I won’t live with you?”

I adjust my tie, then take a sip of the water I brought in with me.

Winnie stomps her foot. “Hello?”

From my periphery, I eye her. “Hi.”

“Don’t ignore me,” she whines.

“Don’t throw a tantrum,” I tell her, perfecting the silk knot at my throat before slipping my suit jacket back on. “You’re gonna break those heels at the rate you’re going.”

“Fuck the heels,” she retorts, tucking a loose curl back into her bun. God, I’d love to have those curls in my fist, those slim hips splayed out in front of me, that full ass backed up into my cock.

Winnie has officially turned me into a fucking horn dog.

Before I went to Brielle’s apartment the other day, my sexual needs were satisfied by sex from a one-night-stand every few weeks, or a nice stroke in my private sauna from time to time. Never before was I driven to madness by a woman, simply because my body and heart need her so badly.

This little brat is far more than an obsession. I can see that now.

I point toward the door. “Your desk is out there. Transfer clients, send potential clients to lines three, four and five. In the meantime, I’ve had Adobe Photoshop and Illustrator installed on the computer at your desk. I’ve also had a drawing tablet placed there as well as a higher resolution screen brought in. While you’re not taking calls, you’re working on your graphic design project for your graduate degree.”

She blinks at me, mouth open. “How did you know about my final project?”

I tip my head to the side, giving her a sliver of a grin. “Big Daddy knows all.”

She smirks, and my already aching cock throbs between my thighs. “You just called yourself Big Daddy.”

I shrug. “If the massive jock strap fits.”

Winnie smiles. “Did you call the college the same way you called the film department when Brielle was assigned to Augustus?”

With a wink, I shrug. “I wanted to know what you need so I could give you what you need.”

I’ve never been so aware of my hard cock and full balls before.

She smiles. “Thank you, Big Daddy.” Nodding toward the phone, she puts on a smile, hampered by a sadness she tries to hide. “Now talk to my best friend.” I thoroughly enjoy the sway of her hips and ass as she unfortunately leaves my office.
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“Hi, Dad,” Brielle says when I call her back. She didn’t wait on the line—she hung up.

“Hello, Brielle. How are you doing?” I ask, staring at the closed office door, imagining Winnie on the other side. I shake my head, hoping to temporarily shake free of her. She claws and clings to my every thought, and even talking to my daughter, I can’t seem to shake her.

“Busy. Very busy. The apprenticeship is going really well, actually, so I think it’s a good thing we weren’t able to get me placed somewhere else.”

Brielle has attended UCSF for her undergraduate and graduate degrees. Donations to the board, sponsoring fundraisers, being the only fundraiser—you name it and I’ve done it, all in the name of getting my daughter the very best education. Her mother would have wanted that, and I want that, too.

But recently she was assigned to a porn production company, and all the foot stomping in the world wouldn’t change the outcome. I should be glad to know she’s enjoying it. And truthfully, I am. I’m just a creature of habit, deeply rooted in my ways.

“For what I pay—” I start, but stop myself. Winnie’s words flash through my mind. You’re an asshole, Big Daddy. She called me that over the phone, and she was right. It’s not like I haven’t known. “Never mind. I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Are you learning?”

Brielle stutters over her words before finally saying, “Yeah, Dad, I’m really liking it.”

“Good. I am happy to hear that,” I say, I think trying those words out for the first time ever.

“I was thinking we could have dinner tonight?” she offers.

I had no plans with Winnie, nothing we discussed. I had no plans other than to work late, go home, keep working, drink scotch, eat a prepared meal, then crash. My usual. Still, I wish that Winnie were going.

I lick my lips, taking a moment before I say, “That would be great. Dinner would be great.”

“Really?” Brielle questions, her elevated tone wrapping me in guilt. “Okay, well, I was thinking about the Greek place near Rise & Grind.”

“Great.” I look at the tiny wet spot on the edge of my desk left behind by Winnie. “Do you want to invite anyone?”

Brielle falls silent. I can’t mention Winnie by name because that would be exceptionally weird, and a reach beyond anything reasonable.

“I’m not inviting my bosses, Dad. You’ll meet them at the show at the end of the year.”

“Fine,” I say, without clarification, without pressing it. If I can’t bring it up organically, it’s too risky. “I’ll meet you there. What time? 7?”

She harrumphs. “We aren’t done on set till 8. Is half past eight too late?”

“It’s perfect.”

“Perfect. See you then.”

I end the call and find myself staring at the phone. That was the best phone call we’ve had in years. Maybe ever. At least since she’s been an adult.

A dinner with my daughter later, and Winnie within viewing distance all day, the taste of her pussy still burned onto my tongue. What a fucking day.


chapter thirteen


quincey

Stupid fucking lawyer shit.

I had back-to-back meetings, conference calls, and even had to make a last-minute run to see a judge downtown today.

I barely got a whiff of Winnie.

But there’s fifteen minutes left in the work day. I know I can make her come in less than three.

Pen is talking to J.R., one of the law associates, and has been prattling on for the last five minutes. That’s twenty minutes I could have had with Winnie, but I had manners and gave five of those to Davis post-court. Now, though, he and J.R. need to get the fuck out.

“And I keep saying, it’s gotta be unanimous or else we’ll have a mistrial on our hands,” Pen says, his eyes growing wide, not unlike half dollars. “Mistrial means we go back, do it again, so more money for us, sure, but is that what’s really right for the client?” He poses the question in the phoniest voice. It’s the voice he uses when he wants the associates to think he’s thoughtful and sympathetic.

“Hey,” I say, interrupting him. I hate that he’s sitting in Winnie’s chair. Sure, she’s only sat there twice, but the first time she took it, it was hers. “Get out. I have something to do.”

Unfazed by my usual abrupt approach to communication, Pen gets to his feet. “C’mon J.R., the evening is young. We can continue this in my office.” Pen tips an imaginary hat to me—something he always does, and something that makes my skin crawl. Nodding while shooing them both out, I trail them to the door.

With a tight chest and my hands balled into fists at my side, I finally lay eyes on her.

Her back to me, Winnie sits at the desk right outside my office, a legal notepad next to her. On it are a few names and numbers, likely because I was already on the phone and she didn’t know how to send it to the answering service. But on her computer screen is one of the programs I had IT install for her, and it appears that she’s working on a website. Personal branding for it, or something like it. I’m not sure. In the top corner, a small music player reads “The Best of AC/DC” and when I take another small step forward, I notice Hells Bells is very quietly playing on her computer.

“Stop lingering, Large Father,” she says, still facing her screen.

I clear my throat, stuffing my now relaxed hands into my pockets. Just seeing her sets me at ease. “Try again.”

With a heavy sigh, she spins in the chair, looking up at me. Her eyes are bloodshot from staring at her screen, her curls have more volume, with more strands free, framing her face. Her full lips curve into a smirk that makes my chest thump when she says, “My apologies, Mr. Parker.”

I remain motionless as my eyes dart up, veering around the wide open space. There’s less than fifteen minutes of the work day left for all the assistants and secretaries, so it’s not a surprise to see everyone’s focus is on tidying their spaces and readying their bags.

Two more minutes and we’ll be nearly alone. And nearly is close enough at this point.

“AC/DC fan?” I ask, because I don’t know much about Winnie, despite the fact I feel so connected. I sound like a hormonal teen with a fucking fortune cookie but I can’t help it.

She slaps her palms onto the arm rests of her chair. “Uh, yeah, and you’d be crazy not to be. Brian Johnson is the king of scream rock.”

I scratch my temple with one finger, tamping down my amusement. “Scream rock?”

Winnie makes a hand gesture and starts whipping her head, chestnut curls flying loose from her bun. “You know,” she says when she stops. “Rock you scream out to. Get the aggression out. No one listens to AC/DC and feels worse after, that’s all I’m saying.”

“I don’t think you’re wrong,” I say, surprised to discover her reasoning. Winnie is continually throwing me for a loop in the best ways, and I don’t know what to do with that information. I rub a palm down my tie under the guise of adjusting, but simply needing to move the air around in my chest. She makes me breathless for no reason and I’m not exactly a breathless type of man.

Asshole? Yes.

Aloof? You bet.

Breathless from tummy flutters? Fuck.

I hate who I’m becoming, but it also feels like breaking the surface and stealing a lungful of air after being underwater for too long.

Necessary, freeing and relieving, too.

“What else do you listen to?” I hedge as my eyes survey the space one more time. A woman struggles to fit an oversized Tupperware container in her purse, while another man ties and unties his shoes. I want them to get the fuck out, but I also realize this means a few more seconds of getting to know Winnie before I bury my face in her cunt and eat my first dinner of the night.

She coils a curl around her finger, and though her face doesn’t read seduction, my cock thickens. “A little bit of everything, I guess. Not a ton of new stuff since most of it is synthesized, or the artist doesn’t write their own stuff or anything. I mean, hey, not everyone is a songwriter. But if you’re not gonna write the music, at least play the guitar or snare drums, you know?”

I smirk.

“I just appreciate an artist who puts in the effort.” She rolls back a foot, allowing me full access to her computer screen. “Speaking of—you like my website? It’s fake, of course, but it’s kind of what I’m workshopping for my final project.”

“Building a site doesn’t seem like it should warrant a master’s degree,” I tell her. “That feels like an undergraduate degree final project,” I add.

First, she gives me the death glare, then she rolls her eyes, pointing to the logo at the top. “It’s not just about building the website. It’s about each design element. These aren’t plug-ins or clip art. I created every single thing. Each button graphic, all of it.” She folds her arms over her chest. “Get it?”

I narrow my eyes, stepping nearer to get a better view of the screen.

“Need your readers, Big Daddy?”

For a few seconds, I take it in. The watercolor background design, the multilayered logo with perfectly accentuated branding, the easy to identify menu, the complimentary colors, the grabbiness—it’s beautiful. And I’m thoroughly impressed.

I glare down at her. “I don’t wear glasses.”

She smiles up at me, gloating and gorgeous. “You like my work. I can tell.”

“Hmm,” I grumble, wondering if she guessed or if there’s some tell on my face that Winnie can read. Because I do like the site. But I don’t like her disobeying me and calling me Big Daddy at work. I cast her a serious glare after quadruple checking the office is practically empty.

“My office. Now.” God, my pulse is flying at just the sight of her full lips and the smattering of freckles melted along the bridge of her button nose.

Winnie gets to her feet, her shapely calves accentuated by the height of the heels she’s wearing today. I want those ankles at my neck.

She folds her arms over her chest, stealing the view of her full tits in that sexy little white blouse. When I’m done trying to eye her tits, I find her gaze pinched in a glare. She’s in brat mode. Why am I surprised? I widen my stance, giving my cock room to fucking breathe as I eye the office one more time. A few people have left in the last couple of minutes.

Good.

“When I agreed to work here, you didn’t say anything about being at your beck and call,” she says, unfolding her arms long enough to peer down at her nails, inspecting them before she fits a loose curl into her bun.

“This is the first time I’ve seen you all day,” I argue, my voice rising. “I have to leave soon, so quit being difficult and get in there.”

She lets her body graze mine as she walks past me, into my office. I shut the door and twist the lock.

“Make it quick, Big Daddy, because I’m off of work in less than ten minutes.” She glances at the time on my computer screen in the bottom right corner. “Oh. Less than nine now.”

I cock an eyebrow. “You have somewhere to be?”

She smirks, twirling a curl around her finger. “You said you did.”

“But do you?”

She winks. “That’s for me to know, and Big Daddy not to know.”

I shake my head, aggravated. “I told you not to call me that here.”

Winnie makes a show of looking around. She even uses her hand for a makeshift visor as she peers around the large space. “No one is in here that I can see. It’s safe.”

Well, I can’t argue with that. And anyway, I’d be lying if I said Big Daddy doesn’t give me a semi. She’s the only one who says it, and it sounds so good when she does. Still, not the point.

“You deliberately disobeyed me,” I growl, closing the distance between us with a hand on her hip. “Why do you insist on driving me crazy?”

With one hand, she reaches up, sliding her palm along my cheek, her thumb hooking my jaw. “You still owe me an apology.”

My mind spins and my cock aches. She smells so good. “You owe me an apology for disobeying me,” I remind her, but it only makes her laugh.

“You implied having a foot fetish is weird, and that’s not cool.” She steps back, leaving my hand empty. I reach for her, attempting to pull her back into me as I sit on the edge of my desk. But she steps back even further, wagging a finger at me with her lips twisted into a sinister, sexy grin. “Apologize, Mr. Parker.”

“No.” I love her bratty side. It turns me to stone.

She glances at the time on my computer screen again then lets out a long sigh. “Fine. You want to apologize the hard way? Let’s do it the hard way. But just so you know, I’m still on the clock.”

Slowly, she reaches down, cupping her heel with her hand, sliding it off. The first shoe plunks to the floor, and she repeats the action, taking the other off. Standing before me in nylons, she holds up a single finger as if to remind me she’s not done.

Fishing around under the waist of her skirt, she finally bends, collecting nylon fabric in bunches at her knee, slowly pulling them down. A moment later, she stands, holding a ball of tan fabric in her hands. She wiggles her toes, the nails painted a powdery pink, and points.

“You’re gonna feel stupid and sorry, Mr. Parker,” she rasps, sauntering up to me, the subtle sway of her hips making my mouth go dry.

Looping her hand around my tie, she pushes me back onto my elbows on my desk and proceeds to fall into her chair across from me.

“You didn’t have nylons on this morning,” I say aloud as it occurs to me.

She grips the armrests in the chair, slouching down to extend her legs toward me, her feet smoothing up the insides of my thighs. “Kennedy advised me to wear them. Said it’s inappropriate without them.”

Her toes connect with my balls, swollen and hot, causing me to curse aloud. “Fuck, Jesus Christ, Winnie.” Her words settle in through the erection haze. “Kennedy isn’t the fucking boss—I am, and if you don’t want to wear nylons, you don’t have to. I’ll fire⁠—”

“Stop,” she urges, using her foot to stop me. She presses her toes into the base of my shaft, eyes tamped down on mine. “Kennedy is doing her job. You won’t fire her. You won’t disparage her for doing what she was hired to do. I’ll wear the nylons.”

“I don’t want you to wear the nylons,” I groan, my eyes dropping to her delicate feet, watching as they trace each side of my eager cock.

“Afraid you won’t be able to see my panties?” she teases, outstretching her leg to allow her foot to sweep along the crown of my cock. Beneath my clothes, a puddle pools on my groin near my waistband. I’ve been a leaking mess since I touched and tasted her this morning.

“I’m afraid half the money you earn will be spent buying new pairs of nylons because your boss keeps ripping them off.” I keep my eyes trained on the way she moves her feet around my cock, and right when I’m about to reach for my belt, she stops.

Dropping her feet to the floor, she reaches past me, her hand grazing my thigh as she swipes a stapler from my desk. She sets it on the ground, reaches out again, this time taking my hand. Winnie waits for me to sit up, off my elbows, and then she places my hand on my cock.

“Watch my feet, touch yourself, then tell me you don’t get it.” She stands for a moment, rising to her toes to press her mouth to mine. Her kiss is surprisingly intimate, long and slow, with hushed moans passing between us. She pulls back, leaving me starved and needy, whispering, “Anything can be erotic if you have an open mind.” She kisses me again. “Open your mind, Big Daddy.”

Sinking back into the seat, she moves her bare feet along the stapler, keeping her voice low as she says, “This feels good, doesn’t it?”

A knot of pressure and unease builds in my chest as my cock rises all the way up in my slacks. Fuck, I’ve been hard all day and this little stapler foot show is gonna send me over the edge.

She looks at me, but I give her nothing, because I want more and if I tell her she’s right and that I’m sorry, she’ll stop. “Still not seeing it,” I lie, stroking my erection freely, my body and actions in direct opposition to my words.

“No?” she smirks, eyeing me as I jack myself. I shake my head, a bead of sweat slithering down the back of my collar.

Curling her toes around the end of the stapler, she uses her other foot to knead and massage the plastic, all while moaning out the most feral, erotic shit.

“My feet make your cock so hard, don’t they, Big Daddy?”

“I bet you wish this stapler was your aching dick, don’t you?”

“You’d be so lucky to come on my feet. You wish, huh?”

Her bratty mouth, her taunts, the fact I’ve been tasting her cunt all day—it’s too much. Reluctantly, I throw in the towel so I don’t blow in my pants.

“I’m sorry,” I say, releasing my grip. “I was wrong to kink shame.”

She stops teasing the stapler, her cheeks flush. This is turning her on, too, that little minx.

“You were wrong. Thank you.” Winnie rises, and her hard nipples make my mouth water. “And I’m sorry for disobeying you, Mr. Parker. I’ll make sure to save your nickname for when we’re in private.”

She looks down at my cock, and grabs it, giving it a squeeze so perfect that I bat her hand away, making her giggle.

“Don’t,” I warn. “I’ve had your pussy on my taste buds all day. I can’t take much more. And the first time you see me come isn’t going to be in my pants.”

“That’s kinda hot,” she says, chewing her bottom lip as she studies the outline of my erection.

“Not as hot as leaving every drop of my load deep inside you. Not as hot as you talking to fucking Dante while I’m leaking into your panties, into your little bed. Hmm? That’s hotter. And that’s what I want.”

Slowly, she traces her lips with her tongue and says, “What about my mouth? You don’t want to come in my mouth?”

Just as slowly as she licks her lips, she lowers to her knees and holds her mouth open wide.

“Winnie,” I breathe, hesitant. I don’t know why I’m suddenly hesitant. It doesn’t make sense.

“Afraid?” she asks, keeping her mouth wide after she asks.

“Of what?” I ask, confused by my hesitancy, and thrown by her question.

“Of liking it too much,” she says simply.

Our eyes hold, hers shiny and hopeful as she blinks up, her pink tongue jutted out, waiting for my cock.

I wrestle with reason for less than a second. We’re already doing something wrong. We’re already in trouble. We’re already walking a shitty tightrope.

I reach for my belt and whip it open and off, unzipping myself before looping the leather around the back of her neck. Her eyes widen.

“Kinky Daddy,” she says, reaching up to wrap her hands around the leather. I unzip and my boxers stand no chance as my cock juts out through the gap immediately, veiny and heavy, the shaft glistening from all the leaking.

“Holy hell,” Winnie breathes. I study her face as she takes in the sight of my naked cock for the second time. I watch with pride as her eyes grow hooded, her neck flushes with color, and her chest lifts with an anxious, anticipatory breath. “It’s even bigger…” She trails off, trying again. “You’re so big… Daddy,” she breathes, and without preamble, drops her mouth to my crown.

“Fuck!” I hiss, my head falling back as her soft lips slide down my shaft, inch by inch. She can’t take all of me, but she bobs on the portion she can. Nothing has ever felt so good. No other mouth, nothing. “Shit, Winnie,” I groan, tugging the belt to force feed her another few inches. Precum spills from me and I tug the belt again, her throat tightening around my cockhead as she swallows.

“God, I wanna fuck you,” I tell her, jerking on the belt to keep her mouth bobbing, spit pooling on the floor beneath us. “I cannot wait to sink inside you, to fuck the brat out of you, to leave you sore and full of my load.”

She whimpers on my cock, her eyes fluttering open to find mine through the orgasmic haze. One slow flutter of her lashes and my stomach is knotting, my groin tightening, my balls on the brink of explosion.

“Can you swallow?” I ask, my voice husky as my climax runs full speed up my thighs.

Winnie nods on my cock, her hands still gripping the belt as I jerk her down on me. The base of my cock thrums as the first rope of release sprays the back of her throat. She gags on my dick, but stays on it, nodding as I spray another few shots into her mouth.

“Fuuuuck,” I draw out, watching my cock flex and twitch as I fill her mouth and throat. When I’ve emptied myself fully, she takes her hands off the belt, placing them on my thighs. She pops off my cock, and swallows my cum, making me groan.

Using her tongue, she licks remnants of me from the corner of her mouth and gets to her feet, retrieving her heels as I stuff my cock in my trousers.

My mind is reeling from everything, but I’m alert enough to realize she hasn’t spoken. I put my belt through my pants and catch her by the wrist as she makes her way to the office door.

“Hey, wait, what’s—are you okay?”

She shakes her head, but lifts her chin, masking something she’s not ready to share. “You have somewhere to be. And I should go.”

“Winnie,” I say, putting backbone into her name. “What’s wrong?”

“Us,” she says simply. “We’re what’s wrong. I don’t want to be cliché but I don’t want to be right. Not yet.”

I know exactly what she’s saying, so I nod, collecting her face in my hands. I bring my mouth to hers, kissing her slow and deep, not giving a single fuck if my cock was just lodged in her throat, if traces of my cum linger on her tongue.

She needs reassurance. That’s what matters.

I break the kiss and am relieved to find her expression a little less sad. “Come over tonight, later. I owe you.”

She shakes her head, reaching back for the door handle. “Enjoy your plans. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She takes a few steps out the door then turns, delivering me the bratty smirk I’ve grown to love. “And anyway, I have a vibrator. I can finish myself off.”

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I growl.

She wiggles her fingers at me in a seductive wave. “Have a good night, Mr. Parker.”


chapter fourteen


quincey

“You’ve been quiet,” Brielle says, taking the last bite on her plate. She’s just told me about how her assignment is going and even though my first instincts are still to complain that she was assigned to a Crave & Cure director instead of a paramount film maker, I don’t.

I listen.

I have listened all of the dinner.

I’m surprised by how much more Brielle’s shared tonight.

“I’m trying something new,” I tell her, pushing the last few bites of food around on my plate. I’m full, but if our plates are empty, we’ll leave. And I don’t get much time with my daughter anymore. That’s my fault, I own that. Who wants to be around an asshole? Winnie’s words haunt me. I don’t know why. She certainly isn’t in the first hundred to call me that. But for whatever reason, she made me see it. Really see it.

The same way I’m sure my own daughter has seen it for years.

“Oh yeah?” Brielle asks, sipping her water.

I nod. “Listening. And being less of an asshole.”

We stare at one another and before long, Brielle smiles. The same toothy grin I remember getting from her when she was just ten. My chest squeezes at the memory, at how beautiful, smart and mature she is now.

“Can you believe you’re going to be graduating with your master’s?” I ask, causing her to stop mid-drink and lower the glass to the table.

“First you’re listening more and now you’re reminiscing.” She leans in, eyes suddenly wide with concern. “Dad, are you sick?”

I can’t help but laugh. “No. Not sick just… aware that I can do better.”

She’s not wrong to look suspicious, and if she only knew that the catalyst to my awareness was her best friend, we’d have big problems. But that is an issue for future Quincey, so I take the last drink of my scotch, and fish my wallet out.

The waiter passes by, and I hand him my card.

Brielle studies me from across the table as I pull something else out of my wallet.

I put her apartment key down, and push it toward her. “It’s your apartment. I don’t need this.”

She shakes her head. “What’s going on?”

I shrug. “Like I said, I can do better. That is your apartment. End of story.”

Winnie’s words, once again, are deep in my psyche. You’re weird. And overbearing.

She eyes me. “If you’re dying, it’s gonna put me in therapy for years if you don’t tell me.”

“I’m not dying,” I assure her. Changing the subject, I say, “How’s the rest of life going, you know, outside of work? You only talked about work tonight.”

Brielle sighs, pulling her long hair into a ponytail. “Well, I only talked about work because that’s pretty much all I have going on right now.”

I sip my water now that the scotch is empty. “What about your friend? You don’t spend time with her?” When Brielle finds out about me and Winnie, she’ll think back to this conversation, and all the truth and honesty I’ve spoken about myself and our relationship will be soiled from this singular question. She’ll think I only talked about wanting to be better to her because of Winnie. But I can’t help it. I cannot fucking help myself. I lick my lips and add, “She’s in the master’s program as well, right?”

Brielle nods. “Yeah, she is. Graphic design,” she tells me, despite the fact I clearly already knew that. “Haven’t seen much of her lately. We were gonna grab a drink after dinner tonight but she canceled.”

My ears burn and my pulse quickens. “Canceled on you?”

Brielle waves it off as if it’s no big deal. I know it’s no big deal to her, but it’s a big deal to me. “Decided to go out with her roommate.” She adjusts the back on her earring, casually adding, “She hangs out with those guys all the time. It’s fine.”

“Which—” I stop myself. Quincey Parker does not know the names of the men living with Winnie Collins. I take another sip of water, rerouting my brain to a question I can ask. “Which of the two did you like better?” I ask, nodding to her empty plate, in reference to the variety of entrees she ordered.

“Dolmades, as usual,” she says, leaning back in her chair, using the napkin to blot the corners of her mouth.

An idea comes to me, one I can’t easily find in five seconds of thought and find an answer to, so I roll with it. “Why doesn’t your friend live with you, at your apartment? Isn’t that what young women do? Share apartments?”

Fuck. As soon as I lay it out, I see where there are gaping holes. First of all, if Winnie did live with my daughter and whatever it is we’re doing turns into more, it would be impossible for us to be together. I could never go to her place, and she’d always have to be sneaking around.

Unless we tell her.

Tell her what? Jesus, listen to me. We haven’t even fucked yet. This is just… I don’t know. A mid-life crisis?

Brielle blinks at me, confusion lightly marking her forehead. I’m sure she thinks I’m dying, because my behavior is so out of pocket for me. I sip my water, trying to cool the panic stirring inside me.

I never panic.

“She didn’t want it to impact our friendship. Living with someone can be tricky, as we very well know,” she says, eyeing me as she slips her readers on to read a message on her phone. “Oh!” She smiles at the screen, “Speak of the devil.”

My body tenses and my heart nearly stops.

Brielle takes her glasses off, folding them up and stuffing them in her bag. “I asked her if she wanted me to leave leftovers for her in my fridge but she said no.” She shoves her phone away next. “I guess she’s out with Luciano tonight.”

My daughter glances at her watch, unaware that she’s just angered and baited me. Winnie is out with her male roommate? My mind churns through the bits and pieces she’s fed me, but the only one with a mentioned girlfriend was Dante.

“And where might the young women in the city go these days?” I ask, trying to be playful, but when Brielle lifts her face to look at me, her nose is scrunched and her jaw is tight with disgust.

“Please tell me you’re not crawling bars with Davis for young women. Dad, you’re too old for that. And⁠—”

I stop her right there. “Nope. Just getting a pulse on where I can expense dinners for younger clients.” I consider that Winnie and her roommate may not be getting a full meal and add, “drinks, too.”

Relief washes over Brielle’s face. “Oh. Well, they’re at Wasteland. It’s a bar downtown.” She smiles. “Trivia night.”

Wasteland? That doesn’t sound like a place I want Winnie to be. The fact of the matter is, there’s only one place I want Winnie and it’s wherever I am.

“Dinner was nice tonight but… I gotta go. Early call time at work tomorrow.”

I wave her off and get to my feet. “If anyone understands,” I tell her. She kisses my cheek and walks out. I stand in the Greek restaurant among the patrons, while looking up Wasteland on my phone.

My night’s just getting started.


chapter fifteen


winnie

Luciano’s dark hair curls against his neck, falling short of his collar. The girl next to him, the one he’s trying very hard to impress, curves her hand around his nape, pulling his ear to her lips. She privately divulges something and his cheeks flame in response. A moment later, she releases him, and does a little nod toward the back of the space.

Luciano, who goes by Luke, turns toward me, dark eyes wide. “I’ll be right back,” he says eager and breathy.

Since they’ve been playing touchy feely all night, I’m pretty sure I know what they’re gonna do. “You better not fucking ditch me,” I tell him, plucking the cherry from his Long Island iced tea.

“I won’t,” he promises. He pecks my cheek and then Luke and the blonde move hand in hand out the back double doors, straight into the mass of people in the patio area. There’s a dance floor out there, and Long Island iced teas plus booming music and falling darkness equals grinding and dry humping.

Everyone knows that.

I turn to the other two people at the table, both strangers. Luciano dragged me down here to meet a girl he met online, but was afraid to go alone. Luke is a waiter at three different restaurants, trying to make it as an actor. He’s incredibly handsome, like a young, more hip version of John Stamos. He, however, has social anxiety—that’s why I’m here. I said I’d come with him in case he got nervous or needed to bail out. He also promised free appetizers. As a recovering broke girl, free anything is the way to my heart.

He ended up buying the three of us drinks for the last two hours. Score.

“So, what’s up? You guys feeling good about the last round?” I ask, the buzz in my veins making my face both tingly and numb. “Local trivia,” I add, tracing the rim of my nearly empty glass with a fingertip. These iced teas are really hitting right now. I jab a playful elbow at the girl next to me. “We got this, right?” Cupping my hands to my mouth I shout, “Go table eight!”

The girls smile uncomfortably, and even through my more than buzzed state, I’m catching their hints. They don’t want to chat with me. I finish my drink and reach for Luciano’s, finishing his too.

That’s four Long Island iced teas in two hours.

That’s probably going to bite me in the ass tomorrow morning.

But tonight? Fuck it.

The bad friend, the poor girl, the lost soul—whoever I am, I’m drunk and enjoying it.

“Alright,” the emcee says, tapping the mic as he returns to his self-made podium behind the bar. “San Francisco trivia. Last round! Are we ready?” Each table cheers and whoops when he points their way, and when he gets to number six, I face the two girls.

“We’re down two so you really need to be loud with me, okay?” I hiccup at some point during that sentence but the teas are hitting, and then the emcee is calling out for table eight.

Turning, I cup my hands to my face again and let loose a wild, throaty whoop, something more suited for a football game or a pole dance, no doubt, but still, it’s out there. The bar lights shining down on my face, a light sheen of sweat coating my forehead, I’m reminded of a full stadium and the energy it brings, so I whoop loudly for my table again.

The rest of the bar laughs, so I laugh with them, but when I eye my table mates, one of them is plugging their ears.

Now is the time when water makes sense, and a little sobriety could do me good. But because the buzz is buzzing, I dig out my phone while the emcee reminds each table of the rules.

No new messages, just Brielle “liking” the last one I sent.

That’s fine. I wasn’t hoping or expecting anything from anyone else.

Nope, nope, nope. All good here.

Everything is all good.

I face my annoyed tablemates. “Everything’s all good over here, how about over there?”

They eye me, and one whispers to the other.

“Less secrets, more trivia answers, am I right?” I ask through a hiccup, further annoying and maybe even offending them. I attempt to search through the glass doors to spot Luciano on the patio but I don’t see him anywhere.

“Okay,” the emcee booms. I look at him, but he seems fuzzier now. His blonde hair is like a blur filter has been applied, and his plaid shirt seems busy, the pattern moving maybe.

Or I’m drunk.

“First question. When was the first cable car launched in San Francisco?”

I glance down at my phone, checking the time.

“Oh—table eight, no phones, that’s a disqualification,” the emcee says, causing all forty heads to swivel and face me.

I hold my phone up for everyone to see the screen. “I was checking my text messages.”

“Sorry—no phones,” the emcee adds.

A few people boo, and a few people share a hushed “aww” at my disqualification. Luciano ditched me. Dante is with his girlfriend, and Brielle is at dinner. If I don’t play this trivia game, I’ll be forced to go back to my shitty apartment and think about the terrible, delicious, awful, erotic things I’m doing with Brielle’s dad.

I’m not ready yet.

I hold my phone up again, though this time it has zero relevance. But again, I’m drunk.

“I sucked off my boss today in his office and I was just checking to see if he messaged me,” I shout to the bar, hoping to steal their good graces back with my pitiful admission.

The emcee chuckles. “Fair enough, but still, no phones.”

“He’s also my best friend’s dad,” I add, unsure why I’m screaming the worst secret of my life into a crowded bar.

“Damn, table eight. You’ve got all the drama!” the emcee laughs, and suddenly my table mates are interested in me. “Still DQed though, honey,” the emcee adds with finality.

“Really? Your best friend’s dad? Oh my god,” one of the girls at the table prods. The other one reaches for my arm. “Girl, that’s juicy.”

I ignore them, though, because the feeling that maybe my coherent and conscious words are limited hits me. Don’t wanna waste them on the girls that have blown me off all night.

Sliding off the barstool, I down the remaining inch of booze left in Luciano’s glass, snatch my purse from the floor, and saunter on uneasy legs toward the patio.

It’s crowded, and the loud music makes my head hurt. “Luke?” I call out loudly, but as loud as I am, I can’t even hear my own voice. The whompwhompwhomp of the subwoofer makes my bones vibrate. The edges of my vision blur as a familiar tingle worms through my lips.

Fuck.

The teas are going to make a reappearance.

Soon.

Ducking through the crowd, I stumble to the edge of the lawn and crouch behind a bush in time to regurgitate at least one of the teas. Between gags, in the worst timing, Brielle flashes through my mind, her long blonde hair twisted in her hand as she puked into the bushes here two years ago.

Stumbling a few feet from my sickness, I fall to my butt on the lawn, the back of my legs immediately itchy from the grass. With my forehead in my hands, I sit alone, something I do more often than even Brielle knows.

“You’re okay, Brielle won’t hate you, everything is fine,” I chant softly, willing the world to stop spinning. A tear has the audacity to roll down my cheek, and then another, and I realize I’m more drunk than I thought I was if I’m simultaneously having an anxiety attack and crying.

“It’s okay, Winnie,” I tell myself, almost wishing I’d get sick again so I could sober up. I can’t believe Luciano ditched me. Then again, if Big Daddy were here, I’d probably have ditched Luciano, too.

That hits, because I’m not a ditcher by nature.

“Fuck,” I groan, the combination of upsetting realizations and too much cheap booze making my head grow swimmy again, my palms clammy against the cool grass. “I’m so stupid,” I breathe out, angry at myself for letting this happen.

Once Brielle finds out I gave her father head, she’ll never talk to me again. And I don’t blame her. I’m pretty sure if my father was alive and Brielle seduced and sucked him off, I’d hate her, too.

I get to my feet, knowing that a wall of fatigue is about to hit. I’d like to be home for that, not in a lawn behind a bush near vomit. Scanning the crowd, this time, my eyes lock onto Luke, and I beeline for him, taking his elbow when I get to him.

“Where have you been?” I ask, my voice hoarse from all the shouting. “I need to go home.”

Just then, the blonde reappears with less lipstick and crazier hair.

“Ohh,” I breathe, “you guys dry humped on the dance floor. Well, good for you but Luke, you drove me. And I need to go.”

Luciano turns to the blonde and tells her he’ll be back in a minute.

“It takes longer than a minute to get to our place,” I say through a random hiccup. He takes me by the arm, dragging me off to the side like the aunt at the wedding who drinks too much Smirnoff Ice and needs a lecture. Ironically, we end up near where I just was.

“I’m gonna stay. We’re really hitting it off, Win,” he says, his bloodshot eyes full of I’ve been single way too fucking long desperation.

I used the money Big Daddy sent through FeetFans to pay down outstanding bills, to make my school loan payment, and to get my personal license for Photoshop on my laptop. I need it if I’m going to freelance when I graduate. Until I get paid from Parker & Pen, it’s tight.

“I don’t know if I have enough to Uber home.”

Luke stares at me, judgment clouding his expression. “What if you had to pay for drinks tonight? Going out with no cash is dangerous. What if there was an emergency?”

“I planned on drinking water,” I say truthfully. “But you bought it, so I drank.”

Luke looks over his shoulder to check on the blonde, waving at her before facing me again. “Look, I can drop you off on our way to her place, but we’re gonna dance a bit longer.” A strand of dark hair falls across his eyes, and I reach up and push it back, thinking of the way Big Daddy’s hair did the very same thing while he watched me suck his cock.

Luke bats my hand away. “Win, don’t. She’s watching. Plus, you never touch me like that. Are you trying to cock block?”

I snort, burping up stomach acid and booze. “You already pressed your junk against hers during the Daft Punk remixes, we both know you did, so how could I possibly cock block?” I ask, all the good parts of being drunk very quickly fading.

Sickness eats at my insides. I need water. And my bed. Fast.

“I can’t wait for grind sesh two to be over,” I tell him with urgency, strangling my drunken tone, pressing my hand to my stomach. “I drank too much. I need to go home.”

Luke puts his hands on my shoulders, and dips his eyes to meet mine. But whatever he was going to say, he doesn't get the opportunity to say it. One hulking hand comes down on Luke’s shoulder, pulling him back, spinning him, causing him to stumble for footing in the thick grass.

“Keep your fucking hands to yourself.” And my eyes focus just in time to see Big Daddy rear back and deck Luciano across the cheek. The thwack of fist against face makes my stomach lurch and I bring my hand to my mouth, tamping it down.

The blonde who had hawk eyes on Luke, squeals, running over, a drink spilling over in her hand. Cooing and fussing, she presses her glass to the red spot forming on Luke’s face as he rights himself on his feet, groaning and moaning.

“What the fuck, dude? You just put your hands on me while telling me not to have my hands on her.” He blots at his lip, the corner split, a single drop of blood pooling. Swiping it away, he gets in Big Daddy’s face. “You wanna fight me, bro, let’s fight. But none of this sucker punch bullshit.”

Big Daddy straightens, his face impassive. He never even glances my way. He frees the knotted tie at his throat and tosses it boldly to the grass, setting his shoulders back. Focused on Luciano he says, “Alright, asshole, hit me.”

Luke pauses, casting a questioning side eye. But the blonde he dry humped on the dance floor is watching, and men need to protect their egos at all costs. Luke makes a fist, looking comically unsure (though that could be the booze), rears back, and delivers a punch straight at Big Daddy.

I shirk away, unable to see him get hit. I cover my ears, because if I have to hear another punch, I’ll puke. For sure. A beat passes and I drop my hands from my ears and cautiously take a peek. There is no groaning or spitting of blood or warning that there’s more where that came from. I see Luciano’s hand trapped inside Quincey’s.

“You caught the punch!” I exclaim, standing and clapping like a drunk fool, which I definitely am. And as it turns out, clapping is too much action after four Long Islands, even if you puke one up. I return to my knees on the ground, still focusing on the show.

Quincey doesn’t acknowledge me but rather steps into Luke’s face, saying, “Put your hands on someone else’s shoulders.”

With that, he grabs my wrist, hoisting me up to collect me in his arms, and curl me into his chest. As I begin hurling explanations at him, Big Daddy scoops up his tie then stomps us off through the grass, toward the parking lot.

I owe him no explanations as I’ve done nothing wrong, but I need him to know that I wasn’t here with Luke in that way.

“Luke did it on the dance floor,” I tell Big Daddy, my voice weak and wobbly. Damn you, pop music round of trivia. He stops in his tracks, his eyes nearly silver in the moonlight. His cologne sweeps my senses, leaving me pulsing between my thighs. Drunk or not, Big Daddy still makes me a horn dog. “I was here for Luke. That’s what I call Luciano. It’s his nickname. Or I guess, Luke-name,” I ramble, trying again to make the distinction that Luciano and I are just friends and came here as such. My explanations, however, only serve to make him angrier.

The moon catches my interest and I follow it around the sky as Big Daddy curses beneath his breath, eventually placing me in the passenger seat of his SUV. When he’s buckled me up, he hovers over me, arm braced above the door, his dark eyes making my stomach twist.

“I’m too drunk for stomach flutters,” I tell him as my eyes close.

When I open them, I’m in his arms again, being carried through a cool, dark hallway. He lowers me down, laying me in a soft cloud. My head is spinning and all I want to do is let the clouds absorb my fatigue and worries.

Big Daddy turns on the sun, which turns out to just be a bright light. He hovers over me, grumpy but sexy hot. “Is Luciano a friend with benefits and a roommate?”

I blink a few times. “He’s a nice friend.”

Big Daddy scoffs. “Answer me before I assume the worst.”

“You already have,” I squeak through a hiccup. It’s now that I notice he’s still in his suit, the jacket gone but the tie and cufflinks still in place. “Fuck, you’re hot.”

He makes a noise of dissatisfaction beneath his breath like that statement angers him. “So, you sleep with guys that are nice or you sleep with guys who just happen to be in the same apartment?”

I wrinkle my nose. “No. I actually usually sleep with bad guys. That’s why I’m single. Bad guys don’t make good boyfriends.” After a hiccup, I try to explain. “I’m still waiting for a bad guy to fill my room with roses and tell me he loves me, then fuck me senseless, but alas, bad guys don’t do flowers and good guys don’t fuck dirty.”

Big Daddy shakes his head. “Luciano,” he says, dragging his name out like it’s his alleged name, “was the exception?”

I blink again, confused. “Luciano,” I repeat his name the curious way he pronounced it, “is a friend. We aren’t more. He doesn’t put his penis inside me.” Acid stews inside me as I attempt to focus on Big Daddy’s face. I wish I wasn’t drunk. Remembering an angry Big Daddy would be excellent fingering material later.

He brings a hand to his forehead, scrubbing at it as he sighs. “You said he did it on the dance floor.”

I nod. “He did. With the blonde he was there to meet.” I flap my arms like a chicken. “I was a wingman. He has anxiety. What you saw was him trying to convince me to stay so he could grind her a little longer.”

Big Daddy’s eyes snap to mine. I’m drunk, but I know what I see in them.

Happiness. Happiness and hope.

“Jesus Christ,” he sighs, scrubbing at his chest with a closed fist. I point at his hand.

“You hit him.”

“He deserved it.”

I squint at him as the world around me slows, becoming groggier by the minute. “I just told you we aren’t like that.” My brain goes back to the fantasy of a room full of roses and a romantic admission. “I don’t want a room of flowers from Luciano. No, no, no,” I hiccup.

Big Daddy wastes no time answering. “He took you out in public, stuffed you full of cheap booze, then left you and, if I heard correctly, was going to deny you a ride back home.”

I shrug. “He was gonna give me a ride, he just wanted me to wait another hour or so.”

Big Daddy kneels, tugging off my sneakers. He moves my legs beneath the blankets and leaves the room, returning with water and Advil. “We’ll speak in the morning.”

As he’s walking out of the large, mostly white, mostly empty spare bedroom, I stop him. “Did you white knight me?” He turns to face me, his evening stubble longer, even sexier than I remember him earlier today. “You did. You rescued me. No room of roses but you white knighted me.”

He comes back to the bed, sealing his lips to my forehead, smoothing his hand through my tangled hair. “Go to sleep. That’s what you need now.”

“You know what’s good for me, huh?”

A groan rumbles around his chest. “Just sleep it off. We’ll talk more in the morning.”

I usually toss and turn all night when I’ve been drinking, but on this particular night, I don’t wake up even once.


chapter sixteen


winnie

By the time I remember why I hate getting drunk, it’s too late. Waking up with a pressure cooker for a skull, my body is so dehydrated I feel like the fucking Crypt Keeper, my back aching and my thighs itchy—fuuuck this.

“No more getting drunk,” I grumble aloud as I twist around in my bed, reaching for my phone on my nightstand. Except there’s no nightstand. Just bed. More bed. Lots and lots of bed.

I crack an eyeball open.

The room is so white, it feels like staring into the morning sun.

Is this heaven?

I blink, this time opening both eyes, willing the fuzziness and sleepiness to fade. But things are still blurry and god, so white. White everywhere.

Oh my god. I’m dead and this is heaven. I got alcohol poisoning. I got alcohol poisoning while trying to drink away my shame for being a horrible friend and now I’m dead.

Heaven’s gates open, and someone appears. I blink again but can’t seem to shake the fuzziness from my vision. The blurred figure moves toward me.

“God?” I breathe, my heart racing. Does God wake you up when you fall asleep in heaven?

The bed dips and a large hand comes to rest on my hip, squeezing it. I glance down to see the covers have shifted, and his hand rests directly on my body, halfway on my bare skin, halfway on my panties.

Suddenly my vision clears as the holy hand sweeps away the fog. “Good morning,” Quincey greets. I jolt up in bed and look around.

“Oh my god,” I breathe. “Am I alive? Oh my god, I’m alive. I’m either alive or you’re God.”

A smirk. The first I’ve truly seen. Or maybe I’m dreaming it?

“I’m not God, and yes, you’re alive.” He strokes a hand down my thigh, setting off a buzzing in my core. “This isn’t heaven, it’s a guest room.”

After some ungraceful floundering, I sit up and manage to get my bearings. “I could hardly see. The whole room was white.” I rub sleep from my eye with a closed fist as Big Daddy watches me. “I thought I was dead and in heaven.”

He glares.

I love his glare.

I don’t think you're supposed to love a glare, but I do.

“I guess that’s dumb though because four—well, three because I barfed at least one up—Long Island iced teas won’t give you fatal alcohol poisoning,” I explain, smoothing my hands through my hair, the curls tangled and frizzy. I must look like utter crap. Still his angry eyes rake over me. He’s already dressed in a suit and tie, his dark hair the usual shiny coif of handsome heaven that it always is. “But then again, I should’ve known it wasn’t heaven because—” I lean toward him, lowering my voice. “I’m not going there.” I point to the mattress. “Down there is where the girls who give head in the backseat of a Camero to the hot teacher during her prom go.” I dance my eyebrows. “You know?”

With a growl, he storms the bed, pinning me to my back on the mattress. Through his slacks, he’s hard, pressing against my thigh as his minty breath dusts my lips. “Do you think I want to hear about all the slutty things you’ve done?”

I reach between us and grip his cock. My mouth waters. “As much as I wanted to know how many years of experience you have, I bet.”

Our angry eyes idle, and I can’t help but envision cartoon sparks sputtering off between us. “Is this how you’d wake me up if I lived here? Hmm? Are you a morning grind roomie?”

He grinds against me, a heated and angry growl rolling around his chest. “You canceled on Brielle for him,” he says, his eyes searching mine. “And he’s just a friend.”

With his cock in my hand, I whisper against his lips, “Wingman, remember?”

“You’re a woman, not a wingman,” he says, gripping my chin, angling my mouth to his. He kisses me as he bats my hand from his cock, slipping his fingers beneath the waistband of my panties.

“Are you saying I can’t go out with my friends?” I ask, trying as hard as I can to pretend I’m unaffected by the way the pads of his fingers circle my engorged clit.

“You can go out with any female friends you please,” he says, nipping at my lips as he slides his middle finger inside me. My legs nearly tremble, his touch feels so good. “But no men. Not that he was a man. Men don’t leave women alone, drunk, with no money.”

I narrow my eyes while simultaneously grinding down against his hand. He feels so good, and so does this bed. “How do you know I didn’t have money?”

He adds another finger, curling and curving them just right. “I went through your purse after you passed out.”

I smack his shoulder, but the wall of a man that he is? He doesn’t budge. His hand fucks me faster, his eyes more intense than ever, stormy and dark. “Big Daddy!” I protest, but he’s touching me in all of the places that turn me to goo, and my protest comes out as a breathy, hungered moan.

“You have no money on you? Do you know how unsafe that is? What would you have done if your alleged friend left you?” he asks, fucking me faster and harder with each pressing question. “You know what else I found? Something that pissed me off more than an empty wallet?”

A flood of heat surges between my thighs as the heel of his palm grazes my clit. My hips rove, humping his hand the way I humped pillows as a teen—feral with no rhythmic cadence or beauty, only the horny thrusts of a girl aching to explode.

“Hmm?” I moan, wanting to kiss him but ashamed of my hungover mouth.

His eyes capture mine, dark and foreboding. A single vein pulses in the center of his forehead, echoing his rage. “Birth control.”

My motions cease and my eyes lift from the place where I was watching his hand fuck me. “I practice safe sex. How can that be a bad thing?”

His mouth comes down on mine before I can protest, before I can warn him that I haven’t brushed my teeth, I’ve only drunk water. But Quincey doesn’t care. He hikes my legs up around his waist and presses his groin to my core, still finger fucking me as he uses his bodyweight to thrust deeper.

When he breaks the kiss, his hair is spilling over his forehead, and the tip of his nose is pink. “What day is it?” he asks as he adds his ring finger to my cunt.

My stomach tightens and my taint buzzes with pressure. My toes curl and my thoughts slide away, my orgasm cresting. “Thurs… Thursday,” I manage, wiggling against him faster, this time rhythmically.

“You haven’t taken your pill since last week,” he grunts, his erection slipping past his hand, poking into my thigh like a steel pipe wrapped in fancy fabric. “You could get pregnant if you’re active,” he tells me, his tone stripped raw, his voice hoarse and hungry.

With my climax just around the corner, I reach between us, batting his hand away. I go for his zipper, and he stops me by grabbing my wrist. “Winnie,” he says, his eyes locked to mine, silently warning me.

But I don’t care.

I want this.

I want it more than anything.

I don’t know how to explain it.

I have his zipper down and his pulsing erection in my hands within a second. His eyes hold mine as I align the head of his cock with my engorged pussy lips, and the pulsing in my clit intensifies as I stare up at him.

“We can’t go back,” he says, giving me a chance to pull away. But I don’t want to leave this room without knowing what it feels like to have a man like Quincey Parker between my thighs, throbbing and pulsing inside of me.

I lick my lips. “So fuck me already, Big Daddy.”

With a feral groan, he slams inside me, making me hiss and jerk as I struggle to take his girth and length. He’s so much more than I’ve ever had, and my body feels the stress of his size. Yet through the streaks of pain and pulsing aches, I’ve never felt so good. So tingly. So hot. So desired.

My womb actually aches inside my body as his cock spears me, in and out, over and over, his wild groans making my breasts ache to be gripped and my nipples throb to be sucked. Every veiny inch of him sinks deep inside me, so deeply that I cough. I gag. I cry out for him as his mouth swallows every word.

His tongue tangles with mine, his aftershave making my insides melt as he thrusts between my thighs. “You want my cum, Winnie Collins?” he asks, the bed slamming against the wall with each savage plunge inside me. “Then earn it. Come for me, come for your Big Daddy,” he rasps just as my body seizes, my cunt tightens, and I come harder than I ever have in my life.

Waves of euphoria wash over me, my lower half pulsing in rhythmic waves of pleasure, my eyes pulled closed as I moan his name, over and over.

“Big Daddy… Big Daddy… oh, god, Big Daddy…”

A beat passes and Big Daddy is pulling out, scrambling to lift my shirt and expose my stomach and bra covered tits. I open my eyes in time to catch the slit on his cock opening, a ribbon of pearly heat rocketing from him, painting my belly and bra.

“Not yet,” he groans, his fist twisting his cock right under his crown, jacking every single drop free. Ribbons of release paint my body, warm and thick, white and perfect. My eyes keep moving between the sight of his masculine hand jerking his meaty cock, and all the cum painting my skin. I gravitate toward the single drop that made it to my cleavage, slowly rolling down to the filigree lace of my bra.

When I swallowed him, I swallowed a lot. This orgasm is no smaller. In fact, there may even be more cum than before. And even though I just came, the sight of his orgasm makes everything down south get hot and needy all over again.

Inside, I’m aware of my emptiness. I’m aware of the hollowness in my womb. The space in my chest. All of it.

He gets to his knees, using the bedsheet to wipe his cock before he stuffs it back into his slacks. Slacks that cost more than everything I own, no doubt.

“Wait here,” he says to me, climbing off the bed in search of a towel. When he comes back with a warm bath towel, he takes a seat at the edge of the bed, his eyes hovering on mine as he softly cleans me up.

“How are you feeling?”

I press a hand to my bare stomach, in the one place he hasn’t wiped up his mess. “Like I got bounced on a trampoline with a hangover.”

He pales. “I’m sorry, Winnie. I know I shouldn’t have,” he motions to my body, “come at you like that.”

“On me,” I correct, smiling. Then I reach for his towel, using it to clean the cum from my fingers, one at a time. He watches with rapt attention, attention that fuels me. “And I’m only kidding. I feel good.” I pass him back the cum-coated towel. “Don’t believe me?” I let my legs fall open, and look down at my still pink, still swollen clit. “Watching you rocket cum all over me has me ready for round two.”

Big Daddy groans, pulling the comforter over my bare body. “That fucking mouth of yours,” he says, smoothing a hand over his coif, restyling it with ease. “No round two. Round one was… foolish enough.”

I stick out my bottom lip in a pout. “How was riding me deep and hard a mistake?” I draw the question out like a piece of bubble gum. I love getting under Big Daddy’s skin. Under him otherwise, too. “You pulled out,” I remind him, but of course he knows. I’d be willing to bet I’m not the only one who wishes he wouldn’t have.

Suddenly, Quincey’s expression twists from something of frustration to wild anger. Anger, driven by intensity, consumes his features as he gets off the bed, to his feet, shoving big hands through his styled hair. “Asking you to live here. Having unprotected sex. Sneaking around behind Brielle’s back.” His hair, mussed, still looks sexy. He drops his hands to his sides, staring blankly at the comforter covering my body. “I have no business being with you.”

The breath caught in my chest whooshes out, leaving me hollow, my eyes burning from unshed tears.

“And yet,” he continues, slowly raising his eyes to mine. “You’re the only thing I want.”

I lick my lips, afraid to ask the question burning up my thoughts, incinerating my tongue. But I have to. Even if it’s foolish to want to ask, I can’t go another moment without knowing. “If I wasn’t her best friend, if we didn’t have to sneak around, if I was just someone you bumped into⁠—”

Finally, his dark eyes make it to mine. They narrow, and my stomach clenches. “Brielle has always told me that men flock to you. That you’re always being hit on and asked out.” Our gazes lock, and my heart is racing. “Yet you think so little of yourself.”

I swallow thickly around the blob of confusion and emotion in my throat. “No, I don’t.”

Pinching his slacks, Big Daddy sits on the edge of the bed, bringing his hand to my cheek. Having my cheek cupped makes me unusually emotional, and I press into his palm, savoring the affection. “You think sneaking around is what has me hard all day and all night?” His thumb traces the arch of my lips before plunging past them, onto my tongue. I suck his thumb as a small groan rattles in his chest. “You make me hard. Not sneaking around. And if you weren’t my daughter’s best friend,” he says quietly, slowly closing the space between us until we’re nearly nose to nose. I suck on his thumb as he says, “my cum would be keeping you warm,” he says, placing his hand over my abdomen, applying gentle pressure. “And we’d never have to talk about you missing your pill again.”

From his words or the hangover, I’m not sure, but the room starts spinning. My head and neck feel heavy suddenly, and my brain goes to static like old TV sets when a show is over. I can’t think. I can’t speak.

I just sit there, dizzied by Big Daddy, and watch him pull garment bags from the closest, along with shopping bags.

“You still have to work today. But you can come in when you’re ready,” he says, hanging the bag on the armoire directly across from the bed. “I had clothes brought here, in your size.”

“I’m not the same size as Brielle,” I reply.

He casts me a glare that says he’s annoyed. “I told her your size.”

“How did you know my size?” I ask, folding my arms over the comforter covering my bra.

Big Daddy sighs. “I looked at the labels on all the clothes you had on.”

Oh. Well. I guess that makes sense.

“You woke a woman up at the ass crack of dawn to shop for me?” I push. I don’t know why I’m pressing this. Big Daddy did a nice thing for me. Still, each nice thing he does feels like a brick being laid in a wall between me and Brielle.

“No, she went out last night and did it. Brought it all back last night, too, which you’d remember if you weren’t passed out.” He snags an extra bottle of water from the mini fridge in the corner. I hadn’t even noticed that till now, then again, all I’ve done in this room is sleep, think I’m dead, and fuck Big Daddy. “If you want to get drunk, you’ll do it with me. I can keep you safe and take care of you properly.”

I stick a leg out from the comforter, curling my toes. “So, when I want to get drunk, I should call my best friend's dad to come hang out with me? Sounds feasible,” I tease, my tone deadpan.

Big Daddy comes to the side of the bed and wraps his hand around my foot, bringing it to his crotch. I rub him through his slacks, but his eyes stay on mine. “That’s how you define me?”

I know exactly what he’s referring to, but my throat clogs the longer he looms over me, so I shrug. “You don’t even know my middle name,” I breathe, trying to make him understand that I want him with the same intensity, but we’re both being highly irrational. We don’t even know each other.

“May. Winnie May Collins. I saw it on your ID.” He presses his finger into his chest. “Come in when you feel better. The driver and car will be waiting.”

I sit up as he walks toward the door. “I’m coming with you. Just give me ten minutes, okay?”

He stops in the doorframe. “I said you could come in late.”

I don’t want to be alone here. It’s too much Quincey to handle without him. I’ll do something stupid like start seeing myself here. Or worse. Start seeing us having a life.

“Ten minutes,” I breathe, stumbling out of bed, the blankets wrapped around me.

He nods. “Ten minutes.”


chapter seventeen


winnie

I’ve had way too much time in my head today.

Way. Too. Much.

I woke up hungover, got fucked by the hottest man ever, and now I’m working on a business card layout while listening to the original “Dream On” by Aerosmith. I could focus on the memories of hot sex from this morning, or the design I’m creating since it’s critical to my graduation. I could listen to the law office chatter, or sing along to my favorite rock album.

I could, but I’m not.

Because I’m trapped in the prison of my thoughts, Brielle’s face flashes behind my eyes each time I tell myself not to focus on it.

She’s been the one to loan money when I had no one else, the one to let me eat her leftovers and sleep at her place, the one who loans me clothes and gives me advice, holds my hand when I’m sad, holds my hair when I puke, holds me up when I’m too weak.

She’s the one.

Not Big Daddy.

Big Daddy has helped me financially. He has made me orgasm to the point I’m not sure I’ll ever come like that with anyone else. He has White Knighted me.

Unfortunately, what he’s done is usurped by who he is.

He’s Brielle’s father. A father whom she has a complicated relationship, and has for years. How will she feel if she learned that her best friend and her father are fucking, and that he treats her bestie with more softness than his own daughter? She’ll hate me, and she’ll have every right.

I mean, Quincey and I may be physically attracted to one another and that’s one Flowers in the Attic difference between our relationship and theirs, but all things considered, he doesn’t truly treat me that much differently. The big difference in how we engage with each other is me.

I fight back.

I’m a brat.

The brattiness helps break the asshole spell.

I don’t make the spells, that’s just a fact.

Still, it’s all semantics. At the end of the day, I am a backstabber. I am Brutus. I am Jaime Lannister. I am the kid that sells out his siblings for candy in The Lion, The Witch, and The Wardrobe.

Swap candy for a little emotional fulfillment and some dick and I’m that kid.

The smartest thing I can do now is shove away all hopeful musings of becoming Quincey’s serious partner, sharing holidays with my best friend as both her best friend and her father’s partner, envisioning Brielle and I having a stronger relationship because I helped Quincey make amends for his mistakes with his daughter, having a whole family of people who I love and adore, and everything else I’ve secretly been rolling around in my mind for the last few weeks.

Now is the time to be strong. The way I should have been before. I refuse to believe it’s too late to end this and keep my best friend. Refuse.

I know what has to be done.

The song changes, and Whitesnake’s Here I Go Again comes on just in time to freeze, allowing my phone to ring. I answer without looking at the caller ID, my eyes still lingering over the business card design I’ve been half-assing all day.

“Hey, I called you twice last night, what’s up? How was whatever you did instead of having a drink with me?” Brielle asks.

She called me on the drive to work, but I couldn’t answer because I was too busy licking the inside of Big Daddy’s wrist to get him hard just to torture him.

I had every intention of calling her back once I got to work, but I slipped into a wormhole of guilt. That shit happens when you’re banging your bestie's hot dad while working at his office and wearing clothes he bought you.

I glance over my shoulder, attempting to see through the blinds to get an eyeful of Quincey, but I can’t spot him. “Lame. I went to trivia night as Luke’s wingman and drank too much.”

“Ahh,” she teases, “you shouldn’t have blown me off then.”

For whatever reason, her teasing angers me. Maybe it’s all the anger I have directed at myself getting pointed her way, which is so fucked up, I realize. Still. “You blew me off twice last week.”

She sighs. “For work. And I know, I know. I was just teasing.” A knowing pause drifts between us. “You okay, Win?”

I swallow, peering back into his office one more time. Still, my view is blocked by the wall of men in suits surrounding him. “Yeah, I’m good. Just tired.”

“Ahh,” she says softly. “I was hoping we could catch up soon. This week I’m booked, and next I’m slammed. But in two weeks, on Thursday. I have dinner at 9 but before that? A glass of wine and girl talk?” she asks, her tone weighted with guilt. Guilt I already felt ten-fold, but now? I bring my hand to my collarbone and check my rapid pulse, taking a deep breath.

“Okay, Thursday in two weeks,” I say, just as a door clicks closed quietly behind me. His scent hits me before I turn and see Quincey standing there, eyeing me with his usual intensity.

“Perfect. But I’ll call you tomorrow because I have big news. Thursday is just so we have something on the books,” Brielle says. “I miss you.”

“Miss you too. Call you later, I gotta go.”

My black patent heels swing out from under me as Quincey grabs my chair, spinning me to face him. In a crouch, he peers around my chair to see if anyone has noticed the aggressive coach stance he’s taking with me. A moment later, his focus is on me. “Thursday in two weeks?” He glances at his wristwatch, gold and fancy, but with a complicated face. “You see Dr. Wilder this week.”

I spin back to face my computer, even though I’d rather look at Big Daddy. Still, he needs push back. All alpha males do or they get out of control.

“Take it easy, stalker.”

“I pay the bill,” he deadpans. “That’s how I know when the appointments are. I would be a stalker if I showed up.”

I type on my keyboard, inputting a client’s name on a blank form pulled up on my screen. I do my best to ignore him.

His hand comes down on my shoulder. The hangover was gone after a coffee the size of my body and a bagel from the cart. Still, I play it up, bringing my hands to my temples. “Don’t jostle me, Mr. Parker,” I say, using his professional name as my insides clench. All day I’ve been hearing him call himself Big Daddy.

God, it was wild.

Holy hell was it hot.

“Who are you meeting with next Thursday?” he questions.

I spin to face him, hands on hips even though I’m sitting. It looks ridiculous, but he gets the meaning. “Your daughter.”

He rises and walks into his office, eyeing me, sending me the sign he wants me to follow.

With an eye roll, I follow him in, my nerves bunching at the sound of his door being locked. I plop down in the chair across from his desk as he sits on the edge, his junk angled toward my face. Normally I’d like that.

But the guilt is starting to get to me.

“Come home with me so we can talk about things,” Quincey says quietly, but not shamefully quiet. Moreso, tender quiet. My pussy weeps, and I wish, for once, she could be on the same page as my brain.

“We should talk, you’re right,” I agree, because while I found sobriety and shook my massive hangover today, I also crashed headfirst into reality. “I overheard Pen telling Kennedy that he was going to bring his wife and daughters to the company party in a month.”

Quincey looks annoyed as he shrugs. “What does this have to do with you coming home with me?”

“What’s the point? We can talk here. Why drag it out?” A rush of fear surges to my mouth but I bite my lip, holding back. I don’t want to end things, but the longer it goes on, the more I stand to lose. “Let’s just agree it was fun but a mistake, make a pact to never mention it again, and as soon as I have my degree and a job, I’ll start making payments back to you for the car lease, this outfit,” I say, plucking at the satin ivory blouse Big Daddy had delivered last night. “I will repay every penny; we don’t speak a word of this to Brielle and we both just… let the secret die with us.”

His face is unreadably still and impassive, tossing around the nerves in my stomach. Trying to lighten the mood, I slip into brat mode, which serves as an emotional shield as much as anything. “I mean, the secret will die with you first, of course,” I smile, not feeling it, not meaning it. “You know, because I’m young and you’re… not.”

He ignores my ageist jokes.

Hell, I don’t even view him as an old guy. I just love teasing him.

Or, I did.

No more teasing after this moment, because there is no more anything after this moment.

“No,” he says simply, working on his cufflinks. Once they’re free, he tosses them onto his desk and gets to work on his tie.

“No?” I question. “I’m saying it’s over. You can’t say no.”

The tie joins the cufflinks. “It’s not over.”

A sigh escapes me, and I pinch the bridge of my nose in exasperation. “If you make this a thing, I can’t even work here anymore.” I lean forward, placing my hands on his knees. He looks down at the touch as I continue trying to reason with him. “You wanted to help me, and that’s a good thing. Let me keep working here. We’ll tell Brielle that I bumped into you somewhere or something and you got me the job. When I graduate, I’ll be done, she won’t have to know, and I’ll start paying you back. We can still get out of this unscathed but… it’s gotta end now.”

His eyes rake over every inch of me until they meet my gaze. “Brielle can understand that we are two consenting adults.”

I scoff. “Two consenting adults who lied to her and snuck around behind her back. Whether we consent to each other or not has no bearing.” I shake my head, bringing my hands to my neck, pulling at the stress, but it doesn’t budge. “She’s got enough going on right now, she’s⁠—”

“Aside from the apprenticeship?” Quincey’s brows pull together.

Fuck. He doesn’t know because Brielle hasn’t shared that much yet. I lick my lips, choosing my words as carefully as possible. I don’t want to do more damage than I already have. “The apprenticeship and stuff with her bosses,” I say, telling the truth in the most masked way I can.

His eyes narrow on me and he edges closer, sliding his ass nearer to the edge of the desk. “Is she seeing one of them?”

I shake my head, controlling my tone. “What? No. No, she’s not dating one of her bosses. Why would you even—what would make you ask that?”

“Don’t lie to me,” he warns, and the hairs on my neck stick up. My nipples get hard, too. Am I a bratty authority slut? I think maybe I am.

“Hey,” I say, my voice husky, matching his alpha energy. “I said no.”

“You’re lying.”

Technically I’m not, because no one is officially dating yet. And it’s not one of her bosses, it’s both. I fold my arms over my chest and lean back, trying a different approach. “Yeah? Am I?”

He leans back too, files lifting under the weight of his ass. I bet his ass looks so good naked. I bet it’s all shapely and sexy. I mean, if it’s anything like his cock and balls…

“Last week I called Brielle to plan dinner. I called her at nine in the evening. She said she was at her apartment, but I could hear a man in the background.” Big Daddy cocks one eyebrow. “Unless you’re fucking your boss, you don’t have him at your house and you don’t go to his house. Would you agree?”

My throat goes Sahara dry and yet sweat glides down my back. “You could have heard the TV. Music. Or anyone else from work.”

He levels his glare at me. “Is she dating her boss?”

The egg on the skillet in my brain fries. I can’t out my best friend to her dad. No fucking way. “Quincey, I⁠—”

“She is,” he states, staring off into the distance, processing what seems to be one of his greatest fears. “I’ve given up my life to be this man,” he starts, getting to his feet, speaking at the room around him more than me. “To work so hard that she has every goddamn advantage, every privilege, everything. And what does she do? She ends up working in porn, sleeping with her boss.”

I get to my feet and catch him by the arm. “She didn’t choose Crave, and you know that. And you also know that if she was dating her boss—which she isn’t—that they are consenting adults.” I don’t mean to use his words against him, but it just happens. “You can relate to not expecting or even wanting something to happen, can’t you?” My heart races as I edge around the subtextual definition of us. “But sometimes things happen, and as much as you hate it, you can’t fight it.”

His nostrils flare. “You and I are not the same as that.”

Now it’s my turn to cock an eyebrow. “Aren’t we?”

I glance at my watch. “I’m taking an Uber to my apartment. I appreciate you loaning me the car but I think it’s a bad idea.” I look down at the patent heels glittering on my feet. “I will be here tomorrow, as your secretary, and only your secretary.”

I don’t give Big Daddy another glance.

I can’t.

I’ll break.

Instead, I gather my things from my desk and walk toward the elevator, bewildered by how sad I am ending it.

We aren’t in love. We just love arguing and fucking.

It wasn’t that serious.

So why the fuck am I crying?


chapter eighteen


quincey

It’s been three fucking weeks since Winnie has given me more than a single glance.

The day after she called things off, I wanted to storm into the office, throw her over my shoulder and fuck her brains out against my office door while she promises never to try and call shit off again.

I wanted to.

So goddamn much.

But I didn’t. Because while Winnie is wrong about the two of us needing to be in the past, she’s right about something. I need to repair things with my daughter.

Except, she’s been ghosting me. No reason or rhyme, just her usual silence.

I’d love to soap box about how evil ghosting is, but the truth is? She’s only giving me a taste of my own medicine. When Brielle presents an ideology that doesn’t fully align with the life vision I’ve carefully laid out for her, I have a bad habit of ceasing communication. When I’m grouchy, I have a bad habit of ceasing communication.

I have a bad habit of ceasing communication, period.

With at least ten calls in, Brielle is only doing to me what I do to her. I have no right to be mad.

But I have the right to pursue contact, because she’s my daughter, and good fathers don’t give up. The night we fought, I tried to force Winnie into telling me things about Brielle, and the evening ended with me not knowing about Brielle, and losing Winnie.

Fuck. I’m right where I need to be today.

“And why do you believe that?” Dr. Wilder asks, crossing one leg over the other as he nudges tortoise glasses up his nose. Men like this, I bet they don’t have real problems. The biggest issue they face is when their organic radicchio is out at their local farmers market. Wilder has no clue what it’s like to truly want a woman young enough to be his daughter.

I let out a sigh, sifting my hands through my hair. “Because,” I tell him, “I believe she hates me. As it stands, I’ve given her every reason to.”

“How so?”

Another sigh. I’ve never shifted uncomfortably in any seat until I came here, I swear to Christ. “I’m impatient and cold,” I recite, detached from the truths of my personality. I am those things, and I’ve had no problem with that until now, when it’s become clear to me that my parenting style has perhaps done more harm than good. “When she wants to chase her own ideas or goals, I shut down.”

“Why?”

“I’ve given my life to give her wealth.” Judgment dances across Dr. Wilder’s face, so I push a hand between us and glare while clarifying. “Wealth in opportunity, choices, and yes, finances. Her mother was the emotional one. And when she passed away, I doubled down on what I could provide.” I smooth my hand down my tie, playing with the gold pin that matches my watch and money clip. “I’ve been strict and demanding, but she’s going to be graduating with her second degree in a few months. She’s never been arrested, she hardly has any vices, she’s sharp and respected—it worked. My parenting style worked.” I finally meet his eyes. “On paper.”

Dr. Wilder quirks a brow. “On paper?”

I nod, still fucking around with my tie. “Emotionally, I see now that perhaps my parenting style has taken a toll on her. That I could soften and… I don’t know, be more understanding.”

He scribbles something down on his pretentious little pad. “And how did you come to this conclusion?”

I glance around the small office, buying time. But if I’m not here to tell the truth, what the fuck are the thousands for? “I met someone who has made me realize some of my behavior—well, I could tone it down.”

After a moment of writing and nodding, he looks up at me, adjusting his glasses. “Who is this person that you met? A romantic interest?”

Romantic was a word I wouldn’t touch with a ten-foot fucking pole. Now it seems stupid to say Winnie is merely a romantic interest. It’s too tiny to cover what I feel for her. Still, I nod, because it’s a term he identifies with and until I sort my feelings out, it’ll do. “Yes, a romantic interest.”

Dr. Wilder writes something on his yellow legal pad then looks up at me, saying nothing. His silence pulls more from me than any other tactic. I don’t know why.

“I love my daughter, but I’m afraid I’ve done it all wrong.”

Dr. Wilder places his notepad and pen on the side table adjacent to him. With his hands on the arms of his chair, he stares at me. “What do you think Brielle would say if you told her how you feel?”

I shake my head. “I don’t know.”

He gives me a small smile. “And your love interest prompted this realization? Do you feel like you must alter the long-term happiness with your daughter before starting a relationship?”

I scrub a hand down my face, hesitant. “Yes,” I start, feeling somewhat detached from the words because of how foreign they are to me. “It’s… complicated though. And I don’t feel like I can have the relationship I want until things with my daughter are on the mend. Even then, I don’t even know if my daughter would accept me and this other woman together.”

I finally meet Dr. Wilder’s eyes. “It sounds bad, like I only cared about Brielle because of this other woman, I know. But that’s not it.” I release a sigh that’s weighed on my consciousness for ages. “The truth is, I wanted to fix things with my daughter for a long time. But I didn’t think it was possible until recently.”

“Why does it feel possible now?” he asks.

Winnie’s feet sliding over my cock flash through my mind. Followed by her smile. Those light freckles. The swell of her ass. Her raucous laughter at my expense. “The woman I’m seeing. She gives me… hope.”

“Hope,” he repeats, in the ominous way shrinks repeat shit to get your brain scrambled.

I nod. “She makes me think anything is possible.”

Dr. Wilder smiles. “A great place to leave until next week.”

I get to my feet and we shake hands. “While I’m here, I’ll pay the other bill. You know, for the other client.”

His brows ruffle. “Speak with Ida. I don’t believe there is a bill.”

Winnie paid her own bill? With what I’m paying her, it’s completely plausible, and she’s so hard-headed, I can absolutely believe it. Still, as I approach the front desk on my way out, I make sure.

“Ida, the other account that I pay the tab on—is there a balance?”

Ida smiles, sliding her glasses onto her nose as she taps on the keyboard. A moment later the glasses are back to hanging around her neck from a string of pearls as she blinks up at me. “The client has assumed all payments.”

Goddamn it. I told her I’d take care of this. She’s supposed to be paying down debt, or whatever the fuck.

I give Ida a curt smile and head to work. No more silent treatment. Winnie’s going over my desk and giving me an answer as to why she’s paying this bill, or she’s gonna end up with a red ass and pussy full of my cum.

Big Daddy’s upset.
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“Where the fuck is she?” the question sizzles in the air as Ken blinks rapidly, her chin quivering.

“In, uh, a meeting.” She glances at the folders held to her chest. “Davis wanted to borrow her for the Dalworth-Scott case.”

My nostrils flare as a vision of Davis Pen hovering over Winnie’s shoulder appears in my mind. I see him tucking a string of greasy blonde hair back, a smile curling his lips as he peers over, looking down her top as he gets an idea he shouldn’t be getting.

“His office?” I question, straightening my posture and adjusting my tie. My complete 180 from rage to calm has Ken’s panic growing.

“No, no, he’s in conference B but Mr. Parker, the clients are in there, too. Their assistants. The prosecutor and⁠—”

My smile is so rare and so terrifying that Ken falls silent. “I don’t fucking care.”

The office falls to a hush as I storm through, each step setting off a ripple of hushes and stares. The door slams into the wall and I’m inside, yanking Davis to his feet by the collar of his shirt.

Chairs squeak and roll as everyone clambers to their feet, despite a few voices urging everyone to sit and calm.

“She’s fucking mine. Do you hear me? Keep your goddamn hands off of her.”

Pen has the audacity to look confused. His golden brows pull together, as his mouth widens, and he swivels his head back from me as much as he can. His hands come to mine, attempting to loosen the hold. “Quincey, what are you talking about? Who’s yours?”

My nostrils flare. “Don’t fuck with me, Pen.” With his body still pressed into the wall, I tilt my head slightly, bringing Winnie into view. She folds her arms over her blouse, her green eyes sharp and biting.

I return my gaze to Pen. “She’s off limits, or else. Say it fucking with me.”

A little nervous laugh slips free, and Pen shifts on his feet, his eyes attempt to soothe the room of clients. I tighten my grip, and a button near the collar of his shirt pops off, skittering across the floor. “Don’t you fucking laugh. Repeat after me.” I lick my lips, lower my voice, and nail my eyes to his. “She’s off limits, or else.”

Pen’s eyes veer between the room of people he’s trying to impress, then to me, the man he’s known and trusted and ran a successful law firm with for years. “She’s off limits,” he breathes quietly.

I tap my finger to his chin, coaxing the threat from him.

“Or else,” he finally repeats.

I let go, and face the board room. “Pardon the intrusion.” My eyes veer to Winnie, but she’s gone, her seat empty and her notepad missing. With another menacing glance at Pen, I storm back to my office, where I find Winnie pacing, cheeks flared with red.

I lock the door and get to work on my belt.

“How could you embarrass me like that? I’m not yours, Quincey. We’re nothing! I just work at your desk!”

My belt hits the floor with a thud. Her eyes fall to my groin as I work on the fly and button of my slacks. Her chest is rising and falling, but one hand slides to her collarbone, the other to her hip. She’s angry, but she needs me. She fucking needs me the exact same way I need her. I know it. I feel it.

“I could say the same for you, couldn’t I?” I growl, taking her by the hip, spinning her to face the wall of windows behind my desk.

Dragging her hair to one side, I lower my mouth to her neck. My cock weeps at the breathy moan that melts from her lips. Fucking hell, she wants me as bad as I want her. She’s fighting as hard as I’m fighting.

I don’t want to fight. I want to fuck and devour. I want to breed and own, goddamn it.

“You make me insane, Winnie. I can’t stop thinking about you. You belong to me. Quit running. Quit disobeying.”

She backs her ass up into my groin, hissing at the feel of my cock, fat and angry against her. Reaching down, I lift up her skirt and look down at the velvety smooth, supple globes of her full ass. Before I can stop myself, my hand flies to her upper back and I shove her down on my papers, using my other hand to swat her hard.

Her ass reddens and she floods the space with a raspy moan. I pull my cock from my fly and slip my fingers beneath the soft lace of her white thong, tugging it free from the crevasse of my personal goddamn heaven.

“I didn’t disobey you,” she whimpers, her bravado slipping as her desperate need for me surfaces. I feel that same desperation, that same need. “We can’t be together, Big Daddy.”

My cock swells at the use of her stupid little nickname. The one I’ve grown to secretly love.

“You paid that therapy bill. That’s my job. That’s my job to take care of you,” I remind her while smoothing my fat cockhead down her ass, nudging my crown past her swollen, shaved lips. “Goddamn it, baby, we can be together. We will be together.”

One thrust and I’ve sunk every veiny inch into her tight cunt. She turns her head and I find her mouth, fusing ours together. Our tongues twist and our moans collide, my chest tight and hot, sending a flood of desire through my limbs. Not the need to come, but something else. Something deeper.

“I’m gonna fill this pussy, I need to know my cum is soaking your panties while you’re sitting at that desk working. I need to know when you go home to that house full of boys that a man took care of you—I took care of you—and left you over-fucking-flowing.” I take a bite of her throat as she grinds back into me, bouncing her ass against my cock as I thrust forward, the momentum between us intensifying. Slapping skin, hungry moans, the sound of her sucking on my thumb as I hold her by the chin and throat while I force feed her pussy my big daddy dick.

“Fuck me, Big Daddy, fuck me, please. I wanna know what it feels like to have a man’s cum inside me.” My fingers flex over her pulse, hammering in her throat as she whimpers, “Breed me, Big Daddy, make me your slut.”

I have no right blowing without protection. Not at my age. Not in a woman so young. Not in her, especially.

But going to law school, getting married, taking each case to trial—nothing has ever felt as right as it does when I’m inside of Winnie.

“That’s right, baby, take Big Daddy’s cock, bounce that pretty little pussy on my dick. Take what’s yours.”

With her skirt bunched at her waist and my slacks banded on my thighs, we topple over the desk, the quiet skyline of San Francisco a harsh contrast to our feral, sticky fuck fest. Her pussy strangles my cock as she screams out her orgasm, coming in violent, thrashing waves. Papers fly, her hands slide, my computer shakes, and my vision falls black as the first throbbing wave of cum rockets from my cock.

She clenches, she moans, and she fucking begs for more.

“Yes, Big Daddy, oh my god, yes.”

Another pulse, another shot, more cum. I’ve never come so long and hard, my cock spitting and pulsing in her warm channel as she mewls and begs, torturing me.

“Fill me up, fill me with your cum, Big Daddy. Make me yours forever, undeniably. Please, breed me. I need you to breed me, Daddy.”

When we’re nothing but quivering and panting messes, I take my tie off my neck and slide my aching cock out of the tightest, hottest place I’ve ever been. Dropping to my knees, I watch in rapt fascination as my cream floods her little pink hole, curving her swollen pussy lips as it journeys down her thigh. I press the silk fabric of my tie between her legs and wipe her up before replacing her thong and pulling her skirt down. As she turns, I tuck my cock away, and fasten my pants, retrieving my belt from the floor last.

A few feet between us, she stares at me. “What’s going on between us?”

I shake my head, unable to put up a front. “I can’t quit you.”

She licks her lips, her eyes sloping nervously to her shoes for a moment before she summons the courage to look at me again. “You don’t even know me. It’s just physical.”

There’s a ton about Winnie that isn’t familiar to me. How she takes her coffee, what happened to her parents, what she was like as a kid, what her dreams and aspirations are. But that can be fleshed out over time. Details, that’s all those things are. Feelings. What happens between my ribs, that electric vibration that pierces my veins and infiltrates my brain. That undeniable pull to put a ring on her finger and have her by my side for the rest of my life.

That’s what matters. Because I’ve only felt that one other time. Ever.

“I understand why you think that’s true. But I don’t need to know your favorite color to know I want you.”

Winnie says nothing, only blinks those wide mossy eyes at me, glistening with emotion.

“I need to work on my relationship with Brielle,” I admit, adding quickly, “but I don’t want to put things on hold with you, Winnie. I know it’s complicated.” I take one step toward her and pause, giving her time to acclimate. “I know Brielle will be upset.” Another step, her scent infiltrating my senses. Vanilla and sex warm my veins. “But she’ll come around.” Another step.

Reaching out, I slip my fingers into hers and bring her hand to my lips, placing a soft kiss along her knuckles.

“You just kissed me tenderly and spoke to me rationally,” she says, her lips tugging into a smile. “You’re not always an asshole.”

I shake my head. “I’ve told you in so many ways, Winnie. It’s you.” My heartbeat echoes through my ears, the words on my tongue so foreign yet brutally honest, speaking them feels like speaking French. Utterly foreign, but fucking beautiful. “You’re everything.”

Her eyes search mine, wide and full of hope. “It seems so fast to feel this way.”

“At my age, identifying, accepting and chasing your desires is more potent than dating someone for weeks without knowing who you are and what you want.” Her slender hand grips mine a bit harder, and heat diffuses in my chest. It’s that type of shit. That’s how I know.

“Blue.”

I shake my head. “Blue?”

“That’s my favorite color.”

I pull her into me, wrapping my arms around her body, solace overwhelming me at the feel of us together. “Noted.” I stack my chin on top of her head, relishing the warmth of her cheek against my chest as she snuggles in. “I fucked you bare, Winnie.”

“I’m on the pill.”

I waste no time in telling her what’s what. “I don’t want you to be.” She struggles in my arms, trying to push back, no doubt trying to give me a shocked, bratty face. “When my cock is buried inside you, I’m not just saying things that get me off. I’m telling you what I want when I fuck you, Winnie.”

She doesn’t say anything but a moment later, my phone rings and our intimate moment dissolves.

I lift the handset, annoyed to discover it’s not Brielle. I am still tasting my own fucking medicine and receiving the silent treatment. We didn’t even get into an argument. There are just large gaps of time when she doesn’t fuss with communicating with me, the exact way I treated her when she was in her formidable high school years. It hurts me, and I know I deserve it.

“Dinner with Lex tonight, she’s confirming,” Kennedy questions through the phone. I nod, my eyes staying on Winnie, who stares back at me with more confusion than I’d like.

“Yes. Email me the details. I’ll be there.” I clear my throat. After I replace the phone, I cut to the chase. “I want to tell Brielle.”

Winnie gasps. “You just decided you’re telling Brielle without talking to me?” she assumes her favorite stance, putting her hands on her hips, turbulence roaring in her eyes. “Tell her what, even? That we have the hots for each other? That we love fucking? What is there to tell?”

My impatience and anger merge, an impressive growl rattling my chest. “Why do you do that? Why do you act like this isn’t real?” I grab her wrist and jerk her toward me. “I know you feel it. I know you do.”

Her voice is merely a whisper, yet it aches with insecurity and disbelief. “I just can’t believe you want me for more than this,” she says, tipping her head to the messy desk which she was just bent over.

My brow furrows. “You’re shielding insecurities you have no reason to feel, brat.”

“Don’t call me a brat,” she retorts, a dark curl falling over her forehead.

“I’m talking to her tonight. I’m going to her place. I’m breaking this childish silent streak, and I want you to be there.” Why wait? Why put off the hard part? “The sooner she explodes, the sooner we put the pieces together.”

Winnie’s eyes slide to the wall of windows, the San Francisco sun mirrored in her shining eyes. “It’s not a good time for her. This news is huge and she’s… she’s got a lot going on.” Those words are pregnant with secrets, and my chest squeezes at the fact that I don’t know them.

My spine straightens. “The apprenticeship is going well. She’s fine. She’s sorted through that.”

Winnie nibbles her lip in the universal female speak for I know something you don’t and I’m not supposed to tell. With a hand on her hip, I spin her around and push her over my desk again, grinding myself into her from behind. “Don’t you do that. Don’t you keep secrets from me.” Leaning down, I bring my lips behind her ear, feeding her what she loves most. A taste of her own, futile, erotic medicine. “I need the truth, Winnie, or I’m gonna fuck your tight asshole right here and leave both of your holes abused and dripping.”

“No,” she breathes, her words contradicting her body language as she melts against me.

“Please, Winnie, I’m going crazy here, not knowing what is going on with my daughter. Please, I need to know, baby,” I beg, not ashamed in the least bit. I don’t beg often, but I will beg to make things better with my daughter.

“I can’t. That betrayal, it’s worse than this,” she moans, yet she wiggles her ass against the hard ridge of my dick, clearly wanting my threat to come to fruition.

My lips dust her ear one more time before I sink my teeth into the tender flesh of her throat. Winnie moans, her words melt as she says, “Please, Big Daddy.”

“Tell me, Winnie.” I reach into her blouse and fill my palm with her soft, warm breast, rolling my thumb and forefinger around her nipple, making her moan. “Fucking perfect tits, you know that, don’t you? These tits make men want to fuck raw, bareback. I see these perfect tits and these hard little nipples under that blouse and all I want to do is put you on your back and fill your womb with my seed, make you my fucking vessel. That’s what these tits do, they make me want to breed you, Winnie, and I will. I will breed your sweet little pussy and your beautiful, puckered little ass. For the rest of my fucking life. But right now, tell me what you’re keeping secret.” Another thrust of my fat cock against her round ass. “Big Daddy doesn’t do secrets. I’m going crazy here.”

She manages to turn around, leaning back over the desk, blinking up at me. Cupping my erection, she strokes me through the fabric, eyes locked on mine. “A few weeks ago, you asked if she was dating her boss. She wasn’t. She was talking… to both of them. And now, she’s dating them. And it’s getting serious.”

Brielle is dating—“Bosses?”

Winnie nods, stroking my fading erection, her lips curving into a pout when she realizes the effect this news has taken on me. I stand her up and smooth her clothes out before shoving my hands through my hair, pacing away from her.

What the fuck? My daughter is dating two men at once? I spin to face Winnie, whose guilty expression will be handled later. “Behind their backs? Like a fucking whore?”

Winnie’s face falls, taking up a stony, impassive expression as she treads toward me, slapping me square across the face. “Don’t you ever use that word when speaking about Brielle. Or everything with us ends. Immediately. Got it?”

I twist to face her, and nod. I’m overcome with emotion at how much the woman I’m falling for already loves my daughter. More so, I’m overcome with how much I love this woman putting my roaring reactions in check. I need this. I need someone to slow me down when I go too hard on my daughter. But more than all that… my beautiful, talented daughter… she’s… “She’s dating two men at once?”

“Together, not behind their backs,” Winnie clarifies. “When you asked before, they weren’t an item. Hadn’t even gone on a date,” she trails off, and my mind veers back to our conversation from before. She didn’t lie but she kept Brielle’s confidence that she’d obviously had feelings for one or both of them at that time. Even still, it takes me a moment to understand. We stand there, Winnie and I, our chests heaving, the space brimming with electrical heat. “They’re in the early phases of being a throuple.”

My mind spins. A throuple? What the fuck? My grandchild will live in a house where their mother is with two men? Who would be the father if they have children? Can they even get married? What is the point, without marriage? Just sex? The same word that got me a slap across my face swivels through my mind right as Winnie rises to her toes and takes my face in her hands.

“Don’t do anything foolish with this information. I’m telling you to prepare you. She… she might tell you soon.” Winnie licks her lips, and a tiny wave of calm moves through me. If I stood here long enough, she’d probably make me feel completely better. But I don’t stay long enough to find out.

“Take the rest of the day off. I’m leaving for the day,” I say, evading her grasp as I reach for my suit jacket.

“Quincey, you can’t tell her I told you.”

I glare at her. “Move in with me, Winnie.”

She folds her arms over her chest. “I already said no. And don’t you dare tell her what I told you.”

Feeding my arms into my suit jacket, I slip my phone into my pocket. “You have a month to do it on your own. After that, I’m coming to that fucking dick-dump and taking you out.” I place an aggressive kiss on her lips. “I’ll call you later.”

She attempts to stop me, but I’m on a mission.

I don’t care if she doesn’t have time and I’m not in her fucking day planner.

I need to see Brielle.


chapter nineteen


quincey

I have never felt more out of control than I do now. I had every intention of calming the fuck down, gathering my thoughts, then speaking to Brielle with kindness and clarity. Except, she isn’t home. The apartment I pay for sits empty, the lights off, the doorbell echoing into nothingness.

I realize she’s not a virgin, and that she likely has slept over with men she’s not in serious relationships with. All of that I get.

But knowing now that she’s running off to some fucking weird two-man relationship? The inside of my car has fielded more curses and growls than ever before. And now I’m following my own fucking daughter like a psychopath.

It’s my fault.

All of this is my fault.

Had I been a more emotional father. A kinder father. Had I not given her the silent treatment when I didn’t get my way and extended her more faith and trust to make her own choices.

Still, I can’t let her do this. I can’t let her get into this odd relationship after everything she’s worked for, after all she's accomplished. The wrong relationship can ruin your life.

Before making the call I want to make, I send a text message to Ezra, the fucking genius who got this entire thing started when he assigned Brielle to a porn production company for her film school apprenticeship. I told him then that my daughter needed to be reassigned. When he finds out the whole thing has become a thruway, I’m sure his interest will pique. Next, I make my first and only call. Winnie. The way she picks up the phone makes my dick hard.

“Yes, Big Daddy?”

“Where is she?” I hiss, taking my frustration out on the question, the words curving with anger.

“She is at Augustus’s house,” she starts, her words strung out with caution.

“Where, Winnie?” I ask, though we both know it’s not a question, it’s a fucking demand.

“Quincey,” she starts, but I cut her off.

“Winnie, for the love of Christ, tell me where my daughter is!”

A moment passes and a text flashes, supplying Brielle’s location pin. “Thank you.”

“I hate this,” Winnie whispers. “I want you both to get along, for your sake, not even because of us. I hated seeing her struggle with you, and now I hate seeing you struggle. And I don’t want to be in the middle.”

“You won’t,” I assure her, an assurance I have no right to give. I don’t have a crystal ball, I can’t see the future. All that I know is I don’t want my precious daughter in some insidious gang bang with porn producers, and I don’t want her living with them to boot. “I’ll… talk to you soon.”

Winnie reluctantly says goodbye and I end the call, driving for ten more minutes before I arrive and turn off my car. I give myself a few minutes to think but because I can’t quiet my brain, I pull out my phone and open a text message with Winnie. I just hung up with her and still, I want her words, her wisdom, her take.

It’s alarming how much I’ve come to think about her and concerning how I don’t want to imagine my days without her.

I know I said at the office that I was going to tell her but I won’t. I won’t tell Brielle about us. You’re right. That should come when you’re ready.



But I won’t wait long.



Her instant response soothes my nerves.

Remember that she knows what is best for her, not you. Also remember you’re an asshole when things don’t go your way. Her life shouldn’t be your way.



Do with that information what you will but whatever you do, do not rat me out, Big Daddy. I’m not kidding. I feel terrible for folding because of the dick.



And your pleading. The pleading was mostly what did me in.



I text back easily.

I’ll just tell her that I followed her to what I assume is one of her harem members’ homes.



Don’t make jokes like that about Brielle. She’s my best friend.



And two men don’t make a harem, dummy



I love that you love her first



I stare at the way I just used love twice when I haven’t said it in years.

First? That implies I love someone else.



Be nice if you want it to be nice. It’s up to you.



Quickly, I send her another text that surprises me.

I’d say that I’ll see you at home but you’ve refused me so I suppose I’ll be calling you after.



Thank you



Eyeroll



What for?



For taking her side. For helping me see myself the way she does.



And for being mine



You’re welcome



But I never said I was yours



Stop texting me and go talk to her. You’re just sitting in your car like an old creep. Go. Call me later.



I almost text her back, only to threaten a swat on her ass if she calls me old again. Instead, I tuck the phone away, still throttling my emotions. I want to make it right with my daughter, but I’ve put even more between us with this Winnie stuff.

Following Dr. Wilder’s advice, I take a deep breath and focus on the task at hand. Brielle, and our relationship. The stuff with Winnie can wait. Right now, it’s about Brielle, and mending what we have, while also trying to understand her choice.

I don’t want to betray Winnie. But I won’t let my daughter be used by her employers, be used by men undeserving of her. I burst out of the car, stomp through the street, up the walk, and find myself hammering my fist into the door.

Augustus and Lance answer in tandem, Lance saying, “kind of surprised it took you this long to show up.” Taken off guard, I follow them inside the house and am ushered into their den. I came prepared to speak with Brielle, but before I can, they confess their love and pure intentions for my daughter. My head spins as they tell me how smart she is, how well she’s doing, and how they love her, and plan on taking care of her romantically. 

Two men in love with and dating the same woman? I can’t–I stay nearly speechless, interjecting things I won’t even be able to repeat to Winnie when she undoubtedly asks later. Then, with my thoughts still riding a fucking tilt-a-whirl, Brielle appears. 

“How’d you know I was here?”

I can’t help but peer around her, looking at whom I thought were the deviants that want to share my daughter and complicate her life. “You’ve been dodging my calls. I followed you here. They let me in.”

“You waited outside my apartment and followed me here?” she gasps, the veins in her neck bulging as her voice rises. Her blonde hair is up in a messy bun, but she’s still dressed in a pencil skirt and blouse, thousand-dollar shoes on her feet.

“Don’t make it sound that way,” I argue.

“You followed me,” she argues again, suspicion suddenly lining her tone.

“Semantics,” I hiss, waving my hand down in an effort to cut the bullshit.

“Liar,” she whispers.

“You keep dodging my calls, Brielle. Seems like you’ve forgotten who pays for this entire operation. Your apartment, the schooling, all of it.” My old fallback doesn’t feel as good as it used to. In fact, saying those words now almost sours me.

“I told you already, you ghost me all the time when you’re pissed. Now you’re getting a taste of your own medicine and you don't like it. Well guess what?” She steps back, out of the den, into the entryway, and I follow her, until she presses a manicured finger into my chest. “Too fucking bad.”

“Don’t make a fool of yourself,” I hiss, my phone rattling in my pocket. I ignore it, focusing on my daughter. “You’re supposed to be an apprentice. This is not the assignment,” I shout, waving my hand up around the large home where she’s clearly staying. “Get in the car, I’ll talk to Mr. Leon, we’ll get you reassigned and move on from this nightmare.”

“Nightmare? A few weeks ago when we had dinner, you were happy, proud and accepting! But all of the sudden you’ve regressed? Is this my punishment for being too busy for you for a while?”

Augustus reappears, dressed to the nines in slacks and a pressed shirt. He’s my age, perhaps younger, and the age difference between them… likely less than myself and Winnie. “Ezra is a personal friend of mine, I’ll see to it that she stays on this mentorship. She’s a great protégé, and rather than fight against what she’s good at, perhaps you should focus on a way to understand and accept it.”

Brielle’s comment hits me, and my gaze slides from this man back to her, her eyes looking so much like her mother’s. They walk me onto the front porch as we argue, and the threshold that separates us feels momentous. “How am I a liar?” I question, ignoring him.

“She didn’t go home last night. She went to a place around the corner first. So, you didn’t follow her here,” Augustus says, as a burn tears through me. “You’re here scolding her, but you’re the dishonest and angry one.”

“She doesn’t belong here with men two times her age! She doesn't belong here! This isn’t right,” I fly off the handle, shouting so loudly that my voice vibrates. I didn’t want to lose my cool and completely unravel. I’m supposed to be working against that habit, not falling into it. Fuck! I smooth my hands down my breast lapels over and over.

Lance reappears, wrapping his arms around my daughter, and anger flares in my guts, scorching and undeniable. Brielle steps out of the man’s arms.

“How did you know I was here? And don’t say you followed me. We already debunked that.” From my pocket, my phone rings again.

“What does it matter?” I lower my voice, attempting to soften it to a fatherly tone and turn this thing around. I fucked it up. I always fuck it up. I just… I fucking want what’s best for her, damn it.

“Is this really what you want, Brielle? What happened to documentary making and—” I swipe a hand over my forehead, coated in a sheen of sweat. “Is this really what you want? How can you get all that you want from life in this unusual relationship? Huh? Or are you just here because this is how you’re succeeding at your mentorship?” I ask, hating myself for the insinuation the moment the words leave me. How am I fucking this up so much? My phone rings again and before I can silence it, Brielle moves for my pocket and snatches it out.

Immediately, panic has me reaching for my phone, my secret I’m desperate to protect. The men with my daughter create a barrier between me and Brielle, and she steps back, looking down at my phone.

The number isn’t programmed in, but it doesn’t need to be. This is her best friend. She knows Winnie’s number.

“Winnie?” she gasps, the phone shaking in her palm. “Winnie told you?”

“I think you should probably give her some space,” the older man says, placing a gentle hand on my chest. “And she’ll contact you when she’s ready.”

“Fine,” I belt, straightening my suit jacket before reaching for my phone. “My phone,” I say, just as it starts ringing again, right as Brielle was about to pass it off. Her eyes veer over the screen, absorbing the words before I can take it back.

I don’t know who texted me, but it’s one of two people and both of those put me directly in the dog house. I have never, ever, not one single time planned to go behind her back. With Ezra, I’ve made it known that I dislike her assignment. Brielle knows this, even though she’s told me to stand down. And with Winnie, well, that just happened. She has to understand. She will understand.

But as soon as her eyes lift to mine, I know it’s not Winnie. I know it’s this stupid apprenticeship, and my message to Ezra. “Why did you text Mr. Leon?” she asks, weak and wavering from the revelation. “Oh my God,” she breathes. “You couldn’t just let me be! You asked my best friend where I am and texted my professor to try and get me out of my job! You--get out!,” she screams, using more strength than I’ve ever heard. Those two words echo off the porch and around my brain as she continues to shout—“Get out!”

She throws my phone at me. “Get out, you asshole! Get out!”

Phone in hand, the men usher me from their entryway, and I didn’t even realize I’d partially moved inside. Everything happened so fast.

“You talk a lot of shit for someone with secrets,” one of the men says, yanking open my car door as if I’m the menace here.

“I want better for her than this,” I hiss, spitting at their feet.

“You don’t even know what this is, asshole,” the other man states, and with that, they turn and walk back to the large home, collecting my daughter in their arms before the door closes and the night is officially shit.

I fucked that up. I yelled instead of listened. And now Brielle knows that Winnie and I have communicated. And that I tried to get her a new assignment.

“Fuck!” I shout, slamming my fists into the steering wheel.

I call Winnie, who answers in tears. And I learn right then, in my car parked on a dark street in the city, that the sound of Winnie’s tears makes me feel like shit.

“You told her I told you⁠—”

“I didn’t, she took my phone, and⁠—”

“Shut up!” she cries. “Just—give me time. I need time without you in my head.”

“I didn’t tell her about us—“ I argue, her need for space throwing a wrench in my nerves. I don’t want space. I don’t want to argue with my daughter. I don’t want any of this. “Fuck! Winnie, please⁠—”

But I’m talking to myself.


chapter twenty


winnie

What did he do?

What the fuck did that bossy, sexy jerk do?

Something. He did something because Brielle has been calling my phone nonstop for the last hour.

I hate myself, but I can’t bring myself to answer. I can’t face it. Not yet, not now. Plus, as bad as it sounds, I need to talk to Quincey, to find out what he told her, what she knows.

“What’s up?” Dante asks, sauntering into our shared room in a towel, his hair mussed with product. He hovers over my shoulder, peering at my computer screen. “Almost done, eh? Damn, didn’t you just start that like, a few weeks ago?”

“Two months and two weeks,” I correct and no, I don’t track my school projects that way. I do, however, know when this began because I started it not long before I started working for Quincey. Thanks to his generosity, I was able to receive therapy, take care of myself financially and get my final graduate project done with ease.

But, also thanks to Quincey, I have no idea if I’ve lost my best friend or not.

That’s not fair. It’s not his fault. In fact, I think I fell for him first.

“Almost done?” Dante nudges me, and it occurs to me that I’ve sat silent in a stew of my thoughts.

“Yeah,” I say, pulling out an EarPod, despite the fact I wasn’t even listening to anything. “One more day. Just working on the ability for the site owner to send a curated newsletter to anyone who buys or simply subscribes.”

Dante nods, moving across the tiny room to his plastic drawers stacked on top of an old dresser. He tugs out boxers and some jeans, throwing them across his bed. “You did good. And hey, how’s it going with that dude that came by?”

Dante drops his towel, but I keep my eyes on my screen, entering the last bit of code needed for what I’m currently working on. His feet thud as he steps into his boxers, then jeans, and when I know it’s safe, I close my laptop and face him.

“Complicated.”

Dante shoves a hand through his hair as he flops down on his bed, reaching for a new pair of socks next. “How complicated?”

I let out a sigh larger than life, and take a sip of my Diet Coke. Today, not even the holy drink is helping. “He’s my best friend’s dad and they have a shitty relationship and he went and confronted her about the throuple she’s in and while he was doing that, she saw my number in his phone.”

“Oh shit,” Dante breathes, eyes widening. He stops mid tug on his tube sock and stares at me. “So she knows about you guys?”

I shake my head, my stomach clenching nervously at the topic. “No, she doesn’t know know about us. She thinks I just told him where her boyfriends live, and she’s really fucking pissed about that.” I chew the inside of my cheek, imagining her face. “She’s been calling, but I haven’t answered.”

“What are you going to do?” he asks, finishing one foot, moving to the other.

“I’m finishing my project tomorrow and turning it in. Then I’m going to go talk to her.”

“Coming clean?” Dante wonders as he pulls a polo over his head, reaching across his bed to snatch his cologne from the upturned box he uses as a bedside table.

I shake my head. “Not about me and her dad. I’m just going to apologize for telling him where she was staying, and for ghosting her for two days. I feel fucking awful.”

Dante nods, spritzing his wrist, then smearing them together. “She’s gonna ask why you ghosted, you know. And,” he says, eyes narrowing on me in a way that makes the back of my neck hot. “If you go telling a partial truth, when she finally does find out, she’ll look back on that talk as another lie.”

I continue torturing the sore spot on the inside of my cheek. “I know, and I hate that but I can’t ghost her any longer. I feel like an absolute fucking sewer rat. Ghosting is truly the most trash ball thing a human can do.”

Dante nods. “I agree.”

“So I’m gonna tell a partial truth, yeah. But, it’s the best thing I can come up with for now and when the time comes and she finds out about me and Bi—Quincey,” I correct, feeling embarrassment flood my cheeks at almost using his nickname to Dante. “Well, I’ll have a lot of explaining and groveling to do. I will own and admit to all of it.”

Silence fills in between us, and even though I can’t blame him for asking what we’re both thinking, I wish he wouldn’t. Still, he does.

“What if she doesn’t forgive you?”

I shake my head, unwilling to acknowledge the frightened tears that have filled my eyes in response to that singular question. “I don’t want to think about that.”

I’ve been a terrible friend on all accounts. Hell, I’m the bitch everyone hates—the one who meets a man and immediately spills all her girlfriends’ secrets to put herself in said man’s good graces. “I’m gross for what I did. What I’ve done—fuck, what I’m doing. I know it. And I hate myself for it.”

“Why’d you do it then?” he asks, replacing the cologne while he reaches for his gold chain, which also rests on top of his box table. “I mean, not tell Quincey where she is but… why’d you get involved with him in the first place?”

I think about Quincey, and the morning he came to Brielle’s and filled the fridge. He was rude, but he paid attention to me, even when I wanted him to leave. He paid close enough attention to not just see I was upset but to want to remedy it. To get me a therapy appointment.

There may be a big tattoo across my forehead that says “daddy issues,” but I don’t care. I’ve dated plenty of men. I dated one of my TA’s, a professor, an internal medicine intern, a bartender, a voice actor, a clothing designer, a barista, a rideshare driver—none of them made me think about the future, none of them made me feel cared for. And maybe I wasn’t it for them either, but all I know is I feel different with Quincey. I want things I thought I’d never have.

A family. A husband. A home. A career and kids.

Growing up without much of a family, I lost the ability to dream about it. I stopped envisioning it. The fear of wanting something so badly and not being able to have it seemed unbearable, so I never imagined it. I never let myself dream. After all, what guy falls in love with and brings home the girl whose parents are dead and has no family?

It’s no one’s dream.

Until it was.

Quincey sees a future with me, and he doesn’t care what my past holds. He wants me, the same raw, unfettered, unexplainable way I want him.

We just have it, whatever it is, we have it.

I look up at Dante and give him an unintentionally sad smile. “I didn’t have a choice.”

He studies me, maybe searching for subtext in my eyes. I don’t make him wait.

“I am drawn to him, the way that Frida Kahlo was drawn to paint and her canvas. The way an astronomer can’t pass up a glimpse of the starry sky, the very same way a musician’s eyes fall shut in symbiosis when they hear a single note of music being played.” I tuck my hair behind my ears, ignoring the heat building behind my eyes. My hands are nearly shaking, and I hold them up for Dante to see. “See? Even talking about the way he makes me feel has me trembling.”

“I never believed in fate,” Dante says, getting to his feet, toeing into some well-worn Sambas. “But I’ve never seen anyone this way.” He ducks down to kiss my cheek. “Especially not you.”

He moves to the doorframe and knocks his hand against the frame. “I’m heading out. But Winnie, it’s gonna be okay. Brielle will understand, eventually.”

I nod, swiping beneath my eyes to hide my nervous tears. “Have fun.”

I want to believe he’s right, but I’m not so sure.
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In a week, I will have a graduate degree in graphic design. While my final project isn’t graded, I did receive an email from my professor expressing interest in hiring me for his personal website design later. That’s a good sign, obviously.

Still, with a potential job lined up, a decent chunk carved out of my student loan debt thanks to the egregious amounts of money I’m earning at Parker & Pen, and no more stress of school, I’m miserable.

I’m still on my SSRI’s, too.

But my misery is too strong for Lexapro tonight.

I ended up spending the night at Big Daddy’s place last night. Crying in his arms, showing him a side of myself that I’ve rarely even shown Brielle. Telling him I feel so awful for what I’ve done, while also feeling awful for feeling awful, because I actually love what I’ve started with him. What I’ve started with him—I didn’t say I love him. I was careful with my words.

But it’s there. That feeling. That seed. That hint at forever. It’s in my belly and in my bones, it’s dormant in my ovaries, waiting to explode at the right time. Forever—love—it’s in me. Waiting for him, when he’s ready.

He made me feel better, with his words and his arms, and not a moment of it was sexual. Pure affection and care, which I reciprocated by promising we will talk to Brielle, together. Augustus and Lance reached out to set up a dinner a week or so after we graduate, and Quincey and I decided together that would be the time we break the news.

For now, I have to break the ghost and apologize for what I’ve done. Baby steps. And I miss my bestie. I miss everything about her—her chipper morning calls and funny texts, our coffee dates and her updates on work—I miss her, period.

Outside of Augustus’s house, I pick at chipped nail polish, staring at the door like I’m expecting something to happen. What, is Brielle going to come outside, see me, and embrace me and be so glad to see me after ghosting her for a week? No.

Of course not.

Still, I sit and stare, picking my nails with worry.

Big Daddy has been texting me like crazy. I didn’t go into the office yesterday, but today is Brielle’s presentation ceremony for film school. I told him to go to that and focus on that, focus on being present and undoing as much harm as possible. Show her he cares, that he respects what she’s built, that he’s proud of her. That him freaking out the other night was a misstep, but that he’s heading overall in the right direction.

I can tell his head is all messed up over her relationship choice, but after I kindly pointed out that he is a hypocritical asshole, he eased up a bit. Still, I know it’s bothering him.

He may be hard-headed and a successful litigator, but one thing he’s gonna learn is to quit fucking judging everything and everyone. Starting with his daughter.

I only hope she still wants to be my friend after all of this.

I make my way to the porch, willing my racing thoughts to slow enough to figure out my words. Do I start with I’m sorry? I knock on the door, and the clack of heels on the other side has my heart racing.

“Winnie?” Brielle cries as she smooths a hand down her elegant black wrap dress. She looks gorgeous for her ceremony tonight, and under normal circumstances, I’d tell her that. Only now, guilt gnaws at my tongue, leaving nothing but a wobble in my chin.

“How could you?” she whispers, stepping forward, still gripping the door handle with one hand. “How could you tell him personal things about me?”

A knot of emotion clogs my throat, and the back of my eyes burn with frustrated, guilty tears. I’ve been the orphan. I’ve been the sidekick. I’ve been the beauty. I’ve been the poor girl. But I’ve never been the bad girl. The girl who people have a reason—a legitimate reason—to dislike.

“I’m sorry,” I mutter just as Lance appears, dressed to the nines in his fitted black suit and pencil tie. He stands in front of Brielle, serving as her loyal protector, and the back of my neck tingles at his defensive stance.

Big Daddy would do the same for me.

“Who are you?” he asks, looking me up and down.

It was a long night finishing my project, and a longer night in Big Daddy’s arms. I’m exhausted, and managed to come over in shit I threw on after waking up at Quincey’s—a t-shirt, messy bun and sweats. Despite the fact I’ve seen Lance before, he’s never seen me. And this is not how I envisioned looking. Right now, though, nothing matters but Brielle.

“W-Winnie,” I stammer through my name, my eyes glued to him, waiting for a reaction. Waiting for his face to tell me all the things Brielle’s told him in the last few days.

“You’re not a very good best friend considering you told your friend’s father about her love life then stopped communicating with her,” he says, the flex in his jaw giving way to just how angry he is at me. On her behalf—that’s the scariest part, because she doesn’t even know the biggest, worst offense. Not yet.

I reach for my best friend’s hand, but Lance prevents me from touching her. “Don’t upset her before her ceremony, please. If you want to talk, she lives here, which you clearly know.”

She lives here. I mean, I knew she’d been staying here but she moved in? I didn’t know that. We’ve only not spoken for three days. But then… I guess I’ve been quiet lately. She tried to ask me if I was okay, she tried to talk. I blew her off because I’ve been deceptive. The last time Brielle and I truly talked was… weeks ago. I press a hand to my stomach as the world around me spins, Lance’s eyes narrowed, his attention making me sweat.

Lance moves to close the door in my face, and I catch Brielle’s eyes skimming over me, taking in my messy state and watery eyes. “Wait!” she shouts, outstretching a hand onto the door before it’s fully closed. She pushes it open and steps on the cement, her heels sinking into the WELCOME doormat.

She looks at my chest and up at me. “Where did you get that t-shirt?”

I don’t even know what I’m wearing. My sweats, I grabbed those, and the old Sierra Nevada brewery shirt I wore to Big Daddy’s. But hurt lines Brielle’s eyes, and her confused, pained expression has me looking down at my t-shirt.

I didn’t grab the shirt I wore over.

I accidentally grabbed one of Big Daddy’s shirts.

WHARTON arches over my breasts and panic seizes me, stealing air from my lungs, replacing my blood with a stir of nerves in my veins. Oh my god. Oh my fucking god. We were gonna tell her together. We were gonna wait. We were… fuck.

“Oh my god,” Brielle breathes, staring at the worn college letters. “Big Daddy,” she says, repeating the nickname I gave her father in jest years ago.

“I never meant for it to happen,” I hear myself saying, the edges of my vision darkening with my impending panic. My hands fly to my hair, then the edges of the t-shirt, yet my eyes are unmoving on my heartbroken friend.

“You wore that here on purpose, to rub salt in the wound? That you didn’t just tell him my secrets but that you fucked him, too?” Brielle hisses as Augustus appears in the doorframe, a litany of his own reactions filling the air. He collects Brielle in his arms as Lance becomes the barrier between me and my best friend.

“We’re having dinner after the program tonight. A late dinner. Nine o’clock at Bella Cucina. Meet us there, preferably in clothing that doesn’t belong to Quincey Parker.”

The door closes and I’m left with my decisions and tears, and what feels like only a moment later, a phone call from Big Daddy.

“Just listen, okay? We’re going to do this sooner than we planned but it’s better this way, okay?” he says, his voice smooth and soft as I walk back to my car and climb inside. “I talked to Augustus. He and Lance are going to give us an opportunity tonight to explain things. After the ceremony, at dinner.”

“Okay,” I sniffle. “But if she doesn’t want you and I to be together, I’m gonna leave, Quincey. I can’t come between you two. You’re her father. If she doesn’t come around, I’m leaving.”

“You will do no such fucking thing, Winnie! We will go to dinner and we will figure it out. Now, I have to go to this ceremony. I’ll pick you up at 8.”

I nibble my lip as tears well in my eyes, the streetlight becoming a salty blur. “Okay.”

“Winnie,” he says, tenderness lining his tone. “I’ll take care of you. I’ll take care of this.”

“You can’t make her forgive us,” I sob before ending the call and letting myself ugly cry in my car for three full songs. Then I go to my shitty apartment and ice my cheeks and drink some water, trying to calm myself down. Because if I only get one shot to explain myself to my best friend later tonight, I’m gonna make it a good one.

I wish no one had to choose, but if someone does, I will. I’ll choose to leave, because I’m removable and they aren’t.


chapter twenty-one


winnie

“I’m trying!” I cry, blotting the bath towel beneath my nose.

Dante rubs a hand up and down my back as a large thudding comes down on our front door. He leaves me to let Quincey in, and while I never wanted him to see my apartment, I have no energy to preserve my ego.

“She’s been crying since she came home,” Dante tells Big Daddy as he filters into the small bedroom, immediately sitting next to me and pulling me into his lap. I loop my arms around his neck and bury my face in his chest, his strong thighs cradling my backside, immediately easing some of my anxiety just being with him this way.

“Home,” Big Daddy snorts. “This isn’t her home. She belongs with me.”

I don’t have the energy to fight it. I don’t say no. I spent the night with him last night and even in my turmoil—in our turmoil—still, I felt safe and loved. I never knew how much I craved that feeling, and I hate that it’s come at such a huge cost, but still, I won’t throw it away.

I know in this situation, as the bad girl who fucked her bestie’s dad, that I should push him away. I should say no. That’s what books and movies tell us the bad girl does—she strips the joy out of her life to punish herself for being bad. After all, bad girls pay the price.

Not me.

I love Big Daddy. I am in love with him. No two ways about it. And it is truly sad that I had to fall for someone as inconvenient as him.

But I love her, too.

I want them both, and I don’t want anyone to trade one for another. But if it comes down to it, if the only way Brielle will have her father is without me, then I’ll leave.

Right now, though? I can’t imagine shunning the man I love. I’m shooting for the stars, knowing I may end up with nothing. Go big or go home, right?

“I don’t want her to hate you,” I tell him, unable to open my eyes, the swelling from an hour of tears finally taking its toll. Big Daddy reaches into his pocket, snatching his money clip from his back pocket. With his arms wrapped around me, he pulls a few bills out and hands them to Dante. “A Diet Coke from the corner store.”

Dante agrees, and after the front door closes, Big Daddy carries me into the bathroom, sitting me on the edge of the tub. Crouching between my legs, he massages my knees and stares into my eyes. “It’s complicated with Brielle, but that’s got nothing to do with you, and I know that you know that. I won’t lie and say this is going to be easy, but we will get through it, okay?”

I nod, and let the litany of worries run from my lips as he smooths a cold washcloth over my cheeks. “What if you get tired of me and we did all of this for nothing? If you dump me in a few months, we’ll have put Brielle through⁠—”

Big Daddy scoops me up, leaving me standing on my feet as he crashes his mouth against mine, backing me up into the wooden towel rack against the wall. “Tired of you? Tired of you?” he draws the second question out, smoothing a hand over my breast, sinking his fingers into my hip with his other. “Your smart mouth keeps me intrigued, and your big heart keeps me honest. You call me on my shit, you have dreams, you’re intelligent. Talented.” His lips dust mine as he slips his hand beneath my sweats, rubbing me over my panties. “You’re a fucking knockout, Winnie.”

My legs spread of their own volition as I slide down the wall, needy and emotional. He snakes his arms around my hips, spinning me, facing me forward then bending me over the sink. The metallic clink of his belt and zipper falling has my heart racing and my breasts literally aching.

His crown breaches my pussy, and a delicious burn tears through me as he sinks every last veiny inch inside. His moans blanket me, leaving me achy, covered in bumps and sweat. “This is not temporary,” he warns, pulling out and sinking in, thrusting tortuously slow as he reaches around, rubbing my clit.

“This, baby, is forever. This clit,” he rasps, rubbing me in tight circles, driving me mad. “It belongs to me. You belong to me,” he groans, immediately pulling his cock out of me to spin me around. He falls to his knees. I sift my fingers through his hair and watch as he sucks my clit, groaning and moaning how good I taste and how hard he is. A moment later, I’m coming into his mouth as he eats me through my climax, stroking himself as I unravel. It’s hot. It’s the hottest thing ever. It’s so hot, we ignore the metal clink of Dante lowering the can of Diet Coke outside the bathroom door.

Big Daddy, with my pussy still shining on his lips, sets me on the edge of the sink and spreads my thighs, sinking back inside me. His cock stretches me, flooding my hips with a delicious burn as my head falls back. I moan through the painfully erotic adjustment, begging myself not to come again so fast.

His fingers curl around the back of my neck as his other hand kneads my breast beneath my t-shirt, his eyes locked on the place where we’re joined. “You’re mine to fuck. These tits are mine to squeeze and suck,” he groans, palming my tit as he slams his big cock into me, causing the mirror to rattle against the tile wall. Big Daddy lowers his mouth to my breast, sucking my nipple onto his tongue, hard, with power. My back arches and my cunt tingles, loving the way he worships me. This isn’t just sex. This is worship.

“These tits will feed my babies, this pussy will be where I put my aching dick every goddamn day,” he says, moving his mouth from my nipple to my lips, kissing me with fervor. “This mouth will take my cock, this mouth will take my cum, this mouth is mine, just like the rest of it, isn’t that right, Winnie? You’re mine? Say it… say you’re mine.”

My head falls forward and I stare at his veiny cock plunging in and out of me, scrambling my thoughts, making my stomach clench and my core pulse. “Yes,” I moan, my second climax coming in hot. “I’m yours, Big Daddy. I’m yours.”

His hips pick up the pace, my words flooding him with a burst of adrenaline. A strand of perfect dark hair falls over his forehead, but I’m gripping the edge of the sink so hard I can’t push it back. He looks sexy this way, glowing from sweat while wildly fucking me.

“And you own me, Winnie. This cock, it’s yours. This mouth, it belongs to you. You want a hug? A dinner? To own a building? Take a trip? Get your pussy eaten? Your ass fucked?” he leans down, his hips still roving perfect figure eights between my spread legs as he lowers his voice to add, “Your tits full of milk for my babies?” He slams into me, making my toes curl and my eyes roll. “I am the answer to all of your questions, Winnie. I am yours.”

“Fuck, Big Daddy!” I scream, my pussy spasming violently all around his dick as I come, my orgasm so powerful I nearly lose consciousness.

He holds himself deep inside me as my body throbs all around him, taking every ounce of pleasure from him before it’s over. A moment passes and he slides out, a trail of cum spilling from my open legs onto the floor.

“Fucking hot,” I breathe, staring down at my used pussy and the mess on the floor.

With two thick fingers, he collects cum from my thighs and pushes it inside me, groaning at the discovery of himself inside me. “This is where it belongs.”

I lick my lips, my brain almost completely useless from the back-to-back orgasms. Almost, I said. “I’m not—you know I haven’t been consistent with my pill.” I stare into his unreadable eyes, trying to sort out if he’s angry. He’s got a filthy mouth and clearly likes talking about knocking me up, but that could be a kink, something in the moment that gets him off. It may not be real, in which case, we need to start being responsible.

I nearly lose my footing when I realize that I would be happy to have a baby with Quincey Parker, despite the fact his only child is my age, that he’s probably too old to start over, that my friendship with his daughter is in the air, that his relationship with her isn’t much better, how I haven’t started my career and just barely finished graduate school. No signs in my life point toward it being the right time to have a baby, but then again, one thing I’ve learned in life is that if you wait until you’re ready to do something, you’ll never do it.

“They have Plan B at the corner market, where you sent Dante for the Coke.”

“Diet Coke,” he corrects, “because it’s your favorite.” He wants me to know that he’s picking up the small things because they’re important to me, and I love him even more for it. That part, though, the whole “love him even more” thing? I’m not ready to cough that up quite yet.

“This was not the first time I fucked you bare,” he adds when I remain silent, in awe of this man who hides his care under layers of grouchiness and complexity. “Anyway, you don’t need a Plan B.”

All I can do is blink at him while my head floods with random thoughts. He has an entire life established and no part of him is or has panicked about us. Hell, his most important relationship is on the line and when I came to him in tears, he held me all night without expressing a moment of his own strife. The way he just took me over the sink speaks volumes about the way we make each other feel, and yet, as I stare at him now, I’m so overwhelmed I can’t even begin to articulate it.

He's fantastic, but patience is not one of his strong suits. After an eye roll, he grabs my hip and nips my nose, pulling back to eye me with caution. “What’s the matter with you, hmm? You’ve gone… catatonic on me, baby.” He tucks his dick away, righting his pants and belt.

I lick my lips and leap, grabbing and swinging through the chaos of my thoughts on that last spoken word.

“Baby! We could have one and you’re just standing here all… post-sex handsome and calm.”

He lifts one shoulder and lets it fall, and even in his fatigue after a long day, he still stands before me so large and engrossing. It makes my skin heat in the best ways to be in his presence. “Why wouldn’t I be calm?”

I shake my head and bring my hands to my temples, grabbing my skull so it doesn’t spin three-hundred and sixty degrees like fucking Beetlejuice. “Because of literally everything, Quincey, that’s why.”

“Quincey,” he repeats, disdain wrinkling his forehead in deep grooves.

“That’s your name,” I deadpan.

“Not to you it’s not. To you, I’m Big Daddy.” His hand slides from my hip to the soft place between my legs, and his thumb gets to work rubbing me where it feels good. His eyes never leave mine as he touches me over my clothes. “I hope you’re pregnant. I hope my child is growing inside you. I hope you come home with me and never leave. I’m not afraid of Brielle’s feelings. I trust her heart can heal, and her brain can understand. The way I am coming to realize I was wrong about judging her, she can and will do the same for us. And where you’re concerned, about you—I’m not afraid of your youth. I’m not afraid of anything.”

My heart races behind my ribs as a rivulet of sweat curves along my spine. This is intense. “You're gonna settle down with some twenty-something you just met a few months ago? Really?” I croak out the question hoarsely and sarcastically, because it seems so unrealistic. Yet hope bubbles up so tall inside my chest that I feel like I can hardly breathe.

His soulful eyes search mine as he finds the right momentum, rubbing my clit perfectly as my legs spread for him. “Yes.” His mouth comes down on mine, and he shoves his hand between my thighs, curling his fingers into my slit, rubbing my clit skin on skin. I’m so wet and his fingers are so thick and strong, I can’t help but moan his name as my head falls back.

“Q…” I breathe, a tremor of shock rippling through me.

He fingers me harder, grinding my g-spot with the tips of his fingers curled perfectly,bringing me to the edge. “I love feeling my cum on my fingers when I’m inside your cunt.” He nips at the side of my throat, the scruff of his jaw grazing my skin, leaving me a trembling mess. “I’m gonna marry you, Winnie. I’m gonna fuck you til you’re pregnant, and you’re gonna be pregnant a lot because I’ll never tire of breeding you, my beautiful, perfect fucking queen. My soul mate. My altar.”

“Oh shit, Big Daddy, yes,” I moan, his nickname rolling from my lips with ease. My thighs tighten and my stomach clenches as the pleasure inside me roars, peaking as my climax washes over me. His large hands sink into me as I thrash and moan, coming in nearly violent waves while a hot tingle swarms my brain. “Please, oh my god, yes,” I breathe, squeezing my eyes closed to hide the emotion burning behind them, writhing against his hand as I come down from my high.

He takes my chin as I catch my breath, and forces me to face him, his nostrils flaring. “No morning after. No apartment with hundreds of roommates. No secrets.” His eyes sweep mine, leaving me breathless as he adds, “Get ready, we’re going to dinner and then you’re coming home.”

Sweats still banded around my legs, I look around the bathroom, sniffling. “I need to pack a bag.”

Big Daddy shakes his head. “We’ll come back tomorrow for that, or I’ll send Ken. Whatever you need tonight, we’ll pick up on the way home.”

“Kennedy does not work at Parker & Pen to collect your girlfriend’s underwear and pajamas at midnight. Don’t use her that way,” I scold, sniffling as I swipe the remnants of my tears.

Big Daddy sighs. “Fine. We’ll come here tomorrow, okay? But for now, get dressed and let's get to dinner.”

I nod. “H-how was the ceremony?” I feel even more guilty for not asking immediately. And when Big Daddy’s face falls, my nerves twist me up. “What?” I question, worry weighing me down.

“It was… it was okay.” He adjusts his tie, suddenly very interested in his money clip and phone as he fishes them out from his pocket. “Forty-five minutes,” he says, still not meeting my eye. “So get ready.”

I snatch his loaded money clip from his hand and toss it across the bathroom, lowering his phone carefully to the counter. “What happened?”

Quincey looks across the bathroom to his money clip laying on the ground and returns his focus to me, glaring. “Don’t be a brat.”

“Don’t lie to me.”

We stand in dense silence, the weight of everything unsaid keeping us grounded as we stare at one another.

Finally, Quincey sighs. “We argued, okay? We argued but… we’re still on for dinner, which means there’s reasoning there. There's still possibility and hope.”

I fold my arms over my chest. “Were you a jerk?”

He glares but doesn’t speak, and that’s answer enough.

“Quincey! You can’t be an asshole!” I put my hands on my hips. “What were you rude about? Or were you rude in general?”

He sighs, so long and chest-hollowing that nerves worm through me again. Who knew loving an asshole with a short fuse was so stressful. “I expressed my opinion on her unconventional relationship.”

I arch a brow. “You’ve got to be kidding me. We’re in an unconventional relationship! You have to support her because she’s your daughter, but you really have to support her if you want her to support us!”

His hand goes to the door where he yanks it open and steps out, thumping his way toward my room. My roommates fill the small space but I ignore them as I traipse after Big Daddy, hands on hips. He begins rooting around my small section of closet as Dante, Luke and I watch.

“Quincey!” I shout.

“That’s even an old dude’s name,” Luke mutters to Dante, causing Quincey to spin and face them, eyes narrowed.

“Get out.”

Dante starts to get to his feet but Luke halts him. “This is our room. We don’t have to get out.” He smirks. “You get out, grandpa. And stop upsetting our girl.”

In the split second before Quincey reacts, alarm bells sound in my brain. Quincey is not a grandpa and he is very territorial, and those are two offenses I know he won’t let slide. A moment later, Big Daddy has sailed across the room and yanked Luke to his feet, holding him by his collar, pressing him into the wall. A framed photo of Buzz’s girlfriend from Home Alone falls to the floor, along with some concert tickets and a beaded necklace.

“She is not your girl. She’s mine, and she’s coming home with me, kiddo.”

A smirk sweeps my lips. I like Luke, but damn that was a burn I wasn’t expecting. Big Daddy drops him to the floor and returns to my closet, a thin sheen of angry sweat glistening on his forehead. “Wear this,” he says finally, yanking a plain black dress from the closet.

I take the dress and step into the bathroom, Big Daddy right on my heels as I close the door. I don’t bother telling him that Luke is my friend and means no harm. I know in his current mood, he’s not going to hear anything. Instead, I smirk at him as I lift off my t-shirt and shove down my sweats, sliding into the dress, feeding my arms through, tugging it over me. He groans, his anger morphing into desire before my eyes.

“You said you’ve come to understand that you were wrong about Brielle and her relationship,” I groan as I shimmy my way into the dress still.

“I did. Which is what I learned tonight on the drive here, after I was shouted at for quite some time during the ceremony.” He watches me and my heart thumps madly, realizing… he is changing. He’s evolving, for Brielle and for me.

“You look goddamn perfect in that dress,” he says, collecting his stuff from the floor, shoving his money into his pocket. After a glance at his watch he says, “We have to go.”

I lean toward the sink, grabbing my compact from the shelf above. “I’ll meet you downstairs in the car. I have to put my makeup on.”

Big Daddy closes the lid on the toilet and sits down, watching me. “I’m not leaving you. Ever again. So,” he says, glancing at the glittering gold watch adorning his wrist. “You have nine minutes and then I’m carrying you out of here, no matter how much makeup is on or not.”

Even though I’m nervous to face Brielle, when we get into the car nine minutes later, I can’t deny the flutter of happiness in my gut. No matter what happens, we’ll get through it.

We have to.


chapter twenty-two


quincey

The drive to the restaurant is surprisingly silent, but Winnie never releases her grip on my hand and she doesn’t lift her head from my shoulder. It’s the best twenty-two-minute drive I’ve had in years. Once inside, I loop my arm around her waist at the hostess station as I inquire about our reservation. Winnie’s soft voice calls up to me and I look down into her green eyes, wide and red rimmed. “They’re here,” she whispers, nerves dancing in her eyes like vibrant flames. I lean down, pressing my lips to her cheek, quietly reassuring her. “It’s gonna be okay, beautiful.”

She smiles up at me, and I can’t help it—I’m not a grinning type of man but goddamn it, here on the cusp of making our relationship official, with her coming home with me tonight, the feel of her sweet pussy lingering on my fingertips, I smile at her.

“Quincey,” a loud, familiar voice booms from behind.

Before we can discuss it, and before I can overthink it, I lean down and kiss her cheek, whispering, “I love you, Winnie.” I turn to see Augustus standing behind us, wearing the same sharp suit he wore to the ceremony. At his side is Lance, and a moment later, we’re exchanging greetings as we shake hands. In the periphery, Brielle follows, eyeing Winnie.

I look over at the woman I love, whose gaze is volleying between me and my daughter. Winnie’s plentiful curls shine beneath the restaurant lights, and her glossy green eyes glitter with unshed, worrisome, guilt-filled tears. Reaching back, I squeeze her hand, noticing my daughter’s eyes following like a magnet. I don’t do it to make her uncomfortable, I do it to make Winnie comfortable.

“Give me a moment? I would like to be here for this,” I tell Aug after we exchange formalities.

“Should we let them talk alone?” he questions calmly, holding eye contact. I judged this man because of his career and his relationship with my daughter, but the truth is, he’s sharp and decent.

I nod. “We should but,” I say, stalling as I adjust my already perfect tie. “If it goes south, I should be there. This whole ordeal, it’s my doing.”

All of it is my fault. Every bit.

Augustus and Lance nod, stepping aside to chat quietly. They’re not bad men, and if my daughter cares for them, I should too. Why I fought her on it, I don’t know. It was wrong, and it took me being a hypocrite to understand it. I hate that about myself but it’s true. Soft voices gather my focus, and I turn to catch the beginning of Winnie’s speech to my daughter.

“…I’m so, so sorry for telling your dad about you and Augustus and Lance. It was completely, utterly and totally wrong and disgusting of me and I swear on my life, B, that I only did it because he was… freaking out.” Her beautiful eyes are heavy with worry, dripping with tears as she nervously smooths her hands down her thighs. I was freaking out. Not a single word of what she’s saying is a lie, and yet, she may lose her best friend in the entire world all because of me.

I won’t let that happen. I can’t. Brielle doesn’t deserve it, and neither does Winnie.

“I’ve never seen him worried like that. He was scared, B and I couldn’t let him suffer that way.” Brielle has never ever seen me worried that way. I’ve shown her anger, I’ve displayed impatience, and I’ve smothered her with overbearing control. But concern for her well-being in the form of raw, broken emotion? Never. The shock that pulls her eyes wide tells me everything I need to know: I need to show my daughter how much I care for her in softer ways. I’ve been harsh to my own detriment, damaging what could be a rich, fulfilling relationship. When my daughter speaks, her voice is hoarse.

“How long?”

Winnie blinks, full lips parted in silence. Tears run freely as she answers, “Four months.”

Brielle’s shoulders give just slightly, and it’s a minor physical adjustment, but enough for me to know she will forgive her best friend. Maybe not tonight, or tomorrow, but she will. Her heart, her compassion, her understanding—she’s the best thing I’ve ever done and she will show grace where I did not. I know it.

“How?” she asks Winnie.

Winnie straightens, sitting up taller, likely prepared for Brielle’s inquisition. The hostess returns, leading Aug and Lance to a table. With a dark chignon shiny under the dim lights, the young woman splits a look between the three of us. “Let me know when you’re all ready and I’ll take you to the table.” My daughter smiles before focusing on Winnie. All of them ignore me, and I can’t help but feel like I deserve it.

“I was at your apartment one day while you were at work. Honestly, I can’t even remember why I was there. Probably eating your food or something,” Winnie admits, all while I chew the inside of my mouth to prevent myself from announcing exactly what she was wearing, how she had a stray tendril of hair across her forehead, how her hips made her sweats look edible, what was on the TV, and what she was eating. I remember every detail. “Anyway,” she continues, tears still glistening along her cheeks. “I was having a moment when he came in. And the door was unlocked so he walked right in on me.”

“A moment?” My daughter questions, clearly assuming that the moment Winnie was having was… salacious. Then again, Winnie has only shared her FeetFans account with me. Brielle doesn’t know. “What the f⁠—”

Winnie stops that train of thought immediately. “No, not like that. I was… crying,” she says softly, looking down at her clasped hands. My daughter’s angry and rigid demeanor softens some.

“Why were you crying?”

“Oh,” Winnie waves Brielle off, like her emotional breakdown is of zero importance. “It’s not important.”

“I’ve only seen you cry once, Win,” my daughter says, her concerned eyes flashing my way for the first time in the conversation. “Why were you crying?”

“I’d just been… down. And, I don’t know, you were loving Crave and finding a stride with Aug and Lance and I just… selfishly felt so left behind. And I was—I am—happy for you. But I don’t know, I also felt sad for myself. No parents, no job, no mentorship, no apartment of my own—just debt and work and a good attitude. But it’s a mask, you know? My positivity is just a mask I wear and I rarely take it off. But that day in your apartment, I needed to take it off, B. You know?”

The space between us falls quiet, despite the clatter of plates of the quiet roar of chatter and laughter. Winnie was depressed, and when she lays it all out that way, knowing how she assessed herself and her life makes my chest ache deeply and painfully.

Brielle nods. “I know.” She takes Winnie’s hand, and I have the strongest urge to do the same, but I don’t move, just listen. “But I didn’t know you were depressed.”

Winnie produces a small smile. “I’m on antidepressants now,” she admits. “He helped me with that, you know.”

Hairs along the back of my neck rise up as she tenderly credits me with her improved mental health. And yet, in the same moment, grief and guilt swarm me knowing I should have been that same support system for my daughter.

“You’re—you two are serious?” Brielle asks, her eyes moving to her lap as she processes. “He was who you were texting all those times,” she says slowly. Winnie nods confirmation as she cries.

“I’m sorry, B. I love you so much and I don’t want to lose you. But…” She smiles sadly, quietly adding, “I love him.” She’s never said that to me. She feels it, I’ve felt her feeling it, so I know it’s true. And while it’s the first time I’m hearing it, I love her even more for not bothering to look my way. She keeps her attention on my daughter, and my chest aches at the notion.

Brielle looks up at me.

“Give us a minute sweetheart,” I tell Winnie. Winnie and Brielle rise, sharing a timid hug before Winnie pulls back and wipes her eyes, still staring into Brielle’s eyes.

“I’ll wait, B. I’ll wait and wait for you to accept me. Because I love you and I am so sorry I lied to you, but I’m not sorry for falling in love.” Awareness warms me. She really loves me. With that, she disappears into the pool of patrons, sifting through until she finds Augustus and Lance. I sit down next to Brielle and she sits down too, eyes still following Winnie.

“I’m proud of the contract you earned. Augustus and Lance told me all about it.” I don’t know where to start, but telling her I’m proud feels important. “I’m proud of you. I always have been. I should have said that more.”

“You hate that I make adult movies,” Brielle says.

“I won’t lie, it’s not what I envisioned for you. But I’m sure what you envisioned for me wasn’t Winnie,” I tell her, studying her face, reminding me so much of her mother. Beautiful, hardworking, funny, gifted. She’s incredible, and instead of riding her hard to make her into a mini me to prove I could be a solo parent, I should have just loved her. That’s what parents are supposed to do. Love.

I scoop my daughter’s hand up with mine and place a kiss to her knuckles, knowing now I have so much to make up to her. “I’m sorry for it all, Brielle. I’m sorry for doubting you and fighting against what you told me in your own words. I’ve always wanted the best for you and I know, I know I haven’t always gone about it the right way. And I know I've brought up money too often and—” I pause, shaking my head at my own journey. “I’ve made mistakes. I’ve tried, Brielle, but I’ve made mistakes. And one of those mistakes was how I treated you when you got serious about Crave and directing, and them, too, even.”

Brielle nods, giving me a trace of a smile. “I’m sorry for not answering your calls⁠—”

“Don’t be. You were right. I have done that to you over the years. That’s one of the many things I regret, how I handled myself when we disagreed or even just how I handled myself, period. But I’m working on that.”

“With her?” she asks, hurt lining the strength of her words. “Never mind. I appreciate everything you’ve said. And I don’t hate you or Winnie… but I need time.”

“I understand.”

“I wanted to want to break it off with her, because I felt so guilty. I didn’t want your friendship ruined. But I was spinning out, I couldn’t get a hold of you, and she told me about them—Augustus and Lance. And while I was angry and didn’t understand, I realized—neither of us planned these unconventional relationships. We only plan on falling in love, and sometimes it’s a lot different than we think once we finally have it.”

I get to my feet and extend a hand to her, helping her up. “We have to work on us, you and me, but tell me, Brielle, tell me we can? I want this for us. This has nothing to do with Winnie.” I need to show her I can be the father she needs.

Thank God, she nods. “We can.”

We find the table and join everyone, and while it starts off a bit quiet, it progresses nicely, naturally. I’m surprised to find I have endless things to discuss with Augustus, and an equal amount in common with Lance. When Winnie sifts her fingers through the ends of my hair, Lance and Augustus squeeze Brielle’s hand, giving her the wordless emotional support she clearly needs.

When I find myself feeding Winnie a bite of steak, I notice that Lance smooths his hand down Brielle’s thigh, and Augustus places a soft kiss on her cheek. When she speaks, they listen intently, and when she rises, they take her napkin and help with the chair. They are attentive and respectful, and encouraged this dinner for all of us to make amends. They’re good, hardworking men who love my daughter and the fact that I blindly railed against them and their love? I am a fool, and I feel it more than ever.

How can I be angry at my daughter for finding the same fulfillment I found in Winnie? We have a nice dinner, all things considered, but leave before mentions of coffee or dessert. I want to get Winnie home and pick her brain about how she feels the night went, how she’s doing, how she’s processing. Lance and Aug filter out as Brielle stops next to Winnie at the table, staring down at her with hope lifting her lips.

“Congratulations,” Winnie says quickly, before my daughter can speak. She’s nervous, I can see it. Where smile lines usually rest from laughter and bratty behavior, grooves of stress and anxiety now appear. I hate that I did this to her, but I’m proud to have a daughter who has been so graceful and understanding, even as I myself did not treat her the same way when the roles were reversed weeks ago.

“I know I already said it but I want you to know I’m not just saying it because I hurt you. I really am so happy for you and your new position at Crave, and moving in with Augustus and Lance.” Winnie gets to her feet and swamps my daughter in a hug, which is reluctantly returned.

“Thanks,” Brielle says. “I forgive you, because I know you weren’t trying to bag my dad, the same way I didn't really expect to end up where I am. And I want you to know, my distance right now… it’s me processing. It’s me realizing that even when we make up and put this snafu in the past, our relationship will never, ever be the same again.”

“Don’t say that,” Winnie whimpers as my heart splits.

I feel like an outsider being privy to this talk, but I can’t leave. The two most important people in my life are right here. Walking away would kill me. “We’ll never swap stories the way we used to. I can never complain to you the way I used to. You’ll never have escapades to share.”

Winnie sniffles at my daughter’s words. “I know.”

“But maybe we’ll have something more mature. More grown up. More reflective of where we’re at now,” she offers, wanting to mean it, hoping at some point in the future that it’s true. “The truth is, I’d rather have you in a different kind of relationship than not have you at all, Win. But I need time. Okay?”

I love the way my daughter told Winnie the truth, but also infused reality with hope. Hope for a new relationship, one more evolved and perhaps even better.

Winnie nods fervently, “Okay. Take your time.”

I’d give Brielle just about anything, at this point, to accept my apologies, to give me another shot at being the father I can be, and for her to keep her heart open to Winnie.

Of all of the things she can do, keeping her heart open to Winnie is the greatest gift that I don’t deserve, but I’ll show her everyday I’m grateful for it.
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Moonlight paints Winnie’s legs as she rests her head on my chest in the backseat. The world whips by, streetlights, partially lit buildings with occasional laughter seeping through when we stop at intersections. But her soft sniffles and sad little hiccups overrun everything else going on. She’s sad, and it’s nothing that I can fix. Time is what we need because time is what Brielle needs.

When the car finally rolls to a stop at the end of my driveway, I tip Winnie’s face to mine, keeping my hand beneath her chin. Holding her head up, I stare into her glittering green eyes, my chest tightening at the sight of her.

“Your first night in the house,” I whisper as we wait for the driver to open the gate.

She wrinkles her nose, and even after a night of heavy emotion, I love the way she always finds energy to give me grief. “No. I’ve spent the night before.” She reaches up, pushing hair behind my ear, smoothing her fingers down my nape. My cock hardens at her tender, casual touch.

“I meant your first night in the house now that it’s your house,” I tell her, watching her face for a reaction. Her eyes widen and she starts to shake her head before I bend down and seal my mouth to hers. God she tastes good. She tastes like fulfillment and laughter, desire and heat. Everything about Winnie fills me up in places I didn’t know were empty. I stare down at my younger, beautiful other half and wipe my kiss from her lips.

“Our house,” she corrects, surprising me.

“I thought you’d fight me on it,” I admit, still talking softly despite the partition being up. I’ve shown her my rough side as a person and lawyer, my insatiable and aggressive side as a lover, and my dominant side as a partner. In different ways, I have to show both Winnie and Brielle my softness. To have the relationships they both need, I have to, no matter how foreign it may feel.

Yet as we broach the topic of what we said to one another earlier tonight, I don’t feel awkward whatsoever. I feel free. Like the weight of my life has been lifted, and for the first time ever, happiness is in my hands.

“But then,” I start, staring into her eyes as she loops both hands around my neck, adoration passing between us. “You told Brielle that you love me.”

She licks her lips, her chest rising with an anxious breath. “I do love you.”

I dust my lips along hers. “I don’t know how I got to be so lucky.”

Her laughter permeates my lips as I kiss her. “You’re very lucky, you’re right.” Winnie’s cheeks fill with color as the driver parks and I pop open the door. She lets her high heel slip from her foot as she wiggles her toes across my lap. “These are in high demand, you know. And you’re getting them for free.”

I dance my eyebrows. “Get inside and show me what those clients will never have ever again.” She climbs across my lap, grazing my partially hard cock, giving me a little grin before leaping out onto the gravel. On my feet behind her, I lasso her waist and hoist her over my shoulder, my chest warming with the barrage of giggles and playful cries as she smacks at my back.

“Put me down, Big Daddy!” she laughs.

I don’t say a word until we’re inside the house with the front door locked.

“We’re inside, can’t you put me down now?” she asks, pieces of her curls sticking to the stubble lining my jaw. I put her down and immediately take her face in my hands, my groin stirring at the way she tenderly places her hands on top of mine.

“I love you, Winnie.”

She smiles. “I know.”

“I’m sorry our relationship has complicated things with Brielle, and I promise to do everything I can to mend my relationship with her, not just for us. For her. For me.”

Winnie’s smile falls away as she blinks up at me with wide, accepting eyes. “It’s no one’s fault. It just happened. All that matters now is that in time, we’ll be okay.”

I nod, moments from the evening passing through my mind. I stroke my thumb along her bottom lip and she moves her hands to my chest. “I hate that you were so sad when I met you,” I admit, realizing that hearing her talk about that tonight made me feel ill.

“You helped me get better.” She shakes her head as if changing her mind. “You helped me understand that accepting help doesn’t make me weak, you helped me see that when something is special, I’ll know.” She rocks to her toes and kisses me. “You also taught me what it feels like to really get dicked down good.”

My hands fall from her face, and I playfully scowl as I point down the hall. “Get in that bedroom now and prepare to pay the price for ending our moment.”

She kicks off her heels and skips down the hall giggling, her curls bouncing everywhere, making my erection soar. “Didn’t know Big Daddy has big moments,” she teases before disappearing around the corner near the den.

Hooking my fingers around my neck, I yank open my tie and follow her, my mouth watering.


chapter twenty-three


winnie

“Corinne?” His voice is smooth. I love the way he sounds before bed, raspy and raw. But who the fuck is Corinne? I narrow my eyes at the back of his head, my lips curled over my teeth. Who is Corinne and why is she calling after ten? That’s late in my book.

Plus, we just got home.

Fuck.

I still can’t believe this mansion is somehow my home now but… damn. I snatch the lube from the drawer and toss it onto the bed, knowing we’ll use it, whatever we’re going to do. Sinking into the mattress, I lift my bare feet to Big Daddy’s crotch, smoothing my arches over the hard ridge of his cock. Of course he’s hard. When is he not hard? And god, that’s hot.

I really never thought I’d be obsessed with any man’s cock, or that I’d get wet the moment I knew he was hard, because I didn’t think a physically passionate relationship like that even existed. But knowing he’s been hard in the car on the drive home, knowing he wants my feet on his dick and his cum in my belly, it turns me absolutely feral.

Educated, strong, with a smart mouth that cuts men down at the knees and here I am, whimpering and pouting because he’s on the phone with Corinne when his cock should be sliding between my feet.

Honestly.

“Big Daddy…” I sulk, sticking out my bottom lip as he tips his hips forward, leaning into the hot glide of my feet over his dick.

He holds a warning finger out as he stares me down, speaking still to Corinne.

“That’s no problem,” he says, a female voice barely audible from the other end. That’s no problem? In the months I’ve worked at Parker & Pen, the words “that’s no problem” have never left Quincey’s mouth. Now I really want to know who he’s talking to.

“I appreciate the call back. I’ll go ahead and send the pertinent information out to you tomorrow then,” he says, nodding to her before saying goodbye and ending the call. I curl my toes into his belt and tug, pressing the waist of his pants into his hard cock, making his nostrils flare.

“You have no patience,” he tells me, not moving my feet but working around them as he makes for his belt. “That was a work call and you were being bratty, distracting me.”

I roll onto my knees and give him my back, looking at him over my shoulder. “Unzip me.” The way he abandons his belt for my dress gives me a thrill. “And you were about to fuck my feet but took a phone call.” The dress pools around me and I roll around on the bed until I can kick it free, coming to face him completely naked on my knees. “She must be important,” I pout, rubbing my hands over my bare breasts, making a point of my nipples by rolling them between my thumb and forefinger. “Or maybe you just like her more than me,” I tease, blinking up at his face, reddened with anger.

Big Daddy’s hand loops my neck, thwarting my pulse, lifting me from the bed as his other hand grips one of my tits. “Nothing is more important than you, my little slut.”

He releases me, a rush of adrenaline puffing up inside me, causing me to gasp as I fall back against the mattress. His belt hits the floor and then his cock is out, every veiny inch on delicious display.

“Be my foot slut. Show me how you teased them. Show me what they wished they could have,” he urges, his voice smokey and rough.

I love this man’s filthy, unhinged mouth. Another thing that surprises me about falling in love—I love being degraded. I love the idea of being his filthy slut, his dirty whore, his disgusting little cum bucket.

Only this man brings that out of me, I swear.

“You like my feet on your cock?” I ask, falling onto my back to comfortably bring my feet to his groin. He wraps his rough hands around my ankles, eyes tamped down on the way his veiny red cock slips between the velvety arches of my feet.

“Mmmm,” he groans, completely entranced by the sight. “Tell me how you got them off,” he requests, his eyes skirting over my nude body as his tongue slides along his bottom lip. When his eyes come to mine, they’re hooded and dark, brimming with desires.

I pump his cock, using the tip of my big toe to slide over the slit on his head. He jerks, his spine going wobbly for a moment as he hisses, “fuuuck.”

“I’d show them my feet in fancy heels, like the ones I wore tonight,” I tell him, moving the ball of one foot to his swollen sack, kneading it with more force than most men like. Big Daddy twitches, adjusting, letting a wild groan slip free as my other foot slides up his shaft.

“Fucking hell,” he grumbles, his eyes moving now between my feet working his package and my eyes, fastidiously focused on him.

“I’d talk them through an orgasm, focusing mostly on the way each pearly drop of their cum would look glistening against the patent leather of my fancy shoes,” I tell him, swiping the arch of my foot over his head, precum appearing a moment later. The thick veins running up his shaft are swollen and purple, and the ring of his crown is so red it looks painful.

He reaches down, taking his cock by the base, feeding his head between the arches of my feet before bringing his hands back to my ankles. “No balls, baby. You’ll make me come.”

I smirk as I watch Big Daddy thrust, sweat glistening on his forehead as he groans into my feet. “Sometimes,” I tell him, trying my best not to be affected by his sexy groans and masculine moans as he plunges his massive erection in and out of my feet. We don’t need lube because he’s a fountain of precum, and I’m so wet because of it. Because of him.

“I start sessions without heels, without nylons, without anything on my feet. But I bring in items, like food, and smear it all over, then fuck a dildo with my feet and make them imagine its my whipped cream coated feet sliding up their cock.”

Big Daddy curses, his grip on my ankles so tight that my feet nearly go numb. Ignoring his wishes, I press the ball of my feet into his sack again, my pussy weeping at the fullness of him, at how much cum he holds inside of them to fill me with, to spray over my skin, to shoot down my throat, to coat my lips—his huge balls make me drunk with desire, I swear. The idea of owning and emptying those for the rest of my life? As much as I want to edge him, I suddenly need his cum and I need it now.

“If our sessions had been in person, I’d have teased them to the point of dripping, then I’d have let them sink inside me and fill me up,” I tell him, pressing my toes into his shaft, following the curve of one thrumming vein from root to tip. “Because as much as they want to see their cum streaking my feet, more than that, they all want to come deep inside me so that they can watch it bubble out of my shaved little cunt. That they can see the way they bred me. Take a photo of it even.”

A bead of sweat slides down his temple as one hand moves to his shirt, working seamlessly down the column of buttons. A moment later, he’s shirtless, his slacks banded around his thighs like a horny teenager who couldn’t wait. His hair is mussed, strands of silvering dark falling over his forehead as he sucks his lip under his teeth, grappling with self-control.

“You little slut, you’re begging for a cream pie, aren’t you?” he laughs humorlessly as his eyes come to mine. He winks, and my stomach clenches, and I’m suddenly aware of how empty I am. My lower half throbs and pulses, arousal leaking from me in a thick stream, my thighs uncomfortably sticky.

I tuck my chin to my chest and bring my hands to my breasts, squeezing them as I focus on his fat cock being demolished by my bare feet. “Yes, Big Daddy, I am. Will you fuck me? Will you give me what my fans couldn’t?” I lift off the bed just enough to prop myself up on my elbows, and lick my lips as I take his eyes with mine. “Will you fuck your cum into my pussy and stay inside me so none leaks out? Please? Please Big Daddy?” I beg, my tone girlish and small, making a hurricane of groans tear free from his chest.

He shucks his pants to the floor, climbing onto the bed over me. With one fluid motion, he flips me onto all fours and takes my throat in one hand, lifting me to my knees. With his chest pressed into my back, he fishes his free hand between us, aligning his wide cockhead with my slippery center. It’s just now he’s feeling how drenched I am, and my nipples harden at his more than satisfied sigh.

“Fuck, baby, you’re fucking drenched. You love being Big Daddy’s little whore, don’t you?” he says as he forces his entire length in to the hilt, making me jerk. He applies pressure to the pulse point on my neck as his lips graze the back of my ear. “Hold your breath for Big Daddy and take every inch,” he whispers, making my nipples go rock hard. My entire body flushes and trembles as my airway constricts, my gasps melting into breathless choking. The slap of his body against mine from behind has my head swimming, and when he releases my throat and I’m able to breathe, I nearly fall forward from the rush of it all. He fills one palm with my breast, biting the side of my neck as he picks up his pace, fucking me in deep, hard strokes, fast and filthy.

“You want all of it, don’t you?” he grunts, pinching my nipple so fiercely I squeal. He releases my breast, forcing my face to the side as he brings his mouth to mine. I pucker my lips for a kiss, but he hooks his thumb in my mouth then spits inside, leaving warm, slick saliva on my tongue. “Hold it there so when I come, you’ll have me everywhere. That’s what you want, right? For Big Daddy to be in all of your holes, owning you like the slut you are, isn’t that right?”

My mind spins as my heart rate leaps, causing my body to shake and tremble as he plunges his monster in and out of me. My belly tightens as my orgasm crests, the warmth of his spit in my mouth turning me into his personal slut in ways I never imagined.

“Fill me up, Big Daddy, please, I need you, I need you to breed me so deep,” I beg as his spit moves around my mouth, meaning every slutty word that drips from my lips. I want to know what it feels like to be warm from the inside out, to feel the warmth of his load trickling through my hips, spilling into my panties for me to privately touch later.

“Fuck, Win, goddamn baby, you’re so hot. You’re such a perfect little slut for me, aren’t you?”

His body slaps against mine. His lips tickle my ear. His spit makes my mouth tingle. My eyes roll closed as my orgasm breaks through, sending me over the edge. My cunt clenches all around him, sucking him deeper as he moves his hand to my throat and grips.

“Fuck yes, Win, fucking hell,” he shouts, the room vibrating from the strength of his voice. He thrusts and thrusts as I clench and moan, my pussy pulsing. “Your tight little whore cunt is draining me,” he groans, his grip on my pulse tightening. He holds my throat tight as he slowly thrusts his cum into me, each thrust followed by a hot burst that tears through me, his cock swelling inside me each time he shoots.

I love the way Big Daddy comes, the way he pumps shot after shot into me, like his cum is endless, like breeding me is what he was put on this planet to do.

“You feel all that cum?” he asks, releasing my throat. I fall onto my arms, in doggy position as he says, “And don’t swallow that spit yet. Talk around it. You can do it.”

With my mouth open and my head swimming, cunt still pulsing from the burn of his fat cock buried and flooding me deep, a shiver rolls down my spine as he spits. A thick wad of saliva slides between my cheeks, and Big Daddy uses his large thumb to push it into my asshole. “You ever been fucked here, slut?” he asks, the edge in his tone driving me wild. I nod my head fervently, peering back at him over my shoulder.

“Y-yes,” I breathe. I didn’t like it the time I tried it, not because it didn’t feel good but because it felt too personal for a nobody. But Big Daddy isn’t a nobody. I know this time I’m going to fucking love it.

Big Daddy reaches for the lube on the bed, squirting onto his fingers and straight into my open ass, massaging it in with his thick fingers.

“Hmm,” he groans, stretching my ass as a rush of cum moves inside me, dribbling out of my pussy. He uses the head of his cock to push it back in, the rumbled sigh in his chest making me drunk. “Take a breath,” he commands, and just when my lungs are completely full and I’m ready to exhale, he spits in his hand again, smearing it around my hole. He sinks every last inch in my ass, making me surge forward and squeal, gasping out.

“Ohmygod!!” I moan as Big Daddy’s hand comes around my belly, holding me up, his spit still sliding around my mouth.

“Let’s fill this ass so I’ve claimed all of you tonight,” he says, pushing into me again and again, making my groin burn in the best ways. My ass burns and my taint, too, but the burn bleeds into pleasure with each stroke, a blinding, all consuming pleasure that I chase with screams and moans.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my ass Big Daddy, please, it’s yours, it’s your ass to fuck,” I scream out, my words garbled by his spit, surprised by my filthy mouth and desire to be degraded and owned. But god, it feels so good. Better than good.

He slaps my ass before reaching forward to grip my throat, stifling the ease of breathing. It feels good as the world grows hazy around me, as my ass spreads to accept him and tightens to keep him. He curses, he calls me his beautiful whore, his perfect slut, and when I’m on the brink of passing out, he presses his lips to the back of my ear, ordering me to swallow. He releases me and his hot cum floods my ass in powerful waves. When he’s nothing but twitches and moans, he slides out of me and flips me onto my back. Hovering above me, his dark eyes stare down, searching mine.

“You took it all so well, Winnie,” he praises, pressing a soft kiss to the corner of my mouth before a large hand sweeps damp curls from my face.

I nod. “I can’t believe I’m some man’s slut.”

His dark eyes narrow and his forehead rumples. I look down at him and the smattering of chest hair blanketing his muscled core and strong chest. His gold watch remains on his wrist as his hands cage me to the mattress.

“God, you’re hot,” I tell him on an exhausted exhale. Tonight has been a lot. Filthy sex, hard to speak truths, attempting amends with my best friend who I hurt, saying the big three words, and more filthy sex.

“Some man’s slut?” Big Daddy snaps back.

I roll my eyes and raise a hand up, cupping his stubble laden cheek, my thumb swiping over the carved line of his jaw. “Yours. Your slut.” I can’t help but laugh. “I can’t believe I am but…” I look down at the terrain of his beauty one more time. “Fuck me, I totally am.”

“And only mine,” he confirms.

“Only yours.”

His smirk lights up my insides, but he pushes off the bed, commanding me to stay put. He returns dressed in sweats, no t-shirt, with a damp towel and a set of pajamas, cleaning me up then dressing me. “Can I ask now, who Corinne is?” I ask him playfully while he feeds a pair of satin pants up my hips.

He stops, raising his face to meet mine. “Let’s go feed you and then we’re going to bed.”

I stomp my bare foot against the floor as he moves to the door. “Hey,” I say again as he stops at the door, rolling his eyes. I point at him. “Your daughter got that from you.”

He glares at me. “Corinne is a client. I don’t do insecure.”

I fold my arms over my chest. “I don’t care if your cum is in my pussy and ass or not, you will not be an asshole to me.”

“How was I an asshole?” he harrumphs, his voice raising in volume.

“Calling me insecure. And this coming from the man who almost killed two men because they dared to speak with me.” I blink at him, enjoying the way he realizes he’s a hypocrite. With a heady sigh he sweeps a hand through his hair.

“She’s a client and I helped her through her divorce but I am also assisting her in the legalities of her new business start-up.”

I nod. I believe him. I also know that Big Daddy’s phone has rung off the hook for weeks without him so much as turning his head. But tonight, he saw her name and answered immediately. I trust him, but I have to know.

“It’s been a long time for you, Big Daddy, so I’ll be nice when I tell you that relationships are open doors. I don’t care how trivial something seems to you, you tell me. The same way that I would and do tell you everything.”

He just blinks at me.

“I trust you, but this is how it works.”

He blinks again. “Corinne is starting a small boutique in downtown San Francisco with her settlement money. She’s opening it with her sister, and looking for recommendations from the ground up.”

“See,” I start, walking toward him until I’m near enough to poke him in the chest. “Was that so hard?”

He looks constipated.

“What?”

He volleys his head. “I… Well, I gave her a copy of your final project and told her if she was interested in being a new business that helps other new businesses, to check you out. Or, I guess, to check out your work, rather.”

I don’t know what to say, so I say nothing. Embarrassment claws up my neck, coloring my cheeks at the same time the backs of my eyes burn from the rush of sudden tears.

Quincey licks his lips, shifting weight on his feet in the doorway of his bedroom. The entire mansion is silent but for the occasional quiet pop of the fire, which he flicked on as we entered earlier.

I knew Quincey didn’t know how to navigate his relationship with Brielle. Hell, I heard for years from her how he was shitty at communication. I guess I stupidly assumed that since I am his lover, he wouldn’t make those same mistakes.

But again, what a fool I am.

“How—how did you get my project?”

His shoulders rise and drop in the most insignificant of reactions. “From your work computer.”

“You took it without my permission?” I ask, silently praying that his eyes go wide, that something clicks, that the gross overstep on his part slides into place, that he becomes aware, alert, and deeply apologetic. Instead, he stays true to form, saying, “That computer and everything on it is Parker & Pen property.”

I step back. “Excuse me?”

He smooths his hand through his hair, the same hand that just held my throat and ravaged my body. “I mean, it was fair game being on that computer, was it not?”

“Fair game?” I question. “So you looked at my FeetFans account on your computer. Should that page be made public for the entire office to see, since it was on a Parker & Pen computer?” I step into him, my nostrils flaring from anger and frustration. “Should I let Pen see my FeetFans account? It’s fair game, after all.”

“Not the same thing, Winnie, and you know it,” he gruffs, turning to walk out the door, and then down the hall. I follow after him, aggravated and impatient.

“What I know is that my final project is for my graduate professor, not for you to give to someone without my consent!” I fold my arms over my chest, doing my best to ignore the soft satin against my warm skin.

From the fridge, he retrieves a can of Diet Coke, popping it open before sliding it to me. “Listen, it’s a goddamn fight out there in the city to make a name for yourself.” He pulls out another can and opens it, squinting as he sips. I know that squint. It’s the first drink carbonation burn and god do I want it. But more than I want it, I need him to see that he fucked up. “Look at my daughter,” he continues. “She’s got a great thing going for her now but without that mentorship provided from the film school, she’d be making documentaries about trees growing that people only watch when they can’t find the remote or are home sick with some godforsaken bug!”

He moves around the kitchen island, coming to my side, bringing his hands to my face.

“Listen, this isn’t about control or handouts. This is helping the woman I love have a better start than she would without me.” He kisses my forehead then puts the can in my hand. “It’s like the job and the car and the referral to Dr. Wilder. It’s just a little help. It doesn’t mean you deserve any of it less.”

“Fuck you,” I murmur softly as my heart pounds and my chin trembles. He’s helping me and had Corinne not picked the worst time in the world to call, it may have even been a surprise.

“Try again, brat,” he whispers, kissing me softly before giving me what I now internally call the I’ll get you pregnant smirk.

“Thank you,” I say before we seal the argument with a kiss. I sip my Diet Coke as Big Daddy makes grilled cheese sandwiches with cheeses I’ve never ever heard of, and we casually discuss how things went with Brielle. He tells me that he’s invited her to attend sessions with Dr. Wilder together, and that she’s accepted. Initially and selfishly I’m sad that Brielle didn’t tell me this, but I know that our relationship has changed, and this is an aspect of it. I want their relationship to thrive, and I know it needs work. His eyes soften when I tell him it’s a good thing, and I see in that moment how much even Big Daddy needs emotional support.

All things said and done, we agree we have a long road of amends ahead of us where Brielle is concerned, but that we’re lucky that she understood as much as she did. I’m glad they’re going to see Dr. Wilder—truly. After we’ve eaten and Quincey has rubbed my feet, he locks up and turns off the fireplace. On the way down the hall he says, “the reason she called was to tell me she selected your work. She wants you. She wants to meet next week.”


chapter twenty-four


winnie

One month later

Brielle and I have been talking mostly through text for the last month, but today is our first meal… with no men. All of our security blankets are at home, and our big girl panties are on.

I nervously bounce my knee beneath the table while I twirl a piece of hair around my finger over and over. It won’t ever be the same between us, that part is true. But I hope that we can have something better, that just because I’m with her dad doesn’t mean that we can’t still be close.

The bell on the door jingles, stealing my focus. Brielle, her long blonde hair wrapped into a delicate bun at the nape of her neck, saunters in, smiling at the hostess while clinging to the purse strap on her shoulder. She’s wearing a camel-colored track suit, and the diamond studs on her ears shine. She’s gorgeous, she always has been. But with our dynamic shifted, seeing her walk up nearly takes my breath away.

“Hi,” she greets as she nears the table. I get to my feet and we share a long hug. It feels good to hug my best friend. I’ve missed her.

“Hi to you too,” I greet as we disband our embrace and sink into the wooden chairs circling our table. “God, you look great,” I tell her as I take her in, not a single strand of hair out of place.

“Thanks. I was actually at work so that’s why I look so put together,” she says, lifting the menu from the table without looking at it yet.

“Work? Today?” It’s Sunday, because Sunday brunch felt like the most non-threatening thing I could ask of her.

She nods. “Yeah. It’s a long story. I’m done now anyway.”

I pick up my menu and nod. “I thought it was just love that looks good on you.” The second I say it, I regret it, because I know she can point the barrel of the gun back at me easily this way. And we didn’t come here to talk about the fact that I love her father.

We came here to work on us.

Brielle looks up at me, her wide blue eyes shining. “I am so happy, Win. And I’ve wanted to gush to you all about it for the last month.” Unexpectedly she reaches over the plastic menus and wraps her slender fingers over mine. “I’ve wanted nothing but to tell you. Lance and Aug are tired of hearing your name, I swear.”

The waitress approaches us, and we quickly order. I’m more focused on Brielle than my Diet Coke and French dip. After she scrawls our orders down, she leaves and I make my move.

“I’m so sorry about everything, and I know I told you at the restaurant that night but… I’ve wanted to say it every day since then. I just… thought baby steps were best.” I nervously spread my paper napkin over my lap. “Thank you for agreeing to this in person thing, finally. But thank you for texting with me, too. The last month has been so great, B.”

Brielle’s smile is slightly different than I remember, but a lot of her is different now. Me too, truthfully. It’s painful growing apart from someone who you wanted to stay close to forever, but life is like that, and some growing pains result in beautiful things. I’m choosing to have hope and believe that we will grow apart, but come together in a better place.

“I understand, you know. I mean, I understand why you didn’t tell me,” she starts, sipping from her straw the moment the waitress delivers our fountain drinks.

I take a drink of mine and wait patiently for her words.

She licks her lips, her eyes on her soda before they finally lift to mine. “If I had fallen in love with your dad accidentally, I wouldn’t have told you either. As much as I’d like to act holier than thou and pretend I’d simply say no to someone who posed a risk to my life, I’d be a liar.”

My ears burn with her honesty. “I feel horrible about it all, regardless.”

She shakes her head. “Don’t though. I mean, I’m hurt and angry, sure, but I’ll get over that shit. I will. I swear. But Aug and Lance, they sat me down and said, ‘the way your heart chose us, unconventional and unexpected, her heart chose him.’” Her blue eyes move between the table, the window, her glass, and then me. “You love him, and I can’t punish you for that.”

I reach across the table and collect her hands with mine, giving her a squeeze. “I love you too, though, and I don’t want you to think I was willing to let you go for him. I want you both.”

She smiles and a tear slips free, stinging my heart. “You have us both. But like I said at dinner, our friendship will just look a lot different.” She sips her drink. “No more sex talk.”

My cheeks flare. “I know.” I take a sad sip of Diet Coke. “But we can replace that talk with other things.”

Brielle smiles. “Like Quincey and I doing therapy together.”

I smack the table. “He told me that! I never asked how sessions are going, and he doesn’t always share. I don’t push. That’s between the two of you.” I lean in, seriousness and urgency washing over me. “You know, I would never do anything to come between you and your dad. And that’s what you two have, and the therapy and rebuilding—I respect that. I love that. I will never, ever put myself between you or ask him to choose.”

She smiles.

“He will choose you if I ask him to choose between us. As much as he loves me, you’re his daughter,” I tell her, not even because I think she needs to hear it, but because it’s true and I know he’s never said anything quite so honest and bold.

“You’re the reason we’re in therapy. I think you made him realize he’s an asshole,” Brielle smirks.

I shrug, playing off casual nonchalance. “Sometimes it takes an outsider, I guess.”

We laugh, and it’s the first time since all of this happened that Brielle and I have managed to laugh about something organically and it feels so good. My face tingles and my bouncing knee slows as a familiar memory of the two of us moves through the space. We have so many memories together, but I know now we also have so many to make, too.

The waitress delivers our plates and as we pick at our fries and fruit, confusion lifts one of Brielle’s manicured brows. “You said my dad helped you with your depression…” she hedges.

My cheeks flare with embarrassment. I will never be comfortable talking about this, but there is something freeing about telling Brielle exactly how things have transpired.

I let out a long, dramatic sigh. “The day he came to your apartment I had just lost my job,” I start, nervous because this is another unopened box of secrets. No one knew I was doing this, not my roommates, not Brielle. Quincey was the first person I told, and I know that’s going to hurt Brielle even more.

She arches her brow. “At Rise & Grind? You quit that job months ago.” She traces the edge of her soda glass with a finger tip as she sifts through her mental filing cabinet. “The TA gig you had?”

I smile awkwardly. “There was no TA gig. I wasn’t even close to making ends meet at the coffee house and delivering food—or any of the other jobs I had—so I took a different route.” I chew the inside of my mouth as my friend stares at me, silence heavy between us. “I was studying at the coffee shop one day, looking like a total feral racoon, when a man came in and told me I have nice feet.”

Brielle wrinkles her nose. “No offense but… you do?”

I shrug. “None taken because I’ve never known any feet to be good looking but yes, apparently, my feet are quite nice.” To break the awkward tension mounting like Everest between us, I dance my eyebrows playfully. “They get the job done.”

Brielle sucks in a shocked breath crossed with a reactive giggle, and for a split second, it feels like old times when we sat around shit talking to each other, laughing and having fun.

“Anyway, he left me a card and I took it. And I called him almost immediately because… it’s exhausting being broke. And I don’t say it to make you feel bad or guilty, because we have different struggles. But for me, being broke was the underlying stress in my life for a lot of years. And I know I never opened up about it but that’s just… you know, not my style.”

She nods, looking into the cup of ice that was her soda, then says, “I would have helped you.”

We both remain quiet for a moment, because I didn’t choose that path and nothing can rewind the clock. Had I asked her for help, maybe we’d still be besties.

“I was too proud,” I admit. “Anyway, I was on FeetFans for about a year, and I was making good money from one client only. It was perfect.”

Brielle laughs. “I’m hoping there’s an asterisk on that perfect.”

I shrug, gathering my curls to put them in a bun, welcoming the cool air against my neck. “Well, perfect in that I could make my student loan payments and pay all my bills and have money left over. That hadn’t happened to me ever until him.”

Brielle cups a hand to her mouth, eyes wide. “Oh my god, my dad?” she asks right as I take another sip of my drink, which I promptly spit across the table.

“What? No! He came into your apartment after my client dumped me and I was crying, he wasn’t the client. No, no, no,” I amend, though in the back of my mind I can’t help but think about the way Big Daddy loves me to jack him off with my feet, the way he groans seeing his cum roll between my toes, and along the arch of my foot. I clear my throat as my cheeks flame from the steamy memories. “No, he saw me crying and told me I needed therapy, then made me an appointment. Prepaid.”

Brielle studies me for a moment, and I can’t tell if she’s trying to picture how it all played out, or trying to pull apart my story and find lies. She won’t find one. Not anymore.

“I’m never going to lie to you again, Brielle. Okay?” I reach for her hands again and this time she makes it easy for me to embrace her. “I’m sorry I hid things with your dad from the start. I am. It was stupid. I should have trusted you to understand.”

She shakes her head. “I wouldn’t have understood. It took me falling in love with two men to understand.”

I cock a brow. “And all the kinky pet stuff?”

She smirks. “That, too.” We eat a few fries and Brielle finishes her small cup of fruit. “So, he helped you get into therapy.”

“He did and he was so irritating and offensive about it that after I went to my first session, I went down to his office with a wad of cash to repay him and… I know you don’t want to hear this but Brielle, I haven’t had someone truly care for me in a long time. But when he looked at me, when he heard I went and realized how I’d been making money, the emotion was there. The care was there. And he helped me.” I shake my head because I know I sound like someone recanting insta-love on an episode of 60 Minutes where one of us is behind bars because we’re, according to the show, “too passionate.” Still, it’s the truth and I trust her to know me well enough to trust my gut. “You have been an amazing friend. But the way he guided me, the way he jumped in and took action, I needed that. I didn’t know it, but I did.”

“He’s great at taking care of me. He’s always been great at that. The care wasn’t the issue. His personality was.” She sighs. “But that’s why we’re in therapy.”

“I’m happy for the two of you. I think you can have the relationship you wanted, even now with this little wrench in the plan.”

Brielle sinks into the wooden chair, the ironing lines still intact on the arms of her camel sweat suit. “You make him happy in ways he’s never been. At least, in ways he hasn’t been since my mom. And if his happiness is what he needed to gain perspective on our relationship, that’s a good thing. And I realize that.” She rolls her eyes. “Lance and Aug helped me come to that realization, but still, I do realize that.”

“How are things with Lance and Aug, by the way? Your dad said you got a full-time job out of your mentorship. That’s incredible. You’re incredible,” I tell her, meaning every syllable of every word.

Suddenly, she pales. “Things are… good.”

My chest squeezes. “B, what’s wrong?”

She steals another fry from her plate and swirls the end of it around in ketchup without taking a bite. “Nothing is wrong, per say. Just… some things are happening sooner than we’d planned.”

Confusion knits my brows. I’ve been out of the loop regarding Brielle’s life for the last few months, so I’m not sure what she means, and I hate that. “What do you mean?” I ask, a twinge of guilt slithering through me at the fact I even have to ask.

Her eyes come to mine, serious and turbulent all at once. “Don’t tell my dad?”

I want to prove to Brielle I can be her best friend and her dad’s girlfriend. That I have enough in me to be both. That I can have an allegiance to her and him, and they can both be successful. Something in my gut, though, doesn’t want to agree. Still, I look into her eyes and say, “I won’t.” And then I foolishly, eagerly add, “I promise.”


chapter twenty-five


quincey

I have never been a desperate man because desperation is bred from weakness, and I am not weak. Even after I lost my wife, no part of me was desperate. I was and am always sharp and resourceful, never allowing myself to be helpless or confused.

But I haven’t been head-over-heels sickeningly in love for many years until Winnie, either.

And I find myself now, after a week of enduring what I can only describe as the silent treatment, desperate as fuck. Why? Because love has made me a weak bitch.

After picking up Winnie’s favorite breakfast from Rise & Grind as a surprise, I’m padding down the hall, a cup of coffee in one hand, a bagged breakfast in the other, praying to whoever the hell is up there that this morning is the moment. The time we climb out of the silent funk we’ve somehow fallen in.

I’ve run it all down in my mind at least a hundred times since last week.

Did I say something? Do something? Miss something? I pause by our closed bedroom door, staring down at the shiny tile beneath my feet. Winnie has been working from home on her graphic design business, she walked in her graduation ceremony last month, and things are going good with her and Brielle, as well as with Brielle and myself. Winnie’s comfortable here and a month ago even mentioned that she truly felt like it was her home, not just my house.

Yet something shifted. I left my woman happy in bed at home with coffee on her night table and the blinds pulled back to allow the sun to kiss her lips as she woke. And when I returned home, she was asleep, or pretending to be. We haven’t made love in a week. We haven’t fucked in a week and yes, those are two different things.

I tried giving her time. But now… I need to know. Is she tired of me? Did she realize she doesn’t love me? Am I too old? Fuck, I don’t know. It’s not like me to be in my head this way, either. My chest aches with worry at the thought that maybe this distance is staying, and that maybe Winnie might… leave me.

I push open the door after awkwardly lingering in my own hallway and find Winnie still asleep, curled into the side of the bed she’s been sleeping on. Usually, she sleeps on top of me, against me, next to me, fuck—I’ve even let her fall asleep while I’m still inside of her.

Glancing at the clock on the nightstand, I take note of the fact she’s also sleeping later than she usually does. When I get up for work, she gets up too, usually, and showers, talks to me while I shave, and sometimes requires that I fuck her brains out before we go.

Last week she slept in and showed little interest in anything related to Quincey Parker.

I round the bed and take a seat next to her, her small frame sliding into me as the bed dips. I place her drink and bag on the nightstand, and sift my fingers through her beautiful, wild curls. “Win, baby,” I whisper softly.

Her eyes slowly open, and when I find they aren’t filled with sleep, my stomach clenches. Was she pretending to sleep to avoid me? Jesus Christ, it’s worse than I thought.

“Morning,” she greets with what starts as a full smile but quickly fades into traces of happiness. There’s a plummet in my chest, a free falling so great that I’m rendered breathless for a moment. She was happy when her eyes opened and when reality settled in around her, when I came into view, she became unhappy.

I get to my feet and shove my hands in my pockets, rocking on my feet in my own goddamn bedroom as insecurity swarms me. I’ve not been insecure in many, many years. I forgot how much discomfort is involved.

“Finishing up Corinne’s banner today?” I ask her as she scrambles in bed to sit up, smoothing her hair from her face. Yesterday when I came home she told me she’d been busy all day, working on Corinne’s sales banner for an upcoming soft opening. So tired that she wanted to go straight to bed.

Her crooked smile only fuels my insecurity. “Yeah, I am.” Just then, her phone rings, and I make sure not to look at the screen before she answers. I trust her. I do. I have no reason not to, and I want her to know that even in her current state—whatever that is—the trust is still there.

She presses her phone to her chest. “I have to take this.” With one quick glance at the coffee and bag she says, “Thanks for breakfast.” A moment later, the bathroom door is closing and I’m left standing alone in our bedroom, confused and hurt.

Curving around the bed, I come to the door and knock. I’ve given her a week. Now I want to know what’s going on. No—I need to fucking know.

“Winnie, what’s going on?”

She cracks the door and I push my palm into it, pushing inside. “Quincey—” she argues but I don’t stop. I step inside and look around, finding… nothing. Her phone is in her hand, an active call running.

“Quincey?” I know it’s my name but there are few times Winnie actually uses it.

She sighs, splaying a hand on my chest. My cock stirs, because her touch has that effect, even after the week we’ve had. “I’m on the phone, okay?”

“Why have you been ignoring me all week?” I press into her, kissing her cheek, then her neck as I gather her curls in the hand not on her hip. “Talk to me. I hate this shit. What’s going on with you?”

The hand against my chest gives me a shove, and our eyes idle as the shower runs, steam billowing around us. “Nothing. We’re good. I gotta take the call.” She forces a smile. “I’ll call you later.”

“You said that yesterday and you never called.” I hate that I’m the man saying that sentence. That I’m the man being slighted. That’s a Pen thing, not a Parker thing.

“I’m sorry,” she says, nudging me out as she brings the phone to her ear. “It’s Brielle. Okay?”

They’ve been working on their relationship, so I believe her if she says it’s my daughter. But that explains nothing about the last week.

Answers will have to wait because Winnie closes and locks the bathroom door before I can argue. Because the shower and exhaust fan are running, I can’t even fucking eavesdrop.

Fuck that, anyway.

Quincey Parker does not eavesdrop. She wanted a mature relationship, openness and honesty. She yelled at me about it the day I told her I passed her information to Corinne without her consent. Yet the door is closed in my goddamn face and she’s talking to my daughter.

I didn’t sign up to be in a relationship with a fucking sixteen-year-old girl.

I knock on the door again. “Winnie! This is bullshit. Just fucking talk to me!”

“Don’t curse at me, Quincey!” she shouts through the door.

“I—” I press my hand to the door, watching the light beneath flicker as she moves about. “I won’t shout through a door. And I won’t be ignored.” With a deep, painful breath, I turn and leave, heading to the office.

I love Winnie, and I fell hard and fast—a story I hear from clients often. And I know what you’re thinking—you’re a divorce lawyer. Hearing stories start with “we fell hard and fast” that ultimately end in divorce means I should understand our relationship could break apart. I should feel reasonable when faced with the fact that we may not last.

But I don’t. I believe in us. I believe in the way I love Winnie, and I believe the universe doesn’t put soulmates in a one-person proximity of each other for years so that they don’t meet. No way.

I’m not gonna walk away.

I am, however, going to get to the bottom of whatever the fuck is going on without Winnie’s help. I asked her. She had her chance.
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Once I’m at the office, I pull up her FeetFans account, relieved beyond reason to see it is inactive and therefore, the photos and information has been archived. Okay, so it’s not a former client bugging her.

She said she was talking to Brielle so I call Brielle. The only problem is, she’s at work by the time I call her and she whispers she’ll call me later then hangs up. Not that I think she’d be loyal to me over Winnie, anyway, but no stone goes unturned. I check my cell and at mid-morning, I still haven’t heard from Winnie. She has therapy today, and even though I know Dr. Wilder can’t tell me anything, I also know Ida can’t refuse divulging too much as long as she’s fed the right compliments. All I want to know is if she went to her appointment. That’s a small ask.

I pick up my phone and hit the speed dial just as Pen saunters in, another ridiculous bolo tie around his neck. We live in California. The bay fucking area for Christ’s sake. The bolo tie doesn’t fucking work. I fight the urge to roll my eyes at just the look of him.

“That office,” he starts, tipping his greasy hair-covered head to the wall adjacent, where a brand-new office sits. “Did we decide we’d give it to Ken, as office manager?”

Ida picks up. “Good morning, Dr. Quinten Wilder’s office,” she greets, the soft Pachelbel music wafting through the receiver, distilling a bit of calm into my veins. Much fucking needed with the mood I’m in.

Pen takes a step inside my office but I shake my head, snapping at him to step back. He freezes.

“Good morning, Ida, this is Quincey Parker,” I greet, promptly covering the phone receiver with my hand before whisper-hissing at Pen.

“The office is not for Kennedy. Don’t touch it and get out. I’m on the phone,” I growl, the veins in my neck swelling with each angry word delivered. I take my anger out on Pen a lot but you know, he kind of deserves it. He’s slimy, to be honest, and rather annoying. Not to mention, the man can’t take a goddamn hint if it fucking French kissed him. “Out!” I snap again when he remains motionless. Finally, he scrambles out, closing the door behind him with a dramatic slam.

“Oh Mr. Parker, it’s always a pleasure to hear from you. I hope you’re not calling to cancel your appointment this week—I love seeing you and your daughter,” she says, and I know she means every word. Something I’ve learned being a lawyer is how to spot genuine people. How to find the honest folks in the pack of wolves. Ida is not a wolf. She is genuine, and genuinely enjoys visiting with Brielle when we’re in the office.

“We’re not canceling, we’ll be there on our normal day,” I assure her with a soft chuckle meant to lighten the momentarily tense chat. “I was actually looking to pick your brain about a gift for our lovely doctor,” I tell her, quickly scribbling on a brief to get Dr. Wilder an actual gift so this call doesn’t look like bullshit a week from now. “For fitting my daughter’s friend in, for fitting myself and my daughter in, for everything he’s done to help us.” I’m surprised to find I mean those words and that I am grateful for Dr. Wilder. I’m surprised that I don’t feel weak for having someone more emotionally adept, schooled and skilled help me work things out with my daughter. I thought I would, but I don’t. I just feel… grateful.

“Oh, Quincey, you’re just so thoughtful. That’s really unnecessary,” she says sweetly, then drops her voice to add, “but he loves playing the back nine at the Salinas Country Club. Pro shop or time on the course would be used for sure.”

I smile, adding the golf course information to the brief I’ve already ruined with notes. “And Ida, what might you enjoy? Hmm? You’ve helped us, too. In fact,” I say, feeling every bit the smarmy asshole I’m about to be.

“Oh, that’s not necessary,” she staves off.

“Chocolates? Are you a Godiva gal or a Lindt lady?” I ask, my pen at the ready.

Ida giggles. “Godiva, I suppose. But it’s really not necessary.”

“Truffles?”

She wastes no time replying. “I love everything but caramels.” She lowers her voice. “Not good for my dentures.”

I smile. “Perfect. Noted.” I tap the end of my pen against the notepad and count to five. “So Ida, I was wondering if Ms. Collins is at her appointment today?”

Ida hums, the sound of planner pages being sifted through coming in through the receiver. “Oh,” she says, the noise stopping suddenly. “I suppose I’m not allowed to tell you who's here or not.”

My brows fall into a straight line as I sink into the tall-backed leather chair at my desk. “Ida, my secretary just came in and she said she’s got two extra tickets to Guys and Dolls next weekend. You wouldn’t want to lift those off her hands, would you?”

“Guys and Dolls? Frank hasn’t taken me out in ages. I’d love to but oh they’re too much money. You can’t gift those to me,” she says, verbally waving me off, disappointment edging into her words.

“Is Ms. Collins at her appointment, Ida?”

A beat passes.

“Kennedy!” I shout, tucking the receiver into my chest so Ida won’t hear. A moment later, Ken stands in my doorway, a pen and paper at the ready. “I have a friend that will take those two tickets to Guys and Dolls next weekend. Yeah, I told her--best seats in the house! Send them to Ida at Dr. Wilder’s office. This afternoon please.”

Ida squeals and Kennedy nods before closing the door behind her, aware that she must now buy and deliver those tickets.

“She’s here.” Ida sounds only somewhat ashamed as she asks, “Are drinks included?”
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One day you’re a top billing lawyer with the world by the balls and the next you’re reclined in your driver’s seat in a parking lot watching a twenty-six-year-old to try and understand what’s wrong with her.

Fuckin’ wild few months it’s been.

As soon as she gets into the car, I follow her. I should just be happy knowing she’s going to therapy, that some element of life is still business as usual. But because she still hasn’t texted me and she’s been giving me the cold fucking shoulder for a week, I follow her.

But she just goes home, to our home. There is nothing salacious or deviant about anything she’s doing, therefore, I’m relieved.

Yet I have no more answers than I did this morning, leading me to believe the same tired reason as to why she’s suddenly distant.

She doesn’t want me.

I can’t give up on us. She made me see that I needed to fix my relationship with my daughter, she made me see that love is so much different than expected when it’s real. She’s given me hope, a future, a reason to fucking plan.

Back at the office, I call Kennedy and Pen into a meeting, telling them that Winnie Collins will be taking the new office. It will be her graphic design and brand management headquarters. When asked why a business like that goes with a law firm, I told them she’d be the liaison to retaining clients under a branch of new services, since the majority of our clients are smart women going through awful divorces with wealthy and often reputable men. Those women typically turn around and start a business, the entryway to their new lives. If we had someone in office on staff that could ease them into that as well as keeping them on our roster, that’s more money for everyone.

Pen floated that we should take a vote on it, while Kennedy simply said, “I like her a lot. I think it’s a good idea.”

I told Kennedy just what I wanted the office to look like, told her to use her company credit card, and said it needed to be ready in a day.

I will continue to give Winnie everything, even when she’s going through whatever it is she’s going through. I will love her through whatever storm this is, and provide her with a location for her business, a desk, clients, everything she needs.

I refuse to believe this is the beginning of our end.

Silent treatment or not.


chapter twenty-six


winnie

Last night was one of the first nights I didn’t have to pretend to be busy or asleep when Quincey came home. I actually was asleep. Holding this secret for Brielle has been like trying to hang onto a knife on fire. I want to let it go, I want to be free of it, but I want to prove to her that I’m still and always going to be her best friend. Her safe space.

But I didn’t think it through. Not fully.

Because being her safe space means corrupting and colluding my own safe space, to the detriment of what is now my most important relationship.

I fucked up, but Brielle has lunch planned tomorrow, and at that meal she, Aug and Lance are going to announce their news to us. After that, this horrible week can be behind us. And I learned a very important lesson. One that Brielle tried to tell me months ago. We can never have the same relationship, but we can have something better.

Maybe me hearing the pregnancy news along with Quincey was the better option. No, not maybe. It was the better option, but I don’t fault her for being starved for a scrap of our former relationship. Secret swapping was what we did. We both just got caught up in the moment, clinging to some fuzzy warmth of familiarity amidst all the change.

I blame myself for not having the confidence in myself as a friend and woman to say no.

After lunch tomorrow, things will be back to absolute perfection. At least that’s what I’m telling myself as I turn off the lamp and close my eyes, not able to wait up for him even if things weren’t awkward. This week of stress has taken it out of me. I am exhausted.

Tomorrow things will go back to normal.

[image: Gold high heel shoe]


“I don’t know what’s going on with you, but it ends today,” Big Daddy says, yanking the covers off my body as he sets a mug of steaming coffee down next to me. Little does he know. He crouches next to the side of the bed as I sit up and face him. He cups my cheek. “Whatever this is, I will get us through it. Because I love you.” He puts the mug between my hands, and disappears into the master closet, shoving hangers around. A moment later he comes back with an outfit—not bad, actually, and a pair of pumps. “Now get dressed. We’re going into the office together.”

I sip the coffee and blink up at him, my mind a mess. Brielle is announcing her pregnancy today, and today is the last day of this awkward shittiness that I myself am responsible for wedging between us. Until then, though, I’m keeping the promise. This week can’t be in vain.

“I don’t work for you anymore. What business do I have down at Parker & Pen?” I get to my feet and pull my nightgown off after replacing the coffee on the side table. Quincey’s eyes rake over my nude body as I tug the dress over my head, holding my hair over my shoulder as I turn to give him my back. His fingers graze my flesh, causing my cunt to clench and my belly to tighten. A week without his hands, tongue, mouth and cock has been horrendous. I might come just from him zipping this stupid fucking dress at this point.

“I’ll answer that when we get there.” He crouches, smoothing the tip of his thumb along the arch of my foot as he puts the heel on for me. A shiver wracks my spine at the private grumble bouncing around in his chest. I bet he’s thinking about the very same thing I am. The time I fucked his cock with my bare feet and teased him verbally the entire time, telling him just how my clients liked it, how I made them moan and writhe. It was so fucking hot. And now, as he slips the other heel onto my bare foot, I have to turn off the memory in my mind to get through the day. Hot and bothered around Quincey while trying not to break my vow of secrecy to his daughter? Not a great position to be in.

“I’ll take my car to the office. I have some errands to run later.”

Quincey, who had already crossed the room to grab my sweater and purse, freezes, his hand looped through the Italian leather strap of my shoulder bag. “You won’t go with me?”

Awkwardly, I laugh. “I just think it’s best we drive separately since I have errands after lunch, that’s all.” Lies. I won’t want two cars after Big Daddy learns the good news, but until then, I need my own car. The backseat of a dark town car is not the place to test my ability to abstain from this man. It’s getting really fucking hard.

My purse and sweater bounce off the mattress onto the floor as he throws them, stomping around the bed to stand before me, chest heaving. With his hands balled into fists at his sides, he hovers over me, masculine and powerful, anger radiating off him in waves. “What is happening, Winnie? One day you love me and the next you can’t stand to be in the car with me. Tell me now. Tell me right fucking now what is going on!” he shouts.

Even his shouting is somewhat sexy, though the heat of his words singes my soul. I stare into his eyes, my chin wobbly and my voice hoarse when I say, “I can’t tell you.”

“You...” he trails off, confusion knitting his brows, his eyes locked onto mine. “Are you sick?”

I shake my head. “No.” And because it’s killing me to have him think my feelings have changed, I quickly add, “I do love you. I do. That hasn’t changed.” I reach for him, wrapping my hand around his forearm, giving him a reassuring squeeze, but he only shakes me off.

“I’ve been avoiding you,” I tell him, because I know I need to come up with something.

“No shit,” he deadpans. Outside, birds chirp and a plane can be heard in the distance. The world goes on, and I long to be part of that, not to be here, shutting myself off to the man I love, causing us all pain over a promise I should never have made. He looks out the window then back to me. “If you love me, why have you been avoiding me? Are you in trouble?”

I shake my head. “No. And… I can’t talk about it. Not yet.” I grab my sweater and purse off the bed, holding my mouth tightly shut so he can’t see the tremor in my chin. “Let’s go. I’ll see you there.”

He calls after me, and walking away from him is the hardest thing I’ve ever done.
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The walk to the elevator has my heart racing. Big Daddy catches up with me, his long strides easily allowing him. He snakes his pinky around my two littlest fingers, and squeezes them. I don’t slow my pace but I do glance up at him, only to find his eyes focused on the bank of elevators we’re approaching.

He hits the button, then glances down at me. We both face forward, and I swear the Earth moves beneath my feet as we wait for those doors to open. Once we’re inside, I want to scream, my ears are throbbing and the noise in my brain is loud. I can’t wait to tell him I was just distant to keep Brielle’s secret—that none of this was deep or intentional.

We’re so insanely close.

The elevator dings and we walk out, Quincey releases my fingers then straightens his tie. He turns his head toward me, slightly tipping his mouth down when he says, “I’m so hard for you right now.”

God, I miss him. And I feel fucking horrible that he’s trying so hard. My sweet asshole.

A warm vibration tingles between and all through my pussy lips, and my clit comes to life a little. My hips and chest ache, dying to surge forward, yearning and aching to be with him. Like steel, my nipples stiffen. I need his mouth on my body. I need him now.

But not yet.

“This way, Winnie,” he commands, nodding toward his office as I attempt to drop off at my desk. “Kennedy!” he shouts, barely turning his head. A moment later, she skitters up. Normally I’d demand that he call for her on the phone or, at the very least, stop walking from her so she doesn’t have to run. But today, I can’t scold him. He’s already on the brink with me, I can feel it. Everything will make sense soon.

Kennedy paces ahead of us, and Big Daddy grabs my fingers with his pinky again, but this time, stops us in our tracks. Kennedy moves ahead to the office door next to Quincey’s, the vacant one, presumably for another partner.

I look up at him, and my insides clench, warmth sizzling through my center, seeping into my panties. “You deserve this. This isn’t because you’re the sweetest slut I’ve ever known. And it isn’t because I’m madly in love with you. It’s because you fucking deserve it.” Nearby, Kennedy’s face goes red as she fixes her focus on adjusting a photo on the wall.

He dips down, pressing his soft, full lips against my cheek. I’m dying to turn my head, to catch his mouth with mine and reach my arms around his neck at the same time. I’m dying to spread my legs for him and feel his thick cock pulse inside me as he comes. It’s the best feeling. He is the best feeling.

After a soft kiss he rises, following behind Kennedy inside the new office. I trail behind them, feeling like the dunce. Big Daddy is taking me to see a lawyer? I deserve to see a lawyer? Why? Wait⁠—

Stepping inside, I see my name on the desk. The office is decked out with a new fancy computer complete with three monitors, a beautiful espresso wood chair, a great bookcase, an immense floor to ceiling window, and a few leather tufted chairs in front of the custom desk. “Why is my name on the desk?” My heart is racing as my eyes jump to Big Daddy’s.

I’ve been so cold this week. I want to throw up. He doesn’t reply so I ask again.

“Why is my name on the desk?”

“Because this is your office. For your graphic design and branding studio. For your business, now that you have a roster of clients,” he says, placing a succulent on my desk. I don’t know when he picked that up, then again, I was looking around this office for a long moment.

“You did this for me?”

He rolls his eyes and my heart beats madly. I fucking love this asshole. “You did it for yourself. Corinne recommended you to all the other clients you now have because you are good, and that’s you, baby.”

My chest aches with the way I adore this man. My nipples get plucky, too. God, I’m so wet that I’m actually sticky between my legs. My thighs will make a noise when I walk, I know they will. And my panties and skirt? They will not contain my arousal if I have to sit down.

All I have to do is get out of here without sitting down.

I can do that.

Big Daddy puts his hand on the back of the wooden chair at the desk. My wooden chair, beautiful natural wood, is utterly gorgeous. “Come sit,” he says, glancing down at the seat. “It’s got a pad on it so you don’t have to sit on wood,” he says, adding in a silky growl, “we wouldn’t want that.”

I swallow hard. “What color?”

His brow curves. “What color what?”

“Is the pad on the seat?” I ask awkwardly because why in the fuck would a normal person ask this? Heat swells in my cheeks but I keep my eyes on his.

“Light blue.”

Well, fuck.

“I’ll stand,” I insist, giving him what I feel is my most forceful smile.

“Sit,” Big Daddy says as Kennedy moves toward the door.

Reluctant but with a zipping pulse, I move toward him and take a seat in the chair. The view of the office is incredible. I love this space. My mind is racing, and I can’t believe this place is mine.

I earned it.

I did it.

I have to admit, and I think it’s why my eyes are getting teary—part of me wondered if I’d ever make it. If I’d just be the lost and wandering soul whose parents died way too young.

But I have a story. I have a business.

And I have a relationship.

A serious one, I might add.

But we’re on the outs right now so that I can win back his daughter’s love, so instead of turning this into what could be the hottest fuck session ever, I stay silent and still.

He cups my breast before reaching past my groin to lift my skirt, revealing the dark spot over my pussy, bleeding into the fabric of the seat, spreading slowly. I am so wet, my clit is so utterly swollen that I think if this man’s tongue even grazed me I’d come.

“You like the office?” he asks, or at least I think he’s asking before he reaches further, swiping between my swollen lips, gathering my arousal while nudging my clit. I can’t help but moan as my neck turns to Jell-O, my head falling back between my shoulders. His mouth finds mine for a hot second before I drop my head forward, away from him.

I’m so close to making it, I can’t slip now.

“I love it,” I breathe, working hard to keep my eyes open, to fight the erotic fog that rolls over me after he casually touches my aching pussy. I’m almost in pain. I need to come so bad. I’m dying to grind something at this point even, I swear. I need Big Daddy’s cock so bad.

“But we need to get to lunch with Brielle.”

He leans over, his shoulder pressing into my tits, keeping me rooted to my chair. From between my legs, warmth spreads and I grow wetter and wetter. Quincey kisses my chest, tugging down the top of my dress to seal his mouth over my breast.

He sucks, and I moan, the tight seal of his lips against my aching breast making my toes curl. Each time he sucks, something hot runs through me from head to toe, igniting raw and primal needs.

I want him to suck me. I want him to reach between my legs and make me come while he sucks me. I want him to slide that thick, pink cock of his into my wet pussy and make me come.

But we’re not ready for that just yet.

Later though? It’s on.

I get to my feet as he drops to his knees, lifting my skirt to expose my soaked panties to him. “You’re gonna talk to me and you’re not gonna be a brat that abstains. You hear me?” He sucks the arousal out of my panties then jerks them to the side, moving the tip of his tongue around my clit in slow, sweet circles. Big Daddy licks between my lips, and my entire cunt pulses, the throb so deep it echoes through me like a drum beat. I want this man to fuck me so badly.

He eats me so well; my thighs tremble and my hips start to rock. His head pops up as my hands spread out across my brand-new desk. I swallow, finding my mouth dry and pulse in my ears. I have to keep my will power up or I will 100% get intimate and spill the beans.

He munches on me, making my toes curl, ignoring the raging erection in his own slacks. I peer at our reflection in the window, so glad that the blinds are closed. His cock is heavy, stretching the front of his dress pants as he leans into me, feasting. God, he eats so well, and his cock is so perfect and thick.

He comes up for air. “Fuck what I said before. When I’m done with you, a new rule. No panties.”

I cock a brow. “Why?”

He sucks my clit into his mouth and releases it as soon as my back arches, that asshole. “Because…” he deadpans, “I’m still hungry. I want access to my favorite meal whenever I fucking want.”

He doesn’t wait for me to reply as he wraps my ankles around his neck, my ass pressed into my new desk, and pulls me into him. The week of silence has been eating at both of us… no pun intended.

He tears my panties off my body and balls them up, in one swift motion that both electrifies and terrifies me. Shoving them in my mouth, Big Daddy eats me out and keeps me quiet, and I’m so fucking glad he shoved my panties in my mouth. I couldn’t keep quiet otherwise, and I don’t know why he’s granting me the grace, but I’m grateful.

He suckles at my clit as he works three fingers inside me, slow at first but then deep and quick, the same way I love his cock. “You bratty little slut,” he groans into me, his hands keeping my thighs open and apart. “You need your slut pussy licked to feel good, don’t you?”

My entire body shakes. I’ve been horny for him for days. This moment is not going to last.

Quickly, he drops a hand from my thigh and reaches between his legs, I hear his belt, and I feel him curse against my cunt, too. A moment later he’s groaning, and I tip my head to the side to catch the reflection of him, coming thick, long ropes all over the floor beneath my desk. He’s coming from going down on me, from us being apart for so many days. God that’s so fucking hot. My toes curl, my body tightens, and my pussy screams.

“I’m coming, holy shit, I’m coming,” I moan softly, but everything is muffled from the sweet flood of my own pussy, melting onto my tongue off of my panties. I love that he can’t hear me, only feel me clench and writhe.

I keep my eyes on his cock, twitching in his hand, strands of cum still spurting out, less frequent but still. He strokes himself again and again, getting out more and more as my orgasm tears through me, leaving me a hot, molten mess.

When I’m too sensitive, I push him away, and he begins cleaning my floor with a towel he pulled from my desk drawer. I’m glad he had the foresight to make a sex drawer. It makes sense for a couple with our high drives.

“We have to go,” I breathe, wanting to acknowledge how insanely hot it was to watch him come, but scared to go too far. We weren’t supposed to fool around. The way he makes me come gives me loose lips. And I know he’ll be ecstatic to learn his first grandchild is on the way. I can’t wait to see his face light up.

But his daughter has to tell him.

Fixing my hair and adjusting my clothes, Big Daddy stops me with a singular question. “Are we okay?”

I pick lint from my dress as I reply, “You just ate me out. Would I let you do that if we weren’t?”

He storms toward me, pants still undone, hair still a mess. “And yet you’ve ignored me all week.”

I get my things and head to the door, only opening it when I sense him behind me. “I love the space. I appreciate it so much. Thank you,” I breathe, peering up at him over my shoulder. His eyes smolder with anger and desire.

“You’re welcome.”

I thank God that people are in the elevator, and we don’t ride down in awkward silence. And that same crowd of people drift around the parking garage, allowing me to get into my car easily, simply waving goodbye to Big Daddy through the window. He glares at me, and my pussy screams. I love his nasty glare. I love his filthy mouth. I love him so much, period.

I call Brielle as I pull out of the parking garage. “B, I cannot wait for this lunch because keeping this secret has been awful.”

She laughs but her laughter trails off. “Shit, I... I didn’t think of that.”

We sit in silence, both of us likely thinking about Quincey and how he’ll react to the news. The light in front of me turns red, and I come to a stop behind another black sedan.

“You don’t think he’ll be mad I told you first, do you?” Brielle asks, the sound of Aug and Lance heavy in the background. “Oh,” she says, replying to them. “We’re at the restaurant, Win. See you soon.” She hangs up and at that precise moment, my phone rings.

“Hello?” The number isn’t programmed into my phone.

“Who were you speaking to on the phone?” Big Daddy asks, and I twist my gaze to my side and rear-view mirrors, finding his town car behind me.

“Whose phone are you calling from?” I ask, annoyed at how much of a stalker he is. Except, I bite the inside of my cheek to stop my smirk. I may not be as annoyed as I’m acting. I may actually like the way he keeps track of me. Especially knowing he does it even after the shitty week I’ve put us through.

“Answer my question first,” he says.

“Brielle.” I chew my lip as the light turns green, and the car in front of me surges ahead. I follow, eager, my foot extra leaden today as I signal into another lane.

“Slow down.”

“Answer my question,” I bait, knowing it’s got to be the driver’s phone. No one else is in that town car with him.

“The driver’s,” he says, confirming. “Slow the fuck down.”

I don’t listen though because the entire reason for wanting to go fast and get there more quickly is so that I can end this secret tension.

“See you there.” I almost end the call but not telling him that I love him sours me, so before I hang up I quickly add, “I love you.”

Luck is on my side when I find a parking spot on the street and sneak into the restaurant just a minute before Big Daddy.

The restaurant is dark, despite it being lunch time, and when he saunters in through the double doors wearing his pressed gray suit and his silk black tie, I stare daggers into the side of Brielle’s head, I swear.

Lance rests his hand on my forearm. “You okay?”

I glance over at him. “Fine. Just… ready to get lunch going.”

He looks me up and down. “Are you…?” He trails off before shaking his head and I don’t ask him what he was going to say because my focus is on the calm way Big Daddy is talking to Augustus across the small lobby from us. Brielle nods along with whatever they’re saying, and thank God, our table is called.

Big Daddy pulls my chair out, and rests his hand on my inner thigh beneath the cover of the table as soon as we sit. Familiarity and warmth surge through my legs, and goosebumps break out along my back and neck. My chest tightens and my eyes grow fuzzy.

Had I not made a stupid promise to keep an incredible secret, this moment would be one for the books. My best friend, her partners and her father and, coincidentally, the love of my life, too. All of us sharing a meal amicably (thanks, Dr. Wilder) with good news and happiness on the horizon for all.

Soon. As soon as Brielle spills the fucking beans, I can breathe and explain everything.

“How are things going? What are you guys currently working on?” Big Daddy asks Brielle, Lance and Augustus as the waiter comes over to fill our glasses with water.

Brielle sighs and smiles. “I can’t believe we’re at a place where you’re asking that,” she admits, her cheeks flushing. Big Daddy clears his throat, uncomfortable with his progress being pointed out, I’m sure. “But we’re working on a mini-series right now.” She turns, the delicate chignon at the base of her neck shiny beneath the intimate glow of the table. Lance and Aug give her a nod and she beams back at us. “It’s my first full solo production.”

Big Daddy shakes his head. “That’s wonderful. I’m proud of you.”

“Oh Brielle,” I squeal, “that’s amazing. I’m so happy for you.” My heart cheers for the way Quincey tells his daughter that he’s proud.

She splits a loving glance between us, and I know she isn’t used to me being with her dad yet and the look is more about her career but still, it fills me with a hit of warm and fuzzy that I need.

“That’s part of my good news,” she says, smiling, her eyes veering off to her guys. Augustus clears his throat while Lance adjusts his cloth napkin resting on his stack of plates.

“What else?” Big Daddy asks, his fingers slowly sweeping along my inner thigh, my core incinerating with each stroke.

Bless her, she doesn’t fuck around with preamble, but I choke on my water when she blurts out, “I’m pregnant.”

I stare at Big Daddy, but he doesn’t look away from his daughter, and my heart swells at his wet eyes. “You’re going to be a mother?” he asks.

Brielle nods, her eyes growing fuzzy, too. Her gaze slides to me, and a large smile sweeps her lips. “Thank you so much for keeping my secret, Win.”

Big Daddy’s eyes snap to mine, pinched, every line etching anger into his expression. “You knew?” He faces Brielle again. “You asked her to keep a secret from me?”

Suddenly, faces fall and silence consumes the table.

Brielle opens her mouth but struggles to speak, looking between me and her father. After a minute, I look up at him, too.

“She’s my best friend and I was just trying to show her that I still think of her that way, you know, because it’s huge news. And I wanted to tell you myself,” Brielle says, her eyes wide and unblinking as she waits for him to respond.

He places his napkin on the stacked plates in front of him, and when he takes his hand off my thigh, my stomach tightens anxiously.

I hadn’t considered Big Daddy’s reaction. No, that’s not true. I had. But not really because simply assuming he’d be happy then forgive a week of silence? The irony is that I was the one telling him what relationships require and yet here I am, the cause of all of this.

“You shouldn’t have put her in that position. And you shouldn’t have done it,” he says, his focus sliding from Brielle to me.

“That's why I was quiet all week. I was terrified of slipping up and I didn’t want to disappoint Brielle, and I wanted to show you that things were okay with me and her, that all of us would be okay.” I wring my hands nervously beneath the table, blinking up at his stoic face.

“You give me this whole valiant speech about Corinne, and how important openness and honesty is.” He twists to face Brielle, and his frustration morphs into sadness and hurt, and I think this is officially now the worst I’ve ever felt. “Were you testing her? Why? Was that necessary? You and I,” he says, motioning that perfectly strong hand between them, the cuff of his dress shirt pulling back enough to expose the gold watch on his wrist. “We have been making so much progress but this, this is a regression.”

A tear rolls down Brielle’s cheek as she looks between us, regret lining her eyes in heavy, dark crescents. “It—I didn’t know what I was doing. I mean, I asked her to keep the secret and I guess, I don’t know,” she says, sifting her hand over her neat hair the same way her father fishes his hand over his when he’s contemplative or frustrated. “I guess I just wanted a sliver of the old us. And… I don’t know, holding a secret felt special. Something between the two of us, like old times.” She swipes a hand over her cheek, ignoring the tears as if they aren’t falling faster now. Brielle hiccups. “I didn’t even think of the two of you, and how it would hurt you guys.” She faces me now, blue eyes red rimmed and wide. “I’m so sorry. I swear this wasn’t some passive aggressive revenge or anything like that. It was just, I was excited, and I wanted you to know, to feel like old times, but… I also had this vision of the guys and I telling Dad all together and...” she shrugs, her breath lifting a strand of blonde hair from her face. “I fucked up. This is my fault. And I’m sorry.”

My eyes veer from my best friend to my lover. His remarkably strong profile, complete with his tight set jaw and perfectly combed hair, sends a shock to my core. He’s so handsome. And loving. And he’s an asshole still, sure, but he’s my asshole. My guard dog. My king.

He looks at me, and his eyes haven’t changed. They’re still brimming with sadness. “I’m sorry,” I tell him. “I shouldn’t have—” I let the sentence hang, because I don’t know what else can be said. “I shouldn’t have,” I say again, deciding to leave it there. Because I shouldn’t have allowed Brielle to come between us. I shouldn’t have agreed to a secret. We both fucked up, but it’s on me now. “I just… I wanted so badly to feel like I didn’t ruin things with Brielle. And… she was so excited, I just wanted to be in that space with her, you know?” I twist a curl around my finger nervously, but his eyes stay tamped on mine. He loves my curls. The fact that he doesn’t even glance at them now has my stomach in knots. Turbulent, large, twisted, disastrous knots.

“I heard you when you said we share things. We share emotions, thoughts, secrets, feelings. I hadn’t shared those with anyone in years. I got used to keeping them bottled up. It was even a challenge for me to unlearn those behaviors, Winnie, but I did. I did it for us. Because I’m serious about us.” He licks his lips and my lower half quivers painfully. I wish I had a huge clock I could rewind. I don’t want to have hurt him this way. “But you held a secret from me, and instead of telling me any inkling of what was going on in your brain, you shut me out. You shut me out even after I repeatedly asked to be let in.” He smooths a hand over his face, his jaw clamping shut as he drops his eyes to the floor for the world’s longest moment. “The car will take you back to the house tonight,” he says, finally meeting my eyes. “I’ll drive your car back. Later.”

Panic scorches up my throat, acid stinging the back of my tongue as my eyes fill with tears of hurt. “What? We’re not going home together?”

“I’m not going home.” He turns to the other side of the table, offering a congratulations and handshake to both Lance and Augustus. “Gentlemen,” he says as he moves around the table to give them each a hug. “Congratulations again. I am thrilled. Thank you for sharing.”

Big Daddy is hugging Lance and Aug. That means he can’t be that mad, right?

No. It means he loves his daughter and her partners and his first grandchild is on the way.

I stumble to my feet, knocking over my glass of water but ignoring it. “Please don’t go.”

He kisses Brielle on the cheek, ignoring me. I want to scream at him to look at me but then again, I’ve ignored him in his home all week. I deserve this. I deserve this and more, really. Because he’s right.

I made a big stink about real relationships, then I fucked up.

He’s not going home.

He didn’t say where he’s going or what he’s doing and it doesn’t take Sherlock to assume he’s hurt and angry.

I face my best friend.

“I’m so sorry,” she says, tears coating her cheeks.

I shake my head. “It’s my fault. I should have trusted that our relationship would make it. I should have been strong enough to say that I can’t keep anything from him.”

“I should not have put you in that position, I just wasn’t thinking,” Brielle says, reaching for my hand. “Want me to ride home with you? The driver can take me back.”

I shake my head, looking tearfully across the table at Lance and Aug as a waiter wipes up my mess. Someone else is always cleaning up my messes, and I fucking hate it.

I also hate that I may have just lost the best thing that ever happened to me.

“No,” I tell them, wiping my eyes. “I’d like to be alone.”

Brielle squeezes my hand. “Are you sure? This is my fault and⁠—”

“No, it’s not. It’s my fault. I pressed your father to take us seriously and he did. I should have, too.”

“You do, though,” Brielle says softly. “You wouldn’t be this upset if you didn’t.”

I nod. “Nothing changes the fact that I fucked up.” I look at his daughter, my best friend, one of the most important people in my life. I swallow hard, gathering courage to ask what I need to ask. “Do you think he’ll forgive me?”

I don’t miss the way her eyes fall to her lap first before they come back to mine. “I really don’t know. Trust is a big thing for my father but… I can talk to him.”

I shake my head. “It’s okay. You don’t need to do that.” I look over at my friend’s two partners and smile with as much gusto as I can muster. “Thank you for dinner and I’m sorry that we ruined your announcement. I’m so happy for all of you, truly.”

Augustus smiles. “We know you are.”

Lance smiles, too, except his is more rigid than Aug’s. “It takes time to work out the kinks. This is just… a kink. You two will work it out.”

I blink at Lance, wise and thoughtful, yet I’ve never heard him speak more than a few words at once. “I hope so,” I tell him before giving my final goodbyes and leaving the restaurant.

Outside, I find the town car on the curb and climb in. With the partition still down, I tell the driver to take me home, then I slowly and carefully raise it before sobbing madly into my hands.

I cry until I’m home, and once inside, I cry there, too. I cry in bed with my knees to my chest, sucking up all his scents from his pillow, wondering how I could be so foolish, how I could think a man like Big Daddy would ever stand for hypocrisy and the silent treatment.

I hate feeling small, but tonight, in my California King, with my knees to my chest and my nose a running mess, I’ve never felt tinier.


chapter twenty-seven


quincey

I didn’t want her driving tearfully and emotionally, so I told her to take the town car home and I took her car.

It was a good choice for her. But not a good one for me.

Her scent lives everywhere inside this vehicle and my heart can’t take it. Not right now. I drive through town, back toward the office, and have the VIP valet park me. Riding the elevator up, memories of just an hour ago flash through my mind.

I just had her in her new office, on her new desk. And now… she’s home and I’m here.

The elevator doors open, and I ignore the office full of people and beeline to the back. Once in my office, Kennedy comes in, not needing to knock since I left the door open. I never leave the door open but my preoccupations consume me so much that I break my routine.

“Back so soon?” Kennedy asks as she slips some folders onto my desk.

Normally I’d say, I don’t know, I’m here aren’t I, but today, I don’t have it in me. I meet her eyes. “My daughter is pregnant.”

Ken’s face twists with concern, her mouth opening and closing without words. “Are—you’re happy or…” she volleys her head side to side just slightly. “Not happy?”

“Happy,” I confirm, my eyes going to the framed photo of us on the desk. “Very happy.” And yet, my face reads disdain, but Kennedy knows me well enough to not ask.

“Well let me know if you need anything,” she offers, but on her way out, I stop her.

She knew the old me. She hasn’t met the man I’ve become and am actively working on. “Hey, Ken, thanks for everything, you know, all the time.”

Silence.

“What did you think of the office?” I ask her as I tip my head in the general direction of Winnie’s new office.

“Beautiful,” she says slowly. “You okay?”

I open my scotch drawer and pull out a glass and the bottle. “That’s Winnie’s office for her new business.” I pour a drink then take it, appreciative of the numbing burn. “She’s integrated with Parker & Pen in an effort to retain clients leaving marriages and starting businesses.”

Ken peeks out the cracked door then looks back at me. “You told me already. I saw her work, when she was working on that graduate project.” She nods knowingly. “Good stuff.”

“The best.”

Ken goes thoughtful for a moment and before she leaves she says, “This office could use more Winnies.”

The door closes, and I’m left knowing somehow exactly what she means. More Winnies would make the world a better place. To fuck up because you’re trying to love so many people, remain loyal to so many… I shake my head, angry at myself for being so angry with her.

From my pocket, my cell rings. Brielle’s name fills the screen but I don’t feel like talking, so I don’t accept the call. I can’t help but look at the photo on my desk, much younger versions of ourselves, before my walls were completely up and stoniness took over.

Brielle was always such a rule follower, and a good girl in general. She tried hard in school, she kept her room clean—so clean that our housekeepers often joked that they got paid for doing very little, as Brielle often cleaned the home in her downtime. She was always so good, and I rode her so hard.

At the time, riding her hard, in my mind, equated to her having a better life. If I was tough on her, she would learn to work hard and be strong, both things she’d need to be to make it in this world. Without her mother, I thought she’d especially need to toughen up and learn that life is unfair and the only way to compensate is hard, hard work. Financial security. A fruitful career.

My office chair creaks as I tip forward, collecting the silver frame in my hands. Looking more closely, I see Brielle’s smile doesn’t reach her eyes. In fact, nothing about her body language or expression says “I love my dad” or “I love my life.” Her face is the depiction of endurance, withstanding, getting the fuck by. My stomach sinks as I replace the frame on my desk.

She didn’t need to be ridden hard and disciplined and micromanaged. She needed to be hugged. To be heard and loved. To have warm arms wrap her up and assuage her fears, calm her worries, soften the sharp pains of grief that intermittently stab anyone who has lost a loved one.

She needed a father.

And I wasn’t there, not in the way I should have been. My priorities were out of whack and when I look back on all of it, I can’t help but think that I should have been seeing Dr. Wilder back then.

I think about Brielle confiding in Winnie, and how I reacted as if she were trying to be manipulative and divisive. That she’d hand over a piece of huge information to one of the only people she’s ever loved under the guise of destroying her friend and myself.

Why would I ever think Brielle would intentionally do that?

Because I would do that. Because I have been, for many years, the type of man that does whatever he needs to achieve what he wants. I’m not even talking about the lawyer in me, either. The man I let myself become was a bully. Arrogant. Borderline spiteful.

Of course Brielle shared the news with Winnie. They’ve been best friends for years and who came between them? I did. I threatened the best relationship both of them have ever had. All she was trying to do was feel like she didn’t lose her friend. And Winnie, a woman who essentially raised herself due to tragedy in her youth, was merely doing the same. Hanging on, finding hope, wishing for peace with her best friend.

It doesn’t matter that conversations between all of us could have been prevented today. That dialoguing with me over the secret could have saved us a week of agony. There’s no question in my mind whether both Brielle and Winnie are thinking about all the ways this could have gone down better. Of course they are.

The truth is, none of this would have happened if I would have been a better father and a better partner.

This is on me.

All of it.

And I plan to make it fucking right.

I lift the handset and hit the speed dial for Kennedy. She answers not a moment later. “This is Kennedy.”

“You know,” I say, thinking aloud. “In the past I probably would have said, ‘I know this is Kennedy because I called you.’”

She snorts. “Yeah, you would have.”

I click my tongue, still staring at the photo of myself and my daughter. “I’m… I will be working on that. And I’m sorry for being an asshole for years. That’s a me thing, not a you thing.”

Kennedy’s laugh is so organic that I can’t help but crack a smile, even though I know it’s at my own expense. “Oh, I know it’s a you thing. But…” she trails off, her laughter, too. “Thank you.”

I clear my throat. “I need a big favor.”
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The sound of the phone ringing in my ear has my gut tight, sweat forming above my brows. She tried calling me and I, like I always have, ignored her. Why should she answer now? I don’t blame her if she⁠—

“Dad?” Brielle picks up, out of breath as if she ran to answer it.

“Brielle, do you have a few minutes?” I feel guilty even asking because I know I don’t deserve it. This was her big news day, and I made it about me. Jesus, women really are right about men.

“Yeah, just, let me—hey, it’s my dad. I’m gonna pop into the office, get the sunlight up and mount those studio lights up. I want them to be cool, up to 8500k. I’ll be back.” Heels click and voices whirr, and my chest tightens, listening to my daughter own her work space with confidence and authority. She has become the woman I dreamed of in so many ways and yet, it’s all her. She made it despite me, not because of me. And I see that now.

“Dad, listen⁠—”

“No,” I start, my tone stern and unrelenting, giving way to more emotion than I had intended. “Brielle, don’t apologize. You did nothing wrong. I’ve been the one doing it wrong for years.”

The line floods with tension-filled silence.

“I thought… I thought what you needed was a stern hand to keep you focused, that if I allowed you to grieve for too long, you’d lose ambition and drive and… I don’t know. I honestly don’t know what I thought anymore. Because now, looking back, it all seems so stupid.”

Brielle sighs. “I know you always wanted the best for me, even if you were overbearing. And an asshole most of the time.”

“A father should never be an asshole to his child, Brielle. I am, from the bottom of my heart, so sorry. I hold so much regret.”

“I know you do, Dad.”

I shake my head, sifting my hands through my hair, pulling at the ends as fire spreads through my body, leaving me uneasy and anxious. “It’s not fair, the way I raised you.”

“I had everything I ever wanted,” she argues.

“You didn’t have the father you deserved.”

Silence stretches between us again before she says quietly, “I do now. Dr. Wilder is helping us. And the truth? Winnie is changing you.”

“She has,” I admit, my chest softening at the sound of her name. I miss her. I devoured her like an animal then exploded on her and left. Guilt swarms my collar, leaving my neck hot.

“I shouldn’t have told Winnie. I realize that asking her to keep something from you puts us all in terrible positions.”

“I know why you did. I understand it, Brielle. It was me who needed to understand and see it from your eyes, and hers too. And I have. I understand it now. And you don’t need to be sorry.”

In the background, the door opens. “You okay, B?” Lance asks.

“Tell him I’m sorry about lunch,” I tell my daughter, then say, “you know what? I’ll call them tonight. I feel like an asshole.”

She laughs, and the sound of it gives me hope that we’ll be okay. “Okay, call them. But have you called Winnie yet?”

“No. And I’m not going to,” I tell her, checking my cell phone to see if Kennedy has texted yet. Three minutes ago she did, saying everything is ready. “I’m going home now. And I know she’s there. I need to apologize in person.”

“She feels so bad about lying to you for a week,” Brielle says, “and I feel bad because it was my fault. I plan on asking Dr. Wilder if I was subconsciously trying to sabotage your relationship, by the way.”

I can’t help but laugh at that. “You don’t have a mean bone in your body, Brielle. You were trying to hold onto the most meaningful relationship you had, and I was threatening that.”

Brielle must rise, because I hear her heels clacking through her office, followed by a door opening, then more clickety clack. “I gotta go Dad. I’m running this thing on my own today. But I love you and I am sorry, even though you don’t think I should be, I am. Okay? Truly.”

“Thank you for being the best daughter that I’ve never deserved. And by the way, I am so excited to watch you become a mother. You’re going to be great.”

“Don’t make me cry, Grandpa.”
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“Everything you asked for,” Kennedy says, swiping the back of her hand along the traces of sweat on her forehead. I glance behind her to the porch and driveway full of roses, a dozen paid movers standing by. The night Winnie was drunk, she told me that her dream man would profess his love for her in a room full of roses. I may have already told her I love her, but I don’t think there’s a limit to how often I can show her.

“Thank you, Kennedy. I appreciate all of your hard work.”

She nods, then stares at the closed front door a minute before her eyes lift to mine, visibly nervous. “You’re filling your own home with roses,” she states.

I smile. “Winnie will be my wife one day. These roses are to apologize to her for being an asshole.”

Kennedy smirks. “I thought you two were an item but… I gaslighted myself into thinking I was seeing things that weren’t there.”

“Why?”

“Because you don’t do relationships. Not that I’m aware of at least,” she says, looking back at the sea of soft crimson petals. “But this is you in love, huh?”

“This is me head over fucking heels.” A thought crosses my mind, so I add, “But she earned that job and that office. That wasn’t just because I love her and want to see her thrive. That’s because she’s talented, works hard and deserves it.”

Kennedy squints. “That goes without saying.”

I nod. “Thank you. And thank you again for everything. Take the rest of the day off if you’d like.”

“I would very much like but Pen is holding a new client meeting in an hour and a half and I think we both know that running a meeting on his own is a terrible idea.”

She works her way through the roses, down the porch steps to the Wheel Get You waiting for her. “Good luck. But something tells me you don’t need it. Roses are a girl’s best friend.”

I cock a brow as I put my hand on the knob and push open my front door, the scent of Winnie trailing out, making my chest tight. My slacks, too. “I thought that was diamonds?”

She winks. “Those, too.”

I wait for her Wheel Get You to pull away, and enter the house, leaving the door open. The delivery men know what they’re supposed to do, and they know they need to be quiet. I correctly assumed that Winnie would be tucked away in bed for the rest of the day after the exhaustive and emotionally destructive lunch I put her through.

As I head down the hall, I loosen my tie and try to calm my nerves. I’m not used to being nervous. Even in the courtroom, I’m filled with adrenaline, never nerves. I hate being nervous.

At the master bedroom door, I stop and turn, looking down the hall to the open space, watching the men walk quietly with armfuls of roses. They place vases on the ground, on the countertops, on chairs, they toss petals—roses are everywhere. It’s perfect.

Knocking softly first, I enter, closing the door behind me. In the middle of our bed, Winnie is tucked beneath the duvet, her knees to her chest, curls strewn over my pillow. She’s facing the wall, but turns and sits up when I cross the room to the edge of the bed.

“Quincey?” she asks, scrambling to right herself under the mountain of covers. Her eyes are red rimmed, her nose pink, too. She gets to her knees and moves toward me across the mattress but stops, her chin trembling. “I’m so sorry about everything,” she starts, unsure and nervous. I fucking hate seeing her this way and more so, I hate that I made her this way.

I take her face in my hands and stare down into her tearful eyes. “It’s my fault. Everything is my fault. I should have been a better father, and a better partner. I should have listened more and talked less, and had I done those things, we wouldn’t be here.”

“No,” Winnie starts, attempting to shake her head in my grasp, but I don’t let her. I place my thumb over her full lips, gently silencing her.

“Yes. Brielle told you not to hurt me or break us apart but she told you because she loves you. And you’re her best friend. And she felt like I almost took you from her. She was trying to save one of her most important relationships. And you were doing the same. It was never about me. It was about the two of you trying to hold onto the love you’d built, and I made it about me, because that’s what I do.”

I lean down and seal the admission with a kiss, sweeping my tongue along hers, my skin sizzling as she moans for me. “You wanted to do right by Brielle, and I get that. I’m sorry you were in a position where you felt you had to choose. That won’t ever happen again.” I kiss her again, and she loops her arms around my neck, her fingers playing with the hair that falls over my collar. My cock thickens.

“I’ve missed you, baby. I’ve missed you so much. I was going out of my skull all week,” I tell her in between kisses. “And I’m sorry. I’m sorry for pressuring you about Brielle, for not taking the time to understand that you love and need her the same way you love and need a partner.”

She nods, tears slipping through her thick, dark lashes. “Have you talked to Brielle?”

“Yes,” I tell her, “And we’re going to continue therapy but I told her the same thing. I told her this issue starts and ends with me. Okay? I mean that. You have nothing to be sorry about and neither does she.”

“I could have just said, hey, I’m keeping a secret for Brielle, I can’t tell you, don’t push it,” she starts, shaking her head, guilt eating up every free thought, I can see it in her eyes. I slide one hand to her throat and grip it with force, taking her eyes by storm.

“Don’t. Don’t take any blame here. Had you done that, I would have harassed you until you told me. Okay? Then you’d feel terrible, like you chose me over her. So don’t play that game. This is my fault. Not yours. Not my daughter’s. Mine.”

She nods, and slides her palms down my bicep and forearm until her hands cover my hand on her throat. “I’ve missed you so much.”

“I ate you out this morning,” I remind her with a smirk.

She shakes her head, her entire body breaking out in a needy tremble. “I’ve felt lost without you this week. I don’t care if we had ten minutes together this morning. And anyway, mid-morning feels like years ago.”

She plucks my fingers free from her neck and falls back into the bed, still wearing the dress she had on this morning. Spreading her knees, she pulls the hemline back, exposing her bare pussy to me. “I obeyed.” Reaching out, she slowly drags a fingertip around her blooming clit. “No panties.”

I adjust the tie at my throat, releasing it, and tossing it aside. “I’m still hungry.”

Winnie giggles, and just as I’m above to dive in, I remember the roses. The grand gesture. I outstretch my hand to her. “C’mon. I’ll feast in a minute.”

Her brows pull together, but she slides her palm into mine and lets me gently pull her off the bed, to her feet. At the doorway, I stop us and face her.

“You told me once that the man you fall in love with will fill a room with roses, profess his love to you and fuck your brains out. Do you remember that?”

Dark curls frame her face, and the midday light drips through the sky window, giving her the most erotic and angelic look. I can’t believe this woman is mine.

“I remember,” she nods. I open the door and take her by the waist, guiding her out in front of me, toward the living space. I blink my eyes at how bright the room is. Roses everywhere, more than I even expected.

Winnie stops in her tracks, looking down at a velvety petal sticking out from between her toes. Never occurred to me to think of feet sexually until Winnie, and now, as she flexes her toes and the petal moves, I get brick fucking hard.

She looks up, surveying the space again with tears in her eyes. “You did this?”

“I told Kennedy and she paid the florists in our area, and then a crew of men to get them in here,” I admit.

“You remembered I said that and you orchestrated this, for me,” she says breathlessly, spinning to face me.

“I love you, Winnie.” I scoop her up, and hold her to my chest, her feet tangling in a bouquet of roses. “Thank you for loving me, too.”

Tears stain her cheeks but she smiles, whispering, “Take me to our room now,” she nearly pleads, dropping her voice when she adds, “Big Daddy.”

“No,” I retort with a smirk. “You’re going to look beautiful surrounded by red roses as you’re coming on my cock and crying out my name. I have to see that. It’s too beautiful to pass up.”

“Put me down then,” she quips, wiggling against my chest. God I’ve missed this—the feel of her in my arms, her breath flanking my lips, her curls tickling my cheek. I lower her to her feet and watch with rapt focus as she does a slow little strip tease, lifting her dress over her head while swaying amongst the sea of roses.

“Bet you wish I had little panties on right about now, so I could yank them off and shove them in your mouth, hmm?” she teases, lifting the dress over her head to expose the succulent terrain of her body. My mouth waters and my groin pounds, my cock’s needs echoing through my veins, filling me with ferocity.

I reach into my pocket and pull out the panties I tore from her body only this morning, the same ones I stuffed into her mouth when she came. She didn’t notice but I pocketed them as I wiped my cum from the floor. I’ve been touching them all day. Rubbing the satin between my thick fingers beneath the cover of my slacks, my own dirty little secret. It made me hard every time I did it.

“Big Daddy,” she gasps playfully in a way that makes my dick weep for her. “You pervert.”

“Hmm,” I groan, working the buttons of my shirt in a vertical line until I reach my belt. “And you’re this pervert’s little slut, isn’t that right, baby?”

She drops to her knees in front of me, opening her mouth wide. I stare down the pink void of her throat while I pull my cock from my slacks.

“I want my cum in your pussy, but I can’t resist this mouth,” I groan, sliding my fingers into her silky curls, tipping her head back. Her hands reach for my cock but I shake my head. “Hands at your sides, baby. This mouth is mine to fuck.”

She places her hands at her sides, fingertips lost in red rose petals.

With one hand still holding her hair off her face, I curl the other at the base of my cock, dragging my head along the curve of her lips, leaving them glistening.

“Lick your lips,” I tell her, watching her eyes flutter closed as she discovers the precum I gifted her. “Now open up.”

Her eyes trained on mine as I slide my cock onto her tongue has me clenching my ass. “Fuck, baby, you are so hot.”

Her lips seal around my length, color draining from my knuckles as I intensify my grip, pushing her down. Her gurgles and gasps have my balls thrumming. Up and down, I move her head on my cock until it feels too damn good. Pulling her off, I place my palms on either side of her face, resting my thumbs on the hollows of her cheeks. “Ready?” I ask, her eyes still on mine. She nods and I thrust my hips forward, plunging my cock deep into her tight little throat.

“Mmm,” she coos around my cock, saliva threading between her bottom lip and the floor, turning the bright petals the color of wine. Fucking hot.

I work my hips and keep my eyes on her as she blinks up at me, tears running free as she sucks me, letting me fuck her throat. “Fuck, baby,” I groan, pulling her off my dick because I need a break.

She smirks up at me. “I never thought I’d want to be anyone’s slut, but now I think I’d die if I couldn’t be yours.” Holy fuck. In forty-eight years, no one has ever told me they’d die if they couldn’t be my slut and misogyny be damned, hearing her say that is fucking hot.

Bending down, my cock sticking out like a flag pole, I yank her off the ground and make my way through the sea of roses to the kitchen counter where I set her down. She opens her legs for me, her saliva from sucking me glistening on her tits.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I tell her, lining my cock up at her soaked entrance. God she’s drenched for me, and it makes my chest tighten at the sight. I plunge deep inside of her, our groans of relief commingling as I tip her back and suck her bare breast into my mouth. Even in a sheen of sweat she tastes sweet, like cherries and vanilla.

Winnie’s back arches as my hips rove between her spread legs, and nothing has ever felt so right. I’ve never been so deep.

“Fuck,” I groan, thrusting, thrusting, moaning. “You feel so perfect. You’re so fucking tight.”

Her ankles link at my tailbone as she lifts her head off the counter, roses stuck in her hair, her cheeks flush from arousal and exertion. I knew fucking in these roses would be goddamn perfect.

“Tight for you Big Daddy,” she whimpers, adding, “but so empty. I’m so, so empty.” I bring my face to hers, leaving her breast for the time being. I could suck them all day I swear to God.

“Say that again,” I tell her, my voice hoarse and rough.

“I’m so empty,” she moans, wiggling her cunt down on my cock as I attempt to give myself a minute. “I hope you fill me up. I hope you put a baby in me, Big Daddy.” She drags her tongue along the curve of my earlobe, sending fire down my spine, my balls fucking pounding.

Standing up straight, my hair falling over my eyes, sticking in the sweat on my brow, I thrust into her, memorizing the sight of her bare body engulfed in roses. Her tits bounce with each thrust, plucky little nipples staring back at me, begging me to return to them. But I keep fucking her with my eyes on hers, loving the way she boldly holds eye contact.

Her breathing intensifies as her nostrils flare, and once her eyes flutter closed I know I’ve got her right there. Another thrust and she’s clenching all around me, her wet pussy milking my cock for everything she can get.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chants, grabbing her breasts as she orgasms, electricity snaking through me at the feel of her. “Fill me up, Big Daddy,” she breathlessly begs, “please. Please, oh god, please,” she cries.

“Here it comes,” I groan as I clench my stomach and slow my strokes, glancing down at the place where my body infiltrates hers. The trunk of my cock is coated in cream, and the sight of her cum on my cock sends me over the finish line. “Take it, Winnie, take all of it,” I groan as the first shot tears out of me. She bites her lip as the second and third shots flood her walls and channel, and I start to move my hips, fucking it into her as I fill her more and more.

“Take it and keep it, you want to, don’t you? You’re my little cum slut, aren’t you, Win? Hmm?” I whisper, sliding my hands to her inner thighs, keeping her spread wide as I shove the last of my load deep inside her fertile cunt.

She only hums, propping herself up onto her elbows to peer down where we connect. The trunk of my cock throbs, bobbing gently as I empty myself into her entirely. Reaching down, she strokes the base of my cock before bringing her fingers to her lips, pushing them onto her tongue with a soulful moan.

“Fuck, Win,” I exhale, still slowly pumping because I never want to leave this warm, tight heaven. “You look beautiful in these roses.”

I can’t help but loop one of her curls around my finger, giving it a tug.

“You like sucking my tits,” she says, gripping me as she slowly scoots back, taking me out of her. Cum spills onto the rose petals, splashing up her thighs and onto the counter. There’s so much of it that she laughs.

“It was a long week,” I comment.

“I noticed when you came all over my office floor.” She cocks a brow as she slowly starts working my softening, sticky cock.

“What are you doing?” I ask, my brain still woozy from the incredible afternoon and intense and beautiful orgasm. Never thought an orgasm could be beautiful but this one… watching her writhe in an ocean of vibrant rose petals. Fuck me.

She releases me, scooting back further, a salacious smile twisting her lips. She places her bare feet on the counter, moving her toes through the cum that spilled between us.

“Giving you the Winnie Collins special,” she teases, extending her legs to bring her feet to each side of my cock.

My cock stiffens at the sight. Okay, so I’m a fucking foot guy.

“I don’t like that those men thought about you doing this to them,” I groan, her FeetFans site flashing through my mind as a spike of jealousy irrationally pirouettes through me.

She giggles as she curves her toes along the ribbed crown of my cockhead, making my head fall back. “Fuuuck,” I groan, surprised at how good it feels already. I can’t usually pull the trigger back-to-back, but with Winnie, anything feels possible with my cock. She’s that tempting and gorgeous.

“Thought about, that’s the key word. Thought. Not did. I never physically did anything with anyone. Just videos, calls and photos. You know this Big Daddy, don’t get all jealous now,” she chides as she slides the balls of her feet slowly down my shaft, kneading my heavy balls with her toes for a moment before working her way back up.

“Fuck,” I groan again, suddenly incapable of anything but the one word.

“You can do it. You can come again for your cum slut, can’t you Big Daddy?” she purrs, dark curls going everywhere as she tips her head forward, locking her eyes on my dick. Fuck, this whole thing is so hot, even though this is round three for the day, I don’t think I’m gonna make it long.

“I love your dirty fucking mouth,” I growl, thrusting my hips, sending my cock between her cum-slick feet. “I love that you love being my slut,” I admit, pumping faster as she works her feet around my crown, moving the pad of one over my slit. Her feet are so soft and she works my cock so well. “Fuuuck,” I groan, yet again reduced to the singular expression at her helm.

“Big Daddy’s little cum slut,” she moans as she begins writhing in the roses, petals falling over her breasts and throat as she fucks my cock harder with her feet. Petals cling to her curls and eyelashes as she draws them in over herself, looking like a snow angel in all the crimson. Her toes knead my balls, and my periphery blurs as yet another orgasm crests. My stomach clenches and my ass tightens, and as if she senses it’s coming, she moves her toes over my cockhead again and again, teasing me in the eleventh hour.

“Winnie…” I moan, and just as her toes move down my shaft, the first ribbon of cum belts free, coating the petals on the counter, splashing onto her still bare cunt. “Shit,” I groan as she continues working my cock with the arches of her feet, milking me for shot after shot of hot, pearly cum. When the last drop oozes from my head, journeying down the throbbing veins on my shaft, she steals her feet away, moving them through the new load on the counter.

“That was hot,” she breathes, cheeks flushed.

I shake my head. “Next time, I wanna record that. Fuck me, baby,” I sigh, tucking my sticky dick away as I move to the sink, gathering a rag and dampening it. First, I clean her up, then I clean up the counter, throwing away the soiled roses and petals. Still naked but now standing, Winnie grins mischievously.

“What?”

She presses her hands beneath her chin, blinking. “I wanna go see my new office again!”


chapter twenty-eight


winnie

One month later

“He said that?” I balk, leaning back in my chair. My lower back is fucking killing me, but it’s a good thing. I’ve been at the office nearly fourteen hours a day. Backache from a thriving new business? I’ll take it.

Corinne purses her lips with satisfaction, nodding. “Yep. And then he said, she was nothing to me. And I said, ‘you don’t get nothing pregnant!’” She dusts her hands together. “The trash stays out.”

I nod. “Hell yes it does.”

She adjusts the pens in the decorative vase on my desk. “He even called Quincey to see if Quincey could talk to you to talk to me.”

I can’t help but laugh at that. “Well, that worked well considering Q never even mentioned it.”

“He didn’t mention it to me either,” Corinne laughs, “Michael told me in one of his many desperate voicemails.”

I roll my eyes. “Too late, Mike.”

“Way too late,” she says. I hit print and nod toward the printer on the back wall of my office, and she gets to her feet to collect the papers. She sifts through them, nodding, her eyes wide.

“Perfect. Beautiful. I love it,” she says, sighing dreamily as she sinks back into her chair across from me.

“I’m glad you’re happy with it and also, I just want to tell you, I’m so proud of you Corinne. It’s so rare when a small business booms and blooms, and to be opening your second store front in less than a year is seriously amazing. Unheard of amazing levels.”

Corinne slips the printed papers into a blue plastic folder, then slides that one into a bigger folder containing color-coordinated papers. I watch her get her things organized, check her day planner, then respond to a few messages on her phone.

She put her faith and trust in me when I was just a grad student, and she has a lot to do with the reason why I have a thriving business, too.

Despite the ache in my back, my chest squeezes as I watch one of the most loyal and hard working women I know twist her hair and clip it.

“Okay well I’m gonna head out,” she says, rolling on berry colored lipstick.

“Thank you for believing in me. You know, you’re a lot of the reason I’m here,” I tell her, ignoring the sudden emotional knot clogging my throat.

“Ditto,” she beams, sliding her shoulder bag onto her arm. “Okay, talk soon. In fact,” she says, lifting the sleeve on her Chanel suit coat to glance at her watch. “I’ll call in two hours after I email over everything else, sound good?”

I nod. “Sure. I’m going to the doctor’s office with Brielle at eleven but it shouldn’t take long.”

Corinne smiles. “Okay, talk soon.” She leaves the door open behind her, and a moment later, Pen wanders in.

I don’t hate Pen the way Quincey does. I’m not as annoyed by him as Quincey is either. But, to be fair, Pen does have a way of getting under your skin and being completely blind to all the hints you drop for him to leave. Still a great lawyer.

“Corinne is really thriving,” he says, peering up at the framed graduate degree hanging from the wall. Big Daddy framed it, surprising me by having both of my degrees framed and hung. “So are you, it would seem.”

“I thrive, we thrive,” I say, always continually reminding the men of Parker & Pen that I’m not a threat. Fuck, I’m not even a lawyer, but if you put a woman in an office, that’s enough to make their hackles rise.

“That’s right,” he says, shoving his hands in his pockets as he cruises around my office.

“Did you need something?” I ask, crossing my legs, wishing he’d leave so I can unbutton this snug ass pencil skirt and put my feet on my desk in privacy.

“Actually,” he says, turning to face me. “I was wondering⁠—”

“What do you want?” Big Daddy barks from the doorway, eyeing Pen like he’s a criminal on the loose.

“Just seeing if Win could work up a business card design for me. I’m tired of my current cards,” Pen replies immediately while also moving toward the door.

“Use VistaPrint,” Big Daddy barks.

“Quincey,” I chide, frowning at him. “I can make you a new card. Email me cards you like, okay?” I say to Pen, smiling.

Pen raps his knuckles on the door frame on his way out. “Will do. Thanks, Win.”

Big Daddy grabs Pen’s arm by the bicep before he can get too far. “Winnie. Winnie,” he pronounces, heavily enunciating the last syllable of my name. Pen shakes his arm free, glaring at Quincey before striding away.

He closes the door behind him. “Where does he get off calling you Win?” he balks, striding toward my desk where he immediately lifts me from my chair, placing himself in the seat and me in his lap. His cock pokes into my ass.

“Does arguing with Pen get you hard?” I tease, tugging on his silk tie, feeding my fingers through the soft peppered strands along the side of his head.

“Keeping men away from you gets me hard,” he growls into my mouth before biting my bottom lip, sucking me into an aggressive, passionate kiss.

He growls as I push against him but eventually, I slide out of his lap, onto my feet. “I can’t. I have to meet Brielle uptown at her doctor’s appointment, remember?”

Quincey adjusts his cock in his slacks with pout. “Why can’t Lance and Augustus go? I wanna fuck you,” he whines.

I tap my gold watch, the one he gifted me last week for giving him a foot job that made him nearly melt. “I told you; they’ve got a meeting with the sex toy company they’re partnered with. They can’t miss it.”

He adjusts himself again, then fixes his hair. I love watching Big Daddy right himself. “Well, I’ll blow off my 11 o’clock and come with you.”

My brow falls flat. “They do a vaginal ultrasound at this appointment,” I deadpan.

“Ugh,” he groans. “Never mind. I guess I’ll just stay here and work.”

I grin, reaching past him to gather my purse and phone. “Oh, poor Big Daddy, having to stay in his high-rise and do lawyer things.” I stick my lip out in a pout. “It’s so hard to be you.”

He grabs his cock through his slacks, his head visible against the fabric. “Very fucking hard,” he teases drily.

“C’mon. Walk me to the elevators and kiss me goodbye,” I say, wiggling my fingers at him. My bare fingers, I might add. He gets up, trudging toward me, still using one of his monstrous hands to adjust his even more monstrous erection. Sliding his hand in mine, I slide mine out, letting it flop dramatically to my side.

“Geez,” I hum, lifting my hand, turning it over, studying it. “It slipped right out of yours. I guess there’s nothing for you to hold onto, hmm,” I say wryly, my eyes sliding to Big Daddy’s.

Dark eyes narrowed, his lips quirk as he clamps his hand around mine with force, making me squeal. “Don’t you start with me Winnie. You know you’ll be my wife. I just haven’t found the ring yet.”

He walks me from the office to the elevator, pressing his lips against my throat to say goodbye. My pussy flutters from the gesture, and when he steps back, a rush of his cologne, sandalwood and leather, engulfs me.

“I’ll miss you,” I tell him.

He winks, and heads back to his office. The doors close, and now my mind shifts to Brielle, my best friend, and her very first ultrasound ever.

I’m going to be there for it, and a month ago, I wasn’t sure we’d ever be friends again. I couldn’t be happier.
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Dr. Manning slides the vaginal ultrasound wand out of Brielle, and she exhales with relief.

She adjusts the little paper pillow beneath her head, blonde hair spilling down the sides of the bed. “How come I can have sex with a dick bigger than that, but the ultrasound wand turns me into a virgin?” she asks. “That thing makes me want to close up shop!”

The doctor chuckles, peeling off her purple rubber gloves, disposing of them on her way to the computer in the corner of the room. “It’s the coldness, and I think because there isn’t a smooth end.” She types for a second then glances back at us. “The next evolution of vaginal wands will have a head on them, or be shaped as a phallus.”

I laugh at that, and so does Brielle. “That would make sense. You don’t make a rectangular peg for a circular hole.”

Dr. Manning laughs. “You can wipe up and get your clothes back on, I’ll be back in a minute, okay?” she slips out the door and I turn away, letting Brielle get cleaned up.

“I can’t wait to see the pictures,” I tell her, staring at a chart of the female reproductive system that is laminated and hung on the wall.

“Same. I’m so, so excited,” Brielle says, getting to her feet to toss the crumpled napkins into the trash. She tugs on her Crave & Cure hoodie, and reties her sweatpants, stacking her arms behind her head as she lies back.

“So, are you and my dad… you know?” she wrinkles her nose, her face twisted in discomfort.

“Trying to have a baby?” I offer. “Well, we aren’t doing anything to stop it.”

“Did you quit your birth control?” she asks, sitting up.

I shake my head. “I never took it regularly before because I always made the guy wear a condom. Quitting was kind of… already happening.”

She nods, chewing the inside of her cheek.

“What?” I ask her.

“It’s weird to think you could have a baby with my dad. Your baby could be my sister. That’s wild, you know?” she asks, but I take the time to study her face, the way she moves her hands when she speaks, and how her tone never ebbs. She isn’t dreading the idea of her dad getting me pregnant the way I thought she would.

“You really wouldn’t be weirded out?” I ask, because I thought this would be our second hurdle, whenever it did happen.

She shakes her head. “You two are together. I can’t say I’ve accepted that if I secretly hope you don’t do couple things.” She nods staunchly. “I am excited for when it happens.”

I smile at her, and then Dr. Manning returns, a nurse in tow. The nurse gets to work, typing and clicking, using a huge mouse ball looking thing to scroll and click. A few minutes later, Brielle and I are both crying as we stare a white blob in the photo.

The doctor tells us the baby’s heartbeat is strong, that it’s too soon to know the gender, and that everything looks good. I listen while Brielle stares dreamily at the ultrasound photos, because I don’t blame her.

“Most of the first trimester symptoms ease up around week twelve, sometimes not until week fourteen or sixteen though,” Dr. Manning says while simultaneously noting things in her chart. “And how have your body aches been? When you came in at week six, you had a lot of body aches and fatigue. Have those subsided?”

Brielle volleys her head. “I could sleep at any time. My body is still killing me. My hips… my lower back, mostly, still going strong,” she says, then slides her hands over her non-existent belly, adding, “but for a good cause.”

The nurse cleans up the area as Brielle and Dr. Manning plan her next appointment, and I can’t help but think… My back has been hurting. I’ve been exhausted, too. The week that Big Daddy and I spent apart, I spent most of that time in bed. I thought it was sadness, avoidance and my SSRI’s potentially needing a dose change but now… “Holy crap.”

Dr. Manning, the nurse, and Brielle all swivel their heads to face me.

“What?” Brielle asks, a small dip of curiosity carved between her brows.

“Uhh…” I draw out, unwilling to toss the possibility out in the public. Not yet. And not here first, that’s for sure. “Just thinking about how cool ultrasound photos are,” I say, holding the stack of folded images.

Dr. Manning nods. “We’ve come a long way, indeed.”

A few minutes later, I’m dropping Brielle off at Crave and heading straight for the drug store on the corner near Parker & Pen.
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Locked in my en suite bathroom, I dump the plastic bag out over the sink. Boxes reading Clearblue, First Response, PregMate and the drug store off-brand stare back at me. They guarantee results faster than any other test or brand, all four of them. I snatch the Snapple bottle from the sea of boxes and crack the top, chugging the Trop A Rocka faster than I ever have before. After my eyes water through a brain freeze, I kick off my heels and jump in place a few times before I stop, wide eyed.

“Oh my God,” I breathe. I thought it was from Big Daddy ravaging them in our fuck session last night but now… I think my boobs are sore for other reasons. Snatching the Clearblue box, I continue jumping up and down as I tear it open, eventually fishing out a stick wrapped in foil. I tear that open too, still jumping, and do the same with the other three boxes. When my bladder finally feels a bit full, I’m out of breath and exhausted. Which I realize… is likely another sign.

Tugging up my skirt, I sit on the toilet and lower the plastic cup beneath me, my eyes closing with relief when I finally relax enough to pee. After washing up and following all the instructions, all four tests are laid out in a row on a sheet of toilet paper. Now, I wait.

I’ve always thought of becoming a parent as something that happens organically this way. I’ve never been one to want to plan this or even marriage. I can’t help but smile, knowing there is a very real possibility that I could be pregnant, and that if I am, Big Daddy will also be happy. He didn’t want to plan things traditionally either, because he did that the first time and it didn’t work out the way he’d hoped. Out of order, in chaos, we do things our way. And I love that for us.

With my back against the countertop, I take a deep breath and brace myself. If it’s positive, I’ll scream with excitement. Not only will Brielle and I be pregnant at the same time, but I’ll be starting my family. My mom was twenty-eight when she had me, and I’ll be around that age when the baby is born. I have my career, my man, my education—I’m as ready as I’ll ever be, truthfully.

If it’s negative, well, I’ll have… more time. More time to work on my little empire. Though, as I think about my work, I realize, it’s a beautiful thing that I can also do from home with a baby strapped to my tit. Okay well, if I'm not pregnant, I’ll just have more time in this beautiful office doing what I love. Will I be disappointed? I chew my bottom lip and find myself twirling a curl around my finger, the same way Big Daddy likes to do. God our kids would be beautiful. He’s tall and strong, his dark hair and dark eyes steal my breath away. I can’t help but envision babies with dark hair like his, curls like mine and bright green eyes, just like mine.

Fuck, now I’m smiling when I should be preparing myself for these tests being negative. Because if they are… that’s fine.

Is it?

My heart is racing and sweat is beading along my back beneath my dress. If it’s negative… a rush of nausea hits me, and I turn just in time to empty my stomach into the toilet bowl.

After rinsing my mouth, I take a deep breath and let my eyes slide to the tests, cautiously peering at just one of the digital screens.

PREGNANT.

The next screen.

PREGNANT.

The next test.

Two pink lines.

The last test.

Two pink lines.

Balling up my fist, I gently bite down and squeal as loud as I can within the small space. “Oh my god,” I breathe, my mind a rush of thoughts, my chest flooded with feelings.

“Hey!” a voice booms through the door, then knuckles pound the wood, and I know without a doubt, Quincey Parker is lurking on the other side of the bathroom door.

“I’m going pee!” I shout back.

“I heard you coughing. Did you get sick?” the knob rattles and I can’t help but roll my eyes.

“If I did, why would you want to come in?” I bark back, collecting the urine-soaked pregnancy tests with a tissue, then shoving them in the top drawer. Unlocking the door, I pull it open and Big Daddy steps inside, peering around as I once again roll my eyes.

“Why was the door locked?” he asks, collecting me in his arms. “And if you were sick, I’d want to be in here holding your hair.”

I sigh against his chest, because even though he’s overbearing and nosey, I love it. I wouldn’t have it any other way. “I was puking, if you must know.”

He steps back, his large hands wrapped gently around my biceps as he looks me up and down. “Are you sick? You don’t look ill,” he asks and comments.

“I’m kinda sick,” I say, biting my bottom lip as I hop onto the bathroom counter and spread my knees, allowing him to step between my legs.

He collects my curls in his hands and yanks my head back, exposing the place on my throat that he likes to kiss most. It’s my favorite place for him to kiss, too.

“Did you start feeling ill during Brielle’s appointment? How did that go?” he asks, scattering his words down my chest as he carves kisses out along my collarbone.

“Good,” I reply, running my hands up the back of his dress shirt. “Appointment was good.”

He nips under my chin, then kisses my lips before finding my throat again. “When did you start feeling ill?”

My lips curve into a private smile as he presses his lips to my throat repeatedly. “I only started noticing a few weeks ago, but I’ve technically had this condition for six weeks. Maybe a few more.”

Big Daddy pulls back, his eyes searching mine. “What’s wrong?” The panic in his voice sends a wiggle of delight through my belly. Not because I like seeing him panicked but because I know I get to squash the panic and replace it with something good. So, so good.

I tip my head to the drawer next to me and move my leg to give him access to it. “Why don’t you open the drawer and find out for yourself.”

He eyes me cautiously, completely unsuspecting because men are men, and reaches for the drawer. I keep my eyes on his face, watching his expression as he surveys the contents. His eyes go back and forth from the pregnancy tests to me a few times.

“Winnie,” he breathes, low and slow. Bumps break out along my arms and neck, and my eyes fill.

“Big Daddy.” I smile, letting a tear fall. “We’re pregnant.”

“Winnie,” he repeats, his eyes flitting between mine, nostrils flaring. “Oh my God.”

Wrapping his arms around me, I wrap mine around him, and we embrace slowly, tenderly. He strokes his fingers through my hair, lips pressed to my ear as he says, “I love you, and I can’t wait to do this with you.”

I’m blaming this baby for the tears, but his sweet words open the floodgate. He holds me in the bathroom, sitting at the sink, and we don’t come out for an hour, but it’s the most private, perfect, beautiful hour we’ve spent together. We share hopes, whisper sweet things, and bask in the love we’ve found together.

It sounds corny but I don’t care. I’ll be corny and blissfully happy any day of the week.

“Hey,” Big Daddy says, breaking through our silent spell of bliss. “You and Brielle will get to experience pregnancy together.”

I roll my eyes playfully. “Duh, I already thought of that.”

“It will be… unifying.” He smiles. “And you get to tell her. She’s gonna be excited, Win.”

I nod. “I know.”

Big Daddy wraps a curl around his finger and tugs gently, letting it spring free. “I can’t wait.”

“To tell Brielle?”

He shrugs, his posture suddenly relaxed, his expression passively happy. “That. Watching you grow our child, actually having the baby. Getting you pregnant again and again, playing good cop-bad cop with you when they’re older, all of it. I can’t wait.”

We kiss again, and Big Daddy puts his hand on my belly. “Thank you,” I whisper, “for everything but mostly for being an asshole who aggravated me enough to make me want to stomp down to your office and repay you. If you weren’t such a big thoughtful jerk, I never would’ve fallen in love.”

He smiles, rare and gorgeous. “You’re welcome.”


chapter twenty-nine


quincey

Two months later

There has never been a clinical term for anything that has aroused me until Winnie got pregnant.

At the very first doctor’s appointment we attended after discovering she was pregnant, we found out an approximate time of conception. Looking at the calendar, it was one of the times—if not the first time—we made love. We shared that information with the doctor and post labs and physical check, the doctor called Winnie fertile.

Fertile.

That word bricks me up. That word gets me rock fucking hard when I hear it and it is not a sexy word. At all. Fertile. Yet knowing my woman’s womb is the warm, fruitful holy land for my cum? Fuck me. I cannot stop seeing her in my mind when I’m on work calls or in meetings, the word “fertile” echoing through my mind as I imagine her on her back, legs spread, body open and willing.

“Mr. Parker?” Kennedy calls out, tearing me from my day dream. Jesus Christ, I’ve got zero business daydreaming in meetings with eight-figure clients. Pinching the bridge of my nose, I apologize, adding, “Can’t shake this headache.”

Lies.

Can’t seem to shake these filthy fucking thoughts about my pregnant girlfriend is more like.

“I’ll step out for painkillers?” she offers, but Pen comes through, getting to his feet, working the suit button at his gut.

“We’re through here,” he announces, moving around the room to shake hands with the clients, and I follow suit, eager to get the fuck out of this conference room.

Having Winnie in an office next to mine is such a great idea.

In theory.

Because in actuality, I can’t keep my filthy old man mind off of her. Before she was pregnant, it was largely the same but I did have small pockets of focus and productivity. Now? Knowing my son is growing inside of her? I can’t stop thinking of her. I can’t stop wanting to be near and next to her.

“Did you catch that?” Ken whispers in my ear after the others have huddled at the door to exit.

I shake my head. “What?”

She looks at the glob of businessmen, then back to me. “They’re having a business lunch. Do you want me to add two more seats, for you and Winnie?”

“Fuck no,” I hiss, reaching to adjust my cock before realizing I can’t do that just yet. Thank God I’ve begun going into meetings with my cock tucked into my belt. Otherwise, my daydreams would have me pitching tents for a group of non-campers. “Winnie and I are having lunch in her office.”

Kennedy’s cheeks fill with pink, and I let out a long sigh. “I’m sorry Ken, honestly. I thought the door was locked. I promise, that won’t happen again,” I tell her, apologizing yet again for her walking in on something that was relatively harmless, but something all three of us knew was leading to something very filthy.

I’ve become obsessed with all of Winnie, but her feet milk me in a way that spins me out, I swear. Kennedy popped into her office one day when I was on my knees next to Winnie, who was sitting at her desk. I had one of her heeled feet in my hand, just about to pop her Louboutin off and knead her feet. I love massaging them, knowing how they’re going to work my cock. It’s foreplay giving her a foot rub, I swear.

Ken knew it was gonna turn into something because I am not a man who gets on my knees. Not with that look in my eye, at least.

“It’s fine. I didn’t see anything,” she says, both of us leaving reality unspoken. Normally I’d say she just walked in on a man rubbing his pregnant girlfriend’s feet.

Normally.

But everyone loves Winnie. Including Kennedy. And the two of them have had girl lunches and long dinners, and Winnie has given Kennedy sexual advice on ways to spice up her eight-year marriage that has gone stagnant. She advised Ken to think outside the box, and suggested a few things, including feet.

Kennedy is smart.

And that is why she is currently flushing.

“Okay, well can I send an order out? Should I ask Winnie what she’s in the mood for?” Ken asks as the last of the men finally filter out.

I shake my head, licking my lips as saliva floods the hollow beneath my tongue. I know what I’m eating and I won’t have time for food. “No thanks, Ken. I appreciate it, though.”

I move for the door until I notice Kennedy isn’t moving.

“What?”

She smiles with a little shrug, finally moving toward me. “I’m just glad you met Winnie. You’re so much nicer now.”
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“Slow and sweet for me today?” she begs, pushing the strap of her tank off her shoulder, exposing dewy, golden skin.

I nod, my mouth completely fucking dry. I’ve seen her naked in every position imaginable but watching her strip always stops me in my tracks. “Jesus, Winnie, you’re a goddamn Queen. You’re so fucking gorgeous.” I grab my cock through my slacks, shaking the rigid length with a groan. “Look what you do to me, and you aren’t even naked yet.”

Her full lips curve into a seductive smile, her curly hair up in a messy bun that I fucking adore. When she starts to shimmy her tank top down, first exposing swollen, bare breasts to me, my heart rate jumps. Her tits are so much bigger already, at just five months pregnant. I can’t wait to see them when she’s full term, and better yet, nursing. I grip my shaft through the Italian fabric, tugging myself like a horny teen.

I know what’s coming next, and I stroke a few times extra, mouth parted, eyes fixed. Another push and the tank is banded at her hips, putting her beautiful belly on full display.

My boy is in there.

We found out at sixteen weeks; we’re having a boy. I’m going to have a son. Winnie is giving me a son. I still get emotional thinking about this season of my life, and how lucky I’ve become.

“Fuck, baby, that belly is so hot,” I groan, no longer satisfied with touching myself over my clothes. After getting my pesky belt open and my fly down, I reach into my pants and free the monster, tugging on him a few times until opaque cream bubbles up then drips from the head.

Winnie loves watching me touch myself, and in the early weeks of pregnancy, when she was sicker than a dog, sometimes she’d just want me to jerk off for her. In forty-eight years I’d never done that before, but I fucking love watching her watch me.

She sighs, curling her pointer finger at me, coaxing and calling me toward her, nipples stiffening.

When I’m near enough, she takes me by the neck tie, yanking me toward her. Our mouths come together, her hands move through my hair as my palms cover her breasts, our desires passing between us in heated moans and slurred words.

She moves to the desk, and I help her on top, shoving everything irrelevant to the floor, making her giggle. Climbing over her, I slide my hard cock against her full belly as I suck her breast into my mouth, nibbling on the pointed tip as her spine curves and she slaps at my shoulders.

“Yes, oh god,” she moans, feeding her fingers through the back of my hair, holding my head to her breast. My other palm blankets her free breast, kneading it gently as I suckle and nibble, her moans feeding my ego and desires. I thrust against her, the tightness of her round belly making me harder each thrust.

“Fuck! I love your body, you’re so fucking sexy, Win,” I groan, moving my mouth to her other breast, still holding myself above her on my elbow. A bead of creamy goodness appears at the peak of her breast, and I seal my mouth over it, my eyes rolling shut as the sweet flavor explodes on my tongue.

We learned that the more I suck, the sooner the milk comes in. And I’ve been enjoying myself thoroughly. It’s only a few drops but fuck, it has me excited for the future. I love that she urges me to drink her, too. It’s so fucking hot.

“Oh yes, Big Daddy,” she chants, her voice not much more than a wobbly whisper. We’ve perfected keeping it office-level volume.

My cock aches against the hard ridge of her belly, and I know if we keep this up, I’ll be painting her instead of pleasing her. Slowly, I climb off and bring her off the desk with me. Yanking her skirt down, she splays her hands over her desk and bends, giving me access to her bare pussy and full ass. I get on my knees, dig my fingers into her perfectly plump cheeks, her skin so velvety my mouth fills with saliva, and spread her open. Dragging my tongue up her cunt, she moans, slapping at the desk, her head falling forward.

“Oh my god, I’m so sensitive, I’m so swollen, Q,” she moans, the use of my real name but still a nickname making my cock weep. I love when she calls me Big Daddy, but when she calls me Q, it feels intimate, like what my wife would say as I fuck her.

“Come on my face, Win, come on. Gush for me, Mama,” I groan, my heavy cock bobbing, slacks bunched around my thighs against the ground, on my knees. If anyone walked in…

“Yes, oh Q, yes, yes,” she moans, wiggling her cunt into my face, my nose pressed tight in her ass cheeks.

“C’mon, Mama,” I coax, knowing she loves when I call her that, that I made her that. Her hips roll then still, a final cry breaking free from her before she clenches around my tongue, coming in powerful waves, her ass puckering as she grinds against me. Her sweetness fills my mouth, and I swallow, trying my hardest not to come all over the floor… again.

“Fuck me now, please, Q, I need you inside me now,” she whimpers, because pregnant Winnie in the second trimester? Always horny.

I get to my feet, notch myself at her swollen entrance and slide deep inside, holding myself at the hilt as my eyes fall shut. “Fu-uu-uck!” I groan, my voice trembling from how warm and wet she is, how perfectly her cunt seizes up around my cock, threatening to make me spill.

“Touch me,” she whispers, pushing against me with her ass, sending the last inch of me just a bit deeper, nudging the softest, deepest spot inside her. Winnie whines, then begs again, “touch me, Q.”

When I took her from behind, both of us got off rubbing her belly. Something about feeling what we created gets her needy, and turns me to goddamn steel. I place my hands on the sides of her belly, carefully moving them everywhere, slowly, memorizing every inch as I move my hips from behind.

Stroking in and out, I fuck her as I rub her, occasionally kneading her tits, filling my palms with a few stray drops of warm milk. “Hold my belly and rub my clit,” she breathes, her knuckles going white as she tips further over the desk, gripping as I rut into her harder and faster.

With one hand holding the bulk of her sexy, heavy belly, I move the other to her clit, stroking the swollen bead in tight circles, the way she likes.

“Oh yes, Q, fuck yes, baby, you make me feel so good,” she draws out, her voice thin, edges frayed.

“As soon as you give birth,” I groan, sliding inside of her, my cock swollen and thrumming, balls tingling with awareness that this is going to end soon. I’m close. “I’m gonna pump you full again,” I promise her, the pads of my fingers plucking at her swollen bud, making her moan. “I’m gonna keep you pregnant, baby, I’m gonna keep you bred. And I’m gonna get drunk off your tits and eat your pussy and keep you on my cock, happy and taken care of, aren’t I baby?”

Her head bobs up and down, fast, as she moans, “yes, yes, yes!”

“Q, I’m coming!” she moans, her cunt seizing around my cock, clenching and releasing, over and over, her words unintelligible, bordering on inaudible as she melts on my cock. “Hold it, Q, please,” she begs as she bounces herself on my length, taking her pleasure from me.

Riding it out, she slowly pushes me back and gets on her knees in front of me, sticking out her tongue. “I’m ready for it, Big Daddy.”

Oh yeah. Pregnant Winnie also loves facials.

I stroke myself just once. That’s all it takes. The first rope blankets her face, the next coats her chin and chest, and the last several coat her belly, shiny and smooth. When I’m nothing but twitches and grunts, I help her to her feet and begin guiding her to that bathroom for post-midday messy-nut clean up. Except she stops me, her other kink coming into play.

“Q,” she whimpers, “don’t forget.” She snatches her cell phone from her desk, and hands it to me. Sticking out her tongue, she brings her breasts together, and I step back, adding another photo of her cum-covered tits and belly to the camera roll. We’ve got quite the collection going, and it makes me hard to even think about all the filthy things hiding on our phones. Honestly. I don’t even have to see them and I’m hard. Merely imagining them does it.

Tucking myself away, I re-belt and button my shirt, watching her put her skirt back in place. “Thank you,” I tell her after replacing her cell on her desk and walking her to the en suite bathroom.

“For what?” she questions, pushing a stray curl back into her bun as I smooth a towel over her curves.

“For being a feral horndog with me, for letting me devour and ravage and smother you,” I tell her, sweeping the towel along her cheek, then down her chin and throat.

She smirks, that same smirk she gave me in Brielle’s apartment months back. “Anything for you, Big Daddy.”

I smack her ass as she washes her hands. “Fuckin’ right.”


chapter thirty


quincey

One year later

I catch another yawn with my hand before saying excuse me, again. Life with a six month old is full of yawns, but equally, full of understanding nods and relatable half-smiles.

“Well,” Pen says, haughtier than normal since he’s been running the meetings for the last seven months. “That’s a wrap, folks.” When Winnie went off work for her last month of pregnancy, I did too, turning day-to-day office decisions over to Pen and Kennedy. A full year of leave is something I offer to everyone in the office, not just because I’m the boss. Regardless, I took the time off to help her nest, and to watch her like a hawk.

Winnie, who attended this meeting as she’s now a shareholder of Parker & Pen, gets to her feet, stretching her arms over her head, making her sweater tighten around her milk-filled tits. She purposely sits across from me to make me drool, I swear.

“Great work today, Pen,” she says, a million-dollar smile stretching her lips. The very same lips that were wrapped around my balls on the drive to work, I might add. She places her hands on his chest, smoothing them over the lapel of his suit, and my chest tightens, my fists curling into balls at my sides as I get to my feet. “What is this fabric?” she asks, smoothing her hands over him way too fucking much.

Pen’s eyes go wide, and he casts a glance my way, where I stand fuming and angry. He steps away from her but she steps in, plucking invisible lint from his shoulder. “I love it, either way. It’s a great suit.” Her eyes slide to mine. “Really great.”

A growl rumbles and echoes through my chest, and I’m strutting toward her, nostrils flared, as Pen slips out of the room, leaving Winnie and I alone.

“My office,” I grit, “now.”

Her shiny heels click against the floor as she struts past me, dragging her fingernails over my cock. “Whatever you say, Big Daddy.”

We’ve no sooner taken two steps inside my office and the door is shut and locked, and I’m tearing her sweater open, exposing her cotton nursing bra. “You little slut,” I groan, unhooking the flap that comes down to reveal her tit.

“Poor Archie,” she teases as I dip my head, voraciously latching to her breast, sucking hard as she moans. A few sucks and my mouth fills with warm milk, sweet and creamy.

Archie gets this all the time. It’s Big Daddy’s turn now.

“You were flirting with Pen to get under my skin, weren’t you, my little slut?” I hiss, biting down on her nipple again, another rush of milk filling my mouth. Drinking her down, I bask in the way she strokes her fingers tenderly through my hair, dirty talking me as I feast.

“You love my milk, don’t you, Q? Hmm? My milk makes your cock hard, doesn’t it, Big Daddy?” she teases, her words melting over me, making my spine hot and my groin tight.

Tearing my mouth away, I step back, surveying my beautiful Winnie and her massive, leaking breasts. “Fuck, baby, I’m gonna miss these.”

She dances her eyebrows, the little silver hoops in her ears swinging as she moves past me, to her purse. She digs around and finds something, turning and tossing it at me. I catch it against my chest, and fumble a moment before grabbing it with one hand, realizing what it is.

A pregnancy test.

“You won’t have to miss them just yet.” She grins from across the room, tits out, milk dripping. “Surprise.”

I have never charged her so quickly.

Okay, that’s a lie, anytime her tits are out I’m on her like that. And today, with this news? She stands no chance.

She’s on the floor with her legs open and my mouth buried in her pussy before she can say no. And after she comes, she begs for my cock, and I give it to her, but this time, in her ass. Using milk as lube, I slide into her, tight as fuck, and give her a cream pie so deep and abundant that we stay connected, just basking in the warmth for another few minutes.

When we finally separate and clean up, we manage to make it through the rest of the work day, texting each other from office to office, talking about how excited we are for Archie to have a brother or sister.

We’re also excited for Andy to have another cousin. Brielle, Lance, and Augustus’s son, Andy, was born just a month before our son, and the two of them, though only six-months-old, are more like brothers than cousins.

We hired two private nannies who watch the boys at our place. Initially I thought having the boys at Brielle, Lance and Aug’s place made more sense due to proximity to both their studio and Parker & Pen. But something about the dog pens at Brielle’s house—I don’t know, Winnie was vague, but I’m happy to have the boys at our place too. Coming home after a long day in the office, being met with the adorable face of my son, and the sweet grin of my grandson? Fuck, I have it good. Really good.

At my desk, waiting for Kennedy to come in with the minutes of our upcoming meeting, I stare at the photo now on my desk. The one of Brielle and myself years back is still there, but there’s another one now. Brielle, Lance, Augustus, Andy, Winnie, Archie and me. Arms draped over shoulders, fingers gripping hips, babies cradled, smiles the biggest I’ve ever seen. This is my new family photo.

This photo reflects growth, change and understanding. This photo, I realize, is made possible by Dr. Wilder, who Brielle and I still see together. It’s also made possible by Lance and Aug, for always rooting for Brielle and I to grow closer and work through hard things in our past. But mostly, for this photo and this new person I feel as if I’ve become, I have Winnie to thank.

The love of my life.

And one day very soon? My wife.


epilogue


quincey

Five years later

“No, I said you could have a sip! Andy!” Brielle reaches across the table, crowded with plates of uneaten chicken strips and french fries smothered in way too much ketchup. My grandson twists in his chair, gripping the plastic red cup full of soda.

“It’s mine!” he shouts, laughing as he struggles to align the straw with his lips. Once he does, he gulps and gulps and gulps. I can’t help but smirk but when I eye my daughter, she’s giving me the ‘Dad, come on’ death glare.

Taking his cup slowly and gently, I lean down, whispering, “You’re sleeping over with Papa this weekend, remember? We’ll get soda and pizza. Don’t worry. Let’s not irritate Mommy.”

The fit he was about to throw melts from his face and he beams up at me, his shining blue eyes an exact match of my daughter’s. My grandson twists to face my son, Archie, and asks, “Is it your turn to pick the toppings?”

Andy and Archie have sleepovers every two weeks. When they do, the parents enjoy a few bottles of wine, catch up on any news that doesn’t involve cartoon characters, and in general, bask in the beautiful lives we’ve created.

At age five, their sleepovers have begun to get… rambunctious. Augustus, Lance and I all privately questioned our abilities to keep up with the boys, as we’re the older ones of the group. The fear that we’d be viewed as old dads, or in my case, a really old dad since Andy is my grandson, drove us to purchase a family gym membership. The three of us work out in the mornings, and Brielle and Winnie have their time in the evenings.

I’ve never felt so young, alive and energized before. Truth be told, I don’t know that the fitness has a whole bunch to do with it. Happiness could be the secret.

“You can pick ‘em. I started likin’ mushrooms,” Archie says, pushing a curl off of his forehead as he leans down to slurp the remains of soup from his mom’s bowl. No matter what he orders, he always wants some of hers.

Winnie appears, Rosie on her hip, a package of wipes in her chubby little hands. “Okay, all changed. We’re ready.” She looks between the boys. “Potty? It’s a forty-five-minute drive otherwise.”

Archie and Andy both get up, and I follow them because five-year-olds cannot be trusted in a bathroom alone, that much we’ve learned. Passing Winnie, I give her a kiss, tickling my daughter’s belly as she reaches for me. “Da da!”

“Daddy’s taking brother and cousin potty,” I hear Winnie reassure her. “Mama and Rosie are going to the car with your big sis, Brielle.”

After the boys have washed up, I help get Andy clipped into his seat, kissing my daughter on the cheek. “Tell Aug and Lance that I got that dry rub they liked from last week. I have a bag of stuff for them. If you guys come by when we aren’t home, don’t forget to grab it.”

I kiss her cheek again, then kiss my grandson on the cheek, and stroke my hand through his hair.

“Will do, Dad. They’re sorry they missed lunch.”

I smile. “If anyone understands,” I remind her. With five adults in high-powered, driven, and successful careers, we do a lot of co-parenting and helping each other. The kids are close, and we’re a very close, loving family because of it.

I almost can’t believe that this is our lives, considering when Brielle graduated from college, we barely spoke. Now her partners are my best friends, and she and I are closer than ever. And Brielle and Winnie? The closest they’ve ever been.

Lance and Augustus had to stay in the studio today, because they opened a new production location and the lighting was being delivered. Brielle wanted to be there because she’s the reason they’re opening a second location—her mini-series a few years back was and is still so successful, they were able to grow Crave & Cure. I’m so proud of her. She couldn’t go, however, because she is moments away from giving birth. We did, however, drive out to the new location to see it. Winnie and I didn’t want Brielle to go alone, but the boys wanted to see, so it was a family visit, followed by lunch.

After waving Brielle off, I slide into the backseat of our car, and finish clipping Rosie into her car seat, teaching Archie how to fasten his belt, too. By the time I make it to the driver’s seat, Winnie has managed to pull the seat belt around herself and clip it, leaning back as she struggles for a breath.

“Soon, baby,” I reassure her, reaching over the console to find my favorite spot—the inside of her thigh. She closes her legs, pushing my hand a little closer to her panties. I cast her a knowing look across the cab as Archie talks to Rosie quietly in the backseat. “It’s nearly an hour to get home,” I remind her, knowing how she gets.

As promised, Winnie is pregnant. Again. I told her once we started making babies that she wouldn’t get a break, and I meant it. I can’t keep my hands off her and even more dangerously, she can’t keep her hands off of me. She loves my cock and even more, she loves being pregnant and having kids. There is only one downside to all of this: she’s extremely horny when she’s pregnant, and when she’s this close to giving birth? She’s dangerously horny.

I’ve been woken up with her already riding me, I’ve had more showers interrupted than not, I have received many nude photos and sexual videos via text message, I’ve walked in on her pleasuring herself while she calls out my name, and she’s even fingered herself in the movie theater because she was so desperate she couldn’t wait.

It’s a ride. A ride that I never envisioned riding at fifty-three years old, but a ride you’d have to fucking pry my cold dead body off of now.

“Just your pinky,” she whispers, chewing her bottom lip as she gives me heavy, seductive blinks across the car. “Please, Big Daddy,” she whines quietly.

I grip the wheel harder, checking my side mirror to see if I can change lanes. Speeding up, I glance her way. “Not with the kids in the car,” I tell her, even though she knew that would be my answer.

Winnie twists in the seat, peering back at our kids. “Did you have fun at lunch?” she asks, her soft matronly tone making my chest squeeze. She is such an excellent, caring mother, and because of her, I’m a better father.

“Yeah,” Archie yawns. “I’m tired.”

“Once we get home, you and Rosie can take a nice long nap. Then we’ll go for a walk near the pier before dinner. How’s that sound?” Rosie isn’t sure of what Winnie is saying, but she kicks her little feet, feeding off of Winnie’s happy, calm tone.

“Can we feed the birds?” Archie asks through a yawn.

“Sure,” Winnie says, “I think Daddy saved some of the sourdough from last week. We can take that.”

I squeeze her thigh as she settles in her seat. “We’re not napping, are we?” I whisper.

She smirks. “H-e-double hockey sticks no,” she says with a silky, seductive smile.
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Stepping out of the bathroom, I’m met with the most gorgeous sight. My wife, completely nude, sitting in the middle of our bed, her head tipped against the tufted headboard, her hands moving over her swollen belly, legs spread wide.

She became my wife shortly after Archie was born, mostly because she didn’t want to get married while pregnant. We had a small ceremony in our yard, with just our family members. The ceremony was small, but the ring is fucking huge. I tried to find a ring that embodied all that I feel for Winnie, but I quickly realized there isn’t a rock big enough for that. I settled on four carats. The best part of it? Listening to her refer to me as her husband. Fucking bricks me up.

“God,” she breathes, her eyes raking over my body as if I’m the sight for sore eyes. They linger on my abs before dropping to my cock, already hard despite the fact nothing’s happened yet. Still, just seeing her naked body, breasts full of milk for my children, belly nearly bursting with our child, her curls wilder than ever—it’s the hottest, most beautiful, picturesque scene. “Get over here and fuck me before I die,” she complains, sliding down the bed, resting her head on a pillow. I slide into bed next to her, and sink my fingers into her hair, turning her to face me. Our lips lock, and we kiss for what feels like hours, moaning, heavy breathing, my other hand rubbing her belly.

Finally she breaks free, looking down between us where her breasts leak freely against my chest, wetting the sheet below. “They need you,” she whispers, kneading one of her breasts. “I need you,” she says, tucking a pillow behind her head to sit up a few more inches. I reach between her legs, finding her cunt swollen and wet, so wet that her thighs are sticky and she moans at the first touch.

“Fuck, baby,” I groan, letting my tongue follow the streams of milk curving the underside of her breast, dripping down her belly.

“I need you, Big Daddy,” she manages, her eyes falling closed as I sink two fingers inside of her, my thumb resting on her clit. The sound of her wetness fills the room as I finger fuck her, letting my mouth seal over her nipple. A few sucks and warm milk rushes onto my tongue.

“You’re so sweet, Win,” I praise, moving my mouth between her breasts, with her guidance, still moving my hand between her legs. Her belly nudges my cock, making me groan.

“Feel my belly? Feel my big belly against your hard cock? Drink the milk I made for your babies while you fuck my belly,” she whimpers, kinkier than ever.

It’s hard for us to make love in many positions when she’s this close to giving birth. Also hard? Me lasting. She’s so swollen and wet when she’s pregnant, I resort to thinking about baseball and sewing in order to get her off before me. Once, before I even got inside of her, my cock rubbed against her belly, and she said, “Oh god, your cock on my belly,” and that was it. I came all over her. Her belly looked like an iced fucking cupcake.

But fuck was it hot.

“Big Daddy, are you gonna unload those big, heavy balls all over my belly? Are you?” she begs, licking her lips as she pushes her fingers through my hair, watching me as I lick her nipple, then relatch. With each long drink I take from her, she moans, her cunt clenching around my fingers like she’s close.

“Hmm,” I moan, rolling her onto her side. Hooking my hand around her knee, I lift her leg and my cock slips into her cunt with ease. Reaching around, I rub her belly as I rut into her on our sides, not taking my eyes from the mirror on the wall.

Her tits jiggle, milk dripping and splashing all over our bed as I fuck her hard. She collects some of it with her fingers, reaching her arm over her shoulder to find my mouth. I lick her milk from her fingers as I stroke in and out of her, loving the way she holds her leg up for me to fuck her deeper.

“Fuck, Win, I can’t wait to breed you again. You look so good bred, so fucking beautiful with my baby in your belly and your tits full of milk.”

“Yes, oh fuck, keep your slut bred, please,” she moans, writhing in my arms, against my chest as I continue plunging into her deep on our sides.

“Baby, I’m close,” I warn. She moves to her hands and knees, facing the mirror, and I get to my knees behind her, sliding my cock back into her heaven. We both groan, stilling for a moment before I pick up my momentum, fucking her hard. She loves the feel of me fucking her hard and deep, and I love watching her take it. I keep my eyes on her reflection in the mirror ahead, my orgasm building with each drop of cream that beads on her nipple and drips into our bed.

“Fill me up, Big Daddy, please,” she squirms, reaching one hand down to rub her belly. I can’t keep my eyes off the sight of her in the mirror, touching the belly I gave her, full breasts dripping, cheeks flushed.

“You wanna come with me, Mama? C’mon, come for me, baby, I’m gonna come,” I grit out, my voice hoarse, breathing frantic as I sloppily pick up my pace, fucking her in wild, ruthless strokes. “Come for me, Mama,” I groan as my stomach clenches, my balls tighten and I lose control, rocketing off deep inside her.

When I think I’m spent and every last drop of my soul has left my body and entered hers, her hungry little cunt clenches all around me, her orgasm milking a second from me with ease.

“Shit, baby,” I groan, curling my fingers into her hips as she twitches and moans, coming hard on my cock as I fill her again in short, quick bursts.

As we float down from our orgasmic high, I scramble off the bed and help her do the same. I run her a bath and help her in, bringing her a Diet coke to enjoy while she soaks.

“You want me to set your laptop up in bed with the lap desk? You gonna work on Kennedy’s thing?” I ask her as I wash my face at the sink, trying to splash away the heat that still lingers in my skin. Even after coming inside my wife twice, I still need a splash of cold water on my face to remind me that I indeed must get back to work and do my job.

She smirks at me beneath the layer of bubbles. “I actually finished last night when I was up to nurse Rosie.”

I turn off the sink and work on my tie. “Really? Oh baby, she’s gonna be thrilled. It looked excellent last time I saw it.”

In the last two years, Winnie convinced Kennedy that she should open her own executive assistant agency, where she places high end assistants with high powered employers. She’s already placed several assistants with a handful of clients, with more applicants waiting. Winnie built her business’s website, as well as designed their company letterhead and business cards.

“It’s even better now. I can’t wait for you to see it,” she smiles, letting her curls sink into the warm water.

“I’m gonna put some hours in. Call me if you need anything,” I tell her, holding my tie as I bend to kiss her. Her tongue sweeps along mine, and we kiss long enough to make me hard. There is no quick goodbye kiss for us. The passion lives on, this many years later. I fucking love it.

I fucking love her.

On the way into the office, Lance calls me.

“Q? It’s time. Brielle’s water broke.” His voice is frazzled, and even though they already have one, I know childbirth makes Lance extremely nervous.

“I’ll tell Winnie. Are you guys heading in? Let Aug drive,” I suggest, sensing his nerves.

“Contractions started after she got home from lunch, she said, so we left the studio and thank God we did. As soon as we got home, her water broke.” There’s chatter in the background, and I realize the four of them are in the car, driving to the hospital.

“Can I meet you somewhere and grab Andy?” I offer.

“I don’t think there’s time,” Aug says over the speakerphone. “She says she already needs to push.”

“Okay,” I reply, excitement burning through my veins. “Let me call Winnie and we’ll be down there as soon as we can.”

I tell my daughter I love her, tell my sons-in-law to hang in there, and then I hang up and call my wife, pulling off the downtown street to park temporarily.

“Win,” I greet when she answers. “B is in labor. They’re on their way to the hospital.”

“Well,” she says, “we’ll see them there, then.”

“Yeah, I’ll come get you and the kids now, I’m not far. Probably ten minutes away.”

She groans. “Big Daddy,” she says slowly. “My water just broke, too.”

And just like that, my fourth child is on the way, and my second grandchild, too. As much as I love the man I am now, a part of me smiles at the Quincey that barged into Brielle’s apartment.

If I’d never been an asshole, I wouldn’t have this life.
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bound by brielle | chapter one


brielle

I’ve completely given into my whoa is me moment

“Brielle!” Tony calls from behind the counter, his red cheeks and wide smile making me grin. “Same as usual?”

I push my cart to the glass counter, leaning onto the handle on one elbow. “You know me well, Tony.”

He laughs, his belly jiggling beneath the white smock smeared in blood. “You make it easy. You never change, Brielle. Same order every week. Nothing new, never exciting,” he wags a finger at me over the glass case, smiling broadly.

“Yeah,” I chuckle, his comments causing embarrassment to climb my neck, settling with warmth at my cheeks. Dude, the old man at the meat counter is calling me boring… and he isn’t wrong. I am boring. I mean, I prefer disciplined and reliable, but the truth is, that’s just spin I put on my monotony to make myself less depressed.

Tony weighs and wraps my meat order, slapping a black and white sticker over the package. Him slapping my meat order is the only action I get every week which is… I sigh. “Thanks, Tony. Have a good week.”

“You, too,” he says, shoving his hands in his smock. “See you next week.” He wags a finger at the clock on the wall. “Ten o’clock.”

I smile and push my cart away. At this point in my life, I’m pretty sure watching a spore grow under a microscope is more exciting than my life.

Reroute your thoughts, I tell myself, pushing my cart down the aisle of cereals and oatmeals. You’re supposed to be focused on graduate school. I can take trips and make fancy meals and dance in a discoteche in Italy when I’m through with film school. This is the time to stay focused and dedicated.

As I pluck a jar of steel cut oats from the shelf and drop it into my cart, my mind goes to the first project I have lined up once I graduate.

A documentary.

About trees.

Jesus Christ, I have one of the coolest jobs at my fingertips—being a fucking movie director—and yet I have somehow managed to make that boring, too.

One of the wheels on my shopping cart goes full exorcist, spinning circles as I shove it toward the next item on my list. My hand is wrapping around a bag of granola when—“Elle?”

Elle.

He’s the only one to call me that. I loved the way he called me that, because it was ours, private and personal. No one tells you how something so simple as a nickname can wreck you, but as he says it again, my stomach swirls with bitter discontent.

“Elle.”

I paste on a smile and face my ex.

“Noah, hey.” My voice is too soft for the situation—too meek. I force my next words to be more bold and huskier. “What’s up? How’ve you been?”

He rolls his cart toward mine, and though I don’t want to, my eyes drop to the contents. There is a blue and green box in his cart, one that hollows my chest and seizes my lungs for a moment. Tampons.

Then, like the crushed main character in every heartbreak movie that has ever existed, a beautiful, leggy blonde rounds the corner, a bottle of champagne in each of her hands. And there’s a ring glittering on her finger.

Fuck. My. Life.

I force my gaze on Noah, who undoubtedly watched that entire thing play out. His consolatory little smile angers me, and my eyes burn with tears of frustration and humiliation. “This is Tiffany,” he says, looping his arm around the blonde’s tiny waist as she sidles up next to him, lowering the bottles next to her stupid tampons.

Okay—that was harsh. Those tampons aren’t stupid. They did nothing to me.

“Tiffany, this is Elle.” He says, nodding toward my way as I lower my off-brand granola into my cart, next to my value size bottle of Tums. Oh dear Lord. “Elle and I used to date.”

Elle and I used to date?

This woman is wearing a fucking engagement ring and she doesn’t know about me? We dated for two fucking years! His stupid appendix burst when we were together—surely he’s told her he has no appendix. And he never said, oh by the way Barbie, when it burst, my ex-girlfriend saved my life by rushing me to the emergency room at three in the morning.

“Hello Tiffany,” I smile, keeping my eyes from blinking like an utter psycho, because if I blink, tears will fall.

“Oh, cool,” she says, so unbothered. A woman who has had her fiance’s penis inside of her a bajillion times is standing two feet away and she could give a shit less. His cum has been all over my face. I’ve stuck my tongue in his ass! “Nice to meet you, Elle.” Her smile is so wide, I briefly envision my mugshot on the news. Ex-girlfriend snaps in grocery store, killing two.

“What are you up to?” he asks, his eyes scanning my cart. Why the hell do I have to have digestive problems so great that I’m buying an economy size bottle of gas meds? Sweat pools in my armpits, and down my back as I shift my weight in my… Crocs.

Jesus Christ.

“Ah, not much. Just… finishing film school this year.” Which you know damn good and well because I was a film school graduate student when we broke up a year ago. “Remember?”

Why did I say that? Why? And the tone, too. The tone was nothing short of scorned lover. I force a smile as he nods.

“Of course, yeah, I remember. Well, awesome.” He looks over at Tiffany who is beaming at me brightly, not a goddamn iota of jealousy or care in her eyes. “Good to see you, we have to get going, cooking a big meal tonight.”

“It’s ten in the morning,” I deadpan, and as soon as the bitchy words fall from my mouth, I want to hook them and reel them back in. I sound… like I’m not over him. And despite the sweaty armpits, word vomit and stomach of unease—I am over Noah. Honestly, I am.

“We’re braising pork belly for our engagement dinner,” she says, holding out her ring finger like I should give an actual fuck.

I glance at the ring for an appropriate amount of time, then look between them, smiling. “Congratulations. I’ll let you get going then.”

Noah nods, and they push their stupid cart past me and even though I really don’t want to turn around, I do. And Noah never glances back, not even once.

After paying for my groceries and unloading them into the back of my car, I flop into the driver’s seat and drag my phone from my purse. I call my best friend, because obviously.

Her mouth is full when she answers. “‘Sup babe?”

“Noah is engaged to some girl named Tiffany and they’re braising short ribs together,” I spill, keeping my voice strong, glad she can’t see the tears streaking my cheeks.

“Okay,” Winnie draws out. “And we care about Noah… why again?”

“He introduced me on the cereal aisle and she didn’t even know who I was.” I shake my head, staring at a young mother and child with their backs to me at the bus stop ahead. “He never mentioned me to her. We were together for two fucking years!”

“I know this,” Winnie says.

“I let him put his dick in my ass, Winnie!” I shout, eyes going a little bulgy. “I took him to the hospital when his appendix burst! I went to his mom’s fucking funeral!”

Winnie sighs. “Yeah, that’s… I don’t know, B. We will never know why men are the way they are but… the most important thing is—who fucking cares? You haven’t mentioned Noah in like, six months. You’re over him.”

She’s right. I am over Noah. I really am. I was the one who broke up with him! I loathed the little whistle his nose made when he slept after a night of drinking, all of his friends annoyed me, his addiction to video games was obnoxious and quite frankly, toward the end of our relationship, everything he did royally bugged me.

Still.

“Am I that unimportant and forgettable?” I whisper, my voice devoid of backbone as I’ve completely given into my whoa is me moment.

Winnie takes another bite of whatever she’s eating, and around the mouthful says, “Shut up. You know you are neither of those things.” She swallows, and takes a drink of what I assume to be Coke. “Who knows why he didn’t tell her about you but more importantly, who cares?”

The bus pulls along the curb, and the smiling mother hoists her child onto her hip, climbing the stairs before disappearing inside. I’m jealous of her happiness.

“Tony made fun of me,” I tell her, twisting my key in the ignition.

“Who is Tony?” Winnie asks, burping into the receiver. “Where are you?”

“I’m leaving the grocery store. And he’s the meat department guy.” He’s the only guy in my life right now and… “Meet me at Rise & Grind in an hour?”

“Okay but you’re buying me a pastry and a coffee if I have to battle parking. You know how much I hate the parking down there.”

“Fine,” I reply, my mind running.

“Why Rise & Grind? And what does this have to do with Noah?”

I reverse out of the parking spot and head toward the exit, toward my apartment across town. “You know that mentor/protégé program that’s open for application?”

“Yeah,” she says, because although Winnie and I studied different subjects, we're both grad students, she knows the opportunities available to graduates. “What about it?”

“I need to do something I haven’t planned. I need to do something outside the box.” I lick my lips, flicking my blinker on as I wait for a hoard of people to cross the street. “I’m going to quit the documentary job. And apply for this instead.”

“Ooh,” Winnie breathes, “Big Daddy won’t like that.”

I wrinkle my nose. “Do not call my father Big Daddy, please. I already feel like a complete turd. Don’t make me a barfing turd.”

She laughs. “Okay, but are you sure? You know your dad likes it when you have things lined up. And honestly, B, you like that too. Are you sure you wanna throw away a sure thing to be a protégé for a semester? What if it doesn’t lead to anything?”

Times like this I’m happy to have a photographic memory. “All mentor/protégé relationships end with an option to contract, with ample opportunities on the horizon thereafter,” I repeat the words I’d read on the application months ago. I never thought about it then. I was so sure I wanted to make documentaries.

About trees apparently.

“I’ll have a year of ground floor experience, and after that, well, that is future B’s problem.” I sigh, turning the corner, immediately hitting my breaks as a bike messenger darts in front of my car. This fucking city. “I need to do something different, Win. Noah is getting married and I’m… boring, stagnant, predictable.”

“You can be pretty boring,” she teases. “And okay. I’m on board. Let’s sign you the fuck up!”

“See you soon.”


bound by brielle | chapter two


augustus

I am abso-fucking-lutely the beggar here

The alarm drones on and fucking on and as usual, I’m overwhelmed with the urge to grab my phone and fire it off against the wall. But as I do every morning, I roll over, swipe until the noise is off, and return to staring at the ceiling in the dark.

My room is dark, not unlike my mind.

Staring at the shiplap, studying the same tongue and grooves I’ve been staring at for the last year, I give myself the daily pep talk.

Get up. Go to work. Keep trying. You will never have him back if you stop trying, so quit feeling bad for yourself and get the fuck up.

I guess I’m lucky in a way. He left me, but we spend every day together. And goddamn if it isn’t beautiful and bittersweet that we work so well together. Being near him for twelve hours a day allows me to put one foot in front of the other for the remaining twelve. It’s agonizing to hold conversations with him, staring into his eyes, our arms brushing, hands grazing—and yet, it's none of the contact I crave, none of the connection I so desperately seek.

But beggars can’t be choosers. And I am abso-fucking-lutely the beggar here. I know, and he knows.

I fucked up. And I will not let a single day pass without making sure he knows that I know I fucked up. And that I will do anything it takes to get him back.

My body creaks as I get out of bed, confused by the lazy state it lives in now. I’ve abandoned the gym and replaced my weight lifting with occasional running, and even sometimes swimming. The burn of a cardiovascular push is punishing and clears my mind, if only for an hour or two. He never leaves my mind, but some of the pain drains from my veins temporarily.

Dressing in running shorts and a tank, I slip my shoes on, grab my EarPods and head out. The morning is much like every San Francisco morning; hazy, gray, cold, and lifeless. Cities don’t sleep, but I live just far enough outside the city, in a sleepy suburb that often naps. Especially at six in the morning.

My feet pound the pavement, my knees ache with each quickened step, and my heart hammers beneath my ribs. His favorite songs carry me through seven miles of steep streets, and when I’ve finally circled back to my house, I’ve never felt more exhausted. And it’s perfect.

Heading into a long day next to him is beyond challenging, but when my body is exhausted, my anxiety wanes. Depression never does, but the truth is, I know it won’t. Not if I don’t get him back.

After standing beneath the scalding water in my shower for ten minutes, I lather up, fondly remembering the mornings where we did this together. My chest pressed to his back, bubbles and steam everywhere, his moans echoing in the stall as I reached around, giving him his first orgasm of the day.

I turn off the water, letting my forehead fall against the wall, the drain gurgling as my shower drains away. I close my eyes, heavy drops of water falling from my beard, plunking onto the tile below. I never had a beard when we were together, and I wonder what noises he’d make feeling it between his legs. But then again, I have the beard because I don’t have him.

Lifting weights wasn’t the only thing that felt too overwhelming after he left. Grooming, cooking—it all became too much. I get my haircut by Alexa, the makeup artist at the studio, and order all my food. I have a house cleaner. I have a laundry service. If there is a task to be done, outside of waking, breathing and working, I pay for it to be done. Because missing him takes every goddamn ounce of energy I can muster.

I stroke my hand down my beard endlessly on the drive to work, still playing his favorite music. If that makes me a masochist, so be it. Things that remind me of him give me temporary bursts of happiness, and even though those bursts are followed by long, overwhelming waves of self-loathing and pain, it’s worth it. It’s worth it to remember a few good moments. We had so much good.

Until I fucked it up.

The studio door slams shut behind me, and the best twelve hours of my day have officially begun. Trudging down the hall, my fingertips graze the wall as I recount all of the times I pinned him here, urgency and need fiery between us. The nights where we couldn’t quite make it to the door, and I’d hold him against this very wall, the quiet hallway, our own little sanctuary.

“You’re everything,” I’d whisper, my lips at his ear causing goosebumps to melt down his neck. Then our mouths would fuse, and the world would be perfect, beautiful and right.

“Morning,” I grumble, walking into our office as I drop my bag to the floor and sink into my chair.

“Morning,” Lance greets coolly, without looking up from his iPad as he sits at his desk, opposite the room to mine. Sharing an office with him before, we felt cozy in here, fortunately tucked away together in our own private space. And now those same twelve feet that span between our two desks feel like a goddamn continent. And instead of best friends, lovers, creators that work so well together, we’re more like strangers now than ever before. Like students tossed together for a group project with nothing but a finish line in common.

Bile rises in my throat every time I come into this office and inevitably contrast what was with what is, but like I do each day, I swallow it down. I sip the coffee that waits at my desk, courtesy of Cohen, the art and set designer, who doesn’t force me to verbalize my pain, but sees it nonetheless.

Lifting my laptop, I wait patiently as the screen comes to life, sipping my coffee, trying to keep my eyes straight ahead. But Vienna saunters in, all smiles and perfume, and slips into the chair next to Lance’s desk. Her voice is low as she asks to get their plans together. He taps on his iPad, sharing scheduling for the day as she scribbles away in her notebook. And I watch them. I stare. I hate that I do, because I feel like a fucking creepy voyeur, but just watching him interact with other people gives me a small lift. Hearing his voice, when it isn’t brimming with hurt and anger, it softens the painfully jagged edges inside me, just for a second, knowing I didn’t fully break him.

My computer awakens, and I turn my focus back to my day, clicking through the schedule ahead. There’s an orange rectangle around the hour of 9am to 10am, reading UCSF FILM SCHOOL CALL. I’d planned this call more than a year ago, as the university required film directors to opt in early, in order to obtain an accurate headcount for the program size.

When the program director, an old classmate of mine, contacted me, I agreed to the meeting, regarding it very little. Things were so great at the time—our top male star Tucker Deep had just signed a lofty deal with Debauchery, the top toy company. We’d begun co-branding toys together, and things with Lance hadn’t imploded yet. The idea of taking on a protégé was something I’d told myself would be good as a favor, in order to have a favor owed.

Now, with my near crippling depression and fractured heart, the idea of having some wide-eyed and bushy-tailed film school student trailing around after me, scribbling notes and asking annoying questions—I quite literally want to gouge my eye out at the thought.

But I am a man of my word. I chuckle to myself as that thought flits through, earning me a measured glance from both Lance and Vienna before they turn back to their work.

I am a man of my word. Except the one time in my life I gave my word and was unable to keep it.

The ironic part is that it was the only time keeping my word mattered. And I couldn’t fucking do it.

Refocusing, because that’s all I can do all day to keep me from either screaming or fucking weeping, I get back to today’s schedule. We aren’t filming until noon, and it’s an outdoor shoot. I print call sheets, go over the script, and let Cohen know what we’re doing so he can prepare the lights and electric on the back dock, where we’re shooting. When that’s all done, it’s nearing time for the call.

Lance filters in and out, and I can’t help but stare at him each time he does. Today, his toned frame is accentuated by his perfectly tapered sepia cigarette pants and matching blazer, the white dress shirt beneath unbuttoned to reveal a triangle of his chest. I’m at my desk, hard for a triangle of flesh, but at this point, I’ll take what I can goddamn get. He glares at me as he settles into his chair, and I drag my focus back to my laptop right as my phone rings.

“Augustus Moore,” my old friend exclaims, happiness vibrating through the ether. Guilt worms through me that my response is loaded with faux happiness. But it’s not him. It’s me.

As it usually is.

“Ezra Leon,” I reply, forcing a smile in hopes he can hear it. “Good to hear from you. How’ve you been?”

I minimize my schedule on the computer, and click open a folder on my desktop titled “Us.” Hundreds of photos populate, images of Lance and me smiling in various places, a plethora of situations.

“Good, been good man. How’re you? I saw Crave partnered with Debauchery. That’s gotta be great for the actors, and you,” he says.

“Yeah,” I reply, my eyes hovering over a photo of us on Alcatraz Island, touring the penitentiary. We’re in one of the cells that features a dummy head from years ago, one the prisoners made to fool the guards. Lance is making a shocked face, looking down at the human hair glued to the head, and I’m laughing at his reaction. “It’s good for Crave, you’re not wrong about that. And yeah, it’s, it’s good,” I finish, giving him enough of an answer that he won’t prod further, because I don’t want to talk about Crave more than I need to. I don’t want to talk at all, if I’m being truthful.

“Well, good,” he says. “It’s great over here in the UCSF graduate program,” he adds, and goddamn I feel like an asshole for not asking. I study the next photo of us, Lance’s head tipped onto my shoulder, golden hair shining beneath the street light, puffs of breath all around us. I remember that night. It was out front of Crave. I felt so drunk that night, despite being sober. His love always made me feel that way. “I see so much of us in these students, so eager to direct and chase their goals you know? I like it. It keeps me excited. And I can never bring myself to tell them no one is Kubrick, Burton or Moore overnight.”

That makes me laugh, but my eyes remain on the open folder of memories. “I’m not sure I deserve to be on that list necessarily,” I reply, forcing a small chuckle, “but I love you for it anyway.”

At that comment, my eyes go to Lance and his come to mine before immediately dropping back down to his iPad.

“Okay, I know you’re busy, enough buttering you up. I have a student that I think would make a great protégé for you.” In the background, I hear papers flipping then, “truth be told, I think she’d work really well with both you and Lance. Lance is still there, right?”

I lick my lips, and blink at the photo of us on set, taken by a crew member who only took the photo because he thought the lighting was “rad”. All around us is dark, and the two of us have our backs to the camera, light pouring down on us from a spotlight overhead. It is rad. “Yeah, Lance is still here,” I reply, managing to keep my eyes off of him.

“Well, good. She’d be great for you two. Eager to learn and while she was late to apply, I really think she could benefit from Crave. She needs to broaden her horizons a little.”

I sigh, pinching my forehead in my palm. Eager sounds energized, and some bushy-tailed film student may just kill me in the state I’m in. But I say, “Alright, when will she start?”

Ezra goes over the terms of the program, telling me at the end that I’ll receive an email with all pertinent information later this week. And when we end the call, it bothers me that Lance doesn’t ask.

“We have a protégé coming to Crave; we’re going to mentor her in her final semester.”

His eyebrows lift but his eyes don’t leave his computer screen. “Great.”

I chew the inside of my mouth, my gaze flitting between Lance and the screen flooded with our photos. I take a chance, because I can’t stop trying.

“Can we have dinner?” I lean forward and lower my voice, since the door to our office was left open by Vienna. “Can you give me that?”

His hand slams his laptop closed unexpectedly, then his glacially cold gaze pierces me from across the room, leaving me instantly feeling deflated.

“Give you that?” He snorts, and I die a little, I swear I do. “If you remember correctly, I did the giving, and you did the getting what you want. Always.” He rises, grabs his iPad and starts to leave. He pauses in the doorframe, his back to me when he says, “No dinner.”

And my heart shatters for the millionth time.


bound by brielle | chapter three


brielle

It won’t be Spielberg.

“Has it been updated yet?” Winnie asks, a blueberry muffin halfway to her mouth.

I shake my head, a strand of my hair sailing into the air with my impatient exhale. “Not yet. I’ve been refreshing the browser approximately every thirty seconds, too.” Maybe even every twenty.

She takes an ambitious bite, chunks of muffin falling onto the table top. I wrinkle my nose. “You eat like an absolute monster,” I tell her as I make a show of bringing my scone to my mouth, held steady over a napkin. “Eat like a lady.”

She snorts, mouth full as she says, “Says the girl who ate her boyfriend’s ass.”

I jerk forward in my chair. “Shut up! God, I wish I hadn’t told you that.”

She smirks, taking a drink of her latte, washing down her humongous bite. After what appears to be a painfully large swallow based on the way she winces and her eyes water, she says, “You brought it up the other day so it’s fresh in my mind.”

“Let it rot,” I deadpan, hitting F5 on my keyboard for the millionth time.

“Anything?” she asks, staring at the back of my screen.

I shake my head yet again. “Nope.”

She picks clumps of coarse sugar off the top of the muffin. “What if you got paired with, like, Steven Spielberg?” Her green eyes widen as she leans forward, excited energy oozing from her. “Oh my god, you get to know Steven Spielberg, start rubbing shoulders with Hollywood socialites, we meet Leo DiCaprio, you introduce him to me and boom, I’m the one who changed Leo’s playboy ways.”

I blink at her insanity. “Okay, first of all, that’s”—I wave my hand in her general delusional direction—“a lot of fantasy. I’m not going to get paired with Spielberg.”

“You don’t know that,” she wagers, plucking a chunk of muffin from the tabletop, tipping her head back, dropping into her open mouth. “You could.”

“It’s unlikely. And also, why wouldn’t I keep Leo for myself? Why would I introduce him to you instead?” I ask, folding my arms over my chest.

“You didn’t even like Gatsby,” she retorts, sipping her latte. “Or Titanic.”

I volley my head. “That’s true. And actually, I think it’s super weird and creepy that he only dates young women… and models. Like, he’s probably a mega tool in real life.”

Winnie tucks a curl behind her ear, leveling a serious gaze at me with those wide emerald eyes. “Don’t do that. Don’t humanize Leo. Just… let him be my fantasy.”

I roll my eyes, and hit refresh on my browser one more time. Sighing, I report back. “Still nothing.”

“Okay, if it isn’t Spielberg—which I’m not yet conceding to,” Winnie says, eyebrows lifting as she points at me. “Think it could be someone of that caliber? Like, a big, big name?” She rubs her hands together. “It has to be! It’s fucking UCSF, not some state school!”

I roll my eyes, which I do a lot with Winnie because of her insane antics and the way she says exactly what she’s thinking with zero filter. I love her for it, but my eye roll percentage is through the roof when I’m with her. “I started at a state school, asshole,” I remind her. “And I don’t know, I mean, I would think that in the graduate program at a prestigious school they’d pull some heavy hitters.”

“What’s your dad say?” she asks, nodding at me to refresh the screen again. I do, and still nothing.

“For as much as I pay at that school, you better be paired with fucking Kubrick!” I say, doing my best impersonation of my father, which at this point in my life is pretty accurate. Winnie opens her mouth but I hold up my palm, shaking my head. “I know, Kubrick’s dead. I told him that much. And he said, Dig him up! For what I pay, they ought to!”

Winnie snickers. “Oh Big Daddy, he’s such a character.”

I prod her with a pointed look. “Stop calling him that.” I refresh the screen again and sigh when nothing appears.

It’s been two weeks since I applied for the mentor/protégé program, and today is the day where we get assigned to our directors. Mr. Leon told me I was accepted into the program the same afternoon I applied, which was lucky because I think most candidates had to wait weeks to find out. Benefits of waiting until the last minute, I guess.

Even though I had no plans to apply to this program until the last day it was open, it quickly took over my thoughts. I’m desperate to change things up. I need to… do something different. Or else I’ll run into Noah and Tiffany with their kids at the grocery store while Tony is handing me my meat order, and the only thing I’ll be able to talk about is fucking trees! At that point my Crocs will have evolved into slippers and I will literally be a crazy cat lady, only swapping cats for trees. Is a crazy tree lady a thing?

Nothing wrong with trees. We breathe because of them. But I’m twenty-six and feel more stagnant than a damn swamp. Something’s gotta give. This program is it, I can feel it.

For three hours, Winnie and I have been posted up at Rise & Grind, our favorite little coffee shop, waiting for the list to be posted. I’ve officially consumed a thousand calories of carbs while I wait, and copious amounts of caffeine. My leg has been bouncing beneath the table for the last hour.

Winnie chews her lip, crumpling the brown baggie her muffin came in. “Could be Spielberg.”

“It won’t be Spielberg.”

I refresh again, and miraculously, the page loads an entire screen of information, students' names listed in a column on the left, with corresponding director and production company names on the right. “Holy fuck! It’s up!”

Winnie leaps from her chair, sending it careening into the fortunately empty table behind her as she comes to my side, gripping my shoulders. “Scroll! Scroll!”

Heart in my throat—because despite the saying about not putting all of your eggs in one basket, all of my proverbial eggs are totally in this basket—I scroll down until I see Parker, Brielle.

Winnie sees my name at the same time, pushing her finger against the screen to track it to the corresponding director and production company.

“Augustus Moore, Crave & Cure Productions,” I read aloud, slowly, attempting to place the name as I do. But I can’t place the name because—“Who the fuck is that?”

Winnie goes back to her chair, excitement drained as she plops down across from me again. “Not Spielberg.”

“I told you it wouldn’t be Spielberg.” Copying his information from the site, I open a new tab in my browser, paste and hit search. “I’m looking him up to⁠—”

The search results load, and the screen is flooded with information, all bearing a variant of the same phrases.

Adult film company. Premier adult film director.

I slam my laptop shut faster than I’ve done anything. “No fucking way,” I murmur, staring at my best friend without even really seeing her. “No, no way.”

“What?” she questions, face pinched in intrigue. “Who is he? What?”

My mouth is dry and sticky, and my head is woozy when I reply, “He’s porn director, and it’s a porno company.”

Winnie’s eyes have never been so wide. “Big Daddy is gonna flip.”
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