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For those that enjoy a little salt and pepper in their life!


ONE
CARRIE


Ipuff fast breaths in and out, my lungs ready to eject out my mouth at my racing from the cab, plopping my bags on the floor, plopping my ass in a seat in the VIP Lodge seating area of the Bay City Stadium to watch the Wolves baseball team win. I know they’re going to; they have to. They’ve been on a losing streak and the only way to stay in and get into the playoffs is to win.

My stepfather is up to bat and he gets the most home runs even at the age of forty. Hoots and screams and whoops chant, “Cal.Cal.Cal.” Fists thrust in the air in triumph of his arrival at the plate.

I haven’t seen him in a year with university taking all my time. We’ve talked a little on the phone but that’s it. Since my mom died two years ago, he seems to have lost interest in me, and I want to know why. He’s been my father since I was ten, my father having run off two years earlier with a younger woman without any children.

He walks up to the plate, tapping it with his bat. He’s a leftie and gets into position. He glances over to the pitcher waiting for the first throw. The pitcher nods to his catcher, winds up and throws a hundred mile an hour pitch. How do I know? It says it on the big board.

Cal swings, a loud crack fills the stadium, the ball flies and flies and flies. Everyone stands, my hands at my mouth, heart following closely behind and in third place my stomach. The ball reaches the stands, I squeal, jumping up and down, some whistle in triumph and others scramble, some of them with mitts ready to catch the home run. My body bubbles with the excitement filling the stands, it’s overpowering, like the electric energy of a tornado.

I lean out to watch the shenanigans as a bunch of spectators jump, leap, scramble on the ground for the elusive ball. After a few minutes of a couple women and men almost coming to fist fights over it, a tween boy comes up, his arms over his head crowing with the ball in his hand. I know Daddy will sign it for him after the game.

He laps his way around the bases, reaching home plate to cheers from his team and groans from the opposing team. He raises his arms high in victory and the stadium cheers, even from the opposers.

Running over home plate he continues on to the team’s dugout, disappearing from sight. I sit again, leaning back, arms crossed over my chest wearing my hot pink Bay City Wolves t-shirt.

I’m a bad fan. My only interest in the team is my stepfather, Calvin Bay. The sexiest forty-year-old man in existence. In my opinion anyway. He makes my heart pitter patter like a Joanne Lindsey romance novel heroine.

He might not come back out again unless they go into overtime because the game is tied and almost over. Three to three.

My gaze latches onto where he went hoping for one more sight of him before the end of the game. I continue staring until I hear the yells and whoops as if through a waterfall. Wide eyed I stare down at the field astonished I missed the rest of the game staring at the dugout. What an idiot. I’m a twenty-five-year-old university graduate ready to go on to start the rest of my studying for a law degree.

This crush I’ve had since I met him at ten has to end, because that’s all it is. A little girl’s crush, not a grown woman’s love. I’ve just never been interested in any other boy or man besides him. The men at Stanford act like strutting arrogant and conceited boys compared to Cal. That’s what he told me to call him when I left at seventeen to start my new life. Not dad anymore. Cal. Like he was an acquaintance, not my stepfather for seven years.

The Wolves fans are running around and all the members of the team race onto the field to accolades of their win. I should go down there and congråatulate Cal, he’s gazing around him as if he’s looking for someone. I can’t let my hopes get up that it’s me he wants there. Probably a new girlfriend, after all he’s such a in shape older man and a widower.

I think maybe he sees me; the wide-eyed expression let’s me know I surprised him. He starts grinning in my direction and waving at me to come down. Blushing, my face and ears hot as a furnace, I give him a quick nod and as quick a tiny smile.

“How do you know, Cal?” A soft voice asks beside me.

I jerk my head to the side, a woman older than me, not by much. Leans close, her face has an almost yearning, covetous look as she gazes down at him. A negative, scorn rises up wanting to vent at her. I’ve never had a jealous bone in my body before. Is she, his girlfriend? My stomach hardens with the burning of an out-of-control wildfire.

“And you are?” I hate to be that woman, the hostile one on the attack.

“Oh me?” She slides her gaze away from me as if looking at something, gazes back at me, a big, fake smile curving her mouth. “I’m just a friend. He seemed to know you.”

I look away from her back to the diamond but everyone from both teams have left. I stand, moving away from the woman I’m starting to dislike, I’m trying to get away from her before I say something I might regret. I don’t know her and I never want to if I can help it, if she’s friends with Cal like she says she is I might have to suck it up and pretend like she is.

“Hey, you didn’t tell me who you are?”

Her shadow presses against me as if it’s her body. I don’t like it.

“Same.” I don’t say anything else to her, her vibes are freaking me out. Somehow, she’s sending out a stalker ambience. I continue gathering my bags I brought with me from Stanford, wanting to get away from this woman fast as I can.

I sling one bag over each shoulder and a bag in each hand lugging them out the box seating area, one thump of a bag at a time.

“Ma’am. Ma’am, let me help you.” A deep, hurried voice says behind me. I quickly turn my head and give the young man a harried smile, rushing over to me, gabbing the bags as the strange woman tries to stop me. I’d call her out for harassing me but I don’t want the bother.

I don’t know who she is or why she’s so in my face, unless she wants to find out what I am to Cal. Unless she is more to him than just a friend.

“Are you his stepdaughter? Hi.” She giggles an unpleasant snort, “I was there this morning when he ignored your message. Didn’t you get the hint?” Her voice high and snippy, grates on my soul. My soul has always been Cal’s, even as a kid. Of course, he never knew my heart has been his since I met him at ten-years-old.


TWO
CAL


Ican’t believe she’s here. I’ve been trying to ignore Carrie since six months after her mother died. I’m ashamed how I’ve been thinking about her when she’d come to visit. Dressing in short shorts and tank tops during the summer. And bikinis. She’d take advantage of my swimming pool. Her generous flesh filled those two tiny pieces to overflowing, my eyes closing at the sight, wishing she was ten again.

I had to hurry back inside with a murmured excuse, not sure what I had even said at the time. I raced to my room, my dick getting harder and harder with every thought of her in that bikini, wishing the fabric wasn’t there. The cold shower I took didn’t help much and I had to work hard at rubbing one out because I couldn’t get her out of my mind.

Now I have to see her again. Talk to her again.

Have her in my house again.

In the here and now the guys are slapping my back at getting us this win. Past my team, the reporters and cameramen wait for their interviews. I sigh my deepest and most sorry-for-myself sighs I have in me. I hate, hate, hate the interviews. I feel stupid talking about my projections on the next game. I mean how am I supposed to know what will happen in the next one?

I slip away from the reporters, wanting time to myself and a hot shower and maybe an ice pack around my throwing arm. Being a forty-year-old pitcher is hard on the joints and muscles.

After the shower I head over to Doc’s office for that ice pack.

“Cal. What’s up.” Doc Garcia is a young specialist in sports injuries, she’s amazingly intelligent and knowledgeable in anything orthopedic.

“Doc, you know. My shoulder. Thought you could start the rehab till the next game.” I sit on the gurney, my shirt in my hands. I already know what she’s going to do, we’ve been doing this dance for a few years now since she arrived. Her homeopathic remedies have worked amazingly, surgery isn’t on my ticket if I can help it. Maria disagrees.

She lays a hand on my knee, “Cal, you have to reconsider. You have two choices here. Retire or have surgery. I’ve done all I can without it. I’m pretty sure it’ll give you at least one more year. Of course, you know nothing is one hundred percent. Think about it. Please.”

“Sure doc. You know I trust your opinion. You’re the best orthopedic and kinesiologist in my opinion.”

She blushes and laughs with a schoolgirl giggle, darting her gaze away for a second, returning it back with a more professional smile.

I’ve known for a few months she has a slight crush on me, I’ve made sure to be completely professional at all times, not wanting to give her an idea I might be interested.

She patted the back of my hand on the paper-covered gurney, “think about it hard, Cal. We could do it right after playoffs and you could be ready to go by the time you start again next year.”

“Thanks, Maria. I really will think about it this time.”

“Go on then. Get out of here and rest. Keep that arm in the sling.” I hop off the gurney and she makes waving motions at me. I laugh, hope rising in my chest like a balloon filled with helium. I don’t feel bad enough to retire yet. I’m only forty, I’m still young. Maybe the surgery will give me a few more years.

As I walk out her office, I slide my t-shirt over my head and walk to the family room, as we call it. It’s where the family members who came, wait for us to finish. I walk through the open doorway, not wanting to do a meet and greet tonight but I have to do this. This wasn’t a normal game; this was a game if we lost meant we were out. This was our last chance and we did it.

There are groups of people around the white, linen-covered buffet table holding drinks and food, yakking and greeting each other. Voices talking game stats, about their lives, enjoying good-hearted arguing. All I want to do is go home, have a drink or twenty and go to bed. In that order.

Everyone looks familiar except for one woman who’s back is to me. Her gorgeous curves are a delight to my world-weary eyes.

The woman I’ve been…I don’t know how to describe her. We’re not dating, she’s not my girlfriend, she’s been going to banquets and events with me. She’s always just there. Available.

Her name is Casey Mastersen, sister to some famous actor. Don’t know him, I don’t have time or interest to watch tv or movies. She’s arm candy. That’s all, nothing more.

The woman I’m watching who seems familiar but I don’t recognize, turns. I do know her. My stepdaughter, Carrie. My God, in the year and a half since I’ve seen her, she’s matured into a gorgeous woman. A woman any red-blooded man with a working dick will want around and under him. Thick dark hair, brown eyes and curves that I want to get my hands on. I can’t. I won’t be a dirty old man.

I move to the food table, my stomach growling like an unfed beast, the Mexican food on display and spicy scents make the hunger worse. I grab a plate and start filling it and grab a water.

“Hey, Cal.” The soft voice I dream about late at night and jack off to in the shower is next to me. I briefly close my eyes, afraid to look at her. I have to stop acting like an idiot and be the man I usually am, not a teenager afraid to talk to the girl he likes.

“Carrie. Surprised you’re here.” I turn to her, my hand out like we’re not family. Like I haven’t known her since she was a kid. “When did you get here? Why?”

Her eyes meet mine for a moment, a darkness filling them, ignoring my hand. It could be sadness or dejection or disappointment. I have to ignore it; I can’t let her know I have feelings. She’s my fucking stepdaughter after all.

“So, why are you here?” I ask again, with one hand I carry my plate and water to a table and my other on her waist. I can’t ignore her. “Sit.”

She peeks her gaze up to mine then lowering it to the table. I don’t know why she’s acting so fearful, she knows I’d never hurt her.

“Are you sure your girlfriend is okay with this?” Her belligerent, jealous glare is sexy as fuck.

“Girlfriend?” I frown, my mind searching for who she can mean when the sledgehammer hits me over my head. Fucking Casey Mastersen. Well, maybe if I pretend she is, I can get away with leaving Carrie alone. Am I strong enough? How can I not be? I lift weights men younger than I can’t lift, I run for miles every day. I’m in the best shape of my life except for my shoulder, but emotionally am I strong enough that’s the question.

“Casey, yes. She should be here any time now.” I don’t know how I’m going to be able to keep pretending she’s my girlfriend if Carrie is here for more than a day or so. Casey is the most annoying person I ever met. She’s pretentious, not on anything she ever done because I don’t think she has ever accomplished anything on her own. She hangs onto her brother’s accolades with her fists.

“Well, I just wanted to visit. Haven’t seen you in a while and wanted to cheer you on to win.” She bites her bottom lip and I want to groan. I need to get away from her. Soon.

“Baby, I had such a hard time finding you.” Casey’s high-pitched irritating whine grates on my ears and along my nerve endings.

Every move, Carrie keeps awareness of her presence alive to me, a phantom caress, a ghost slinking behind everything she does. It’s as if I can see her everywhere, feel her everywhere, taste her everywhere.

“Casey, have you met my stepdaughter, Carrie?” I try to emphasize the daughter part to Carrie, making sure our positions are clear. She can be nothing more than a daughter. Nothing. No matter what my body tells me, I’m fooling myself.

Lying to us.

Lying to myself.


THREE
CARRIE


She’s sitting between us, her hand on his thigh as if she owns him. As if he’s her boyfriend. I know a bullshitter when I see one and he is. He’s never been a good liar. To either my mother or me. He doesn’t want her touching him anywhere, now he’s trying to prove that woman is his girlfriend but I can see his tight jaw, muscles jumping every time she touches him. His tells.

“I’m going to get a soda. Anyone want anything?” I can be polite. I stand, glancing at both of them, shrugging my shoulder and snagging an orange soda. I pick up a piece of warm bread, butter oozing between the slices. Yum. I haven’t eaten since this morning and it’s like five or six at night.

I go back to the table with my biggest, fakest smile I can achieve. I know I’m more to Cal than a daughter, I see how he watches me. The dark want in his eyes, the tight muscles in his body as he gazes at me. It’s almost a physical touch. I know.

He’s trying to hide it but he can’t. I don’t even know what to call her. She’s not his girlfriend. It’s pathetic actually, she thinks they’re real, not a game he’s playing. A game trying to keep me away. Not going to happen. I’m off school for the summer so he’s going to be stuck with me for a while whether he likes it or not.

Coming back, I watch their interactions and it’s not good. Cal is digging into his meal ignoring her; Casey struggles hard to get him to pay one ounce of attention to her. No matter how hard she waves her arms, raises her voice or glares at him, trying anything to get his attention, she’s nothing to him.

I knew he didn’t care. He’s only pretending she’s his girlfriend. To get to me, to get me to leave. I’m not going to make it that easy for him. He’s going to have to work harder.

“Dude, that was awesome.”

Cal turns his head and stands to greet the other man with a back-pounding hug. “Thanks, Manny. The way you caught that fly ball to win the game. That was something.” That must have happened when I was in a daze earlier. I haven’t even realized they had switched teams on the field. How long had I been in a mind-fuck?

“Go ahead and finish your meal. We ate while you were with doc. The kids are whining. They’re done.” He slaps Cal on the back, a last-minute goodbye. “See you tomorrow at practice.”

Cal nods and sits back down going back to his meal, back to ignoring both of us. Well, if he’s going to be like this I can do my own thing.

“I’ll let you two alone for now. I’ll wait for you at home.” Cal jerks his head up, bending forward, choking on his taco, one hand on his throat, I think I might have to do the Heimlich maneuver to save his life. My heart turns to lava, boiling and bubbling with what can happen, he makes one more deep, hard hack coughing the food into a napkin.

I rush to his side, kneeling on the floor beside him, one hand on his thick, muscled thigh, the other on his bicep, my face upturned to his. “Are you okay?”

Rubbing my hand up and down on his leg, I gaze up, concern crinkling between my eyebrows.

“Fine.” His voice is hoarse, cheeks reddened with embarrassment at the commotion he’s caused. Cal picks up the water bottle taking a sip. And another, standing, pushing his plate away. “I’m going home. Really tired.”

I stand beside him, running my nails down his t shirt, down to the waistband of his jeans and linger, rubbing my finger back and forth, skin underneath soft to my touch. His gulp is not only visible, it’s audible. Something you’d watch in a cartoon.

Nerves crawl along my skin, raising goosebumps at the what-the hell-am-I-doing acting like a slut.

He pushes me away, making me stumble at the force. “Go back to school.”

“But Cal. I’m off for the summer. Thought I’d spend it with you. We haven’t really talked or seen each other since Mom died. I’d like to reconnect.” I hate the pleading in my voice and I’m sure are visible in my face. I hate to be that kind of woman, like Casey. Crave a man’s attention above all else. Force him in any way to notice me. I won’t be her.

His heavy sigh splinters through me, disappointment shattering my heart to a bloody blob.

“Okay, you can stay. I’ll probably not be there much anyway with being gone to games. Use the pool, whatever you need.” He doesn’t even glance at me as he walks away in strong and tired strides. “Come on.”

I bend down, gathering my bags and purse onto both shoulders, a voice simpering behind us, “but Cal. I thought we could go out and party.”

Now he glances behind him at her, “not tonight, Casey. Maybe not for the rest of the season.” He sees me struggle with the bags and marches over, grabbing two, slinging them over his shoulders. I see him wince when he picks one up with his bad arm, his face goes bland, the twitches his left cheek makes doesn’t fool me like it will everyone else. He wants to make sure no one notices how badly it hurts.

He turns away and does his march out the open doorway of the room we were in, out into the rest of the tunnel to lead back outside through the side of the stadium. I gape at the outside of the stadium, the changes made in the past two years. It was a work of art then, now it resembles a coliseum of Roman times. All white, shining marble-like columns and stone.

I gaze at the filled parking lot, cars leaving in droves, lots of excited voices at the game, a satisfying feeling grips my chest watching Cal walk ahead of me. He has a slight hitch in his walk and he has both bags on one shoulder and hand. His bad one must be hurting.

He still doesn’t say anything when we reach his truck and he throws my bags in the second row seats, grabs the bag I carry and throws it in after. He throws his arm out waving at the other side, slipping into the driver’s seat, waiting. Rude. Arrogant. Asshole.

I stomp around the front of his truck, fuming, wanting to tell him off and forget this whole thing but my want is deeper than my anger. Anger is momentary, the want I have swirling inside my tight chest is everything. It’s forever. No matter what this feeling will never disappear, it might transform to regret or disappointment but it’ll never disappear.

Opening the passenger door I slide in, crossing my arms over my chest, my head turned to the window. I’m not going to beg, I’ll give both of us time. This is his issue though, pushing me away, the heat in his eyes when he lets himself look at me.

He stomps on the gas, my body surges forward fast enough I have to thrust my arm out to not bruise myself on the dashboard even with the seatbelt on. Asshole.

The tangible silence in the car on the way home fuels the murkiness between us.

This is not winding out to be a good evening, if he keeps this up, it’ll continue being an infuriating evening. One filled with disappointment. Loathing. And being irate with him.

Welcome home to me.


FOUR
CAL


Ileave my stepdaughter on her own after I grab all three of her bags. I’m not ready for this, whatever this is. My cock has been hard as cement since I saw her, the second my eyes met hers, even from the distance. Instant chubby. She does that to me, with the grief of Sandy’s passing from brain cancer slowing ebbing further and further in the tide of grief, Carrie has come more and more into my thoughts. After we married we realized we were in love with the idea of being in love. I wanted a partner, hated being alone and Sandy wanted a father for Carrie. I helped her through her cancer treatments and surgeries until the doctors said there was no more they could do. So then it was be with her until the end, be the husband she needed.

I go to the master bedroom, going over to the bar I set up, a mini fridge next to it for days like today. Pain and tired of life. Tired of fighting. And right now, tired of everything.

Opening the fridge, I pull out a can of beer, moving over to the chair I have sitting by the sliding door leading to the balcony. I stare out into the garden Sandy had made when we first got married. It’s still the same way she set it up. The gardeners keep it up every week, exactly like she wanted.

I stretch my legs out, crossing them at the ankles, leaning my head back against the chair, trying to ignore the one, who shall remain nameless in her room I want to pretend isn’t here. I can’t. She lives in my nightly dreams. She takes up residence in my heart, in my soul.

All I can think of is what a dirty old man I am, wanting a twenty-five year old girl, perving over her. I unzip my jeans, pull my briefs down and hope if I do this I can get her out of my mind.

Closing my eyes I imagine her in front of me, her hands on my naked thighs. I hum at the touch of her soft hands. The only thing better than this is the real thing, this will have to do because if I have my way, I will never have the real thing.

In one hand I grab my dick, my other cradles my balls, fondles them tenderly, imagining my hand is her mouth sucking them into her mouth one at a time, her tongue laving them. I tug my dick and she tongues the tip of my cock, swiping at the slit.

I widen my legs giving myself more room, giving imaginary Carrie space to kneel between them. She gazes up at me, her eyes big and blue and innocent. I gulp when she lowers her head taking me into her mouth, her tongue licking at the underside. I grab the base, my hand pulls harder, the blood throbbing through my dick, I fist my other hand in her hair, forcing her to take me all the way. This is the best jack off session I’ve ever had with my hand. Knowing she’s only a few doors away, makes it even more real. Maybe taking a shower, changing her clothes, getting naked.

Groaning, I grip my dick harder, stroking faster and faster, imagining she’s choking on me. I let her back up, coughing and gagging, spit stringing from my cock to her mouth. My pretend self runs my hand down the back of her long, honey blond hair, petting her. “Good girl.”

She sips in a whiff of air, I yank her up to me, my lips hard on her now red lips, our tongues colliding. I pull her up, sitting her on my dick, letting her slowly slide down until she’s fully seated. We wait, my breath clogs in my throat, some sound that can possibly be a sob I would never admit to, whines out my throat along with my last breath. I grab her shoulders, my nose in the nape of her blond hair, pulling in the scent of her along with something that might be peaches and her own special sweat. God, I want to lose my nut right now. Not sure how long I can hold on but I want to string this feeling out as long as I can. This feeling of want and need is so good and so bad at the same time.

Her arms wind over my shoulders, my hands find her hips and I start bouncing on my dick. She helps, her head thrown back, imaginary Carrie eyes are closed in the rapture of the moment. This isn’t as good as the real pussy would be, it’s a good second best. I’ve never had such a good jack off before. God, I needed this, it’s a sickness, a sickness of every cell, every muscle, down to the very marrow in my bones. She’s an insidious drug digging into my brain trying to obstruct every sparking synapsis into one that won’t let anything else in. Only her. Otherwise, how else can I be sitting here, my dick in my hand imagining my hand is her tight, slick pussy.

I continue my fantasy of tongues and slick pussy and a perfect nutting. I’m close. So close, more. I want more.

Thrusting back in, she rises on her knees and falls down, impaling herself back down to the base of my dick. Back up and down, thrust up and release, we’re a carnal, sweaty mess. Well I am.

Her eyes gape wide at me, mouth open with hard pants huffing out, shrill whines echo with every hard thrust in I make. “Yes daddy. Yes. Harder daddy.”

I stiffen and cum shoots out my tip. I’m an evil, dirty man but a well-satisfied evil, dirty man.

Slacking back in my chair I open my eyes and Carrie stands staring at me with wide, shocked eyes through the sliding doors out to the balcony that spans both rooms. Fuck. I’ve lived here so long by myself I forgot the balcony covers three bedrooms.

Her pink tongue comes out, licking at her lips in a slow, thoughtful motion, her hand reaches out to grab the handle. I stare in shock as the object of my obsession walks into my bedroom, slightly hesitant, a complete fucking vision. Jesus Christ is all I can think at the moment. What do I do now?

My tongue is attached to the roof of my mouth which is dry as the Sahara Desert. Carrie continues walking into the room, my hand holds my now soft dick starts stiffening fast as she stares at me, my cum drying on my shirt.

One step at a time she comes closer and closer and she’s standing beside me staring down, her teeth abusing her bottom lip, a little dip between her eyebrows that I know means she’s worried.

“Carrie, what are you doing in here?” I try to play off what she saw as nothing, as if what she saw never happened, although I’m in such shock she’s in here I haven’t even zipped myself back in. Which I hurry and do.

“I--I wanted to see the garden from the balcony. I turned left, it looked like I’d have a better view. I glanced in through the doors and watched you---you…” She glances away and turns a deep red, coloring her ears as well.

“You didn’t see anything.” I insist, standing and turning away so she can’t see my face, see the guilt, the disgust I feel for myself. I don’t know how I’m going to deal with her here, I’ll have to stay away as much as I can, I know I won’t have the strength to hold myself back. I walk to the open glass door and out onto the balcony, staring out onto the garden Carrie wants to check out.

The guilt really starts eating at me for ignoring her for almost two years. Even though she was an adult when Sandy died, she still lost her mother. She lost me, her father or I was the one who cared for her. Disciplined her when she did something wrong, the only male presence in her life. I can’t do what I crave, I have to stay away no matter what, no matter the temptations.


FIVE
CARRIE


Ican’t look Cal in the eye. At least not that eye. All I can see is him jerking off, his thick member. I had never seen one before and the sight of him stroking and pulling on it had my heart do a shudder of excitement I had never felt before. It’s a different kind of excitement than what I usually feel when I look at Cal. I can’t describe the feeling, it’s something exhilarating. The way my blood floods hot and thick through my body as I stare at him, watching the way he tugged on his cock and twisted the head, swiping over the slit. I couldn’t believe such a carnal act could be so beautiful.

“You didn’t see anything.” And he walks away to the balcony, staring out to mom’s garden. Is he mad at me? But why? My chest tightens with the thought I might have done something wrong; I just don’t know what.

When I saw him masturbating, I was frozen in place as if it had actually happened. I couldn’t move, I couldn’t think, I couldn’t stop seeing it.

I want to go out there and touch him-his back, his arm, his chest, to start with. I don’t know what happened to me there at the Stadium because that girl was not me. She might have looked like me and had my voice; I never had the guts from that moment before. Right now, I wish I had her chutzpah, I can really use it.

Biting my bottom lip, I take a few steps toward him, stopping at the open door, my fingers clutch, the metal side bites into my palm. Go to him. Tell him how you feel. Be a femme fatale, I tell myself, instead I hang back, simpering like a virginal heroine in a historical romance novel. Well, at least one of those is right.

“Go back to your room, Carrie.” His icy glare burns deep, drilling into my subconscious in an attempt to cow me further. I won’t let him.

He turns his head back to stare at the darkening garden in front of him. I can’t believe it’s almost dark already.

I straighten my back and my resolve, walking closer and closer until I’m standing by his side. His fingers white-knuckle the banister of the balcony railing.

“I know you feel the same way I do Cal. We’re adults.” I stare straight at him, watching for his reaction, his knuckles hold tighter on the railing. It’s so tight I’m afraid he can demolish the steel, to me he’s a Superman.

He whirls to me, his body looming over mine, intimidation in every part of his body language. Only problem is I’m not afraid, I know he will never hurt me.

The side of his profile facing me tightens, jaw bunches and jumps and he takes a step closer, his whole body tight enough to unwind in a snap like a broken spring.

He reaches out grabbing me by my biceps, shaking me, my head tossing back and forth, hair swing in my face. He’s never been this rough with me before, he’s actually kept me at a distance as if pulling me close would cause a problem. My heart jumps at the accusation he wants me and I get wet at the thought. Never knew I’d like to be treated like this. Modern, independent woman and all.

Cal pushes me away, a problem he doesn’t want to deal with. I don’t go far. I tug my hair out of my eyes, “I’m not going anywhere.”

In fact, I step back to him, close enough our chests touch and I feel his fast, panting breaths. His eyes are wide, jerking back and forth as if trying to think of a way to safely get away from me. I channel my inner strong woman, reaching my hand out and touch his cheek with my palm.

He’s the ignition to my flame, a conflagration ready to burst into a firestorm in my chest, through my body, through every pulse in my nerves. I shiver with the feelings I don’t know how to express or even know how to compare them to anything else. I’ve never known what these emotions are, just that they make me antsy and jittery and twitchy.

“I. Don’t. Want. You. I don’t know any other way to make it clearer.” He swivels away his hand runs through his hair, leaning his head back, “look. I’ll call one of my guys and stay there in between traveling. So have fun. Let me know when you need money for food and I’ll send it to you or anything you need.” He shoves his hands in the front pocket of his jeans bring out his keys. “Here’s the car keys. I’ll get an Uber. See you later.” He stuffs the keys into my hand which falls limp to my side.

My head follows every move he makes, my stomach rises to my tight chest and stalls. He goes into his closet getting a backpack and goes to his dresser filling it full with clothes. Cal goes back to his closet and grabs a suit, goes back to the dresser, throwing in ties and a couple dress shirts and gathers a few pairs of shoes in his hands. “See you in a few months Carrie. Have fun when you go back to school.”

He didn’t even look at me when he said those last words. Just walks out the door, phone in his hand. I’m dumbfounded, not knowing what to do or say. Call him back? Follow him and demand he stay? Instead, as if in a daze I stumble to his bed and throw myself onto it, flopping with a bounce.

Lying on my back I stare at the pale blue ceiling fighting the tears that want to fall. I don’t know what went wrong. Did I push too hard? Earlier he seemed to be turned on by my divisiveness.

Everything is still the same. He hasn’t changed anything since my mother died. Is this a mausoleum to her memory? Did he love her that much? He was by her side through every second of her cancer diagnosis, they never told me until close to the end. Every time I wanted to come home they discouraged me. I thought they wanted me to spend all my time studying, I didn’t know they didn’t want me to know. The guilt still eats at me.

I crumble, my body bows in my agony, my hurting heart fragments and fractures with his bulldozing over the love I’ve always had for him, pulling the comforter with me, burrowing into the softness. My head on his pillow, I breathe deep into my lungs the scent of his body wash, the fresh morning breeze after a rain, letting out the scared sorrow I’ve been holding in since mom died. I’ve been a skiff lost in the deep sea without any help in sight.


SIX
CAL


“Thanks, Nick for letting me stay here.” I slap his back, all I want is a bed, any bed. I’m so tired I’m surprised I made it here in one piece.

“You can stay as long as you need to bud. It’ll be great having you. We’ll have a blast.” Nick is a young player, rising higher in scores with his hits. He hasn’t gotten a home run yet but come close.

His eyes shine like a star, he turns toward the kitchen but I have to disappoint him. “I’d really like to go to bed right now. If you don’t mind.”

“Oh.” His shoulders slump and his crestfallen demeanor is enough to make an angel weep with the melancholy on his face. He suddenly brightens like the sun after a storm, “hey, how about a toke? I’ve got a bag of weed in my bedroom.”

I have no clue what to say to him that won’t depress him more, so I just say it. “I’m sorry, Nick. I don’t smoke.”

“Duuddee.” He whines, mouth turns down in his disappointment I’m not more fun.

I throw my hands out in supplication. “Look Nick. Never smoke anything or do any kind of drugs. Our body is a temple and all that. I try to take care of it the best I can. We’re athletes. You should think of that. If you want me to go, no hard feelings.” I can barely remember my early twenties, I do remember I didn’t go out like some of the other guys. I concentrated on making myself the best athlete and baseball player I am today.

“I going to the gym tomorrow morning. Early. First I’m going for a run to warm up and stretch my muscles. Why don’t you go with me.” I slap him on top of his shoulder, not getting a good feeling when he bites his bottom lip and his eyes zip away from mine.

“I don’t know Cal. How early is early? I want to go out and party.” He looks and sounds hesitant, unimpressed with my suggestion.

“I plan on leaving for my run at six.” I turn to him ready to give him a get-yourself-under-control-moment. “Look Nick, I know you’re having fun but you have to think of your future in the team. You have to start using your brain if you want to do this long term.” I see this is not going the direction with him I had planned. My stomach churns with what I’m going to say to get him to understand how desperate his career can turn.

I try again. “Let me tell you a story. Do you have beer? I can do with one, it’s been a hell of a day.”

He lights up as if I suggested going to a concert with whatever band is his favorite. He almost runs to the refrigerator to get our beers, a puppy wagging it tail racing around to please its new owners. He slides a bottle over to me on the small kitchen table and plops down onto the other chair, tipping his head back, guzzling his beer.

“Okay, what’s your story.”

I lift the bottle to my mouth and take a sip of the bitter, cool brew. “It’s about a guy named Hal. He was about your age, maybe a year or so younger or older.” I shake my head at the memory, not able to remember that part, I just see his unlined face, grinning. “He was into partying after a game. Didn’t matter whether we won or lost he would posture to the ballsluts out for his dick and marriage.”

Nick raises his bottle in salute, “I’m in for that. Not the marriage but the pussy.” He lowers his beer and drinks a couple more gulps, he must have almost finished the bottle. I take another sip.

I restart my story, “he’d do what you do; drink, smoke weed, do coke, meth. You name he tried it. And pussy, no woman was off the table, if she wanted it he’d do her.” I take another sip and close my eyes, clearing my throat at the memory. This is the worst part, “one night after we won he was all hyped up. I was with him at the bar trying to calm his flying ass down. I couldn’t. I took his keys away and called a cab but he had fast fingers even as wasted as he was. He slipped them out of my back pocket when I went to the bathroom and left in his car.”

Another sip and now I’m sweating at this story. I have tried to forget it, the worst disaster of my life, “I get out of the bathroom and can’t find him, his car is gone and I search the pocket I put his keys in and well you can guess they’re gone. The taxi has arrived and we take off in the direction of his apartment. A few miles away traffic is stopped and I can see a bad accident.”

I cover my face with my hands, my fingers knuckled and dig into my eyes, trying to erase everything I see through my closed eyelids. I can’t. That living nightmare will always be there in the background, ready to push itself forward at any thought of anyone drinking and driving. I clear my throat and surge the story forward, knowing my eyes must be red from pushing my knuckles into them. “Both cars are a mangled mess, Hal’s red Dodge Charger in pieces. He must have been going fast, the cops on scene thought over a hundred. He was in almost as many pieces as his car, I got there before the cops. The other car was crunched pretty good but the people were still alive. Well, kinda. They were on the way to the hospital. The girl was in labor, young couple. Only nineteen. The baby died before they got her to the hospital.” The last sentence was ground out at reliving this pain, still a raw wound even after all these years. None of it was my fault, I was found not at any guilt since I never drove and took his keys away. I still feel I should have done something more but no idea what. I still think I could have done something, there’s nothing I could have. I did it all.

“Cal, that’s not me though. I don’t drink and drive. I don’t do anything worse than weed. I just want to have a little fun when I’m still young, you know? You were young once.” He almost looks skeptical, a slight frown on his face.

I bang the beer bottle down on the table leaning forward, smacking my hand hard with a thwack. How do I get this hardheaded fool to think with his brain and not his dick or next high? “Nick, think for fucking once. You have to concentrate on your career. You won’t be young forever. The panthers are a great team, I love them and the franchise and would never leave. I love Bay City, if you get good enough you could go anywhere. Make more money in Chicago or New York. Wherever you want to go. Think about your future.”

I’ve said my piece if he decides to ignore me that’s on him. “I’m going to bed. You stew on what I said. I mean it Nick. I’ll see you in the morning hopefully. I leave for my run at six. Night.”

He waves at me, leaning as far forward as he can to reach the fridge and pull out another beer. Fuck him. I’ve done what I can, if he decides to ignore me that’s not my fault. Stupid, stupid young men that think they know everything.


SEVEN
CARRIE


Iwake up still in Cal’s bed falling asleep in my clothes, my face stiff from the tears that dried. Lifting myself up, my palms flat on the bed, I sit, slouched over exhausted from my night of crying. I have to get a hold of myself. I’ll be here for a few months waiting for school to start again but I’m not sure I want to go now. I flop back down onto the bed, my arms spreading wide, nowhere to go or anything to do. Rolling onto my side I sit up and stand, throwing the blanket off.

Twenty minutes later, I’m showered and changed, no make up, ready to start my day. What am I going to do? I stand at the wide-open patio doors staring out to the blue infinity pool, a breeze wafts over my face and whirling hair. Swimming, I’d have to change, I huff out breaths and swipe hair out of my mouth and eyes. I could go shopping, I didn’t bring enough clothes for the time I’ll be here.

I go into the kitchen and hunt through the fridge and cabinets for something to eat. I don’t want to make anything big. I find a couple protein shakes, no cereal. Which I was hoping for. I grab one and walk to the spot where I put the key to his car.

A half hour later, my arm hanging out his Jaguar-F type sports car, I drive through downtown Bay City. It’s a ritzy, bougee area full of high priced restaurants, clothes stores and art galleries. I don’t think I’ll find what I want here. I’m not into designer wear, I like clothes that will last.

I zip the car into the public parking so I can stroll up and down Main Street window shopping. It’s a hot day and I keep to what shadows I can, the beating sun makes prickles of sweat bead on the top of my head and every other part of my body in five minutes. I’m dressed in tank top and shorts; it’s not helping with the heat rising with every minute.

We’re too far away from the ocean to get their foggy chill, we get the desert heat instead. I swipe my hand over my slick forehead, glad I decided not to wear make up and smear it on my face. “I’ve got to get inside.” I mutter to myself.

I lurch for the nearest door not caring what kind of store it is. Fresh roasted coffee fills the air and settles on my tongue fights with the scent of fresh cooked dough. The fresh roasted coffee strong enough I can taste it, next is the scent of pastries drifting through the air.

Swiping at my forehead with the back of my hand I stand in line for a cold drink. It looks like everyone else in line has my predicament with this heat. I can’t decide between the pink caffeinated drink which I have no idea what the name is or an iced coffee. I pull my bottom lip into my mouth, my eyes leap from one drink to the other.

I take a step forward and my ankle turns, my body falls backward and then sideways, my heart flails along with my arms as if flapping them will keep me upright. I surge my body in the opposite direction trying to get my other foot underneath, that ankle turns on my damn platform sandals.

My face heads for the tile floor and I’m waiting to become intimately acquainted with it. My hands thrust in front of me, black smears of dirt, closer and closer and I squeeze my eyes shut waiting some part of my body to be slammed to the floor.

My forward crash is halted as arms grab me around the waist inches from the floor, my heart wipeouts against my ribcage at the same time.

“Hey, it’s Carrie right? Carrie Bay? From high school?”

I swivel my head on my shoulders and feel like the demonized girl from the Exorcist. He lifts and makes sure I can stand on my own feet.

Who is that? His face is familiar; older, sharper jaw. So familiar. He’s. He’s Aaron McConnell, my boyfriend when I was sixteen. We broke up when I went to university a year early.

“Aaron. How are you?” My face slackens for an instant as I get my bearings and blooms into a huge smile. Once or twice I wondered what he was doing. Was he married? Had children? I almost gave him my virginity, something held me back.

His arms open wide, engulfing me in his arms and the comfort was a warm blanket. Bad analogy right now. His hug is welcome, comfortable, uneasy. I’m not sure what to think.

“Carrie, it’s so good to see you again. How are you?”

“Next.”

“Sorry, Aaron.” I turn back to the barista, “I’ll have the cold pink drink. A large.” I give my order quickly not paying attention to what I ordered, that being centered on him.

“That’ll be eight fifty.” I give her a quick, little smile, digging into my bag.

“Here, let me.” I level a shocked gaze at him and he’s already handing her a ten. “Keep the change.”

“No, no Aaron. I don’t want you to pay for me. I can.” I mean we just met again. I scramble through my bag for bills, pushing through the many odds and ends I need to get by, I had planned on using my card, cash is something I usually don’t use.

“I’ll have a large black iced coffee and I’ll pay both.” He tells the barista, pulling his wallet out. He jerks his head to the empty tables, “go pick one.”

I volley my head from one table to another, not sure what I should do. I don’t want him to take charge, pay and tell me what to do, I don’t want to seem like a bitch either since he saved me from possibly being hurt. He moves his hand in a go motion and waits for the cold coffees. I move to a table for two in the back and wait for him, tugging napkins out of the holder and laying a couple in front of his seat and me. Grabbing another and start folding it and folding and folding until it’s in a tiny square. I twirl it between my fingers.

“Here.” Tossing it in the air at his voice next to me, the scrap of the cardboard cup in front of me makes me turn my head and he pulls the chair out, sitting across from me, his eyes on mine.

I unfold the napkin staring down at it and start tearing it into tiny pieces. A large male hand comes into my view and lays over my hands. My eyes flip up to his and his smile makes my heart skid to a slow down for a second but it’s not the smile I dream about.

“So, what have you been doing since high school?”

He lifts the cup to his lips, takes a sip and lowers it to the table. “Probably pretty much the same as you. Went to UCLA, graduated, got a job. How about you?”

I’m sure that was pretty simplified, “I’m still in graduate school at Stanford. What do you do?”

“I’m a nurse anesthetist.” He gazes expectantly as if waiting for me to make fun of him being a nurse. Why would I do that?

“I think that’s great. I bet that’s exciting and scary. All that responsibility.”

He almost looks relieved at my understanding, his face releasing, becoming brighter from his tight expression having expected derision. He rests his other arm on the table becoming more comfortable talking with me. Why can’t I be attracted to a normal man instead of an ahole like my stepdad?


EIGHT
CAL


ONE MONTH LATER

Irub my fingers over my forehead trying to relieve the tension headache forming.

We did it. Won, but it was by the last second. Coach took me out of the game early, shoulder just not up to it. A number of hits were taken by the other team from my throws. Throws that were slower than usual. I’m either going to have to have the surgery or retire, I can. I have more than enough money for the rest of my life, only problem is I enjoy the game, I’ve always loved everything about it.

I sit on the paper wrapped gurney, waiting for doc to come in, my head hanging low onto my hands. Coach did the right thing to bench me, it still rankles.

The door opens, “sorry. Sorry. I know I should have been here when you came in but well.” Maria splutters, her face a deep red spreading to her chest under her light pink blouse under her white jacket. Her eyes are as red-rimmed as her face is, deep purple bruises under those brown doe eyes of hers, something’s wrong.

I ignore the pains in my body, I’m so used to them every day and minute and lean forward taking one of her hands between two of mine, “Maria, what’s wrong?”

She shoves her other hand into the pocket of her coat, her voice stuttering, ‘no, no. I’m fine.”

I spread my legs, tugging her in between them, “we’re friends, not just doctor and patient. Tell me.” I raise my hand, tucking my fingers under her chin, raising her head to look into my eyes. Hers hold a deep pain she’s trying to hold in but her chin quivers with whatever she’s trying to not reveal.

Her chin spasms again, tears tremble, dropping from the corners of her big eyes.

“Come on, Maria. It’s just me here. What has you so upset?” I pet my hand down her waist-length dark brown hair. I’m stepping over the line here, I don’t want to get her in any trouble but I can’t stand having her so upset.

“My…my boyfriend sent me a dear Jane text. Actually, broke up with me over Messenger. He’s fucking my best friend. They got engaged yesterday while I was here.” She laughs, not a nice laugh, a mocking, contemptuous laugh. “I’m so stupid. I should have realized. I’m really not upset about it, more relieved. I’m mostly just upset I never saw it.”

This is a new one for me. “What a fucking jackass. A dumbass giving you up. Hey, why don’t we go out and celebrate your newfound freedom from him. Party. Go dancing. We’re going home tomorrow so we can sleep on the ride from our hangover.” I hope she takes me up on my offer, I need this myself, all I can concentrate on is fucking my stepdaughter. I like Maria, I think she likes me. Two friends going out on a night on the town.

She looks skeptical, about our work friendship becoming more. I’m not sure about that either but I’d like to see a smile back on her face.

Maria opens her mouth, closes it and says, “okay. I think I’ll enjoy that, even have a dress. I was supposed to go out with Martin.” She grimaces when she says his name as if she’s chewing glass, “tonight. We were going to go clubbing.”

I hold my hand out to her and she takes it in hers. “So, I’ll meet you downstairs in say two hours?”

She gives me the first genuine smile since she walked into the room. “It’s a date.”
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Two hours later I stroll out into the entryway for the hotel the team is staying. High cathedral ceilings, opulent pillars and marble floors. I don’t care about shit like this, something a little less lavish is more my style. My home isn’t some grand palace, it’s a home, where my family lived. My stepdaughter. It all comes back to her.

“Cal.” Maria calls out to me, I turn and she’s a vision in lavender. Her long, waist-length black hair loose and styled into straight strands of gloss, her hair so shiny it glows. She’s gorgeous, she doesn’t do anything for me. I wish I could be attracted to her, she’s still young, only thirty. Not that big a difference in ages, ten years. But to me she’s a friend. End of story.

I turn to her and take one of her hands into mine, bowing to her and kiss the top of her hand. She blushes at my extravagance, she deserves it. “Hey, beautiful. Ready to go?”

“Yes.” A tiny, shy voice, unlike the professional tone I’m used to.

I tuck her hand into the crook of my arm and lead her outside where I have a limo waiting.

“Cal.” Her voice is awed, eyes wide. “A limo. That’s a bit much.”

“Not for a beautiful woman like you. You deserve everything.” I lay my hand skating over the naked skin on her back, helping her into the limo, gesturing to the driver to go ahead. I slide inside, Maria is folding her fingers around each other, a little divot between her eyebrows.

Her dress is both modest and sexy, the neck hugs her throat, the back open to the top of her ass, hemline ends midway up her thighs.

“So, Cal what is this?”

This? This is a date. Right? The two of us, together. “A date. It’s a date.”

“I just want to clarify. A date, date or a I-want-you-to-feel-better date.” I can only see her profile which appears serene, appearances are definitely deceiving by the way her fingers fight with each other. Her short nails are painted white. Is that new? I hadn’t noticed.

I lay my hand over the back of hers, “I don’t know Maria.” She shoots me a that’s bullshit glare and I keep going, trying to appease her, “I do know I like you. A lot. Maybe it can turn into more.”

Her face twists, I have no idea what she’s thinking. I do know I really like her like I told her. When my hand touched her back a slight surge of desire twitched my dick, nothing like the erupting volcano I feel when Carrie is around, she is the ignition switch to my ticking time bomb. I tighten my other hand not touching her into a fist. I have to stop obsessing over her. She’s my stepdaughter for fucks sake.

I’ll keep dating Maria and I’m sure something can come of us. I can do this. I will force myself to stop thinking of her.


NINE
MARIA


Ilift my fork to my lips; a slight tremble makes the tines scrape my teeth as I try and force down the chicken, I have no idea what the dish I’m eating is. I slice quick glances at him, he tries to make small talk, find out more about me. My likes and dislikes, a normal date.

Awkward. That’s the only way I can describe dinner, the silence between us uncomfortable and taxing. There’s an uneasy darkness in his eyes and face, something he doesn’t want to admit to himself?

I’m not sure what I expect or want from him or myself. My thoughts and feelings all over the place. When I gaze at Cal a fluttering in my abdomen starts, flowing to my heart where it fills. That’s the problem. With what?

He’s so attractive with a sharp jaw and a bit of scruff. My ex is good looking but he can never compare to Cal. I can’t see him ever leaving his wife when she was alive. I mean he was by her side for every operation and chemo visit. I heard he was with her through all her sickness with it. To me the guy’s a hero.

“Cal, I don’t think this is a good idea.” A cement block sits in my chest at the thought of how this date has gone so far. I wish I was the confident, no nonsense, order giving doctor when I’m going out with men, instead I act like a simpering submissive idiot who can’t speak for herself.

He swipes a hand down his face as if he’s so tired he can’t go on. My heart does more than bend for him, it cracks into pieces. I’m not sure how or what I feel for him. Do I have that heart gripping hold in my chest I’ve never had before but I’ve read about in romance novels? I don’t have a lot of sexual experience, my ex wasn’t very good and he never gave me orgasms. He wouldn’t go down there so I never did for him. Maybe that was our death knell.

“Yeah, this isn’t turning out how I wanted it to. I have. I have a lot on my mind. I think we should still go to the night club though. Try to make our night better, what do you say?”

I’m not sure, I think I see a lonely yearning on his face, his eyes go blank as if he’s searching inward for something he can’t find. If anything I can be a friend for him. Guys would just give him shit but if he’s thinking of a woman he wouldn’t be interested in hunting for pussy. I might not know a lot about sex, I understand men. I’ve worked with enough of them the last few years I’ve been with the panthers and know how they edge each other. He might need a gentler approach to open up, I can give him that and maybe I can help him.

Not sure how this will end up tonight but we can try, I nod wanting to help him erase the sadness from his body language. I think the best way is to finish this meal and get back to the limo where we can talk. I’m not a psychiatrist but I am understanding.

I take another bite and see he’s not eating, I think this meal is done. The restaurant is exclusive and impossible to get into without a six month reservation but Cal got us in, only problem is the food tastes like sawdust, it’s not their fault. It’s ours.

“Let’s go.”

“But…” He starts and looks at my half empty plate and his. “Yeah, you’re right. I’m sorry I ruined your evening.” He runs a fast hand through his hair, exasperation in every line of his lean, muscled body. “I have something on my mind.”

“We can talk about it if you want. I’m a good listener.” We stand one right after the other, he hands his black card off to the waiter who suddenly appears. He slips his hands into the pockets of his slacks, rocking from heels to toes while he waits. I stand still, my hands tug on the material at my waist.

My gaze skates over the restaurant, the murmur of voices is too much for me, the clamor from both the kitchen and the people enjoying themselves is giving me a headache. This is a never ending day and it’s going to be even longer.

We walk to the front, the waiter runs up with the card and Cal takes it and slips it into his front pocket, handing him a wad of bills with one hand, he’s talking with the limo driver with the other and we continue our way out. He helps me into the car and he follows me inside.

“Cara.” Is all he says, I have to assume that’s a club. Cal reaches his hand out to me, I gaze down at it, we’re not a couple, only on a date now as friends, I put my hand in his. This ride is still uncomfortable, with unspoken words and lingering tension.

“Cal, I get the feeling you’re hiding something? Or there’s something going on you’re trying to bury deep inside you so you can’t think of it again? Tell me. I’m not only your doctor I hope I’m your friend.”

His body language looks unconcerned with his legs spread and arms over the back of the seat, I see a tension in his tight neck and back. “I don’t know what you’re talking about Maria. I’m fine.”

The limo pulls over and stops. I lean forward and out the darkened windows to a tall building of metal and dark windows as if the owners don’t want anyone to see what’s going on inside.

“Um, Cal what is this place?”

He waves a limp hand as if weary of it all, “this is the club Cara. Very exclusive. I had a hard time getting an invite.” He twists his neck one way, then the other and down, a loud crack fills the inside of the car.

“Yeah, you’re fine all right.” I mock his words right back at him.

He strikes me with a glare and I have a hard time holding back a grin. Cal needs to get a grip on what’s bothering him, it’s hurting his baseball.

“Cal, you need to talk about whatever is bothering you. That’s the only reason you were taken out of the game today.”

“No, my arm was bothering me.” He reaches out to open the door, I grab his other arm holding him back.

“Your shoulder wasn’t any worse than usual.” Cal stares down at my hand on his arm and gazing back up at me.

“Let’s go in.” Is all he says, opening the door and sliding out, waiting for me, his hand outstretched. I heave a sigh, cursing in my head about stubborn men and the best way for them to die. This isn’t over, I will get it out of him.

He holds my hand in his, leading me past the line of wanna be’s, to the bouncer. I lean close to Cal, “I thought you had to get invited.”

The bouncer’s eyes widen seeing Cal, waving him through without even asking his name. Must be a baseball fan.

“Did you notice all those in the line were women? The men have to have invites but the prettiest women are allowed in. More drinks sold I guess the crazier they get.” His eyes stalk the huge two-story room, couples dancing, single women dancing and groups of women dancing. Music blares from every corner, lights flash with every primary color. Waitresses walk wearing short maid outfits and male waiters have no shirts and tight pants for women to ogle if they want. I’ve never seen anything like this except on tv or in a book. I’ve spent so long becoming a doctor and then a specialist that’s all I know.

Cal points upstairs where I hope it’s a little quieter so we can talk. I give him a nod of agreement and we make our way up the stairs. It is slightly quieter, the tables further apart. They’re all filled until one couple starts arguing and she gets up, flouncing away shooting her partner glares filled with poisonous arrows.

We go to the now empty table and a waitress comes over clearing the glasses off and wiping it down. “I’ll be with you in a moment. I just have to get rid of these.” She gives us a beaming smile I would not be able to accomplish after working here even an hour.

“So.” I lean my forearms on the table not caring if I look unglamorous. He spares me a single, quick glance and rolls his eyes at me. “I’m not going to stop so don’t roll your eyes at me. I know I’m not a psychotherapist, maybe I can help though. Try me. Cal please. I won’t tell anyone anything you tell me. Still doctor patient.”

He rolls his bottom lip out, his teeth bite lightly at the inside skin, looking at me. Considering what I told him. I meet his eyes not looking away. I mean it.

“Okay, I’m trusting you. It’s something dark.”

I raise my eyebrows not understanding what he’s talking about.

“You’ve met my stepdaughter, Carrie?”

“Yeeesss.” I draw the word out still not understanding where he’s going with this.

“Well, when she came back for summer break she…” Cal stops when the waitress appears to take our drink orders. I don’t drink much.

“I’ll have a glass of white wine.” I’ll have that glass last as long as we’re here.

“Bourbon. Neat. Double.”

My eyebrows take flight even higher; he glances at me; a slight smile teases his lips. “Not driving. Right?”

I lean back in my chair, nerves make my stomach shiver and I push my doctor professionalism to the forefront, rising my chin and thrusting my finger at him. “I’m not your mother.”

That earns me a full-on belt of laughter from him, the tension between us easing. The strain softening on his face and body, finally starting to relax. “Yeah, didn’t think so.”

I crook a finger, leaning forward as if to tell him a secret. He falls for it leaning toward me, “spill.”

Cal flops back into his chair, a huge sigh bounces his body and lucky for him the waitress returns with our drinks, “here you go.”

We smile and nod our thanks, I wait for her to leave, waving my hand for him to go ahead and hurry. With freak exaggeration he rolls his eyes, “I don’t want to hear anything about how sick this sounds.”

I raise my eyebrows and wait, not patiently at all.

“Well, it’s my stepdaughter. Emphasis on step.”

“Okay so what’s wrong with her? Isn’t she in her twenties or something?” I don’t understand what the problem is or what it can be. She’s an adult.

“Yeah, that’s the problem. We kind of. Um.” He’s so uncomfortable. “We’re attracted to each other.” His words run out as if he can force them out fast enough.

I slowly move my head from side to side. “And the problem?”

“You don’t see a problem that I’m her stepfather? I took care of her since she was ten.” He’s trying to understand why I don’t care.

“Why should I or anyone else care? You’re not related to her. You’re both adults. It’s nobody else’s business. If they think it is, fuck them.”

His face is crumpled, jaw ticking in consternation.

“Cal, listen to me. It. Doesn’t matter. What anyone else thinks.”

He nods, still not completely sure I’m right but hope slightly brightens his face. I wish I had that small bit of hope for my life.


TEN
CARRIE


Clicks of the doorknob trying to turn and open sends my heart cracking and tumbling into a chasm of fear, my legs wobble to the coffee table where my phone lies. Clacks of a key fitting into the hole makes me swivel knowing only Cal and I have keys. He’s back. My heart thrums with excitement at what he’ll have to say. He must have finally decided to give in.

The door opens and I’m stunned it’s a woman, one I don’t know or I think I don’t. She looks familiar. She closes the door behind her and turns to find me staring at her. The chasm opens wider and a dark, pitch-black sinkhole of anger and despair threatens to gather me into its arms.

“Who are you?” She asks, her tone demanding and supercilious, her glare ready to strike me down. Her voice makes the despair disappear and the anger turn red-hot.

I might be shy around men but I’m not at women looking down on me like she is now. Of course, she’s beautiful and model like, dressed as if she’s going on a date. That has me remembering I’m still in my pajamas having just gotten up only a few minutes ago.

My phone is in my hand, “that’s what I want to know. Who are you?”

The other woman smirks, smoothing her short sun dress, “I’m Cal’s girlfriend.”

“Ha. Now I know you’re lying. He doesn’t have a girlfriend. I’m calling the cops.” I hold up my phone for her to see and swipe it awake.

She sticks one hip out, slapping her hand on it. “Go ahead. You’ll just embarrass yourself when he gets mad about that. So, tell me who you are.”

I thrust my head back glaring icicles at her. “I live here.”

Her eyes widen and then narrow, hot barbs shooting at me. “You are a liar.”

I smile, hoping to antagonize her into doing something drastic. Anything. “If I didn’t why else would I be here in my pajamas?”

She visibly grinds her teeth, giving me the same shark-like, teeth-filled grin. “I have a key.”

This is such a stupid game she’s playing. “I’ll just call Cal then. Hum?”

“No. No. You don’t have to.” She starts backtracking. Interesting. Or maybe not. This game is boring.

The door opens, Cal walking in and I’m so glad.

The stranger gushes, “Cal darling.”

I roll my eyes at her false exuberance. He does a double take when he sees her standing on the other side of the door. “Casey, what are you doing here?”

Seeing him again, here now, makes the sinkhole in my chest explode in a magma of red-hot, burning lust, rising higher, higher, erupting. I can feel my chest blaze for him, a covetous part of me wants to fight her for him. I know he’s not interested by the way his face is scrunched in disgust she’s here.

“You don’t belong in my home.”

“She has a key, Cal.” I smirk at the anger and dismay on her face.

His eyebrows and face furrows, “how did you get a key?” He grabs her arm into his hand giving it a shake for her to hurry and tell him.

Her voice shakes, she still tries to show defiance, “I found your extra and made a copy. I knew someday you’d have me over so I just made sure.”

“Why would you assume I’d have you in my home? We’re nothing. I could never want you.” His voice is as harsh as his words and face.

Her face drops and I almost feel sorry for her except she’s such a prissy douche. I saw her at the game that one time and don’t remember what her name is and don’t care, hope I never have to see her again.

“Cal, you don’t want to upset my brother.” She cries, using whoever her brother is.

Cal shakes his head at her, turning half away and waving one hand in front of him. “Casey, you just won’t give up. I’m. Not. Interested. Why can’t you understand that. I’ve only asked you out because you’re easy. Yes, we’ve had sex but it never meant anything, just got us both off and I left right away.” He shoves a glare at her as if a punch, “I still don’t understand how you got my spare key. Give me your copy now. I never want to see you again.”

Her jaw drops shock trembling her voice, her eyes plead with him, “b-bu-but my brother.”

“Casey, I don’t care who your brother is.” Cal lowers his head shaking it, raising it again to look at her, a sorrowful expression on his face. “Look, I never wanted to tell you this. I never want to hurt you but Geoff asked me to take you out and keep you out of trouble. You use his name so much it’s hurting his career. Since I’m single and didn’t want to get involved with anyone I agreed. It seemed like a good deal at the time. We have some fun, have some sex and that’s it. You’ve taken it too far though. I’m sorry.”

She gasps and now I do feel sorry for her, her bottom jaw drops even further, moving up and down but no words come out. She throws the key in her hand almost hitting me in the face, which I dodge, turns and stomps out the door, the silence between us uncomfortable.

Cal walks to the door closing it, the click almost ominous, my chest rises and falls rapidly as the silence deepens. I’m not scared of him, just uncomfortable not knowing what’s going on. Why is he here? Did he change his mind?

He swivels back to me staring. I wait for him to do or say anything, instead he just stares. I become uncomfortable, “what?”

He stares, his eyes unfocused as if all his attention is inward. “Cal.” I rest my hand on his arm and he jumps, startles as if he forgot I was there. He blinks, snapping out of wherever he went, his brown eyes on mine, strolling up and down my body, desire darkening the more he stares at me, reminding me I’m in skimpy pajamas. His gaze centers on my breasts, I know he’s staring at my tight nipples, his ogle only makes them tighter and painful.

“Really? Who was she?” I put my hands on my hips and put emphasis on she.

Cal licks his lips taking a step closer. “You didn’t listen?”

I watched every move his tongue makes around his mouth, my pulse skipping a beat. “I…I you mentioned a man named Geoff.”

He takes another step closer, his lips lift at the corners, “you don’t know who Geoff Mastersen is? He’s a famous actor. That was his sister.”

“I gathered she was his sister. I remember her from when I first got back. I forgot what her name was.”

Cal rolls back on his heels, “why are we discussing her?”

I really can’t answer that, there’s no reason anymore. “So, what do we do now?”

He leans forward on his feet and takes another step closer. And another. And another.

“What do we do now? I think you know.”

One more step and we’re chest to chest, my nipples rub against my shirt and his, the friction of the cloth makes them hard as diamonds and painful.

“What do we do now?” He whispers in my ear, his breath brushes over my skin and hair. I gulp in a gasp of air, his air of sexual magnetism wafts off him, a pull I can’t resist. Tingles rush over my skin, an electric surge of passion charging a frenzy of igniting excitement making my heart and pulse burn with an ecstasy, longing to throw myself at him.

“Fuck me.”
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CAL

I grin ready to take her like I’ve always dreamed of. In my most depraved and perverted fantasies. “Good girl.” I growl, ready to start my dark fantasies with her, a dark thrill coursing through my body. “Come.”

Grabbing her hand I rush her to my bedroom finding it a mess. I never leave my bed rumpled and tossed about. I glare at her and she hangs her head, “I’ve been sleeping here since you left. This is where I’ve been most comfortable.” She shoves her big, blue-eyed gaze at me and I can’t resist her.

“Take your clothes off.”

She hesitates for two seconds, slipping her tank top over her head and sliding her elastic-waisted shorts down her legs. Now she’s naked, not wearing anything underneath them.

“Bad girl. You weren’t wearing any undergarments. You need a punishment for going to the door dressed like this. You don’t know who could have been there.” I can’t believe that she was almost naked when she came to the door.

“It’s not my fault. She had a key. I didn’t open the door.” Desperation fills her voice with a spirited crack, her face a vision of open-mouthed and wide-eyed fear. This is what I like, what I hid from her mother the years we were married. I’ve tried to hide my deepest, darkest secrets. Even from myself and I did it but I can’t anymore. I’m afraid Carrie will fear me more than she is now, that will gut me. The talk I had with Maria last night helped me think about what I’ve hidden from everyone my whole life. I didn’t give her the dirty details but I think she knew something was different about me and urged me to follow them.

I’m afraid this night will end with her being terrorized by my dark appetites and the cravings getting stronger and stronger with time.


ELEVEN
CARRIE


Idon’t understand why Cal wants to punish me, the dark light in his eyes is scary but oddly exhilarating and sensual. The way he bit his lip and swiped his tongue made me wetter than I had ever made myself.

“It’s not my fault. She had a key. I didn’t open the door.” All he does is stare at me as if he’s a lion and I’m the gazelle he’s ready to pounce on and eat.

He steps closer, hand reaching out, stroking along my cheek and jaw, his touch titillating. “But you’ve been sleeping in my bed instead of the guest room like you were instructed. And you left my room a mess.” His words are soft, tender, harsh in tone.

I lean into his large palm like a bitch adoring the touch of her master. “You weren’t here, Cal. I missed you and this was the only way I could be close to you, to your scent.”

The left side of his mouth lifts in a satisfying smirk, “so, you didn’t get tired of your old man in the time I’ve been gone?”

My eyes and mouth open wide at the nonsense he’s spouting, “you’ve only been gone a month. I’m not going to hop onto someone else even though you turned me down.” My eyes narrow remembering what he emphatically told me. I. Don’t. Want. You.

“I know. I know what I said. A.” He stops and his eyes have this softness to them making that little green woman inside me wants to take up learning how to carve someone up. “Friend told me to get a grip and forget what other people think. They’re not a part of my life and I shouldn’t care what they think anyway. I decided she was right and I’m going to take what I want if she agrees.” He holds his hand out to me, hopefulness in his eyes now. “Does she agree?”

I could make him suffer longer but why should I? “Yes, Daddy.” I let the tip of my tongue slip out, wetting my lips, his gaze follows every movement.

His eyes glow brighter, he reaches out grabbing me by my upper arms, yanking me against him. I tumble, not expecting the move, his hand against the back of my head, fingers curling in my hair, mouth hard against mine. Cal forces my mouth open, impatience in every touch of his against mine, our teeth clashing as he bruises my mouth with his.

He pulls away, our breaths pant, he stares into my face searching, for what I don’t know. I don’t know what he wants to see on my face.

“This is what my little girl wants?” He says again and I nod.

“Yes Daddy.” I can feel his cock getting harder with my agreement.

“Do you like being dominated, being my little submissive?”

“I…I don’t know. I think so.” I’ve never done anything like this before.

“None of the guys you’ve been with in university ever tried?”

I can feel my face heating like being touched with a heating pad on full power. “I’ve never been with anyone yet.” I hated to admit to still being a virgin at twenty-five, I knew I’d have to tell him sometime.

He freezes, his hands firm in my hair. “You’re still a virgin?”

I try to look away but my head is positioned facing him.

“Answer me.” His tone is elated, face immobile in his shock.

“Yes.” My eyes want to slide to the side, avoiding his, he won’t let me, his hands move to my upper arms and he gives me a little shake.

He slides his arms around me, skimming his nose down the side of my face, my neck down to my chest, his tongue laving my upper breasts. “You’re mine. Say it.”

I gaze up at him. A sparkle in my eyes I can feel. It might be tears, it might be love. It’s a toss up as to which because I have no idea. Is this a crush I have for him or love? What’s the difference between the two?

“Say it now.” He growls in a deep rumbling voice I’ve never heard from him and he shakes me again.

“I’m yours.” I am, I have been since I met him and will be forever. There will be no one else for me. Ever.

“Lie down.” Again with the orders but if that’s what he wants, I’m willing.

I lie on my back and scooch up further on my elbows and heels, until my head is on the pillow. My heart pulses in time to the sick feeling in my stomach as he stands beside the bed still fully dressed. What is he waiting for? His eyes scan up and down my naked body, I feel more than naked, I feel he sees me. The real me, not the one I hide from most people. I want to have sex, the sex I hear people talk about and read about. Rough and dirty. It sounds so exciting.

Cal leans over slightly and grabs the back of his shirt yanking it over his head, impatience in every move he makes. The veins on his arms and hands bulge, his movements short and choppy like he’s trying to hold back.

The clacks of him undoing his belt and the soft sounds of the tines of the zipper releasing makes this all too real and I’m more than nervous. I close my eyes for a moment and take a deep breath hoping it will calm my heart and stomach. I open them again and he’s down to his boxer briefs, his very impressive cock tenting his underwear out.

My eyes widen even more and my heart beats with a da da da da heavy thump, I feel throughout my body. A death knell. It can’t really be, I mean I’m twenty-five I should have had this taken care of a long time ago like others have.

He kneels one knee on the bed, his hand tracing down my body from my throat to my chest over my heart. Can he feel the pounding? My nervousness?

“It’s okay Carrie. I’ll go slow, so you’ll enjoy it.” I’m such an idiot. I know I am.

“I…I’m fine Cal. I’m ready.”

He gives me a soft smile and continues tracing his hand down my body going back up to my breasts, one hand playing with the nipple. One finger skims over the puckering flesh, tingles rushing over the rest of my skin, zooming straight to my clit and pussy. I wiggle at the unknown currents running through the area, my legs rubbing together.

His tongue replaces his finger over my nipple lapping lightly over the tight flesh, his other hand traveling downward and further down. His fingers play and rub through my bare pussy lips, skating around my clit, plunging into the hole and twisting his finger around and in and out.

It feels weird and hurts a little but it also feels good. He lowers his body along mine, rubbing his covered dick back and forth, humping on my mound, the ridge against my clit making sparks fly inside me.

I can feel liquid leak inside and this is my first real orgasm, what I’ve had before with my fingers a weak imitation of one.

“Are you ready?” Cal’s voice beside my ear whispers through a thick throat.

I nod, definitely ready but still nervous. He slides off his boxers and his dick bounces out ready to rock and roll. I spread my legs further and he settles his body between them, scooting down until his lips are at my pussy, tongue circling my bud.

He flicks the tip of his tongue over the tip, my body stiffens and I open my mouth to wordlessly scream. This is like nothing I’ve ever experienced. No wonder people are addicts. His tongue goes for my hole gathering all my juices with his tongue.

Moving up my body he kisses me with his shiny mouth, slick with me and I taste myself for the first time. Musky. Strange.

Cal grabs his cock at the base giving it three hard pumps with a twist at his head, he aligns himself at my entrance.

“Ready? Are you sure?” His face is tight and strained as if holding back is the hardest thing for him to do. And it might be.

“Yes.” My voice might be as bad because this suspense is killing me.

A weird sensation of fullness and something I don’t understand fills me. It’s not good or bad, just different. He inches further, watching my face, I assume for discomfort or not enjoying myself. I keep myself relaxed and he pushes in again and waits. There’s not much pain, only a little. A stretching and more fullness.

“You can move again.”

Cal pulls almost all the way out and pushes back in and a tingling like before starts. His fingers fondle my breasts, kneading and twisting my nipples, flicking the tips with his fingernails. I grasp the back of his head, tugging it down and he obliges by taking a nipple in his mouth and sucking on it. The electrical current coursing through my body now centers there and heads straight down to where his body meets mine, where we’re joined together. This is such a special moment for me, I don’t want it to end but it has to. My body freezes like it’s all haywire, my jaw clamps shut and my toes curl.

He pumps his harder into me chasing his orgasm, moving me with every time we meet. He shoves his face into my shoulder, biting and sucking the skin along my collarbone, marking me as his.

“You’re mine.” He whispers to me and silently in my head because I don’t have the energy to talk I say and you’re mine. Always.

THE END
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ALSO BY DEBBIE STEIN


🔥Triple Puck Players🔥

I’m in lust with three players of the Bay City Brawlers Hockey Team. The Triple Threat they are called, Jesse Barone, Hutch Adams and Abel Wayne. I’m tired of dating the men my father, country singer Brett Perkins suggests. Suggests. Pushes. 

I’m finally going to meet them at the championship after party. 

Jesse is the protector of the bunch. Hutch, the caring fun-loving goof. Abel, the financial genius as well as a genius on the ice. 

Their brawling tendencies gets them into trouble all the time. They bowl through the opposing team, leaving havoc and destruction. 

Will a past break up come back to haunt and destroy our love?
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🔥Triple Puck Valentines🔥

Our team of four is broken.

Or is it?

In the middle of the hockey season I have to go back to Texas on a family emergency. I planned on going alone, but Kat insists on going with. I can’t convince her to stay in Bay City. I will protect her at all cost.

For the first time our Triple Threat of the Bay City Brawlers will be separated. Abel and Jesse will have to work double duty.

But the Triple Threat will protect her from the threat that has haunted me my whole life and kept me away from my family. Protect everyone from a devastating secret.

A threat of hatred for anyone that doesn’t feel the same way they do. We will stop them. No matter the cost.

AND IF YOU LIKE EROTICA TRY BEE KNIGHT
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His Christmas Gift

Griffin

I take what I want. I've fought to get where I am and I'm at the top. My partner has embezzled millions of dollars and I know what I want in return. His daughter.

Katrina

I've always been in love with Griffin Van Halen, even as a little girl. I'm now an intern at his and my father's publishing company and find out he's embezzled millions. In return Griffin wants me for three months. To keep my father out of prison I have to do it. Being Griffin's plaything can't be that bad. Right?

Not your usual Christmas romance.

Trigger: mentions rape
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A Hotwife with Strangers: reverse harem, freeuse, sharing, cuckold

🔥🔥A HOTWIFE WITH STRANGERS🔥🔥

Halloween is my birthday and I'm a hardworking ER doctor. My husband decides to surprise me with my favorite fantasy. One night with strangers.
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Stalked in Lockdown

Brutal Savior
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