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First, I end up at a dive bar.

Second, my date stands me up.

Third, the sorority squad from my psych class shows up. I think they’re slumming it and looking for trouble. They’re sure ogling trouble over there playing pool in his bad boy biker boots. 

So when they start in on me, making fun at me for being alone and calling me a plain Jane nerd, I take matters into my very Type-A hands. Challenge accepted. I march right over to Biker Boots and throw myself into his arms. And he kisses me back! 

Uh-oh. What am I going to do now?
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Dedication

For all the Good Girls who love a Bad Boy

And

For all the Bad Girls who love Bad Boys, too

And

Well, hell, for all the girls…

I love you all!


Chapter One

~ Luisa ~

This was why I didn’t date.

I looked around the bar, realizing my date had stood me up. This crap was so high school. I’d thought when I went to college this bullying junk would stop. But apparently, Berrien College was high school two point oh. And this date was a joke on me. 

When I’d moved here, leaving my last foster home, I’d thought I’d left behind the nerd-persona that had always made me a target. Guess not. Brad had bugged me for weeks to go out with him, and despite my blaring reservations, I’d finally said yes just to get him to shut up. He should have been here almost an hour ago. Deep down, I knew he wasn’t coming. 

Trying to appear disinterested, I took a casual perusal of the room.

Frankly, there was more leather, boots, scruff and tattoos in this place than I’d ever be comfortable with. I mean…most of the patrons here were middle aged and rough looking. As a barely twenty-one-year old, in my jeans, heels and a soft, light-blue sweater, I felt totally out of place. The neckline of my top drooped down one shoulder exposing the pale, smooth skin—innocent enough and okay for my date but maybe too much while I was here alone. I fought the urge to yank it back up, even though it was made to fit like this.

I glanced at my phone. No messages and  in five minutes, Brad would be a whole hour late. 

Was it pathetic of me to wait this long? 

At first, I’d stayed to give him the benefit of the doubt. I mean, maybe, his car had broken down or there had been traffic or something. Then, as time passed with no messages, I’d only stayed because I was following through on the decision I’d made. What can I say? I’m kind of obsessive like that.

My eyes caught on one of the guys playing pool. It wasn’t the first time. Over and over during the past almost hour, I’d been drawn to him. Excuse my language but the man was fucking hot. So much hotter than anyone else in this place. He didn’t have the same biker club vibe as the other guys, though he seemed to have a camaraderie with them. He chatted and joked around with the other harder, scruffier guys as if he were one of them, but he had an aura that set him apart.

It wasn’t that he was softer than they were. There was nothing soft about that man, from the way his muscles stretched his black tee and jeans to the black ink that covered both his arms. His black biker boots completed the look. Just the slightest bit of scruff darkened his square jaw, more than stubble but less than a full-on beard. Controlled and purposeful.

I liked that, controlled and purposeful. Those two words exactly described my personality but were the reason so many people considered me a nerd. I was not a nerd. Perhaps, I protested too much, but didn’t it take one to know one? Of course, people who hadn’t known me in high school had made that judgment of me in college, so maybe, I was the one who was wrong.

My mouth watered as I continued to stare-but-not-stare, covertly checking out his ass as he bent over the pool table. 

“She’s such a geek! I can’t believe she fell for it.”

“Look at her sitting so pitiful and sad over there. God, I can’t imagine being so needy.”

“Maybe, she doesn’t realize it was all a joke yet.”

“Oh my God, how pathetic.” 

My spine stiffened, and I side-eyed to see who the hell those four women were, and who they were talking about. Okay, right. I knew they were talking about me, but I was hopeful I was wrong.

Was that terrible of me? To hope they were talking about someone else? For once?

Fuck me. It was the sorority squad from my psych class. Damn it. I turned my head away, closing my eyes as my chest ached. A sick knot clenched in my belly.

Just once, I’d like to be accepted. To be one of the gang. Was I too needy? 

God, lately, it seemed as if I were questioning everything about myself. Maybe, I should go to therapy to be less OCD. Maybe, I should try to be less smart. Maybe, I should hire a stylist to look more fashionable—though I had to admit, my clothes didn’t look any different than the bitch squad over there. My hair wasn’t highly styled, though. I wore it in a long flow down my back, the natural waves giving it body. Princess hair. I personally thought my locks and my blue eyes were my best features. I had a curvy figure, and I wasn’t stick-thin like the girls making fun of me. But my weight wasn’t what I got scoffed at about.

Nope. It was because I was a nerd. Geek. Weirdo. Dork. Freak.

A loser.

Tears pricked my eyes, and I squeezed my lids shut. I would not cry. God knew my eyeliner and mascara probably weren’t waterproof. That would be just perfect, to let them see me with streaks on my face from crying.

My hand clenched on my clutch. Why was this my life? I did everything I could to do the right thing. Maybe, that’s why I didn’t fit in. I was too much of a good girl…a goodie two shoes. Whatever.

I mean, yeah, I always did my homework and never cheated. Yeah, I was always on time. Yeah, I didn’t date. This train wreck was the perfect example of why not. And yeah…I was a virgin. I’d never even kissed a guy so didn’t that stand to reason.

“I wonder how long she’ll stay here, hoping he shows up,” I heard.

“Rumor is, he’s actually out with Stacey,” another girl said then giggled. “They were going over to McKenzie Point to fuck.”

“Geez, so crude,” another girl admonished, though I heard her laughing.

Speaking of fucking… Fuck this!

Turning toward the bar where my Coke sat at my elbow, I grabbed the glass and took a sip. Then I looked toward the pool table where Biker Boots was just straightening from a tough shot. Man…his ass. I bit my lip, wondering what it would feel like under my hands.

Suddenly, I wanted do something. To not be afraid to take a chance. To not be geeky, OCD Luisa. To take a chance and be daring. Taking a deep breath, I stood and glanced at the quartet of bitches who were watching me. After giving them what I hoped was a cocky smirk, I marched across the space separating me from the bar and Mr. Biker Boots. I tossed my clutch on the high stool where his leather coat was draped then continued over to him, stepping face-to-chest with him. I looked up into his startled eyes.

He quickly hid that behind a sexy grin. “Well, hello there.”

“Hi. Are you single?”

“Um, yeah?”

“Good.” My hand went behind his head—thank God for movies because I had no clue what I was doing—and pulled him down to me. He immediately took over, tugging me to his body and covering my lips with his. My legs went weak and I think I moaned. Not sure, because everything went fuzzy as his hand fisted in my hair and his other grasped my hip, yanking me closer to the hard body I’d been drooling over. 

His tongue probed my lips, and on another groan, I opened for him. He tasted of the beer he’d been drinking, and suddenly, it was one of the best flavors I’d ever experienced. Crazy, since until now, beer had just seemed gross to me. But on Biker Boots, it was wonderful. Heady. Intoxicating.

His forehead leaned against mine as the kiss ended.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Uh-huh,” I mumbled. Wait, was that an observation or an invitation? Whatever, I agreed to both.

I opened my eyes and stared into his warm, dark, dark, dark gaze.

“Hi,” I breathed.

“Hello, Cinderella. It’s nice to meet you, too. But before you kiss me again, you should know I’m not Prince Charming.”

My tongue swept over my bottom lip, tasting him again. He groaned, and I smiled. “You kissed me.”

“I guess I did.”

“You can kiss me again…if you want to.” My teeth sank into the side of my lip. I had no damn clue what I was doing. I prayed to God, Biker Boots wouldn’t laugh at me.

He didn’t. His smile faded as his gaze burned into mine. “Let’s get out of here.”


Chapter Two

~ Dodge ~

I’d felt her watching me. I’d been watching Princess Cinderella, too. She looked like a fucking Disney princess with all that long golden hair and the sweet innocence surrounding her. Christ, she even wore the same color blue as that freaking dress Cinderella wore in the movie my niece insisted on watching—and yes, I’d seen it way too many times. But hell, Uncle Dodge would do anything for his Little Melon Ball. Someday, she’d hate that we called her that, rather than Melanie, but I’d still call her by the nickname.

When Cinderella had come over and thrown herself into my arms, my cock had gone rock solid. There was nothing childlike or Disney about all those curves. I just wanted to sink into them, and if I had my way, I’d be over her within the hour, devouring all that sweetness.

“What do you say?” I asked, when she didn’t answer right away. “Wanna get out of here?”

Not for the first time, her teeth sank into her lip. I could see indecision warring inside her, then she nodded, and my cock throbbed a yahoo! 

Leading her over to the chair where I’d tossed my crap, I draped my jacket over her shoulders, not liking at all that the swinging dicks in this place had been eyeing the bare skin. She slipped her arms into the too-big sleeves, looking as if she belonged in my leather. Take that, assholes. She’s mine.

The intensity of my sudden desire for ownership startled me, but my motto in life was to roll with it. If my gut said it was right, it was right. And my gut, not my cock, said this princess was mine. Well, not just my cock. He was pretty adamant that she belong to us, too.

As such, I needed to get her the fuck out of here before someone tried to close in on my territory. I already wanted to know what the fuck she was doing in this shithole by herself.

I handed her the little purse thing she carried then slung my arm around her shoulders. When I looked down, I caught her looking over at a group of dumbstruck, plastic girls. 

“You with them?” I asked. They were the polar opposite from her. Cold and fake, not real and so warm you wanted to surround yourself with her. My cock jerked again as I envisioned her thick thighs around my shoulders while I devoured her sweet pussy. Yeah, I wanted to bury myself in her.

She glanced up at me, smiling sweetly. “No. God, no. I hope you don’t think badly of me for saying this, but they’re bitches.”

I threw back my head and laughed. This girl. I was keeping her. I knew it deep down in my soul, and I didn’t even know her name yet. My lips pressed to her sweet-smelling hair. Flowers. She smelled like some kind of flowers. Lovely but not overpowering.

“What’s your name, Princess? I don’t mind calling you Cinderella, because you sure as fuck look like a Disney princess, but I’d like to know what you’re really called.”

“Really?” she breathed. “You think I look like a princess? It’s the hair, isn’t it?”

“That’s part of it, I guess.” Someone had done this girl wrong if she didn’t know how fucking perfect she was. I didn’t like it. Grasping her chin with my fingers, I tipped her face up to mine and brushed my lips over hers. “You’re so damn sweet. I could see you singing with birds while they bring you flowers and wildlife prances around you.”

She squinted at me. “You’ve been watching the Cinderella cartoon?”

“I have a niece. It’s her favorite. She’s going to die when she sees you.”

“I…”

“Not tonight,” I added quickly. Geez, I’d probably scared her with the family thing. “Tonight, you’re all mine.”

She bit her lip, smiling. Her small hand fit into mine. “I like that.”

“Good. Let’s go then.” The sooner I had her away from this place, the better. 

“You have a car here?” I asked when we got outside.

She shook her head. “I don’t have one. I live near the college, so I don’t really need one. Sorry, I mean…” She sighed. “I’m babbling. Sorry. I took an Uber here.”

“Good.” My fingers caressed over her cheek, already cool from the October air. “Then we can take my bike without a problem.”

“Your bike?” she gasped.

“Ever been on one?”

She shook her head.

“You’ll be perfectly safe with me. Promise.”

“Okay,” she whispered, still sounding unsure. “Where are we going?”

“Anywhere you want.”

She licked her lip. “I want to go to your place.”

Her eyes widened, and she looked more startled than me that she’d said that. “Do you know what you’re asking, sweet thing?”

She nodded solemnly.

My eyes narrowed. “You’re legal, right?”

“Of course! I was in a bar.”

“They’re not so hot about checking IDs. How old are you?”

“Twenty-one.”

Thank fuck for that. “And your name? You still haven’t told me your name, sugar. I need to know what to call you when I have you under me, my cock buried ten inches inside your sweet little pussy.”

Her eyes were saucers. Yep, she was a sweet, innocent thing, and I was going to dirty her up and make her mine. Only, I could tell that sweetness was soul deep, integral to her. It didn’t matter what we did. It wouldn’t go away.

“Luisa,” she muttered.

I played with a strand of her soft, golden-blonde hair, twisting it around my finger. “My little Lulu. It’s okay if I call you that? Lulu?”

God’s truth; I probably would anyway. Hopefully, she said yes.

“No one else does,” she whispered.

I waited, my silence letting her know I needed an actual answer. I liked that no one else called her that. It just made her all the more mine.

“Yes, I’d like that.”

“Let’s get you home then, Lulu, so we can get to know each other even better.”

“Okay, Biker Boots.”

My eyes met hers again, and she was smirking.

“I don’t know your name, either.”

“It’s Dodge. I kinda like Biker Boots, though.”

“I kinda like the idea of you wearing them and nothing else,” she admitted and even in the darkness, I saw the redness flooding into her cheeks. She was trying so hard to be brave and brazen.

My thumb stroked over one blushing cheek. “I can make that happen. And Lulu?”

“Yeah?”

“You don’t have to be anything but yourself with me, okay?”

She made a face. “Maybe, you won’t like me. Most people think I’m—”

She cut off, probably realizing she was about to admit something that might put me off. I had news for her: wasn’t happening.

“Most people think what?” I prompted.

“Um…”

“Truth, Lulu. Always the truth with me.”

“I’m kind of a…nerd or something. That’s what everyone says.”

I threw back my head and laughed. Oh God…people were so fucking stupid. This girl was perfection, so they made up reasons to belittle her. That thought sobered me, and I wanted to kick all their asses.

“Those girls in there,” I growled. “They said this?”

“Everyone says it. Back home. Here at college.”

“Stupid,” I grated.

“I’m not stupid!”

“Not you, Princess. Them. Fuck, they must look at you and be overwhelmed. They don’t know how to take you so they make up shit.”

“Uh, yeah…no, I don’t think so,” she huffed. “I wish.”

“Trust me, I have never seen a woman so perfect.”

She blew out an annoyed breath through her nose, as if I were lying to her or blowing smoke up her ass. “Everyone says it. I mean…you know why I was here tonight? It was a setup. He asked me for weeks and weeks to go out with him, just so he could get me here and stand me up. Be a dick. And those girls in there, they were witness to it all. They were making fun of me for being so gullible and needy. I’m…I’m not gullible.”

No, she was innocent. And I was so pissed off, I wanted to kick a world full of asses. How dare anyone make this sweet girl feel this way? How dare anyone do this to her. “They’re all assholes. Unworthy of you. Come on. Let’s go back to my place. I’ll make you feel better. I have ice cream.”

One side of her mouth turned up, and I learned one more thing about her. She was resilient. I already knew she was smart, funny and gutsy. And fucking beautiful, of course. “I don’t want ice cream,” she said.

“What do you want, Princess?”

“You.”


Chapter Three

~ Luisa ~

I couldn’t believe I’d said that. I also couldn’t believe I was on the back of his bike. That was another first for me tonight. After I’d blurted out that I wanted him, he’d practically dragged me over here and plopped his helmet on me. He wasn’t wearing one, leading me to believe he didn’t often have passengers.

My arms were wrapped around his slim waist, my breasts pressed against his back and my thighs pressed to the outsides of his. My entire body seemed to vibrate as he raced down the streets to his place, and I wondered if I’d ever experienced anything more sexual and arousing than being on the back of his bike. Definitely, an underrated experience. Why hadn’t I known about this? Every woman should have being on the back of a motorcycle on the top of her list of to-dos.

Of course, not every woman would have Dodge between her thighs. Possessive rage built inside me as I imagined him with another woman. I didn’t want to be one in a long line. Probably something I should have made sure of back in the bar’s parking lot. It also surprised me. Why was I suddenly feeling proprietary about him?

He swerved around a corner into a parking lot, and my arms tightened as I cried out. I felt Dodge laughing. Asshole.

He pulled into a space and knocked out the kickstand. He turned off the bike, and the rumble disappeared, leaving me strangely empty as the vibrations when away. My biker would replace them soon enough, I supposed. Maybe.

I stumbled off the motorcycle and yanked off the helmet, shoving it at him. My nerves and temper were still on edge from the warring thoughts and arousal I’d had on the way here. He dropped it into the storage compartment and stalked toward me, the beast after his prey.

My arms crossed over my chest, and I took a step backward. “How often do you bring home women from the bar?” I demanded.

He smirked. “Never, actually. I go to play pool and grab a drink with the guys, sometimes. I’m not into barflies who’ve opened their legs for most of the men in there.”

Okay, not one in a line. “Why me?”

“You’re not one of them, for one thing. For another, one look at you, and I wanted you more than I’ve ever wanted another woman.” He took a step toward me when I didn’t say anything. “You don’t have to believe me, though I hope you will, but I’m not some manwhore. I’ve spent the past five years building my business and clientele. I’m not a virgin but I don’t go around picking up women all over the place. I can’t even clearly remember the last time I fucked someone. I’ve damn well never brought someone home.”

“Then why me?” I repeated.

“You’re different.”

I grimaced. “That’s what I was trying to tell you back there.” I gestured behind me to indicate the bar.

“Not like that. I don’t even want you to think of yourself that way again. You hear me. You are…special. Sweet. So fucking sweet. Real and not fake, because the real you is fucking great. They’re jealous of you, is all.”

I blinked hard as tears pricked my eyes. A stone formed in my throat, and I swallowed hard, trying to clear it. “I…” I took a deep breath. “I’d like to go up to your place now.”

He nodded and laced his warm, calloused fingers through mine.

I was doing this; I was really doing this, and with the hottest guy I’d ever seen. A man I’d just met. But it didn’t feel that way. Even with butterflies going nuts in my belly, this just felt right, being with him felt right. If it turned out to be a big mistake later, then I’d chalk it up to a learning experience. I didn’t think that would be the case, though.

“Just don’t hurt me,” I said as I followed him up the wooden steps that led up the side of the building to what I assumed was his apartment. They were partially protected by an overhang, but they seemed as if they’d be a bitch to traverse once winter snow and ice hit.

He paused, turning, and I was face-to-belly with him. My face burned, realizing how close to his cock I was. The ridge in his pants seemed to throb and he must have realized how close I was too, because he lifted me and set me a couple steps above him, so we were face to face.

“One of these days, I want that pretty mouth on me, Princess,” he said, “but right now, this is better.” 

I nodded, so embarrassed I thought I might just die. I looked away, but he drew my gaze back to him with gentle fingers on my chin.

“You a virgin, sweet Lulu?” he asked.

I bit my lip and nodded again. My bravado seemed to have fled into the night. I still wanted him more than I wanted to keep breathing—so a lot, then—but my bravery was flagging.

“Is that a problem?” I whispered, afraid he’d say yes.

“Fuck, no. I like that I’m your first. That you’ll belong only to me. I’ll just have to be more careful is all. But fuck…knowing you’re innocent…damn, it about makes me come in my jeans.”

“I’ve heard guys get off on that,” I replied before I could stop my damn mouth.

He smirked. “Could be. Sure makes me hot—but before you go thinking the wrong thing, that’s not my angle. I’m not out searching for virgins to deflower. Like I said before, I’m not out sleeping with anything that can move. There were two different girls back in high school, which seems like a million years ago,” he said with a self-depreciating laugh. 

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-six.”

“That’s a long time.”

“Well, maturity hit, and I’m not interested in anyone other than my one, anymore.”

 I stared at him. He didn’t want anyone but his one, and he was interested in me.

“Yeah, sweetness, let that sink in,” he growled.

“But you…you just met me.”

He shrugged. “My grandpa always said, when you know you know. Pretty damn sure he was right. I met you, and everything in my world shifted.”

“Dodge…” 

“Fuck, did I scare you?”

“You swear a lot.”

“It’s part of the badass package. Tattooed tattoo artist, motorcycle, sexy-ass boots to go with it, dive bar regular, bit of a language problem, wants to fuck you raw—”

“Oh my God,” I gasped. He was so crass, and all my girl parts were responding. My pussy was more slick and hot than I ever remembered it being and my breasts ached, seeming swollen inside my bra. I just knew my nipples had to be hard little nubs. My entire body tingled as if it were gearing up to explode…the rumbles before the eruption.

His lips twitched, and I knew he held back a grin. His brow raised. “Too much?”

I shook my head.

“Still in?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“Good. Let’s move this off these shitty steps. I’m getting new ones put in and enclosed before it snows.” He took my hand and pulled me along with him. When I stumbled slightly in my heels, he paused then scooped me up in his arms. “Definitely getting better stairs,” he muttered. “Maybe an elevator. Don’t want you to fall.”

I tried not to contemplate how that sounded as if he intended to keep me. I had a hard time believing anyone stuck around.

He kissed along my neck then set me down on the landing. I almost expected him to push me up against the door, but he didn’t. Instead, he opened the door and led me inside his surprisingly clean space. Served me right for making assumptions. Being a badass bachelor didn’t mean having a shitty living area.

“Living room slash dining room slash rec room.” He swept out his arm to indicate the area. “Kitchen. Bathroom. Office. Laundry,” he pointed to the four doors off the huge area he’d called a living room. It was an L-shaped affair the size of three normal-sized rooms, and totally unexpected for an apartment. “The two bedrooms and the other exit are down there.”

“It’s huge.”

“It runs the entire length of my shop downstairs. Rather than break it up into multiple units, I just made it into one apartment.”

“Your business is downstairs?”

“Yeah, I own Needles of Paint. Used to be a beauty shop down there and a ballet studio up here. Before I opened my own place, I used to work for my brother, Ford, at his shop across town.”

“Your name is Dodge. His name is Ford. Do you have another brother named Chevy?”

“Yeah. You know him?”

“No, it was a guess. Sorry.”

He shrugged. “My dad was a motorhead.” He pulled me close. “Now, about us.”

My hands rested on his shoulders. “Yes?”

Dodge swung me up into his arms and strode toward the back of the apartment. “You’ve seen the place; I told you a little about my family. Now, I’m going to fuck you and cement my claim on you.”

“I didn’t know you were making a claim on me.” The thought made me warm all over though.

“Fuck, yeah, I am. Where’ve you been, Princess? You’re mine now, and I’m about to seal the deal.”

“Oh…”

“Better say no and run now or forever hold your peace—except when I’m plowing into you and you’re screaming my name.”

“If you expect a quiet woman who never speaks her mind—”

“Nope,” he interrupted. “Just don’t want to hear you thinking you’re not mine.”

”But what if you don’t like the sex?”

“Not gonna happen.”

“But what if—”

“Are you trying to talk me out of it, sweetness? Again, not gonna happen—unless you flat out say no. I might be a lot of things, but I’m not one to ever force a woman.” 

Knowing that just made me want him more, consequences be damned. We’d figure this out. And so I said the least Type-A thing that had ever passed my lips. “I do want you.”

No caveats, no conditions, just pure flat-out need. And that was it. I gave over control, and he took it. And I was fine with it. Maybe, when it came to this part of my life, I didn’t need or want control. Who knew…? I was so screwed up I didn’t even understand myself. But I damn well wanted Dodge.

“Good,” was all he said. Next thing I realized we were in his room. I didn’t get a chance to look at it as he placed me on the bed then came down over me. His lips brushed over mine, once, twice, before he deepened the kiss with a groan. I immediately opened for him, my body arching under his as I tried to get closer to all that hard muscle over me. 


Chapter Four

~ Dodge ~

I couldn’t believe my luck. I’d gone to the bar tonight to play pool, have a few beers and blow off steam after a fairly shitty week. Two of my artists had left to start their own gig out of state. They had no damn clue what they were doing. They’d be back, but by then I’d have new guys in, and the ones who’d left weren’t that great. I wasn’t saving a spot for them.

Then the friends I was supposed to meet had all blown me off for one reason or another. A couple were out of town, a couple were working, one had a family issue, etc. 

Fine, I’d give them all a pass. It wasn’t often we missed a Friday. We’d been getting together at least once a week since high school. Someone had dubbed us the bad boys, and it’d stuck. 

We’d been those guys back then; always in trouble, definitely not the ones you wanted to be friends with your son or daughter. Bad influences all around. Whatever. Sure we’d all gotten suspended a time or ten. My closest friend had even been expelled once, but his family was fucking loaded. Money speaks and all that, so he’d been back to our swanky private school on Monday.

Right now, I was pretty damn thankful they’d all flaked on me. If they hadn’t, this ball of blonde perfection might not have thrown herself into my arms. 

At the moment, Lulu was a bundle of energy beneath me, touching everywhere, writhing against me. If my dick got any harder it would rip through my jeans. No joke. I’d never been harder in my life; I’d never had a reason to be. I hadn’t been blowing smoke at her when I’d told her about the one.

“God, you’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmured against her ear before kissing her right below it. Lulu shivered, goosebumps lifting on her skin.

She pulled at my shirt and worked her hands underneath. I groaned quietly at the feel of her soft palms rubbing over my skin and tracing my spine.

“You feel so good,” she whispered.

“Back at you, sweetness.” I yanked off my tee then pushed at her sweater, pulling it over her head and tossing it to the floor. I couldn’t help but notice how her eyes hungrily took in the ink across my chest. 

She still wore a silky tank, and I quickly skimmed it off, too. She had on a black lace bra beneath that kicked me straight in the gut. Her snow white skin and puckered, pink nipples shown through the material in the most enticing peek-a-boo ever.

“Fuck me,” I muttered.

Her hands lifted to cover her breasts, but I stopped them. Holding her wrists down to the mattress. “I’ve never seen anything more erotic in my life. You’re like the most gorgeous pinup, a fucking wet dream, but the sweetest of sugar.”

I leaned forward, kissing and nipping and tasting down her shoulder to the slope of her breast. She shuddered with her nerves as I hooked my fingers in her bra cup to pull it down ever so slowly. I didn’t want to scare her by going too fast, yet I didn’t want to give her time to get nervous and change her mind, either. 

The sensation of that silky soft skin against the backs of my fingers almost did me in. We both gasped as her nipple popped free. I wasted no time closing my mouth around the tip. I kept my gaze on her face as I sucked, watching her pleasure. She was all in with this.

“Dodge,” she gasped, her back arching into me. I slipped my palm beneath her, both to support her and hold her in place. Her fingers drove into my hair as I tormented the ripe little peak, curling my tongue over the crinkled areola until she was literally writhing beneath me. 

My hips thrust slightly into the mattress, my cock needing to be free to drive into her. But I couldn’t yet. I wanted her excited and dripping for me.

Reaching behind her, I unhooked her bra, then tossed it aside to fully reveal her fantastic tits. “God, Lulu. You’re beautiful.”

She reached up and pulled me down to her so we were chest to chest, her soft breasts pressed to my hard pecs. Our mouths met, kissing furiously.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” I murmured.

“Please…”

“Then I’m going to turn us so you’re riding me and I can watch those perfect tits bouncing with each move.” I captured her moan in my mouth. Whether it was protest or arousal, I didn’t know. What I did know was she’d be panting for it by the time it happened. My cock was primed and ready to own her. I’d never felt so proprietorial about anything, but with Lulu…she was all mine. No one was coming between us.

I’d examine that thought later, but right now, I felt downright feral for her. Ripping myself away from her lips, I kissed a blazing trail down her torso, making sure to take the time to give each breast a long, hard suck and to nip at her navel. When I reached her waistband, I popped open the button. When she gave no sign of protest and in fact, lifted her hips for me, I opened the zipper then moved to yanked down her jeans and black lace panties. Then I froze.

“Who’d you wear this sexy underwear for, Cinderella?” I demanded.

“Me,” she gasped, probably shocked by my tone.

That didn’t satisfy me. I hated it, but I had to know. “You weren’t with the Barbie quartet at that dive. It’s definitely not someplace for a sweet thing like you. Were you looking to fuck that guy who stood you up? Hoping to find someone else there?”

She looked away, shaking her head, and I reached up and turned her face back to me.

“I-I was supposed to meet him, just for a date. I wasn’t going to sleep with him. I don’t even like him that much. I’m glad he stood me up.”

Who would stand this girl up? Fucking asshole, but fortunate for me. “I would never stand you up, and from now on, you’ll be wearing these sexy panties only for me.”

“I will?” she whispered, hesitantly.

“Oh yeah,” I breathed. I kissed the pale skin above the edge of the lace then slowly started pulling it down. A groan escaped me when her bare pussy was revealed. Bare. Fuck me.

Pausing, with her pants at her knees, I drew my thumb along her wet slit. My lips followed the trail. My tongue flicked out to taste the sweet nectar, and I groaned. Fuck… I needed more. Both hands came up; one to flatten above her sex, to hold her where I wanted her, and the other to part those succulent folds. I closed my mouth over her, devouring all her cream.

Lulu kicked off her shoes and jeans, then her knees lifted around my shoulders. I pushed them upward to open her farther for my licking and sucking.

“Oh God, Dodge,” she cried. “I…I…Oh!”

I smiled against her, taking all her release as a powerful orgasm shook her. Her fingers knotted in my hair, sweet, perfect pain. I redoubled my efforts. She was coming again before I introduced her to my fat, ten inches.

Her little heels pressed into my back as she canted her hips into my devouring mouth.

“Come again for me,” I growled. “Give it to me.”

I pushed two fingers into her as I drew on her clit. Her breathing shattered, becoming half breaths and half unarticulated cries of ‘oh,’ over and over. Then a loud, drawn-out wail exploded from her as she came, her walls squeezing my fingers and her sweet cream flooding over them.

Moving quickly, I shoved down my worn jeans and boxer-briefs then positioned myself at her opening. I groaned at the hot moisture that coated my glans.

“Ready, Cinderella?” I asked as she wrapped her legs around my hips.

“Yes. Now.” She nodded quickly with her words. Her fingers clenched into my shoulders, and her hips moved, pushing the smallest bit onto my erection. I groaned at the increased pressure. Not knowing the best way to fuck a virgin—and glad all the rest of our times this wouldn’t be a worry, because I knew she was it for me—I decided to go with quick and fast.

Lulu cried out as I buried all my length, deep. I froze. Breathing hard, I stared down at her. I dropped gentle kisses on her face. 

“Sorry,” I whispered, not feeling at all the badass I usually was. Something about her softened me. And that was okay—when I was with her, anyway.

“I’m good,” she breathed back at me, the two of us so quiet in the silent room. The only sound was our breathing and the constant buzz of electricity that seemed loud right now.

Tentatively, I moved my hips. She winced a little then shook her head when I froze again. “No. No, it’s good,” she said quietly. “I was expecting pain, but it’s just…so full. You feel…so big, Dodge.”

I couldn’t help my smirk, and I raised a cocky eyebrow at her. “Made for this tight, little pussy. Fuck, you’re squeezing the hell outta me.” And like that, her walls clenched on my words. “Fuck,” I moaned. Unable to stop, I started pistoning in and out, taking her hard just as I’d promised. Lulu cried out in pleasure beneath me, her head tossed back and her fingernails digging into my arms like perfect little tenterhooks to hold me to her.

My balls drew up, the base of my spine tingling with immanent threat. My teeth gritted as I fought back my release. I focused on the pain of her nails, the ticklish drip of sweat rolling down my back, the vise-like squeeze around my—oh fuck!

Lulu screamed, her walls convulsing around my dick and her body lurching up into me, her body going rigid with her orgasm even as it shook her. The explosion erupted over my body, my cum bathing her womb, again and again and again.

My head dropped to her heaving breast as I propped my weight on my forearms. Her fingers brushed over my hair.

“Your perfect, so absolutely perfect,” I whispered into her skin.

“I’m not,” she replied, her hand freezing then dropping away.

I lifted my head and speared her with a stare. “Says who? You’re fucking amazing, and anyone who says otherwise is an asshole.”


Chapter Five

~ Luisa ~

I blinked hard, not wanting to start crying. My eyes burned.

What a freaking buzzkill after the best orgasm of my life. Who knew sex was so amazing? The afterward though, the real life, even while he was still buried inside me…? It wasn’t as great.

“You don’t know me,” I said then bit my quivering lip. Damn emotions.

“Not as much as I will,” he admitted. “I’m looking forward to learning everything, though. Right now, I know you’re sweet. You’re a little fragile—vulnerable—but that’s okay, because you have me to protect you now. You’ve got a fire inside you that surprises you—like when you threw yourself into my arms and when you climbed on my bike and came here with me. I think you’ll be surprised what else is inside you.”

“Right now, you’re inside me,” I quipped, hating feeling emotionally vulnerable with him. I mean, crap…I was naked under him. That was pretty vulnerable. But I wasn’t ready to show my ugly insides and all the scars from years of being bullied and an outcast.

His eyes narrowed. “You’re a flower waiting to bloom, and you don’t realize you’re already beautiful.”

“I’m not,” I protested.

“You know what? I saw you watching me at the bar, long before you threw yourself into my chest. Wanna know why? Because I was watching you right back. I’m just better at being covert than you are.”

“You were?”

“Damn straight I was. I was waiting to see if someone joined you and plotting my options for getting you away from him. I was coming for you, but I wanted to let you get a good look at me first. I can be pretty big and intimidating. I didn’t want to scare a little thing like you.”

“I’m not that little.”

“We need to work on that.”

“On what?” I growled. He fucking better not be implying he wanted to put me on a diet. I’d break his dick shoving him off me.

“That negative talk,” he replied, saving his life. “I wish you could see what I see.” He turned, bringing me over him, his cock still in me and noticeably hard again. Straddling him, I looked down at him. He reached up, cupping my breasts. His thumbs flicked over my nipples. I shuddered in pleasure and arched into it. My hands braced on his bent legs. “See? Perfect,” he continued. “Don’t bring that negative shit from other people in here. It’s just you and me. Our bodies are made for each other. I’d wager, all of you was made for all of me…and vice versa.”

“The bad boy biker and the bookish nerd?”

He shrugged. “Cinderella and Prince Not-So-Charming.”

“So far, you’ve been pretty charming,” I refuted, realizing he was bringing his own outside image to bed with us, too. I leaned forward, and he cupped the back of my neck, pulling.

“Oh the fucking dirty things I want to do to you, baby,” he said against my lips.

“Do them all,” I whispered back.

He growled, thrusting his hips up into me. “Going to. But first, you’re going to ride my cock like you promised.”

I squinted at him as he positioned me, my hands on his legs again, chest pushed outward. “I don’t think I promised that.”

“Your pussy did. Very loudly.”

“You don’t say? Huh…” I bit my lip, groaning as he tweaked the nipples he’d been playing with. The impulses shot clear to my sopping sex, squeezing the massive cock impaling me. Over him like this, he just felt enormous and so, so deep.

“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted.

“Bounce up and down my dick, babe. Ride it and feel good.”

Feeling unsure, I started moving. He guided me. That gave me more confidence than I would have thought. Soon, I was moving on my own, giving my thighs a good workout as I fucked him. Or he fucked me. Or…it didn’t even matter. It felt so good, this man in me, loving me, filling me, taking me. He wanted me just as I was, and with him I was a damn goddess. This time when I came, I felt as if I were flying, soaring into oblivion, Dodge soaring right along with me.

Afterward, we collapsed onto the bed together, facing each other. Only then did I realize he’d never fully taken off his pants. I giggled seeing them down around his ankles.

“What?” he asked, laughing with me as he followed my gaze.

“You fucked me with your bad-boy biker boots on.” I snorted. So ladylike.

But Dodge seemed completely amused. He kissed the tip of my nose. “Of course, I did. I had to be inside you before it struck  midnight and you ran away, Princess.”

I laughed harder. “We’re a couple weirdos.”

“Made for each other,” he replied. Sitting up, he unlaced and shucked his boots then skimmed his jeans the rest of the way off. After dumping the clothing on the floor, he moved back beside me, tugged the covers over us and pulled me into his arms.

My mind was going a mile a minute. I didn’t want to disappear like Cinderella, but what would happen in the morning when he realized I was not a princess but a pumpkin?

* * * *

I woke alone. Sitting up, clutching the blanket to my naked chest, I listened. The apartment was silent. Empty of life.

Deep inside, I wasn’t surprised, Dodge had taken off. He probably hoped I’d skulk off and leave his apartment vacant and safe before he came back. That hurt like a punch in the gut. He’d gotten what he wanted, then despite all the sweet words, he’d taken off. 

Tears pricked my eyes as I climbed out of bed. Belatedly, I realized he’d picked up all my clothes and folded them, leaving them in a pile on a chair near the window. He’d left a note atop them. I figured it probably said something like Thanks. Get out.

Which wasn’t really fair. Dodge had never given me the impression he was cold like that. It was probably a nice note, but goodbye, nonetheless.

Good morning, Cinderella,

I’m in the shop downstairs. One of the guys called off and I had to cover the appointment. Come downstairs when you wake up. I’ll have coffee, bagels and a good morning kiss.

D

I sank onto the edge of the bed. The note both warmed me and terrified me. His words were sweet, but I’d been prepared for goodbye. Hell, the coward in me had wanted it. Then he’d never actually see me as the geek I was. I’d never have to hear unkind, scoffing words from him or see the disappointment in his eyes. Never witness his realization that I was something completely different than he thought I was.

I couldn’t go downstairs to the shop, and I hated myself for it. Doing what I knew was best, I got dressed then found my purse. A few minutes later, I’d ordered an Uber, and as luck had it, they were nearby. In fifteen minutes, I was in the car, leaving Dodge behind forever.

My chest ached more than it ever should. It had been one night. Albeit, one wonderful night, but still. It shouldn’t feel as if I were ripping out my chest. It shouldn’t feel as if I was losing the love of my life, my soul mate.

It had only been one night.


Chapter Six

~ Dodge ~

This day was shit.

First, my lead artist for the day and the receptionist had called off. They were fucking each other so I knew they were just taking the weekend off together—you know as if two of my other guys hadn’t left this week for their out-of-state endeavor. Within an hour, I wanted to punch the guy I was inking. He’d known exactly what he wanted, which had turned out to mean he knew jack shit. He hadn’t even known where he wanted the tat. It just acerbated my annoyance at being in the studio instead of upstairs in my warm bed, wrapped up in Lulu’s warmer body.

Then she hadn’t come down. By ten, I knew there was a problem. Two minutes later, I knew she was gone. She’d fucking taken off like a God damn true-to-life Cinderella. And I was not Prince Charming with an entourage to track down her ass. I didn’t even have a shoe.

Melon Ball petted my hair like I was her puppy while I sucked down a beer on my brother’s couch—the only bottle I was allowed since I was babysitting. And of course, that damn movie was on. I couldn’t talk my niece out of it.

“Dere dere, Unka Dohg. It id be okay.”

I sighed. “Not so sure about that. How about that dog movie?” I suggested.

“I yike de pwincess.”

Princess…right. Okay. “How about Sleeping Beauty or Beauty and the Beast? Or hey! Mulan is a princess.” Well, after a fashion, she kind of was. I didn’t worry about semantics with the kid.

“She’s not. I want Cinawellwa.”

“Fine,” I sighed. Fuck my life anyway.

She leaned her head on my arm, her hair a wild blonde hurricane, and I wondered if my kid with Lulu would look as cure as her, have blue eyes and blonde hair like her mom or be darker like me.

“What’s wong, Unka Dohg?” she asked, looking up at me with soulful, dark eyes, so much like mine.

“I lost my princess, kiddo. She ran away like your girl Cinderella there.”

Good Lord, now I was confessing my problems to a preschooler.

“You gots to find her,” she exclaimed, jumping up.

“Don’t know if that’ll happen. Life’s not a fairytale.”

“Don’t be telling my kid that shit,” Ford said from the doorway. 

His wife, Millicent, smacked his shoulder. “Don’t be swearing in front of her.”

Mel sighed like a teenager. She would be a handful all too soon. “I know. I not awwowed to say shit and damn and f—”

I slipped my hand over her mouth before she said the last word, eyeballing my brother while my niece giggled. “Dude, you gotta get better at this sh—stuff.”

Yeah, the language was pretty ingrained. We’d had a privileged upbringing, but our dad had sworn like the trucker he was—even though he owned the fleet. Beyond that, Ford and I worked in a field where people expected us to be more badass than the average office Joe. We swore as a second language. And I should probably try cleaning mine up now because when I found Lulu, I sure as hell was working on our own kid ASAP. 

That thought was almost as bad as a kick in the balls. She’d left, and I didn’t have the faintest idea how to find her. I knew she attended the college—we only had the one in town—but damn, if I knew how to track her down there. It might be the sole university here, but it wasn’t small by any means. I couldn’t exactly stand on a corner there, looking for her.

Milly came over and lifted Mel into her arms, kissing the top of her head, while Ford jerked his head toward the other room. Oh, so we were having a talk. Perfect. That was just special, wasn’t it?

“Problem?” he asked once we were in his man cave and he’d closed the door behind us. Personally, I didn’t understand “man cave” or Milly’s “she shed.” It just seemed weird to me. They had their whole damn house. Why the hell would they want placed to escape each other or their precious angel? Lulu and I wouldn’t be doing any of that his/her shit.

“Yeah.” I crossed my arms and didn’t elaborate.

“I heard you tell Mel you lost your princess. What the hell is that? You don’t have a fucking princess.”

I scowled at him. Way to fucking rub it in. 

“I do,” I growled. “And just like Cinderella, she ran off into the night.”

“Um-hmm. What did you do?”

“Nothing! I left her in my bed—quite satisfied by the way—because I had to go down to work. I’m short guys as it is, then another one called off.”

“Okay, problem two…I have a couple people looking for more hours, which I don’t have. You can’t have them, but maybe we can each give them time. Now to the first thing. Bryce works at the university. He’s got access to student records. It’s totally unethical and dicey, but I bet we could get him to look through student records. It’s not like we’ve let gray area stop us from doing things before. You have a name?”

“First name.”

“Fuck, man…”

I threw up my hands. “We didn’t get around to it. You give Milly a full interview before you fucked her the first time?”

I knew he didn’t. They hadn’t even known each other’s first names. What can I say? When you know you know. He knew his one, just like I knew mine. And when I got my hands on her I was spanking her lickable ass or tying her to my bed or maybe both. 

“Good point. So look…I send two of my guys to your place on Monday, and also on Monday, you call Bryce and get him looking for your girl.”

Thank God she didn’t have a particularly common name.

“Thanks, bro,” I sighed, feeling a little better than I had earlier. 

After saying goodnight to my brother and his family, I climbed on my bike and headed to my place. I debated going to the bar, restless energy keeping me from wanting to bounce around my apartment. The bar where I’d met Lulu was the last place I wanted to go, though. 

So I took the long way home, driving a path that went right around the university. I’m a fucking glutton for punishment apparently. I wondered if she was thinking of me wherever she was tucked away in there. Was she with someone else? I’d kill a motherfucker if she was. Lulu was mine and only mine. I didn’t share, and I wasn’t letting her go—she’d find that out really damn soon.

Seething over the scenario I’d hatched in my own head, I sped back home. It wasn’t until I parked that I saw a small, shadowy figure on the dark steps. I almost forgot to turn off the bike as I leapt off it and stormed toward the stairwell.

She stood as I approached, wringing her hands together.

“The fuck, Luisa?” I swore when I was mere feet from her. “Why did you leave? Why are you sitting here in the dark where someone could—”

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I was scared. And…and…I’ve hated myself all day.”

“What the fuck were you scared of? Did you think I’d hurt you or some shit?”

She paused, twisting my gut some more because deserting me today hadn’t been enough, I guess.

“Not physically,” she said. “I don’t think you’d hit me or something.”

“I might spank your ass,” I growled, probably not helping the situation. It was so dark, I really couldn’t tell her reaction other than to see her stiffen slightly. A bit more of the whites of her eyes showed as they must have widened.

“Can we go upstairs and talk?” she asked.

“As if I’d let you go anywhere else,” I muttered, taking her hand and bringing her up the steps with me. In the living room, I shut and locked the door then flipped on the lights. When I turned, she stood a few feet from me, her hands clasped before her. She wore black jeans, a baggy black tee, and an open red-and-black flannel shirt. Beat up Chucks were on her feet, and her hair was up in a messy bun thing, a pencil sticking out of it, leading me to think she must have tried to study today. She work black-rimmed glasses and no makeup.

And she was absolutely fucking adorable.

“What were you scared of?” I asked to quell my urge to scoop her up and drag her to the bedroom right now.

She spread her arms wide. “This is me.”

“And?”

“I’m a pumpkin not Cinderella. I’m a nerd not a cute sorority girl.” Heat flushed her face, and she lifted a shoulder as if to shrug off her words. “That’s what everyone calls me, even people who didn’t know that’s what people have always said about me.”

I stared at her, not wanting to negate what she was sharing with her but wanting to dispute all of it nonetheless.

“You’re smart,” I finally said. I didn’t question it.

“Yeah.”

“You know more about stuff than all of them, whether it’s computers or math. You’re serious about your classes, and more interested in your grades than going out and having a good time.”

Her brows drew together. “I wouldn’t mind going out if someone asked me.”

“You’re not going out with anyone but me.”

“O…kay.” She smiled a little at that then bit her lip, her smile growing as she realized I saw her and I wasn’t rejecting her.

“What I mean is, if you had a choice of going to a party and studying for a big test or finishing an important paper, you’d do the responsible thing.”

“Of course, I would. My grades are everything.” Her head tilted, and her eyes filled with heat as her gaze ran over me. “Almost everything.”

“You intimidate them,” I said. “So they use tiny, mean words to try to belittle you and make you feel small. A few people start it, and pea-brained followers pick it up. It doesn’t mean it’s who you are.”

“You don’t think so?”

“No. What you are is beautiful and smart and mine.”

“Really?” she breathed. “Even though I left?”

“Are you going to do that again?”

She shook her head. “I thought it was a one-night thing for you. That you’d see me as a pumpkin and ask me to go.” 

“Luisa, love, what part of ‘I’ve been waiting for my one’ made you think we’re a one-night stand? I saw you, and it hit me right here.” I banged my fist into my chest. “I’ve been a wreck today, trying to figure out how to find you and how to convince you to give us a chance. As for being a pumpkin… You must be the sexiest, cutest, most desirable pumpkin ever. I want you more than what’s healthy.”

The tip of her little pink tongue shot across her bottom lip to dampen it, and I swallowed a groan. I wanted to kiss her and suck that tongue into my mouth. I wanted it on my dick, on my chest—anywhere on my skin, really.

“I want you, too,” she said.

“I need you to understand that…” I paused. “Look, this might sound weird, but I’ve never felt this way for anyone. And by this way, I mean obsessive, like you’re the one, like we’re supposed to be together. So, what you need to understand is, I’m in this for the long haul, not one night, not a couple weeks or months, but more like ‘til death do us part.”

“Are you proposing to me?” she gasped.

“Not yet. When I do, I’ll have a ring and flowers and all the right words—”

“Your words are pretty great right now.”

“And maybe, we’ll have more than one night under our belt before then, so you feel more secure and all. But hell, Cinderella married her prince after one night together didn’t she?”

“Well, in the real, non-Disney fairytale, it was more than that.”

“Smarty pants,” I teased.

“Yeah, problem with that?” she quipped, making me so proud of her.

“Nope. Besides, I’m not a prince.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” she said, stepping close and putting her hands on my chest. She went up on her toes and kissed my chin. “I think in a lot of ways, you’re very princely. In any case, you’re my prince, and that’s all that matters.”

I swung her up into my arms.

“What are you doing?” she squealed, throwing her arms around me.

“Taking you deep into my castle,” I told her. “And then I’m going to fuck you until you’re too weak to run away.” I nuzzled her neck then nipped her shoulder. “And the shop is closed tomorrow, so we might be in bed all day, too.”

“Oh, God,” she whispered.

“You like that idea?”

She nodded. “Very much. Where were you all night, by the way? Not at the bar?”

“No way. I was babysitting. My niece told me I needed to go find my princess and my brother gave me an idea how. I wasn’t letting you go, Lulu. If you hadn’t shown up here, I would have found you. I would have come after you. I’m not letting you go without a fight.”

Happiness shown in her eyes before she laid her head against my shoulder. “Good. Dodge?”

“Yeah?”

“Fuck me in your biker boots again? That was pretty hot.”

“Nope. Gonna make love to you in them, though. Sweet and slow—you know before I do all the dirty stuff.”

“Hmm…I like the sound of that.”

“That’s my girl.”

Forever, if I had my way.


Epilogue

~ Luisa ~

“That’s the end of it,” Dodge said as he set a box beside the one I’d just brought in. Admittedly, I didn’t have a ton, but we were moving my things from my dorm room to his place over the tattoo shop. He hadn’t been happy about it, but I’d made him wait until the end of the semester before I officially moved in.

I’d finished my last class two hours ago, and he’d met me at my dorm room afterward. To say Dodge was anxious for me to live here full time was an understatement. Though I’d spent more nights here than I had on campus, he couldn’t wait for us to be official. And since I had no family of my own, there was no one to object to the move. The reservation was all on me.

I’d wanted to wait until we’d been together longer than, well, a day. But he’d quickly shown he’d meant what he’d said that night when I’d come back. He was all in—and he was one-hundred percent about me. 

In the months we’d been together, he’d been the almost perfect boyfriend. Almost because we still argued from time to time and he could definitely be overbearing—really possessive and territorial, to say the least. 

The day he’d sat one table over at Starbucks and glowered at the guys in my study group had ended in a hell of an argument, one where I’d stayed at my dorm alone for two nights, miserable but determined to make my point. It would have been three nights, but he’d shown up, told me he was “done with this shit,” put me over his shoulder then carried me to his truck. Once I was inside, he informed me that I could give him the silent treatment at home, but he wasn’t sleeping alone again.

I didn’t give him the silent treatment. It had been too difficult while he was giving me a screaming orgasm. 

“Thanks for carrying in most of the boxes,” I told him. Opening the one I’d brought in, I took out the wrapped packages inside and put them under our tree.

“That’s not fair,” he said. “I only have one of yours.”

“Oh, only two of these are yours. One is for Ford and Milly, three are for Mel, one is for Chevy and one is for my foster mom. She was always kind to me. I’m not done with your shopping yet.”

“Well, that’s better, I guess. You didn’t have to get them stuff.”

I rolled my eyes. “Duh, yes, I did. They’re family.”  

“I meant, I thought we’d shop together.”

“We still can. This is just small stuff.”

He made a face and pushed up his thermal sleeves, showing off the black ink decorating his arms. I licked my bottom lip, arousal warming me, just as it always did when I looked at him.

“I have something small for you,” he said. My eyes dropped to the ridge in his jeans, and he cleared his throat. “I said small.”

Right. That was anything but small.

Closing the distance between us, Dodge pushed his hands into my hair and held me as he kissed me deeply. “It’s in the bedroom,” he whispered against my lips. “And it’s still not my cock. Yet.”

“I don’t know. I think I have a headache,” I teased.

“I think I might bend you over the bed and fuck that sassiness right out of you.” My pussy fluttered at the thought. Yes, please.

I huffed a wholly fake sigh, though I suspected he knew just how wet he’d gotten me. He always did. “Maybe, I shouldn’t have moved in…”

“Maybe, you should have sooner,” he growled.

With a giggle, I took off, sprinting for our bedroom. In the doorway, I skidded to a stop, my breath catching. 

New black-and-red bedding covered the mattress and a huge bouquet of roses in a crystal vase sat on the dresser across from it. Pink petals made a path to the bed and formed a heart of the comforter.

The heat from Dodge’s body warmed my back. His hands settled on my hips. “Welcome home,” he breathed in my ear.

“Dodge…thank you.”

“That’s not really your present.”

“No?” 

He moved around me then took my hand and led me farther into the room. I swallowed hard when he dropped to a knee before me, a black box in his hand.

“Luisa, I knew the first moment I saw you that I was destined to love you. And I was right. I love you more and more every day. You really are my princess, and I want to take care of you and protect you and pamper you for the rest of our lives. Let me be your prince.”

I nodded, even though it hadn’t been a question. “You’ve been my prince from the first second.”

“I’ve finally gotten you to my castle. Will you marry me and be mine forever?”

“Yes.” I stared into his adoring eyes as he slipped the ring on my finger. I didn’t even look at it. I was too lost in his gaze. 

“I love you,” I told him. We’d said it hundreds of times before now, the first time over pizza a few weeks after we’d met, but this time seemed…more sacred, somehow magical, and the words were the binding incantation that made our hearts one.

“I love you, too, my Cinderella.”

It still amused me that he knew the fairytale so well. My bad boy in biker boots had a soft spot few saw. For is family, especially Melon Ball, and now for me.

When he stood and moved to take me into his arms, I evaded him and dropped to my knees. It was a position we both liked me in.

“Lu…” he groaned as I pulled open his pants. “I was gonna love you sweet.”

“Don’t want sweet. I like naughty.”

“You are naughty,” he huffed.

“You’re a bad influence.” Grasping his thick cock, I jacked my hand along it a few times before sealing my mouth around the head. My tongue flicked out, taking the pre-cum. I moaned, loving the flavor so much.

“More,” he demanded. “Don’t play around.”

Oh, I intended to play. Dodge knew my game, though. And he knew just how to prime my pussy. His fingers knotted in my hair, and he pulled slightly. “Open.”

I obeyed, and he pushed farther inside, not stopping until he reached my throat. I couldn’t take him all. Not yet, but I didn’t gag as much as I once had. Keeping my hand grasped around his base, I rhythmically sucked, working up and down the length. My tongue pressed along his ridges.

“You have a sinful little mouth,” he groaned. “I love fucking it.”

Taking both my hands, he put them on his legs then drove his fingers into my hair. He thrust into my mouth, just deep enough to make my eyes water, deep enough to show who owned me. I loved it. I loved him like this in the bedroom. 

Determined to get him off, I started sucking hard again. 

Dodge grunted. “Brat,” he growled, sounding almost as if he were swearing. “Not coming down your throat.”

I swallowed, but he was having none of it. Seconds later, I was on my belly, bent over the side of our bed. He yanked down my yoga pants and surged inside me.

“Yes, Dodge,” I screamed. 

He was wild, pistoning in and out with abandon. His lips pressed to the back of my neck. His hand smacked my ass, and I shrieked, loving it. When he’s said he wanted to do dirty things to me, he hadn’t been joking. I was discovering just how kinky I could be.

It didn’t take long before we both went over the edge, Dodge filling me with his cum. We never used condoms, but I’d gone on the shot right after we’d gotten together. I knew he wanted me pregnant, but we’d both agreed to wait until I was done with school in the spring. Then he could give me all the babies he wanted.

He adjusted us onto the bed, rose petals sticking to our exposed skin. “I know you like to cook, but I was thinking we could go out tonight. Celebrate getting engaged.”

“Okay.”

“With the family,” he added.

“Perfect.” I nuzzled into his chest.

“Good. It’s already set up.”

I grinned into his shirt. God, we were still mostly clothed. “I never had a doubt. You’re kinda bossy that way.”

“Part of the package, Cinderella. Tattoos, boots, bossy badass attitude.” 

And it was all wrapped up in one hot, mouthwatering man. He was a lot to handle, but I was managing it.

“Just promise me one thing,” I said.

“Anything you want.”

“No matter what happens or what changes come our way, the boots and badass always stay.”

“Even if I get bossy, overbearing, and possessive?”

Two-thirds of that was manageable. The last I secretly liked. He never gave himself credit for how amazing he was. 

“Even if,” I agreed. 

“Anything my princess wants.”

I kissed his chest, right over the newest ink—my name. I couldn’t see it through his shirt, but I knew it was there, right over his heart. “Well, we’re both in luck then because all I want is you.”


Epilogue

~ Dodge ~

Seven Years Later

“Daddy, watch!”

“I’m watching, baby girl,” I called as my five-year-old daughter did a flip thing on the playset’s bar that had me half out of my seat. I immediately decided we needed more rubber chips beneath it. Aurora was a monkey, so I knew there was no way to keep her from climbing. Maybe, I could bribe her to do something else.

“Relax,” Lulu whispered as she came out onto the porch from putting our three-and one-year-old sons down for a nap. She sat on the loveseat beside me. “She’s fine, and in a few minutes, I’ll talk her into going inside to make cookies.”

“You should rest,” I said, putting my hand on her barely rounded belly. This last baby was wearing her out. Of course, that could be from having three kids, five and under, too.

“I’m fine,” she muttered this time, her hand covering mine. “I feel a lot better now that the morning sickness seems to have passed.”

“Good. I hate seeing you sick.”

“I know, babe.” She grinned at me until we both caught new movement at the side of the yard. I growled when Phillip, the boy from next door, came over. He carefully helped Aurora onto the swing and pushed her. I didn’t like it.

We’d moved away from the city to this big house shortly after we’d had our daughter. Neither of us had wanted to raise our kids over the shop, even though we both loved that apartment. Phillip had been enamored with Aurora from the moment they’d met. To tell the truth, she was just as taken with him.

I didn’t like it.

“Relax, Papa Bear,” Lulu laughed. “He’ll never do anything to hurt her.”

I pulled her over onto my lap, needing her sweet weight in my arms to soothe me. She looped her own arms around me then tipped her forehead to mine. Moments like this were what I lived for, why I worked so hard to make sure my family had anything they could ever want. Lulu told me I’d already given her everything she needed, love and a family—first mine then the one we’d made together. I guess we were even. I was never more content and happy than when I had her in my arms.

I growled into her neck, making her giggle. She squirmed from my light beard, her wiggling ass making my cock hard. Okay, harder. There was a reason we had three young kids and another on the way. Our desire for each other hadn’t waned in the least since day one. We’d be ninety and embarrassing our kids and grandkids with our antics. God willing.

“I can’t wait until later,” I grumbled in her ear. “I’ll show you Papa Bear. You’ll huff and you’ll puff while I blow your mind.”

“No more fairytales for you,” she laughed. “Start reading the kids Harry Potter.”

“Too violent.”

She rolled her eyes, shaking her head.

“Do you need a spanking, wife?”

“Was mommy being naughty again,” Aurora asked. The two kids had come up to the porch while I wasn’t looking.

“Oops,” Lulu whispered while I tried to come up with a backpedal.

“Daddy was teasing me, honey,” she told our daughter. “You know he always takes care of Mommy and makes us all feel special. He likes to make Mommy laugh.”

I also liked to spank Mommy in many ways, but that was a story we’d never tell.

“Can we have a snack?” Aurora asked, totally uninterested now. Phillip still eyed me, though. That kid…

“Sure. I put some fruit on the table over there and there are waters in the mini-fridge. Phil, your mom knows you’re over here?”

He nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Ugh. Fruit,” Aurora complained. “I wanted cookies.”

“Fruit’s good, Rory,” Phillip said, taking her hand and leading her over there.

“Stop glaring at him,” my wife whispered. “He’s a good kid.”

“She’s five.”

“And he’s six.”

“Hmm,” I growled.

Her hand flattened on my chest, and she brushed her lips over mine—so much less than I wanted, but I’d get more later tonight. “I love how protective you are of all of us, but you need to dial it back a little.”

“I love you.”

She smirked, completely self-assured, unlike when we’d first gotten together. Since then, she’d blossomed. She’d always been beautiful to me, but now, she was radiant. “Of course, you do. I’m your one.”

“My one and only.”

“And I love you, too.”

I stretched out my legs, crossing my feet, wearing the boots she loved so much. Leaning back a little, I brought her to rest on my chest, while we watched the kids. “Of course, you do,” I echoed. “That’s why we’ll live happily ever after.”

She nuzzled her cheek into my chest. “I like your fairytales, after all.”

“Not a story, Princess. This is real life, forever and ever. And I’m so glad you’re mine.”
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