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   After being gone from her hometown of Ambrosia for the last ten years, Daphne Brooks has returned to the small town with plans to build a store and make a new life for herself back at her roots. She’s also planning on ignoring the people from her past who made her teenage years hell. That is until she runs into Trent Bradshaw, once big time crush and equally crushing disappointment.
 
    
 
   Trent Bradshaw has always regretted how he treated Daphne and when he approaches her at their high school reunion, he expects to make his apologies. But the girl he had a secret crush on is now the woman of his dreams.
 
    
 
   As they grow close, someone wrecks her new store. Will Trent be able to help her find out who is trying to drive her away? Or will the stress of the situation drive her from Ambrosia and Trent forever?
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   Dedication
 
    
 
   For my Jeka. You have always been there for me, no matter what. You are an amazing woman, beautiful on the inside and out. I am proud to call you not only my best friend, but my sister as well. I love you. 
 
  

 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Daphne smoothed her skirt down for the millionth time as she stood outside the high school gym. She still wasn’t sure if the red satin pencil skirt was the right decision. She had changed her outfit at least ten times, trying on different looks from her very expensive wardrobe. Once she had finally settled on the skirt, it had taken forever to decide on a shirt but she finally settled on a black corset style top that accentuated her curves, but didn’t make her look like a hooker. 
 
   Unfortunately, not even her favorite Jimmy Choo high heels could calm the butterflies in her stomach. 
 
   The gym was well lit and Daphne could here the faint bass line that was coming from the sound system. She had purposely showed up late, so that no one would see her if she decided to turn and run away from the place. Hell, she would be running away from the people not the place. It was all these people who had made her life in high school a living hell. Okay, so maybe she would be running away from Trent Bradshaw, the high school quarterback who had made her life a living hell. 
 
   She lifted her head high, determined to do this. She didn’t have anything to prove. She was here to see her friends. Actually, she just put the emphasis on ‘friend’. Anna Marshall, now Anna Keaton, had gotten her through it all. Life had drifted them apart but she was hoping to see her tonight. She hated that they had lost touch. 
 
   Sighing, she knew she was stalling. She pushed back her shoulders, stepped away from her Camaro, and headed toward the thumping bass and bright lights at the entrance. As she neared the double doors, she could hear voices on inside. 
 
   A female voice made Daphne’s shoulders twitch, and she almost faltered in her steps. She continued to get closer to the voices. “I see Faggy Maggie didn’t show up.” 
 
   Another deeper female voice joined in. “Did you really think she would? It wasn’t like she had any real friends. Who here would want to see her?”
 
   A deep male voice interrupted, and Daphne wondered who had joined in to the conversation. She paused outside the door so she could hear what else was said.  “I was hoping you would lose some of that bitchiness with age Tiffany, but I see it’s only gotten worse.” 
 
   Tiffany, the ex-head cheerleader and Grade—A bitch, snorted before she replied. “It’s not bitchy when it’s the truth.” 
 
   “I’m pretty sure that she had friends in high school. Just because she wasn’t your friend, doesn’t mean she didn’t exist. Hell, I bet there are a few people here who wish they hadn’t been your friend way back then.” Daphne wished she could place the deep male voice that had spoken the kind words, but she just couldn’t. 
 
   She remembered Tiffany well and if she was chatting with another female it was probably Brittney, her partner in crime back in the day. But it was the man she was intrigued about, so she decided to face the music, so to speak.               
 
   When she walked around the corner, the white banner was the first thing that caught her eye. 
 
   WELCOME BACK CLASS OF 1997! WE’VE MISSED YOU!
 
    
 
   Daphne had to give a snort of her own. She definitely hadn’t missed this place. Fifteen years later and there was still a sense of dread deep in the pit of her stomach. When she got close to the pair of women, the man was gone, but they looked up and politely smiled. 
 
   “Well hello there!” Tiffany stood up and smoothed down her black dress and blonde curls. As Tiffany glanced over Daphne's outfit from her expensive shoes and over priced pedicure all the way up to her diamond choker and salon expert hairstyle, and her smile got wider. It was very clear the woman was attracted more to the price of the clothing and accessories than she was the person who was wearing the outfit. 
 
   “Hello.” Daphne was trying to see how long it would take Tiffany to recognize her. She just kept smiling however, and finally Tiffany faltered. 
 
   “I don’t seem to remember you, are you here with your husband? Or perhaps maybe we just weren’t close friends. It has been 15 years after all.” Tiffany plastered the smile back on her face, and it made Daphne’s skin crawl. She was used to fake people, but fake and stupid people really irritated her. 
 
   “My name is Daphne Brooks. But I think you may have my name tag under the name Margaret Hillbrooke.” Daphne waited for a moment for her words and name to register and she relished the look on Tiffany’s face. “Perhaps the tag reads ‘Faggy Maggie,' since I’m not sure who wrote them up.” She winked at Brittney and had to laugh out loud at the stunned openmouthed expression on Tiffany’s face. 
 
   Daphne looked down at the table and found her name tag. Scooping it up, she walked away, heading for the next set of doors that would lead to the party and the rest of the guests. From the noise of the crowd, she would bet almost everyone had made it. But of course they had, not many people left this town, so it would just be a chance for them all to get together in one place. Mckinley High was buzzing tonight. 
 
   She was glad the lighting wasn’t too bright and she could slink around the edges of the building while she looked for Anna. She bumped into a few people, but she had placed her name tag on her skirt so that she wouldn’t immediately be recognized. Finally, she noticed a familiar head of brown curls and made a beeline for Anna. She was only standing with one person, a man on her right, and Daphne sent up a small prayer. At least she didn’t have to deal with too many people and she could just say hello to her friend. 
 
   Maybe after a little catching up she could plan a day with Anna and bolt from this homecoming hell before she had to deal with anyone else. She smiled, closing in on her friend, when someone placed a hand on her bicep, stopping her in her tracks. 
 
   “Daphne. Daphne Brooks?” The male voice jarred her, just like his hand on her arm. She recognized his voice from the entryway, and knew that he was the same man that had stood up to Tiffany.  She was hesitant to turn around, but it was obvious she wasn’t being recognized as Maggie, so maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Straightening her spine, she twisted to face him. And then she saw his face. Trent f-ing Bradshaw had snagged her arm, and it was just her luck. The past 15 years had been so nice to him. Her knees began to shake, but of course that always happen when he came near. 
 
   Standing in front of her, he was dressed simply in light jeans, a crisp white dress shirt and a dark, blue dress jacket. The lights were dim and she could barely see his face. His hair had been brown back then and his eyes had once been so green they glittered like emeralds and lit up when he smiled. She almost swayed into him. 
 
   “Yes. I am Daphne Brooks.” She wasn’t sure how to play this out. So she went the simple way and waited for him to volunteer the information. 
 
   “I knew I recognized you. You’re a model correct? I know I’ve seen you in a copy of a magazine somewhere.” He looked confused for a second like he was trying to think of which magazine, but she was pretty sure she knew which one. She smiled and hoped she could just finish this conversation as Daphne and not have to bring Maggie into it. Hell, he probably didn’t remember Maggie at all, which was more than okay with her.               
 
   Maggie was a different life for her. After working her ass off, literally to shed over a hundred pounds, a few rounds of plastic surgery, a name change, and a new city, Daphne Brooks had been born.  She was finally in the life and body that she knew fit her not the person that fit into this high school 15 years ago. So she squared her shoulders, as she had been taught by her agent, and smiled at Trent.
 
   “I think we both know which Magazine Mr...?” She smiled at him and slipped into the mindset that was much easier to her. She was fun and flirty Daphne, not insecure and shy Maggie. 
 
   “Trent. My name is Trent Bradshaw.” He had a funny look on his face that she couldn’t place but she didn’t want to question it. She put a hand on his shoulder and looked up into his gorgeous green eyes. It really was unfair how good time had been to him. 
 
   “Well Mr. Bradshaw it was nice to meet you. If you’ll excuse me, I’m here to meet someone.” She winked at him and pulled away to go in search of Anna. However, Trent snagged her again and she recognized his now-familiar, warm, male touch. 
 
   “Now Maggie, where did you think you were really going?” His voice and words went straight to her knees, which threatened to buckle beneath her. She turned to see the smile on his face, and her control snapped. She opened her mouth to say something, but turned on her heel instead. Her cheeks were flaming and she knew she had made a fool of herself again in front of Trent. 
 
   Her Jimmy Choo’s clicked on the pavement as she walked to her Camaro. When she heard footsteps behind her she tensed but kept walking. She hoped she could make her escape before whoever it was reached her. 
 
   “Daphne? Daphne, it’s Anna.” When she finally heard the sweet voice through her thoughts, she stopped. She couldn’t hear any other footsteps other than Anna’s. She figured she was safe. She could feel her heart pounding against her rib cage and her palms were sweaty, but she didn’t dare wipe them on the satin skirt. She sighed, trying to calm her racing pulse, and then turned to face her old friend. 
 
   “Anna, it’s so good to see you. I’m sorry about running away like that.” She tried to explain but she still wasn’t exactly sure why she had run away from Trent. Anna waved her explanation away and opened her arms to give her hug. Daphne smiled and returned her embrace.
 
   Anna was an average looking woman with brown hair and brown eyes. She stood at about five feet even, maybe five foot two with the small heels she had on. But that was incredibly short to Daphne’s five ten frame, which was over six feet in the heels. Anna hadn’t been in the popular crowd or the geeks and fat kids that had been picked on. However, Daphne and Anna had been best friends since they were small. So she had stuck by Daphne’s side during the hellish years of high school. 
 
   Anna was probably the nicest and kindest person she knew. She was always welcoming and warm. She was definitely mom material and she was a spectacular friend. They had spoken over the phone a few times over the last few years but this had been the first time in a very long time since they had actually seen each other. 
 
   “You look awesome Anna. More importantly, you look happy and that makes me happy.” Daphne felt the twinge of guilt for not staying in contact and as usual Anna read her face clearly. 
 
   “Hey now, none of that. I am happy, and at lunch tomorrow I’ll tell you all about it.” Anna said, smiling at Daphne.
 
   “Lunch?”
 
   “Oh yeah and you’re definitely buying. I figured since you’re trying to escape, I won’t keep you longer than necessary. We can catch up over good food.” Anna winked at her and Daphne nodded in acceptance. Man, she forgot how well she and Anna got along. 
 
   “Of course. Text me where you want to go and give me a time that works for you. I’ll just be at Grams working on some paperwork.”
 
   “Okay, well try not to spend all of your vacation working. I’ll text you later.” Anna reached in for another hug, and Daphne smiled as Anna walked back into the gym. 
 
   When she looked over at the door she saw Trent leaning against the doorway. He was watching her. But he was too far away for her to see his expression. Her cheeks were flaming once again as memories flooded her brain. She turned away from him, unlocked the car, and slid into the driver's seat. The engine purred as she turned the key. She floored the gas pedal, trying to get away from Trent Bradshaw as far and as fast as she possibly could. 
 
   

 
   
 
  

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Daphne smiled as she watched her Grams move around the kitchen. It didn’t matter that Grams was the only one left in the house these days, she still got up at 7:00 am every morning to make breakfast. This morning was no different. Daphne had woken up to the smell of chicory coffee and bacon drifting up the stairs.  
 
   It had been too long since she had seen her Grams. After her parents died when she was seven, Grams had taken her in and raised her. She was one of the most amazing women she had ever met in her entire life, and she was glad to be back in the old house. 
 
   Grams was currently at the sink washing dishes. She had never bought a dishwasher. She didn’t believe in the things. Daphne shook her head at her grandmother as she sipped her coffee. She had offered to help but that was out of the question too. Even though she was family, she was currently a guest in the house, and guests didn't help clean up. So she sat quietly looking out the window into the back yard. 
 
   The house sat on about ten acres and the backyard extended about 100 feet before it became a forest. It was a sunny day and Daphne loved how peaceful it was compared to her apartment in the city. 
 
   This particular morning Grams had curlers in her grey hair, and was wrapped in her Asian–print night gown. Her house slippers were yellow and Daphne noticed they were the ones that she had sent her for Christmas a few years ago. Daphne liked the fact that they looked well–worn.  
 
   Grams never turned around, she just kept washing the dishes. However, her voice was clear over the sound over the sloshing water. “How are you doing these days, Magnolia?”               Daphne smiled at the old nickname.  It was the only thing that used to comfort her when she came home. It made her feel special and beautiful during a time when most of her days were spent thinking about much she hated herself. Daphne shook her head at her depressing train of thought. That always seemed to happen when she returned to Ambrosia, Georgia. 
 
   “I’m doing alright. Staying busy.” She liked watching the methodical way her grandmother moved. 
 
   Grams looked over her shoulder. “Is that right? Busy with work or men?” 
 
   “Grams!” Daphne laughed when the older woman winked. 
 
   “I was just curious, sweetie. With that body I’m sure they are lining up for you these days.” She was now drying all the dishes she had just finished washing. Grams had been surprised when Daphne had shown up with a new body, and although she wasn’t particularly fond of the plastic surgery, she was happy if Daphne was happy. She loved her Grams for that. She never questioned something too much, as long as she was happy. And Daphne loved the way she looked. 
 
   “Grams, most of the men who line up for me these days are slime balls who just want to see my tits.”
 
   “Daphne!” She looked shocked for a moment but then Daphne saw her smile and she knew she wasn’t really in trouble. Grams raised her to be lady–like, polite, and to think before she spoke. Unfortunately, Daphne had a hard time filtering her mouth most days. 
 
   “Well it’s true. Besides, it’s not like I have a lot of time on my hands. I’m either working on a shoot, working out, or trying to finish up my business plans.” 
 
   Grams started to open her mouth but Daphne’s phone buzzed with a text message. She glanced down and noticed that it was from Anna. 
 
    
 
   “Lunch at Patty’s at 12:30?” 
 
    
 
   Daphne quickly responded with a “yes”. She hadn’t been to Patty’s in a long time and she was curious to see how the diner was doing. The owner, Lois, had given her the first job she'd ever had and it would be good to see how she was doing. But she had a lot to get done before then, even if it was only 8 a.m. 
 
   "I'm sorry Grams. Do you mind if we catch up later? Anna just texted me about lunch and I have a bunch of errands to run today. Maybe we can do dinner or something?" Daphne felt a twinge of guilt, but Grams must have seen it and waved it away. 
 
   "Magnolia, you are not here to cater to me and I am fully aware of that. Go, have fun with Anna, and take care of whatever you need to. You are staying here so I know I'll be seeing you around. We can finish our discussion later." After wiping her hands dry on a paper towel, she patted Daphne's cheek. 
 
    
 
   Daphne gave Grams a kiss on the cheek and a soft smile before she headed up stairs to change for a quick run. 
 
   When she walked into her room she shook her head. She still couldn’t believe that it had stayed the same after all of these years. The walls were still painted the same lavender color and the bed was still made up with the same sheet set that she had picked out when she was fifteen. Shaking her head again, she gathered some clothes from her suitcase before changing and then jogging back down the stairs. 
 
   She waved at Grams who had now picked up her sewing in the living room, and then she headed out the front door. She paused for a moment on the front porch to stretch before she headed down the stairs and started jogging down the driveway. 
 
   Her Grams only had a few neighbors, each having between ten and thirty acres. A dirt road ran through the middle of the 5 properties that led back out to the highway. The ‘neighborhood’ was about a 15 minute drive from town.  
 
   Instead of heading toward the main road, which was pavement, she turned right onto the dirt road. It was well–maintained and flat so it was easy to run on. Daphne concentrated on her breathing and her pace just like her trainer had taught her. Her heart beat increased and she could feel her blood pumping as her muscles stretched and strained. She hadn’t run in a few days and she felt guilty about it. She knew she needed to stick to her routine. She hated running but she loved how it made her feel. 
 
   About a mile up the road, she noticed a house being built where she remembered an old white farm house being. She had heard from Grams that one of the neighbors had died, but she wasn't really sure whose house it had been so she wasn't sure who had passed. Apparently, someone had purchased the property though, it had a sold sign in the front lawn and it was clearly being remodeled. 
 
   The house was mostly up but around the second floor the outside paneling wasn’t quite finished. It looked like a cross between an old Victorian and a country home with a wraparound porch. It was mostly white, but since it wasn't done she couldn't be sure what it would look like when it was finished. There were a lot of windows and she could only imagine the amount of natural light that would be in the house. The roof was steep and black with lots of angles. There was a large oak tree in the front yard and Daphne felt a breeze rush past her and goose bumps rise on her flesh. She stopped to admire it for a moment. It would be a gorgeous home once it was done. 
 
   Daphne heard the rumble of an engine sound behind her and she stepped out of the way to let it pass. It was a black Chevy truck that looked new. She couldn’t see inside but she was curious. The truck sped passed her, and then pulled into the driveway in front of the new house. She checked her watch, and although she would need to meet Anna soon, her curiosity was piqued. So she jogged up the driveway. 
 
   She stopped dead in her tracks when a pair of long, lean male legs slid out of the driver side. His legs were encased in a pair of worn, pale denim that had a rip in the knee and looked like they would be butter against his skin. When he turned to grab something from inside his truck she was given the view of a butt so fine it should be illegal. As her gaze traveled up the strangers back, she got a look at the muscles there as they moved underneath a thin black t-shirt. Daphne’s mouth was watering by the time he turned around. And then all moisture left her mouth in an instant. 
 
   Trent smiled like the cat who ate the damn canary. “Hello, Daphne.” It felt like she had followed him up to the house, and walked right into a damn trap. 
 
   “Trent.” She could barely breathe let alone speak through her clenched teeth. This man always caused that sort of reaction in her, especially back in high school. All it took was one sentence and she turned into a babbling idiot. 
 
   “Awe, see, you do remember me.” He walked closer to her and she was tempted to take a step back. But his smile held her in place. 
 
   “Of course I remember you.” She squared her shoulders. She had learned how to act around hot men. Hell, it was part of her job.  This should be no different. 
 
   “Then why did you run away from me last night?” He kept smiling and she wanted to knee him in the balls. He was right, though, which made her want to smack her forehead. She had run away from him. She had been preparing herself for coming home and facing all of the people who tortured her in high school. She never wanted to run away from anyone ever again, and last night that's exactly what she did. 
 
   “You surprised me. That’s all. I wasn’t prepared for anyone to recognize me. I had the evening all planned out and you ruined it.” She placed her hands on her hips, hoping for a stern look, but he just kept smiling. His green eyes sparkled in the sunlight and the sensual curve of his lips made her quiver. His brown hair had gotten lighter. It looked like he spent a lot of time in the sun. There were faint blond highlights running through his thick hair. The sound of his voice drew her attention away from his body. 
 
   “If you weren’t going to be Maggie at the reception, then why were you even there?” He crossed his arms over his chest, which just made the shirt tighter across his pectoral muscles and shoulders. Daphne didn't fail to notice that both had gotten considerably larger since high school. 
 
   “I was hoping to be there as Anna’s friend “Daphne”. She was the only one I wanted to see. You just stopped me before I could reach her.” She pushed back the wispy strands of hair that had come lose from her pony tail. 
 
   “So you were going to spy on all of us, while deceiving everyone. That doesn’t sound like the Maggie I knew.” 
 
   “But you didn’t really know me, now did you? And I would much appreciate if you called me Daphne. There isn’t a Maggie anymore, there hasn’t been for a long time.” She started to turn away and leave when one more thought stuck her. “How did you know it was me last night?” When she looked at him over her shoulder she noticed his grin had gotten wider. 
 
   “I am a huge fan of yours, Ms. Brooks. I’ve been following your career.” When his gaze dropped down to her ass, he cheeks flamed all over again. “I recognized that ass the first time I saw it in a magazine. It looked amazing back then and it still looks amazing now.” 
 
   He moved to step toward her and she found herself moving down the driveway. And then, for the second time in twenty-four hours, she was running away from Trent Bradshaw, all over again. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Trent slammed his fist up against the door to his truck as he watched Daphne jog away. Daphne. He liked that name better. It fit the woman who was just standing in front of him much better than the name ‘Margaret’ ever had. He was frustrated that he couldn’t get her to stay in his presence for more than a few minutes. 
 
   Back in high school, she had been the outcast and labeled the ‘fat girl’ even though she was just slightly overweight. Unfortunately, she had been shy and different and the popular girls had picked her to be the butt of all of her jokes. It was even worse that he had been apart of that crowd. He had never directly picked one her, hell he was nice to her when they were alone. But he could remember trying to pretend she didn't exist when his friends picked on her so he didn't have to get involved. She was a nice girl, and he had been too concerned with status to care about how much she was hurting.
 
   If he could turn back time, he would do everything differently. But he couldn’t change the past and he knew that. When he had gone to the reunion, he had been looking for Daphne. But he hadn’t been expecting her to turn and run away at the first sight of him. 
 
   Today, it had been a blessing when she jogged up to his house. He knew her grandmother lived just down the street but he hadn't expected her to show up. In high school, he had enjoyed her company but he never took advantage of her crush on him. He had been stupid, and listened to all of his friends. He had never made fun of her but he never stopped them from doing so either. 
 
   His favorite memory from high school was the night she had tutored him for a math test. They had been in the library at school, sitting side by side at one of the work stations. She was so excited when he finally got the problem right that she had leaned over and kissed him. He had been so shocked he hadn’t kissed her back and she had run away in horror before he could do so. He hated the ending, but he could still remember the plush feel of her lips and body against his. After that moment in the library he had never been able to forget her. 
 
   Today he had wanted to try and ease her into a friendship. He had heard that she was going to be moving back to Ambrosia and she was just the kind of woman he was looking for. Well, at least from what he could remember. But she showed up looking awestruck by the house behind him and so damn sexy in jogging clothes that he had lost all train of thought. She definitely wasn’t the same girl any more but she was an even better woman. 
 
   She had slimmed down a lot since high school but wasn’t necessarily skinny. She had a lot of curves and that was more attractive to him than anything. He knew she was what they called a 'plus size' model, just from seeing her in the magazines, but he didn't care about any of that. Her blonde hair had a few extra colors and it had an elegant look to it. There were shades of lighter blonde, a light brown and almost a copper color when the sun hit. It was long and sleek and framed her face. Her blue eyes were the same but had a jaded look in them. 
 
   But it was her body that he couldn’t stop starring at. No matter what she remembered, he thought she was beautiful in high school. But now it was the way she carried herself that snagged his attention. She walked and held herself with confidence, which was sexy as hell. 
 
   And he wouldn’t be a man if he hadn’t noticed that her breasts weren’t real anymore. They were luscious and full, not too ridiculously huge like some women but definitely more than a handful and more than they had been back then. 
 
   She had been wearing a sports bra and a tank top and her breasts had barely been restrained. When she turned to jog away from him, he noticed her shorts were definitely short and he could see the rounded globes of the bottom of her ass cheeks. Damn he had it bad. Fifteen years later and she was still getting under his skin. 
 
   He took a couple of deep breaths before he grabbed his belt and tool box and headed up to the house. He had a lot to get done today and if he wanted to do any work on his own house, he needed to get started. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Daphne pulled into the parking lot of the vacant building and slowed to get a first glance of the place. It was an old brick building near the outskirts of town that had been vacant for a while. She didn’t know how well this venture was going to turnout, but she had bought the building last week. Today she was meeting her contractor for the first time. 
 
   With the key in hand, she unlocked the front door and stepped inside. The air was stale, which was a pleasant way of saying it smelled rotten. The building had been built a long time ago and with the amount of time it had been vacant there was no telling what inhabited the building now. Daphne knew she wanted the whole place gutted and redone. This was the third store she was opening in the company, and she couldn’t wait to see what her old town thought of her new business venture. 
 
   She was taking a look around the building, trying to get accustomed to the space when she heard tires crunch on the pavement outside. She was expecting her contractor so she wasn’t surprised at the sound. 
 
   “Well, I’ll be damned.” 
 
   She froze at the sound of deep, husky, male voice and a sense of dread washed over her. It couldn’t be. How did this keep happening to her? Instantly her palms were sweaty and she felt her skin flush. 
 
   “Please tell me, that you are here following me and that you are not here because you are my contractor.” Daphne hadn’t turned around yet, because she didn’t want to see his face again. But when there was no response she turned around slowly and saw the look on his face. 
 
   “Did you not see my name on the contract that you signed?” He had a confused look on his face. 
 
   “I saw the company name when I signed but I didn’t pay that much attention. My assistant is the one who would have spoken with you on everything. I just signed the paperwork.” She ran a hand down her face. “And how about you? If you knew you were going to be working for me, why haven’t you said something by now?” This time her temper spiked. She hated being deceived or lied to. 
 
   “There wasn’t a name on any of the paperwork, just the company name. Same as you. Fate has a funny way about things doesn’t it? And what kind of company name is “Velvet and Lace”? Is this going to be a fabric store of sorts?” He backed up a couple of steps. Apparently, he was expecting some sort of anger. He looked around the store and, damn him, he had a slight smile on his face. 
 
   He was still wearing the broken–in jeans, but he had changed into a button–down, dark–blue long sleeve shirt. The sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, exposing his tanned forearms. His brown hair was a mess. But it looked like he had tried to at least finger comb it. Daphne noticed a small bundle tucked under his armpit.
 
   “Did you bring the floor plans and wood samples?” She tried to take the anger out of her voice. She had already signed the contract so there was no getting out of working with him. She just needed to get this meeting over quickly so she could get away from him. She was also hoping to avoid the initial, ‘What are you selling?’ conversation. 
 
   “Of course, I brought everything. Would you like to take a look?” His voice was calm, but he didn’t smile. He held up the bundle that was underneath his arm. It appeared to be a large bundle of catalogs and samples.
 
   The building used to be a clothing store, so there wasn’t anywhere for them to sit. But there was a wooden counter where they could lay out the plans. They spent a long time talking about the structure of the building and what they could and couldn’t do with it. Then they had to discuss wall material and whether she wanted paint, wallpaper, or paneling. 
 
   By the time they got from wood samples, to flooring, to windows and doors, Daphne was exhausted and her temples were beginning to pound. However, she was happy with her decisions and she found Trent to be incredibly knowledgeable and kind once he delved into something he enjoyed discussing. His eyes lit up and it was hard to not watch him in his element. 
 
   When they were finished, she went to shake his hand. He glanced down at her extended palm and then back up at her face before glancing back down once more. His gaze made her nervous and she dropped her hand. He continued to stare for a moment longer, then opened his mouth, and then closed it just as fast. 
 
   He stuck his hand out, and she tentatively slipped hers inside. The heat of his palm almost seared her, but she resisted the urge to pull away. Then when he smiled, she knew he felt it too. 
 
   “Thank you, Mr. Bradshaw. We are going to be meeting again in a few days correct?” She pulled her hand away and gave him a small smile. 
 
   “Trent. Please, Daphne, call me Trent. And yes, it shouldn’t take long to get the supplies in. My crew and I will go ahead and begin the gutting process on the building. Then as soon as everything comes in, I’ll give you a call and you can make sure everything is what you wanted. Once we have your approval, we will continue the construction.” He gathered up all of his samples and paperwork. 
 
   With his back turned from her, she was able to look him over without him noticing. He was taller than she remembered and he had definitely filled out. He had always been in good shape in high school but now his muscles were more defined beneath his clothing. He just looked thicker, but not fat. Definitely, not fat. 
 
   When her gaze dipped down to his behind, her pulse picked up. The jeans molded completely to his very round backside that she could easily sink her fingers into. She noticed him shifting slightly and she jerked her gaze away. 
 
   Once he turned around, she led him out of the building and then turned to lock it the door behind him. 
 
   “You never did tell me what you were planning on selling. Fabric, craft supplies, clothing?” He walked in the direction of his truck, before turning to look at her with his eyebrow raised. 
 
   Once she was safely next to her Camaro she turned around and smiled. 
 
   “Why, Mr. Bradshaw, I’m opening an adult sex toy and clothing shop.” Daphne laughed at the expression on his face, before she climbed into her Camaro and left him standing open–mouthed in the heat. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   At 12:30, Daphne was rushing into the diner to meet Anna. Patty’s Diner was the same place it had always been, the central hub of gossip and good food in Ambrosia. The red booths had been redone since the last time she had been home. But it was the exact same look. The benches just weren’t cracking in places. The counter was full with the usual suspects and behind it stood Patty, the owner, operator of the diner. 
 
   In the kitchen, Daphne was sure she would find Joey, Patty’s son who joined into the business. There were two waitresses in the restaurant and they were new to Daphne. Patty always tried to hire local girls to work as waitresses. She believed in giving back. But she also believed in discipline and that a person should work hard for what they had. Patty was in her early fifties, with brown hair that had just a few streaks of grey. She had a large wide smile that graced every single one of her customers as they entered her domain. 
 
   She was a larger woman, which told everyone she enjoyed food and she wasn’t ashamed to admit it. Her husband left her when Daphne was in high school and Daphne remembered it being the hot issue for a long time. Until the day Patty came into work with a genuine smile on her face, and told everyone she wished Jed well with the hooker he ran off with. Since then it appeared she had been enjoying her life for her and not someone else. Daphne always respected her for that. 
 
   As Daphne scanned the restaurant she found Anna in one of the booths that didn’t face Main Street, for which she was grateful. She was sure that after running away from Trent at the reunion, she would probably be the hot gossip of the day. 
 
   When she reached the booth, she placed her hand on Anna’s shoulder before gracing her old friend with a tight hug. She sat down and smoothed her flowing skirt around her legs. She had chosen a simple ice-blue peasant skirt and a white tank top, with her black wedge flip flops. 
 
   “Anna. I’m so glad we could get together for lunch.” Daphne smiled at her own friend. Ana was dressed in simple jeans and a black v–neck t–shirt. Her curly brown hair framed her face and her brown eyes sparkled with mischief. 
 
   Anna rolled her eyes in a very familiar way and waved away Daphne's polite small talk.
 
   “Girl, spill it. You were all upset last night so I didn’t want to push, but what the hell happened with Trent?” Anna narrowed her eyes and Daphne released a sigh. Daphne had known, of course, that she wasn’t going to be able to get through lunch without tell her, but she had hoped it would be a while before she would have to face the truth. 
 
   “I’m not really sure. He recognized me as Daphne, which means Trent has been a very naughty boy. But I was going to go with it because I only wanted to see you. I had been hoping that we could engage in some idle chit-chat and then I could escape. It almost worked until her grabbed my arm and called me Maggie. To be honest, I still don’t know what happened. I was enjoying the flirting and then all of a sudden the past came flooding back and I felt like the same idiot who pushed myself on him all those years ago. I froze, and then I ran.” 
 
   Daphne paused to take a breath. She knew she was rambling but she couldn’t help it. Seeing Trent last night and then again today, not once but twice, had her absolutely frazzled. 
 
   A waitress who’s name-tag read ‘Whitney’ came by and took their order. Anna raised an eyebrow at her healthy salad with dressing on the side but she didn’t say anything. She ordered a burger with all the trimmings and seasoned fries. Daphne’s mouth watered at the thought of the flavors in Anna’s meal but she knew she would be better off with the salad. 
 
   “So you saw Trent today did you?” Anna raised her eyebrow again.
 
   “Yes I did. Did you know he’s building a house up near Grams’? It looks like it’ll be a gorgeous place. The second time I saw him was at a meeting for my business venture. He’s a contractor now. So I guess the house near Grams could be for a client.” Daphne still hadn’t had time to process everything from the day, so she meshed it all together for Anna. 
 
   “I know he is working on the house, but I'm not sure whose it is. He currently lives over the hardware store. Bob Pearson, who owns it these days, renovated the second floor into an apartment and Trent jumped at it first. He was living in the next town over for a long time but his business is going pretty well. He goes to the cities around us and has done a lot of the renovations around town, including Patty’s. It still looks the same because that’s the way Patty wanted it. But almost the whole interior is new.” Anna smiled and Daphne wondered why she was talking Trent up, so to speak. She raised an eyebrow at her friend. 
 
   "When did you become Trent's biggest fan?" 
 
   "A lot has changed since you left, Daphne." Anne's voice was just above a whisper and it was a low blow. But Daphne also knew that it was the truth. She was sure there was more to Anne's response to Trent but she decided she didn't want to argue with her friend today.  
 
   “So tell me, Anna, how is everything with you?” 
 
   If Anna noticed the push for a change in a topic she didn’t say anything. She began talking about her newly married life and her seemingly amazing husband, Liam. Daphne was a little jealous of the blissful look on her friend’s face. 
 
   It was obvious she was head-over-heels in love with her hubby. They met at a medical conference. Anna was a nurse at the hospital and Liam was an ER doctor two towns over who transferred to Ambrosia when they got serious. They had married eight months ago after dating a year before that. Daphne had been scheduled for a photo shoot and had missed the wedding. 
 
   By the time Anna had finished, there was a dreamy look in her eyes. Daphne playfully swatted her friends arm to bring her back into reality and away from thoughts about her husband. Anna laughed and Daphne couldn’t help but join in. The waitress arrived with their food and they were both still giggling like the school girls they had once been. 
 
   Daphne’s mouth watered at the smell of Anna’s burger and looked down at her salad. She hated dieting. Anna waved a french fry in Daphne’s direction and she almost caved and took it. But she had been unhealthy this morning. Grams had made homemade biscuits. Of course she hadn’t been able to resist the smell. She had also slathered them with butter and topped Grams homemade peach preserves. Then there was the half pound of bacon she consumed. But she loved every bite. In her mind, if she was going to break her diet, she was definitely going to make it worth it. 
 
   They ate their lunch slowly, making small talk about the town and the things that had changed. Of course they talked about the things that hadn’t changed and never would. Daphne loved Ambrosia with all of her heart but sometimes it was a little too stuck in the past for her. 
 
   “So this business venture of yours, would you care to explain?” Anna pushed away her almost empty plate and took a sip of her sweet tea. 
 
   Daphne was pushing the leafy lettuce around her plate, uninterested in the rabbit food set before her. Pushing her plate away as well, she grinned at her friend. She was a little worried of what Anna would think, but she hoped that she would be excited too. 
 
   “Well you know what I do right?” Daphne started with an easy place to begin.
 
   “Yeah, you’re a fashion model.” Anna rolled her eyes like it was a pointless question. 
 
   “Most of the time yes. But I have also found that I enjoy posing for other things as well.” Daphne wasn’t exactly sure if this was the place to discuss it or not, but she leaned forward anyway. “I have found I also enjoy posing for a few gentleman’s magazines.” 
 
   “You mean like Playboy?” Anna’s eyes widened and a couple heads turned in her direction to see what the fuss was about. 
 
   “No not like Playboy. Ok well kind of like that. I only pose topless though. I always keep the lower half covered, usually in really cute panties. But anyway, I enjoy the empowerment I get from it. And I like looking good.” Daphne smiled at her friend, trying to gauge her reaction. Anna was quiet and Daphne began to worry a little. When her friend smiled, she knew it was okay. 
 
   “That’s pretty awesome, I have to admit. I couldn’t do anything like that. But good for you! If that’s what makes you happy, then go for it.” Daphne felt some of the tension drain from her shoulders. Anna’s opinion definitely meant a lot to her. 
 
   Anna’s eyes darkened with a hint of confusion.  “So what does that have to do with your business venture?” 
 
   “Well actually, this will be my third store I am opening. The other two are doing really well, and I’m hoping that this one will bring some life to this town. I know that it’s definitely going to bring the gossip.” Daphne could tell Anna was still very confused. 
 
   “Anna I own a chain of adult stores called ‘Velvet and Lace.” Daphne bit her lip, nervous of what her friend would think for the second time. 
 
   Anna’s eyes widened. “You mean like...like...” She dropped her voice into a whisper. “You mean like a toy store?” 
 
   “Yes, exactly. We sell toys, clothing, bachelorette stuff, party favors, novelty items, and there are even classes for those interested. We call them parties though, the term puts everyone a little more at easy with everything.” Daphne smiled. She loved what she did. 
 
   “Well, I have to say I’m surprised. I’ve never been into a store like that. Hell, I would doubt most of the town’s people have been in a store like that.” Anna looked skeptical but Daphne was still hoping she would win her over. 
 
   “I know. That’s why I’m hoping they will want to come to the store. I’m not financially dependent upon this store. I just thought it would be a good idea to try and liven this town up a little, get everyone to loosen up. I seriously doubt everyone is going to turn into a sex fiend or anything like that. But I like the idea of shaking things up.” She winked at her friend, and Anna smiled back. She took that as a good sign. 
 
   “Well I think you’re crazy but I’ll come check it out. Liam and I definitely have an...active sex life, but you never know. We might need something to spice it up.” When Anna winked back, Daphne laughed out loud. She had known her friend would support her, it was the rest of the town of Ambrosia that she needed to worry about. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   It had been a couple of days since she had lunch with Anna and she was hoping that they could get together again soon. She hadn’t realized how much she missed a close friend she could share with and rely on for some comfort.
 
   It had also been a few days since she had seen Trent. He had called to tell her that a few of the things she wanted for the store were going to take a little longer to get in than he expected. She wasn’t worried though. He had told her that he and his crew had started demolition on the building and they hadn’t come across any problems yet.
 
   Daphne was excited about the progress. Even though it was her third store, she was just as excited about this one as she was the last two. And even though she hated to admit it, she was enjoying her talks with Trent. He kept trying to get her to talk about the store and what she would sell there, but she kept deflecting. She attempted to feign disinterest in him, but he kept making her smile.
 
   Trent crushed her in high school. He was an asshole to her in front of all of his friends. But back then he had been sweet to her when they were alone which was why she kissed him that night. She had been so proud of all the work he had put into his grades and the fact that she had been a big help to him had meant a lot to her. When he got that final grade, she had been more excited than him. Then she kissed him.
 
   She had thrown her self at him, wrapping her arms around his neck and pressing her lips to his. He had been her first kiss and he had just stood there. When she pulled back, there was a very confused look in his eyes and she couldn’t take the rejection. She had run away from him.
 
   The next day in school, she completely avoided him. But it wasn’t like he had tried to talk to her. At lunch, his friends still made fun of her and he just sat there, trying to look at anything but her.
 
   To this day it was still a sore memory for her. Of course, most of it had been her fault, but she still remembered the look in his eyes. She never should have kissed him. Now he was making her smile all over again. She wasn’t the same naive virgin but she felt like that when she got near Trent. Damn that man.
 
   Daphne rested her forehead against the cool table-top in Grams kitchen. It was early afternoon and she had been up since six. Grams had made coffee and more biscuits for breakfast and then left for her pinochle card game of the week.
 
   Once Grams was gone, she had brought down her paperwork to the kitchen table and had been working since. She had forms to review and sign about building codes and permits and a lot of things she wasn’t exactly sure she understood. But she had had her lawyer review everything first and they were pretty much the same forms she had sign for all of her other buildings, so she wasn’t worried.
 
   The other thing she needed to do was look over the shots from her last photo shoot. Even though she wouldn’t get the final say in which were the final shots the magazine used, she did get to pick her top ten shots and the magazine would take it from there. Not only was she just a model but she had a stake in the company as well. She only posed for one magazine and she had wanted a more hands-on take in the business. 
 
   So she was shuffling through about fifty different frames of her laying in various poses on a white sheet. Her breasts had been bare and she was covered by a pair of black lace boy-short panties. Her blonde hair tumbled down her back in soft waves. Her eyes were heavily made up and there was a sensual curve to her lips.
 
   Daphne spent a long time deciding on which photos she liked best. She was her toughest critic, and paid attention to the small details. She enjoyed her body and the way she felt when she saw herself. She had always been the 'fat' girl in high school and had lived through years of ridicule. When she had gone away to college she spent four years on and off diets hating what she had become, counting calories to make other people happy with the way she looked. 
 
   Finally, she had gotten fed up with how she was looking at it, and decided that it didn't matter what anyone thought of her. She wanted to look sexy for her and no one else. 
 
   Another small part of her looks was that she got a small hint of satisfaction when she stopped men in their tracks. She had no interest in actually sleeping with any of them, though. Hell, it had been so long since she last got laid, that she barely remembered what it felt like to have sex with a man. She did have a large collection of toys at her disposal but most days they didn’t interest her. Well, the thought of using them alone didn’t interest her.
 
   Leaning forward, she rested her head on the table. Daphne sighed and her breath moved across the wood in front of her mouth. Her pictures were lying out in front of her and she made up her mind about which ones she wanted. Now she was trying not to think of everything she had to do today. Her phone buzzed and she rolled her head to the side to look at it the screen. It lit up with Trent’s name and a small rush went through her. She was startled at her own reaction, but she quickly pushed it aside.
 
   “Hello.” She tried not to sound tired.
 
   “Hello, Daphne. Do you have a moment?” 
 
   Daphne shivered at the sound of his gravelly voice. Maybe she did need a night with her favorite vibrator.
 
   “Of course. What’s up?” She hoped her voice was light and carefree.
 
   “The samples just came in and I was hoping you could possibly swing by tomorrow and take a look,” he said, sounding distant.
 
   She frowned at the phone wondering what was wrong. “I could meet you around 11:00 a.m. if that works for you.” 
 
   He was quiet for a moment. “That works.” 
 
   Daphne scribbled on a sticky note. If she didn’t remind herself, she would never show up on time. “Trent...Did you need something else?”
 
   “Oh yes. I’m sorry. I actually have a much more pressing matter. The wiring in the building is completely shot. We are going to have to redo everything. There are also a few busted pipes that we couldn’t have foreseen. I can fix everything, it’s just going to delay things a day or two. Is that okay?” 
 
   The concern in his voice gave her pause. “Yes of course. Do whatever you can to fix it. An extra day isn’t going to be the end of the world.” She pushed her hair out of her eyes, wincing at the oily texture. She needed a shower.
 
   “Okay good. So see you tomorrow at eleven?” His voice went slightly distant again.
 
   “Sounds good to me. See you then.” 
 
   She had barely finished speaking before she heard the click from his side. She worried for a moment about the status of things at the store but figured it was in Trent’s capable hands. Her hands shook as she set her phone down on the table and stood up. He had a hell of an effect on her. The conversation hadn't even been a sexy one and yet her entire body was singing. Maybe it was time for a shower and a visit with her vibrator.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Daphne tapped her nails on the steering wheel as she sat outside of Anna’s house. When she got out of the shower, she had decided against the vibrator. Although the thought of an orgasm was pleasant, she knew it would be empty. So she needed a different way to blow off some steam. She wanted to go out and do something fun. So she had called Anna at the hospital and got Anna to agree to go dancing after she got off work.   
 
   Daphne spent the rest of the afternoon going over the store plans once more, as well as the budget. She had to check on her other two stores and see how things were running in the city. Then she ate a hearty southern dinner of chicken and dumplings with Grams before she dressed and headed out.  
 
   It was dark outside, as she sat waiting out front of Anna’s small townhouse in one of the neighborhoods of Ambrosia. Anna's house was cute and had a homey look to it, and knowing Anna, it was beautifully decorated on the inside. Right now however, she was anxious to go out and have some fun. She honked the horn, hoping her friend would hurry up. A minute later, Anna came rushing down the front steps after she kissed her husband goodbye at the door. Daphne laughed as she watched Liam playfully swat his wife’s behind.
 
   As Anna climbed in the car, Daphne gave her a quick, friendly air kiss on the cheek in greeting and began to admire her outfit. She had hoped Anna would dress up, and she didn’t disappoint.
 
   Anna had on a pair of dark skinny jeans tucked into worn brown cowboy boots with an intricate tan detail on the side. She had on a white, spaghetti strap shirt that had silver sequins in a triangular patter moving down her breasts. Her hair was down and the mass of curls was styled so that it wasn’t frizzy and looked very sleek. Anna actually had a fair amount of make-up on and her eyes sparkled with delight.
 
   “It has been way too long since I’ve had a girl’s night out!” Anna squealed in the seat beside her as Daphne left the neighborhood and hit the main highway running through the town. Daphne cranked up the stereo and they sang along as they sped toward the outskirts of town to the only bar and dance club within thirty miles, The Lady Luck.
 
   They had to pass her shop-in-progress to reach the bar and a thrill went through her at the sight of it. The outside hadn't changed much. It was still a brick store front, but the roof angles had been altered slightly and the shingling had been changed. Trent had replaced all of the windows and the front door. There was still paper covering everything so she couldn't see inside, but she couldn’t wait for it to be finished.
 
   When they reached The Lady Luck Daphne was surprised at the number of cars in the parking lot. She looked over at Anna with a raised eyebrow.
 
   Anna winked, unbuckled her seat belt and climbed out of the car. “The owners changed hands, and some out-of-towner’s bought the bar. The inside was re-done and there are now weekly specials. I thought you knew this because it’s ladies night. We get in free on Thursdays.” 
 
   The gravel crunched underneath their feet as they walked toward the pumping baseline of the speakers inside. It was a country bar, and Daphne was excited to dance. She had been to many clubs in the city and enjoyed the grinding of hip-hop, but nothing compared to a good two-step partner or a room full of people doing the same line dance and having fun.
 
   The bouncer, a guy Daphne vaguely recognized from high school, checked their ID’s and waived them inside. Anna was right. It looked completely different on the inside. The floor was wood everywhere instead of the old dingy carpet. The bar was bigger, and cleaner. But what caught her attention was the much larger dance floor full of people two-stepping to Brooks & Dunn.
 
   A few heads tuned their way and Daphne figured she would have plenty of partners. She smiled and followed Anna to the bar. They had to talk in each other’s ears, but it didn't matter much.  Anna declared she was buying the first round and ordered two shots of tequila.
 
   After they downed the shots, they were each asked to dance and Daphne gladly accepted. She was looking forward to enjoying her night out.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Trent’s skin prickled and he turned around. He cursed under his breath as he watched Anna walk in the front door, followed by Daphne. Not just Daphne, but a scantily clad, gorgeous Daphne. He was at the far end of the bar, in the back corner with a perfect view of most of the bar.
 
   Trent and his crew came by for a few drinks after a long day of working on Daphne’s shop. He was hoping for a relaxing evening, but he felt his whole body tense as he watched her sashay to the dance floor, her hand wrapped around the bicep of a guy he didn’t know. He clenched his fist around his beer and watched as she stepped in to the man’s arms.
 
   Daphne was wearing a pair of black cowboy boots with a teal in-laid swirl design. Her legs were long and tan and bare and she had one of the shortest pair of shorts he had ever seen. They were dark blue with frayed edges. Her shirt was a dark, plaid blue shirt that had quarters sleeve and was tied underneath her breasts. Underneath that she had on white tank top of some sort. But what snagged his attention and every other mans, was that it was apparent she had no bra on, but her breasts were still high and threatening to spill out over the rim of the white top.
 
   Trent adjusted himself in his jeans and cursed himself for his reaction to her. He had been thinking about her ever since she told him she was opening a damn sex toy shop. She was nothing like the girl he knew from high school. He could see the same smile and the same twinkle in her eyes, but he was amazed at the incredible woman she had become.
 
   He had loved when she tried to pretend she didn’t know him at the reunion. He could tell she recognized him by the stiffness in her body when she turned around, but he wanted to go with it for a while. And then she mentioned the damn magazine. He wasn’t ashamed to admit it, he had seen her in one of those half-nude magazines, smiling for the camera with that come–fuck–me smile. Her breasts had been spectacular, and it was hard not to look at her and see them beneath her clothing now.
 
   He lifted his beer to his lips and watched as her partner led her in an oval pattern around the dance floor. He must have said something clever because she threw her head back and laughed. That action caused her hair to spill down her back in luxurious blonde waves.
 
   He noticed it looked thicker tonight. She must have done something to it. What it really made him think of was just–fucked sex hair, like a man had run his hands through it and held on for dear life.
 
   He cursed under his breath and finished his beer. He signaled to the waitress walking around that he wanted another, and looked over at his buddies. Carson, his business partner, was sipping his beer slowly watching the bar without really lingering on anyone in particular. Damian and Logan were the two brothers that owned The Lady Luck and had hired him to do the renovation on the bar. They had been close friends since. Owen was also on his crew. But he was fairly new. Owen’s eyes were also on Daphne.
 
   Hell, if he was going to be honest with himself most of the male eyes in the bar were on Daphne. She moved with fluidity and grace, but more than that, she was a damn good dancer who knew how to move her body and wasn’t ashamed of it.
 
   The waitress brought over his new beer and he downed most of it in several long pulls. When he set it down it thumped on the table. A few heads turned to look at him but no one said anything. Damian and Logan had gotten up to check and make sure everything was running smoothly and it was just him and part of his crew.
 
   Owen leaned forward on his tanned arms, trying to get a better look at Daphne through the crowd. A black lock of hair fell into his eyes at the motion. “Who the hell is that?” 
 
   Trent smirked as Owen’s eyes bugged slightly. “That my friends, is our current boss and her name is Daphne Brooks. She used to go to school here, but back then her name was Margaret. But let's keep that part to ourselves, shall we?” Trent tried not to draw too much attention to their conversation. Everyone would eventually figure out Daphne’s past, if they hadn’t already. The way gossip spread around this town was ridiculous. But he didn’t want to be the cause of outing her. He trusted his crew to keep it quiet, since they were also his closest friends. 
 
   Carson looked over curious. “Wait you mean that is Faggy Maggie?” He had gone to school with them, and had been on the football team with Trent. However, he had never fit in with the crowd Trent hung out with, since he hadn't come from the same financial background. Not that that mattered to Trent, but it had mattered to the group. It was just another thing Trent regretted from high school. However. he and Carson had worked past that a long time ago and he usually appreciated his company and down to earth ways, but his blood boiled at the nickname.
 
   “Don’t call her that.” Trent took another sip of his beer, angry with himself more than he was angry with Carson. But of course Carson knew that. Hell, he knew more about Trent’s past than anyone else did. When his buddy winked, he realized it had just been to rile him. He flipped him off.
 
   Owen was oblivious to everything that wasn’t Daphne’s ass. He turned to look at Trent with a shit-eating grin on his face. “I don’t care who the hell she was. I just want to know if she’ll dance with me.” Before Trent could say something completely stupid, like telling his buddy to keep his paws off, when he had no claim over Daphne.  Owen slid out of the booth and claimed Daphne’s next dance.
 
   Carson looked over at him and just stared.
 
   “What?” Trent shifted in his seat.
 
   Carson smirked. “Why don’t you just go and ask her to dance?” 
 
   “I don’t want too. Is that not a good enough reason?” Trent fiddled with the label on his beer.
 
   “No it’s not. Usually you’ve danced with half of the bar by now. But you haven’t gotten out of the booth since she got here. If you go dance it might ease that hardon you have for her.” Carson took a sip of his own beer and Trent tried to shift himself in his jeans again.
 
   He knew his friend was trying to help but that didn’t mean he wanted anyone to see the actual hardon he had for Daphne’s barely concealed breasts and ass cheeks that kept playing peek-a-boo as she moved around the floor. When he didn’t reply, Carson just shook his head.
 
   Owen danced two dances with her and then took her a drink. By the time she ended up in someone else’s arms, Trent had downed two more beers. Daphne’s skin now had a fine sheen of sweat and the guy who was currently dancing with her had his hand inching closer and closer to her butt. When his palm landed on the pert cheek, Trent slid effortlessly out of the booth.
 
   By the time Trent reached the dance floor, the song had switched and another man was approaching her. “Chrome” by Trace Adkins began playing over the speakers and Trent’s lips twitched. Daphne was turned away from him so she never noticed his approach. Before someone else could grab her, he placed his hand on her shoulder.
 
   When she turned to face him, her eyes widened in surprise. She opened her mouth to say something, but he slipped his hand around her waist and brought her arms up. Her right hand gripped in his left, and her left hand draped around his shoulder. The baseline was kicking up and Trent easily slipped into the rhythm of an easy two-step. She easily melted against his body, fluidly moving hers with his.
 
   Daphne curled her fingers tighter around his shoulder. “Why Mr. Bradshaw I didn’t know you could dance. Well dance like this, anyway.” 
 
   Trent slid his hand a little lower on her waist, enjoying the feel of her curves in his hands. “Ms. Brooks, you haven’t seen anything yet.” 
 
   As he came around the corner, he led her through a series of turns and twist and was delighted as she followed his every lead, making her body an extension of his. When he spun her back around, he placed her body next to his so that their hands were in a figure eight and she was tucked next to his side. She surprised him even more by staying completely in-step with him and meshing her body flush up against the side of his.
 
   His cock stiffened more in his jeans. She smelled like expensive perfume and sweat. The smile on her face was teasing and the laughter in her eyes provided a challenge. When the chorus came up he caught her mouthing the words and when he spun her back to face her, he sang a long in her ear, which brought another smile to her gorgeous, glossy lips.
 
   He knew she would probably feel his erection against her stomach but he wasn’t sure he cared. He was too caught up in her spell to care about anything but the way she felt in his arms. He also could appreciate the view of her breasts much better at this angle and he wasn’t ashamed of looking. She truly was gorgeous.
 
   “Liking the view?” Her voice caught him off guard. She was smiling but the look in her eyes had shifted. She looked wary.
 
   “I don’t like the view. I love the view.” He pulled her closer, and drew her in for a tight turn. She rolled her eyes but she didn’t pull away from his hold. When the last sounds of the song faded away, Daphne started to slip through his arms, but he held on.
 
   “I’m not done dancing with you yet.” He placed both hands on her waist, enjoying the curves. He never understood the fad of stick-thin women. Daphne was trim, but she still had shape. And he definitely wanted those curves plastered against him.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Daphne was having a hard time not letting her body react to Trent’s. She knew that she wouldn’t be able to hold off for much longer. With Trent’s hands resting low on her hips, the heat of his hands was sending shivers straight up to her nipples. She tried to pull away again.
 
   “Trent, you are definitely a good dancer, but I think we should keep our relationship purely business.” She hoped to play to his logical side. Unfortunately the stiff cock pressing into her wasn’t very logical. Actually, it was making it very hard for her to feel logical herself.
 
   She was remembering the feel of his firm lips pressed against hers, and trying to imagine how they would feel on other places on her body. No matter how short lived their one and only kiss in high school had been, and how mortifying it had been later, she could never forget the feel of his lips. 
 
   Trent's voice broke through the fog. “Daphne, you there?” She snapped her eyes back to his.
 
   “Sorry,” she slowly whispered back. They were standing in the middle of the dance floor, and another song had started. “Strawberry Wine” by Deana Carter was coming strong through the speakers. Most couples gathered around them in the middle of the dance floor, like a high school dance, slowly rocking together.
 
   “Daphne, one more dance. I just might surprise you.” When he winked at her and tilted his lips up in a half smile, she was lost. She nodded and wrapped her arms around his neck, thinking it was going to be an easy slow dance.
 
   When his hands grasped hers and moved her arms into a traditional frame, she looked up at him in curiosity. Then when his feet began to lead her into a Waltz, she was sure her eyebrows lifted as far as they could possibly go. Soon, however, she was drawn into the magic of the dance. Everyone had gathered into a tight circle to give them as much room as possible.
 
   It was fluid and graceful as he led her around the dance floor. They executed turns, stops and starts, as if they had been dancing together all of their life. They were a few inches apart but Daphne could feel the tension and heat radiating between their two bodies. The room melted away under Trent’s piecing gaze.
 
   Before, his eyes had been watching the way her body moved, which she had enjoyed. This time, he was watching her expression. It seemed that he was trying to figure out her emotions and that made her nervous.  She closed her eyes and trusted him to lead her.
 
   When the song finished, Daphne slowly opened her eyes. Trent was staring at her intently, as he brought his forehead down to hers. She thought he was going to kiss her when a loud catcall was shouted out. Daphne jerked away and looked in shock at the bar. Everyone had stopped what they were doing to watch them dance. She stole one more glance at Trent, and then rushed away to find Anna. The DJ played another song and the ruckus of the bar returned.
 
   Daphne quickly sought her friend in the crowd. Once she had found Anna, she grabbed her arm, before pulling her out of the bar. She needed to get away from Trent as soon as possible. Their boots crunched on the gravel of the empty parking lot. As soon as they were in the car, Anna let into her.
 
   “What the hell was that? It looked like a cross between magic and sex on the dance floor.” Anna’s chest rose and fell quickly from the race out of the bar. “Hello! Daphne!” Anna snapped her fingers twice in front of her face.
 
   “I don’t know, Anna. I don’t know what the hell happened. I was enjoying myself, dancing with everyone. Then I turned around and I was in Trent’s arms. And, damn him, he’s a good dancer. So it was just fun and flirty, that kind of thing. I tried to get away when the slow song came on, but he refused to let me go. Then all of a sudden we were waltzing. Waltzing, damn it, in a country bar.” Daphne gripped the steering wheel as she tried to reign in some of her emotions.
 
   “That was a waltz?” Anna wrinkled her nose up in confusion.
 
   “That’s not the point. But you were right. It definitely felt like some form of sex and magic. When he was twirling me around, everything else just faded away. It seemed like it was just me and him dancing, almost moving as one.” Daphne was almost caught up in the spell again when Anna let out a not so delicate snort.
 
   “Do you know how ridiculous that sounds? I mean it sounds kind of awesome, but still ridiculous. I never pegged you for the fairy tale kind of woman.”
 
   “I’m not. I know you found yours and trust me I envy your relationship. But I never believed in a fairy tale for me. Hell, this is Trent Bradshaw, the guy who crushed me in high school. I should be trying to distance myself from him. Not plastering myself against his body. His really hard, sculpted, warm body.” Daphne drifted off again and Anna snapped her fingers once more.
 
   “Trent has changed a lot since high school. And I promise he would apologize if you gave him the chance.”
 
   Daphne bit her lip. “I don’t want his apology. That was a completely different life. I want to move forward, not backward. But we were supposed to be moving toward a business relationship. He’s contracted to build my store.” 
 
   “Who says you can’t have your cake and eat it too?” Anna winked as they pulled up in front of her house. As her friend climbed out of the car, she replied.
 
   “Now, Anna, I stopped eating cake a long time ago. I can’t weaken my resistance now.” Daphne smiled hoping she sounded sincere. Because she was. She was sure she was. Anna snorted once more.
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Daphne dreaded her meeting with Trent after their dance last night. She had woken up with a fine sheen of sweat dampening her skin and the evidence of a wet dream coating the insides her thighs. She had dreamed of Trent and his many extraordinary talents all night, and, go figure, she woke up with a hunger for cake. 
 
   Two hours later, she was driving to the store, torn between being anxious and nervous. When she pulled in next to his black truck, her attention shifted to the demolition of the store. The outside was the same, the red brick untouched by the construction inside. 
 
   There was now a large garbage dumpster outside for building materials and a thin coating of sawdust over most of the parking lot. She couldn’t wait to get inside and take a look at what they had accomplished. 
 
   Trent had told her they were making decent progress, she just hoped it would all turn out like she wanted. Today, she was reviewing the materials she picked out that had finally been delivered. 
 
   When she walked inside the building, she was surprised at how much had changed. The building had been gutted. The floor was ripped up to the concrete foundation. The walls were devoid of sheetrock so she could see the framework, electrical wires, and the pipes. It looked like everything that had been broken or damaged was getting fixed or had been already replaced. 
 
   There were four guys milling around the building, working on various projects. They all looked up and smiled at her entrance, but none of them were Trent. She continued to look around and after a moment Trent came out of the back office. He was looking at a piece of paper in his hand, oblivious to her presence. 
 
   This, however, gave Daphne plenty of time of time to look at him. Of course, because she needed to resist him, he was shirtless with a tool belt slung low on his hips. He had jeans encasing his legs and a pair of black, work boots on his feet. 
 
   It was spring time in Georgia, so it was relatively warm. Daphne had never been more grateful for the heat. Droplets of sweat were running down his muscular chest, lightly covered in chest hair, but not enough to distract from the very sculpted muscles. He had an incredible set of washboard abs and a light happy trail that disappeared into the waistband of his jeans. 
 
   She took a step toward him at the same time that one of the crew members cleared his throat. At the sounds Trent jerked his head up. He opened his mouth and closed it again. Then he smiled a shit-eating grin that spread across his face and made his eyes light up. 
 
   “Why Ms. Brooks, how are you today?” He placed his hands on his hips, which gave her a clear view of his chest. 
 
   Daphne glanced away, pretending to be interested in the new wiring in the wall closet to her.  “I’d be better if you put a shirt on.” 
 
   “I seriously doubt that.” Trent started to step forward when the same crew member cleared his throat. 
 
   It was a younger gentleman with dark brown hair and a dark gaze. “Yo, boss, we’re gonna go to lunch. You going to go grab something later or should I bring you something back?” Unlike Trent, he had a black tank top on as well as similar jeans and boots. Daphne found him attractive but nothing compared to the shirtless man in front of her. 
 
   Trent turned to his crew member. “Yeah.  Thanks Owen, if you could pick me up my usual Ruben sandwich and fries that would be great.” Trent handed Owen some cash and then waited for everyone to leave. Finally, it was just the two of them in the shop. Trent looked over at her and winked.
 
   “Wanna dance?” He laughed and she wanted to punch him. 
 
   “No. I want to see the materials I ordered.” Daphne hoped that she could pass for calm, cool, and collected. She also hoped that her bra was thick enough that her hard nipples wouldn’t show through the thin material of her black vee neck t–shirt. She had dressed casually in a pair of Bermuda shorts that cut off right above her knee, her t-shirt, and a pair of black flip-flops. 
 
   Trent studied her for a moment and then gave a short nod. He led her into the back office where there were stacks of boxes lining the walls. He showed her the flooring, the paneling, the paint, and some of the display materials. 
 
   She approved everything easily, but was continually distracted by the smell radiating off of Trent. In the small office, he was continually standing closer to her. She noticed his arm brushed hers, and his front stayed close to her back as she inspected everything. By the time they were done, Daphne was sweating but not from the heat. 
 
   They walked out of the office and back into the front of the store. Daphne turned around to say something, but this time Trent held up his hand. 
 
   “Don’t play games with me, Daphne. I know something happened between us last night and I think it’s worth exploring.” He took a few steps toward her, bringing them only about a foot apart. “But don’t try to lie to me and pretend like nothing happened.”
 
   “I never said nothing happened. I just said that it might be best if—” Daphne was stopped when Trent gripped her biceps and covered her lips with his own. She was stunned for a moment and stood still as he worked his lips over hers and teased until she relaxed. 
 
   Damn, but the man could kiss. He moved his hands to her waist and she brought her hands up to his neck and buried her hands in his sweaty hair. 
 
   As soon as she parted her lips, his tongue swept inside and demanded she give him more. Their tongues dueled and Trent groaned deep in his throat. He playfully bit the edge of her lip and it was her turn to moan into his mouth and grasp his hair. 
 
   When his hand slid down to her butt and melded his lower half with hers, she almost melted into the floor. His hard erection pushed against her stomach and she moaned even louder into his mouth. She would definitely be lying if she said she didn’t want to explore this man. 
 
   He pulled back and she almost whimpered. He leaned his head down and whispered next to her ear. “Don’t you dare try to tell me this is nothing or that we would be best as business partners. I can promise you, we could have so much more fun exploring whatever this thing is.” 
 
   He pushed his hips harder against hers, his cock insistent. She rested her forehead against his pecs and her glance down provided her with a view of his cock–head. It was sticking out over the rim of his low slung pants. Before she could stop herself, she brushed her finger over the tip that was showing. At his sharp intake of breath, she jerked her hand away. 
 
   “Sorry,” she quietly whispered. 
 
   “Don’t be sorry. I want you to touch. Just not here. My crew should be back soon, and I could definitely use a shower.” 
 
   She shook her head slightly, he smelled amazing to her. 
 
   “This is crazy Trent. I, we...can’t.” Daphne took a step back.
 
   “Damn it, Daphne. Don’t give me that shit. At least give me a chance. Let me cook dinner for you tonight.” He pulled up his pants, readjusting himself. He was still hard, but she was no longer getting a good view. She hesitated for a moment and she saw the anger in his eyes. 
 
   “Fine. When?” Daphne knew it might be a bad decision, but with the way her body was humming, she couldn't find the strength to resist him.
 
   “Tonight. Can you come by my place at seven–thirty?” He looked surprised she had given in. When she nodded, he pulled her back in for another hard kiss. His tongue was much more demanding this time, demanding she give him everything. He wrapped one hand around the back of her neck and the other clenched on her waist, pulling her back in. She was melting all over again when he jerked himself away. 
 
   She wanted to stomp her foot, she was getting very sexually frustrated in a very short period of time. 
 
   Trent rubbed his thumb down the side of her face before putting a few feet between them. “Tonight. I’ll see you later tonight.” 
 
   Daphne gave his body one last look before she jerked her gaze away and ran away for the second time in twenty-four hours, but for two very different reasons. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
   Trent was stirring the sauce when he heard a tentative knock on his front door. He had texted her the directions to his apartment soon after she had left the store. However, he got the feeling that she had already known where he lived. In this town, it wasn’t a shock though. 
 
   After she had left, they had gotten a lot done on the shop. All the walls were back in place, covered by sheet rock, and they cleared the floor. With any luck they would be painting the walls and installing the hardwood floor tomorrow. He was excited to tell her of the progress they made.  And to possible continue from where they left off. 
 
   When he opened the door and his breath hitched. Daphne stood in front of him, looking hesitant. She also looked amazing. She was in a simple red dress that hugged her curves and flared out around her knees. He legs were tan, toned and bare. Her feet were in a pair of simple wedge sandals. The deep vee of the dress drew his attention momentarily to the ample cleavage it revealed. Her blonde hair was in soft curls that feel down do her mid-back. Then he was caught in the fire in her eyes. 
 
   He bent down and placed a kiss on her cheek, before he waved her inside. The apartment wasn’t much but she stopped to take it all in. The living room was open and airy, with a couch and recliner that sat in front of an entertainment center. The kitchen melded with the living room, transitioning from carpet to hardwood. All the appliances were new and it was clean. 
 
   He wasn’t ashamed of anything and let her walk around, getting used to being alone with him. He headed back into the kitchen while she explored. He stirred the sauce once more, before he started the pasta. Once he had everything cooking he put the garlic bread in the oven. He wasn’t the best cook but he could make a few simple things. Spaghetti was his favorite and he thought it was his best dish as well. 
 
   Daphne came into the kitchen and set her purse down on the small bar. Her hesitation reminded him of the shy girl from high school and it was adorable. He walked over and kissed her forehead. She smiled quizzically at him but didn’t say anything. He had the feeling she didn’t know what to say. 
 
   “We got a lot accomplished today after lunch. We should be able to paint and finish the floors tomorrow.” He was hoping to ease her into a conversation. 
 
   “That’s fantastic. Do you think you are back on schedule?” 
 
   “Yes. I think we can finish up in the next few days.” Trent smiled at her. “Would you like a glass of wine?” 
 
   “Do you have any beer?” She looked up at him sheepishly and he had to laugh.
 
   “Ah, a woman after my own heart. Of course I have beer. I just thought I would offer you something a little nicer.” He handed her a cold Budlight from the fridge and smiled when she took a large sip. 
 
   Daphne winked, “I don’t need anything fancy. I enjoy beer, just fine.”
 
   “Whatever you say darlin’.” 
 
   They talked a little bit more about the shop and he noticed she steered the conversation away from what she was selling, keeping the conversation purely on the construction side of things. 
 
   He served dinner and they made small talk about her Grams and his business. It was easy conversation and he enjoyed the flow of it. She was loosening up a little and he enjoyed her coming out of her shell. They finished dinner and then together they cleaned the table off. Once the dishes were in the sink, they sat back down, sipping their beers. 
 
   “So, Daphne, are you seeing anyone?” Her eyebrows shot up and it looked like he had caught her off guard for a moment before she busted out laughing.
 
   “No, Trent. I’m not. I wouldn't be here if I was. I wouldn’t have kissed you like I did earlier if I was involved with someone.” She looked at him from underneath her eyelashes, and all he could remember was her ‘come fuck me’ smile from her photos and the way she fit herself snugly against him, earlier in the day. Instantly, his jeans became more uncomfortable.
 
   “I honestly didn’t think you would. But just thought I would ask. If it matters, I am not seeing anyone either.” 
 
   “Of course it matters. I don’t want to be caught in the middle of some crazy girlfriend incident.” She winked and he laughed. 
 
   “Dance with me.” Her eyebrows shot up once more, and he took pleasure in catching her off guard for a second time in one evening. 
 
   “Here?” She almost squeaked.  
 
   “Why not? I have a good stereo system and there’s plenty of floor space.” He stood up and then reached for her hand. It took her a moment, but he saw when she made her decision. She bit her lip and accepted his hand. 
 
   He walked her to the living room, moved the coffee table, and then turned on the stereo. His iPod was connected, so he easily selected a few songs and pressed play. James Otto’s “Just Got Started Lovin’ You” came over the speakers and he turned back toward her. 
 
   She had kicked off her shoes and he noticed her toes were painted to match the red of her dress. He was already barefoot and he smiled at the ease in which she slipped into his arms. 
 
   “You picked this song on purpose didn’t you?” She rocked with him in an easy rhythm. They could do a small two-step circle around the room and he took advantage of the space by pulling her closer to him. 
 
   “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” He winked down at her. Her breasts were rubbing against his chest, and he could feel himself hardening against her. She didn’t seem to notice or she did and just didn’t want to draw attention to it. She smiled and just kept dancing. He dipped her as the song ended and she giggled. The sound was adorable to his ears. 
 
   The next song that came on was “Your Man” by Josh Turner and she just shook her head. He laughed and spun her around, bringing her back to his front. She sighed softly, but he heard it. He wrapped one arm around her waist, and placed the other one of her hip. She covered his hands with his own and they started to sway to the beat. 
 
   His erection laid against the small of her back and after a few moments he sensed the shift in her. She moved more boldly against him, dipping lower and coming back up, and grinding her hips against his. He followed her lead, just rocking his hips and enjoying the feel of her. He slid his hands down her sides to caress her sides, moving down to her hip bones and then back to just underneath her breasts. He heard her intake of breath every time he got closer to her breasts and he was sure she would accept his touch. He just wanted to tease her a little. They continued that same rhythm until the song changed. She stilled against his body in the silence, with her hands on tops of her thighs, resting out of the way. 
 
   His hands had paused underneath her breast. He rubbed his thumbs up and down. Every time they went up he brushed the underwire of her bra. Her breath hitched and he felt her skin warm underneath his hands. He smiled and bent down to brush his lips against the shell of her ear. 
 
   The next song that came on brought a smile to his lips. “Somebody’s Falling In Love” by Jeff Bates gave them a slower beat to rock to. She leaned her head back against his shoulder and brought one of her hands up to rest on his neck. Her movement caused her breasts to rise, pushing them farther together. 
 
   He pressed his hips into her and she pressed back. He growled low in his throat, which she returned with a very sexy laugh. Then she turned him on even more by taking his hand and placing it on her breast. The warm weight filled his palm. He couldn’t even hold it all. He could tell they weren’t real but that didn’t turn him off in the slightest. They felt perfect. Her nipple pebbled against his touch. Her bra was thin and he brushed across the peak with his thumb, causing her hand to tighten in his hair.
 
   “You are beautiful, Daphne. Absolutely stunning. I want you to know, I wish you hadn’t run away from me that night. I was stupid in high school, caring more about the people who didn’t matter than about sticking around the ones who did. I loved your kiss back then. You just caught me so off guard. If I could go back to that night, I would change it and kiss you the way you deserved to be kissed back then.” He noticed she stilled in his arms, tensing slightly. He knew it was a sore subject but he needed her to know. 
 
   When she turned in his arms, he saw wariness in her eyes. But she didn’t step out of his embrace. He leaned down and placed a kiss on her neck, then brought her arms back up to his neck. He loved her holding onto him.  Placing a finger under her chin, he tilted her face and placed his lips firmly on hers, waiting until she relaxed again. 
 
   Then he slipped his tongue inside her mouth and kissed her the way he wished he had back then. He brought one hand back up to her breast, before dropping the other down to cup her ass and pull her body flush against his from head to foot. She practically melted against him, which he didn’t mind in the slightest bit. 
 
   He pulled back after a few moments and stared down at her face. Her eyes were still closed and her lips were puffy. She was beautiful. 
 
   Trent leaned down and placed his lips next to his ear. He whispered, “After a kiss like that, I wish I had stayed too.” She opened her eyes and smiled up at him. In that moment he knew he was a goner. She was wrapped up in him and he didn’t want to get free. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   To hell with her diet; Daphne wanted the damn cake. And Trent was holding on to her like no other man ever had. He was gentle but unrelenting, holding her body captive against his. Those green eyes had been her undoing as she turned around and saw the sincerity in his eyes after he spoke the magic words. 
 
   She continued to rock against him as the song changed but she no longer cared about the words. She tiled her head up to his again and he took the hint. She loved the feel of his hair in her hands and stoked his neck as he stroked his tongue inside her mouth. Her pussy clenched at the thought of his talented tongue stroking her there. 
 
   His hands were skilled against her sides as he played with her nipple and cupped her ass. But he was going slow, trying to let her get used to him, and she didn’t want to go slow. She stepped away, taking her lips from his. Then she gripped the fabric at her thighs, pulling it upward and gathering it in her hand until she had the hem in her grasp. 
 
   She smiled at his intake of breath as she continued to more the skirt of her dress upward. She had her favorite pair of black lace boy shorts that molded to her butt perfectly. Moving slowly, she continued to inch it up so that her panties were revealed.
 
   “Daphne, you’re killing me here, beautiful.” He was standing with his hands at his sides but his fists were clenched. He was wearing a black button down shirt, and soft blue jeans. His feet were bare and she like the sight of them digging into his carpet. His erection was pressed against the material of his jeans, and she could easily tell he was going to be impressive when he was naked. 
 
   She pulled her dress over her head and was surprised at the growl that slipped past him lips. Her bra matched her panties but showed as much as it covered. It was see-through lace that showed her nipples clearly through the fabric. It wasn’t a push up but then she didn’t exactly need it. Her breasts pressed together on their own, more than perky enough. In the push up bra, she was spilling over the top. 
 
   His mouth slightly parted and she sauntered back over to him. She loved the effect she had on him. She wrapped her arms back around his neck and shivered when his hands slipped around her naked waist for the first time. It was skin against skin and she shivered. 
 
   “You are more beautiful that I could have ever imagined. You are a fantasy come true, Daphne Brooks.” He whispered the sweet words in her ear, and then trailed kisses down her neck. When his fingers skimmed the dip in her lower back she shivered harder against him. “Do you like that?” His voice had gone husky as he whispered in her ears. 
 
   “I like that a lot.” She skimmed her hands down to the front of his chest and loved the feel of muscle under her hands. 
 
   “Are you sure about this, Daphne? I am more than willing to take you into my bedroom and spend the night getting to know everything you like. But if you aren’t sure, I will stop.” Trent continued to stroke her lower back and she was growing wetter by the second. 
 
   “I’m positive, Trent. I would love to see your bedroom.” She laughed when he growled and jerked her against him. His hands grasped the bottom of her ass cheeks and lifted. She instinctively wrapped her legs around his waist which brought her core directly up against his cock. With every step he took, it was a stroke against her clit. 
 
   By the time, he opened the door and then shut it again with his foot, she was practically panting. He set her on the bed and then stepped back. His bed was large and full of pillows which she crawled up to lean against. 
 
   His room was done in brown tones that were earthy and masculine. It was clean and tidy She wondered if he had hoped they would end up in here. He smiled slowly at her before beginning to unbutton his shirt. She wanted to help but she had a feeling the show would be worth it. As he made his way down the shirt more and more amazing tanned skin was revealed. 
 
   She loved that he wasn’t too hairy but there was enough there for her to brush her fingers through. As his abs were exposed, she licked her lips. He growled at the sight. It seemed he wasn’t paying much attention to what he was doing. He was watching her watch him. 
 
   Once he had the shirt off and he moved to his pants, she stopped breathing. When he slowly lowered the zipper it was obvious that he had gone commando for the evening. His pubic hair was noticeable and she as salivating for the rest of him. 
 
   He bent over to take the jeans off and, when he stood up, she almost moaned just at the sight of his glorious body. His cock stood out proudly, jutting from his crotch. As she stared, it bobbed slightly and rose closer to his stomach. He was at least eight inches long and impressive in girth as well. But he was still far away from her. 
 
   He palmed his cock and stroked it as he walked toward her. “Now who has on too many clothes?” When he hit the end of the bed he crawled up. He stopped at her feet, kissing her insteps. She giggled a little. 
 
   "Is someone ticklish?" He raised an eyebrow at her. Before she could stop him he grabbed a hold of her foot. She squirmed under his ministrations, until finally he relented to her pleas. He released her foot, but only after kissing each one of her toes. 
 
   He continued his crawl upward and his cock brushed her foot. She shifted so that she was lying flat on her back. She thought he was going to stop at the panties but he bypassed them and kissed her stomach. Her muscles tightened as he rubbed his light stubble against her skin. 
 
   His tongue dipped into her belly button. “You should never wear any sort of clothing.” Her hands delved into his hair, drawing him upward. When he rested his body fully on hers she could feel his cock hot against her thigh. But what she loved even more was the pressure of his body lying on top of hers. 
 
   “I could never have dreamed of something like this Trent.” She ran her hands up and down his back, before she sank her nails into his butt. It really was a work of art. 
 
   “Why is that, baby? You deserve to be loved and loved right.” He slipped his arms underneath her and rolled so that she was on top. Her knees tucked against his hips. She sat up and reached behind her. She loved the look in his eyes when she released the clasp of her bra. 
 
   “Holy mother of—” He paused as he slid his hands up to cup her breasts. He tweaked her nipples and she shuddered on top of him. Her pussy clenched and she could feel how drenched her panties had become. The thin lace was damp and there was moisture seeping out. 
 
    Daphne leaned down, letting her breasts swing down in front of her face. “Is this better than the magazine?” His mouth captured a nipple and she had a hard time sitting still on top of him. She was aching for him. 
 
   He released her with an audible pop. “I don’t know about that. That magazine picture was pretty hot.” Her mouth fell open. And then he began to laugh. He flipped her back onto the mattress and tickled her sides until she was squealing in laughter. 
 
   “Baby, this is beyond better. I told you this was a fantasy. You do look gorgeous in the magazine. But in real life, I get to take the panties off.” He winked and began to move down her body. When he was at her knees, he sat back. She felt gorgeous under her gaze. 
 
   When his hands moved to the waistband of her panties, he paused before looking up as if asking for permission. She smiled and nodded her head enthusiastically. She lifted her hips, allowing him to peel the lace down her legs. Then he threw them behind him. 
 
   “I don’t think I’ve ever had this much fun in bed before.” He winked and looked down between her thighs. Under his gaze, she spread her legs, allowing him to get his first glance of her pussy. 
 
   "I highly doubt that Mr. Bradshaw." She tried to keep her expression in check, but jealousy rose in her throat. When he placed his hand on her inner thigh, near her knee, she looked up at him.
 
   "Don't Daphne. You don't know how much this means to me. It's in the way you move, the way you smile, how easy it is to be around you. This means something to me Daphne."  Daphne softened her expression.
 
   "This means something to me too, Trent." His lips lifted up in a slight smile and then he glanced back down at her pussy. 
 
   She had a blonde landing strip on her mound but nothing else. She knew that with her legs spread he could see everything. She slid her hand down and delved into her folds, finding her clit. She circled once and moaned at the pressure. She looked up at him and a rush of moisture coated her cunt at the heat in his gaze. When she held up her hand to him, he kissed the wet fingers and then dove in between her legs. 
 
   She would have laughed at his enthusiasm but when his tongue touched her slit she forgot about everything that wasn’t his mouth on her. He pushed his hand under her butt, making her hips tilt up toward him and then he directed her to put one of her legs over his shoulder. 
 
   When he settled back in between her warm thighs, he used his free hand to push two fingers inside of her waiting pussy. Daphne propped herself up on her elbows so that she would watch him. His brown hair tickled the inside of her thighs as he moved his mouth in closer to flick her clit. She was panting by the time he curled his fingers up to stroke her g–spot. 
 
   He pulled back just as she felt the wave of a climax hit. She hit the mattress in frustration and she heard him chuckle. 
 
   “Impatient are we?” He moved his tongue to lick from the base of her opening all the way up to her clit. 
 
   “Come for me beautiful.” His breath moved across her pussy right before he shoved his fingers against her g–spot and placed his lips on her clit. She couldn’t stop the jerk of her hips as the buildup finally shattered. She was vaguely aware of him placing his arms on her hips so that she wouldn’t buck him off.
 
   He continued to suck as she started to come down from the climax and then he pushed a  finger against the star of her anus and she flew apart all over again. She shoved her fingers into his hair and screamed his name. 
 
   When she was able to breathe again, she felt him withdraw his finger and gave her one more loving lick. Her legs were shaking against his shoulders and she was having a hard time calming her breathing. 
 
   He smiled as he licked his lips, and then ran his tongue over his fingers as well. “You look absolutely radiant when you come, and that pussy... I have never tasted anything so exquisite. I would enjoy eating you for all of my meals.” 
 
   His erotic words sent another shiver through her. He had just given her multiple orgasms and her pussy was already clenching for more. 
 
   She leaned back up on her elbow, and then crooked one of her fingers at him. “Trent, I need you.” Her hair fell down her back, causing her to shiver. Daphne looked up at him, loving how comfortable she was with this man. Under the heat of his gaze, she honestly did feel more beautiful than she ever had. 
 
   “What do you need, baby?” He had moved so that he was on his knees in between her legs. He put his hands on either side of her rib cage. He placed a kiss on her lips and she got a small thrill out of her own juices lingering on him. She reached in between them and wrapped her hand around his cock. 
 
   “This. I need this big hard cock inside me.” She moved her hand up and down, loving the feel of his penis in her hand. She brushed her thumb over the head and spread the drop of moisture that she found there. She licked her lips and began to pump her hand up and down. He hissed out a breath through clenched teeth and stilled her hand.
 
   “I would love to be inside that sweet spot between your legs but if you keep doing that, it’s all going to end very quickly.” He kissed her lightly on the lips and then pulled back to lean over to the night stand. He returned with a foil packet in hand. Daphne watched, mesmerized, as he took his cock in hand and rolled the condom down. 
 
   She wiggled her hips in anticipation and he laid his body back down on hers. When the head of his cock rubbed up against her opening she groaned low in her throat. 
 
   Trent's voice startled her. “Look at me baby. I’ve been waiting a long time for this.” 
 
   She opened her eyes and looked up into the green depths of Trent’s eyes. He stared down at her for a moment and then slowly pushed inside of her. 
 
   She arched her back and wrapped her arms around his neck. She could feel every glorious inch of his cock sinking into her. She clenched around him and he groaned. When he was in as deep as he could go they both released a deep breath. 
 
   “Trent, you feel absolutely amazing.” 
 
   Daphne lifted her head to skim her teeth on the side of his neck and wrapped her legs around his hips, crossing her ankles behind his back. The motion caused him to sink farther into her and she bit down softly on his neck. 
 
   He pulled back, making her release her hold on him. “I need to know how you want this, Daphne. If you want this slow I will try my hardest to make this perfect for you and not come too soon. But if not, I’m going to fuck you hard and fast.” He rested his forehead down on hers and stared into her eyes. Daphne loved his beautiful green eyes and she kissed his cheek. 
 
   “Why are you still talking, handsome? You’re glorious cock is stuffed inside of me and you’re talking. Fuck me anyway you want. But if you want an opinion, we can do slow later.” She winked up at him and he growled at her words. She laughed out loud, but it quickly turned into a long moan as he began to move inside of her. 
 
   With the position they were in, their bodies meshed together. Trent grinded against her clit with every deep stroke. His hips were brutal as he pounded into her and she loved every second of it. Her head thrashed against the pillow as she felt the wave getting bigger and bigger. 
 
   “Come on my cock.” His command was the spark she needed. Her hands gripped the hair at the base of his neck as she flew apart. He pumped his cock into her pussy few more times before he followed her over. She could feel his cock pulsing deep inside her as the muscles in his back and neck tensed. She was glad she had opened her eyes to watch him come. Trent coming was one of the best things she had ever witnessed.               
 
   He collapsed on top of her with his face buried in her neck. She ran her hands up and down his back and shoulders. His cock twitched inside of her and she moaned at the sensation. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I’m squishing you.” He kissed up her neck, and then sought out her mouth. The kiss was deep but only lasted a few seconds. “You are amazing.” He sat up and withdrew from her. She instantly missed his hard cock inside of her pussy. 
 
   “Did I complain?” She smiled up at him, enjoying his naked butt.
 
   He walked to the adjoining bathroom and cleaned himself up. She heard the water run and watched as he returned with a warm washcloth. He seated himself between her still spread thighs and washed her juices off of her. She whimpered a little as he grazed her clit but he quickly moved on. Before he got up he kissed the inside of her thigh, and then walked back into the bathroom.
 
   He called out from the bathroom. “Stay the night with me.” When he walked back into the room, she had to tear her gaze away from his spectacular body, and amazing cock. Even flaccid, it was an impressive size. 
 
   She smiled up at him as he climbed into the bed beside her. “I kind of thought I already was. But if you insist.” He pulled the top sheet over the two of them and curled himself around her back. He tucked one arm underneath her head, then the other he wrapped possessively underneath her breasts. 
 
   “Goodnight, baby.” Trent whispered in her ear.
 
   Daphne felt him place a kiss on her shoulder and she smiled at his gentleness. After a few minutes, she heard his breathing deepen and he began softly snoring in her ear. She resisted the urge to laugh. Instead, she just enjoyed the feeling of his hard, warm body wrapped around hers, until she fell asleep. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Trent woke up stretched out in the middle of the bed with his arm reaching for a soft body. Unfortunately, Daphne wasn’t beside him anymore. He sat up and his dark–blue sheets fell to his waist. 
 
   He looked around him and was glad to see her bra and panties still on the floor. When he heard soft music, he realized she was in his kitchen and smiled. He didn’t bother to cover himself, just padded to the kitchen naked. When he turned the corner he couldn’t resist the smile that spread across his face. 
 
   Daphne was standing with her back turned to him, facing his stove, wearing nothing but his black button down dress shirt. It came down to the middle of her thighs, and swished with her hips as she rocked to Lady Gaga’s “You and I” playing softly from her iPhone. Her blonde hair fell in soft waves down past the middle of her back. 
 
   He could smell coffee and bacon and his stomach growled. Before she could turn around, he walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist and rested his chin on her shoulder. She jumped for a second at the surprise and then settled back against him with a contented sigh. 
 
   “Hello, beautiful.” He kissed the side of her neck, as she continued to flip the bacon. 
 
   “And good morning to you too, sleepy head. I wasn’t sure if you were ever going to wake up.” She took the bacon out of the pan, and placed it on a paper-towel covered plate, before she turned off the stove and turned in his arms. 
 
   He loved the way she fit so easily into his embrace. He placed a soft kiss against her lips, and pressed his erection into her stomach. 
 
   “I’d kiss you more fully, but I should brush my teeth first. I woke up without you and had to check and make sure you hadn’t run away on me again.” He brought his palm up to cup her breast. 
 
   “Mmm. No, I woke up about an hour ago, and slipped out to make some coffee. And then I got hungry, so I hope you don’t mind. I was planning on bacon and eggs, but if you would prefer—” He stopped her with a finger over her lips. She smiled up at him and he was sure he had never seen anything more beautiful than her standing in his kitchen half-naked with sleepy eyes and sex hair. 
 
   “Bacon and eggs is amazing. I can do the eggs if you want, since you’ve done everything else.” He had one hand siting loosely on her waist and continued to brush his thumb back and forth over her stiff nipple. “But let me go brush my teeth first and put on a pair of shorts.” 
 
   She wrapped her arms around his neck, as he was about to pull away. “I’ll make the eggs while you go brush your teeth but I don’t really think that you need the shorts.” She reached between them to take his hard cock in her hand. Trent groaned as her soft palm slid up and down his shaft. When she let go he almost growled at the loss of sensation. 
 
   She laughed and pushed him away in the direction of the bedroom. 
 
   “I’m going, I’m going,” he muttered and then yelped in surprise as she swatted his naked butt with the dish towel. 
 
   It only took him a few minutes to brush his teeth and brush his hair. It had been sticking up in all directions. When he returned, she was setting plates on the table. 
 
   “I wasn’t sure how you took your coffee so I left it on the counter for you to fix.” 
 
   “I just drink it black. And you are amazing, baby. I never expected you to be cooking for me. Next time, I’ll have to wake up before you so I can make you breakfast.” He grabbed his coffee mug and sat down next to her at the table. 
 
   They ate in silence for a few moments and then Trent couldn’t resist her bare skin anymore. He continued to eat with his right hand and then used his left to reach over and start drawing circles on the top of her thigh. She dropped her fork on her plate with a slight clatter. He smiled but never took his hand off of her skin. He felt the goose–bumps break out as he continued his ministrations, steadily getting closer and closer to her inner thigh. 
 
   Unfortunately, with the angle of their chairs, he couldn’t get close enough to touch the sweet spot he was after. He kept taking bites of his breakfast. When Daphne slid hastily back from the table he raised his eyebrows. But before he could ask a question, she pushed back on his shoulders and slid her legs around his hips, sitting herself on his lap. 
 
   Trent was glad that she wasn't wearing any panties as her hot core settled on the length of his cock. He wished he had twisted a bit so that she had sank down his hard shaft instead of just rubbed against it. 
 
   When she settled her weight on his lap, her breasts were brought up close to his face. He slid his hands around her waist at the same time she shoved her hands into his hair. He brought his mouth down on hers and slipped his tongue past her parted lips. He loved how she instantly opened for him and how eager she was for him. Just by brushing his tongue against her, he felt a rush of wetness soak his cock and balls from where she sat on his lap. 
 
   She moaned into his mouth and met him stroke for stroke, dueling for control of the kiss. He moved one hand to slide underneath her ass and with the other he pushed his plate back. Once it was cleared back far enough, he leaned her back so that her back half rested on the table and her breasts pushed against the shirt. 
 
   Trent easily slipped the buttons free. Each one that came undone revealed another inch of gorgeous tanned skin. After just a few buttons he revealed the swell of her breasts and the deep cleavage between them. He kissed the upper swells as he continued to undo the shirt.  Once he got to the bottom and the shirt was parted, he slid it down to the crook of her elbows were it caught. 
 
   His breath hitched at the sight of her naked body before him. Her breasts were high and perky, her nipples rosy and taught. As he continued to look down her body, he wasn’t any less pleased. Her stomach wasn’t flat or sunk into so that he could see every rib. It was slightly curved and gorgeous. It was real. Her hips were perfect and as he glanced between them he could see her folds framing his cock.
 
   He ran his fingers through the blonde curls covering her mound that were in a landing strip down to her slit. He didn’t move past her curls but he felt her quiver anyway against his touch. She was definitely responsive. 
 
   He leaned down and captured one her nipples in between his teeth, lightly, as he tweaked the other one with his free hand. The other moved back underneath her ass, and his fingers curved into the space between her cheeks. He loved how responsive she had been when he touched her ass. 
 
   He pushed just slightly against her anus as he continued his slow torture on her breasts. It wasn’t long before she was grinding her very wet pussy against his dick. Each movement had her clit brushing against him and he smiled at her actions. He didn’t want her to come too soon but he had the feeling she was racing to the finish line. 
 
   He scooted his chair back a pinch so that she was still sitting on his lap, but her amazing slit was no longer grazing his penis. Her head had flown back when he was teasing her breasts, but now she looked up with a pout on her face. Propping herself up on her elbows, she stared at his cock and then looked back at him. 
 
   “I was enjoying that.” She tried pushed her hair back from her face but her arm caught in the shirt, her movements hindered by the fabric. She maneuvered out of the cloth and tossed it aside, returning to her position on her elbows. 
 
   “I could see that. But you haven’t earned that orgasm yet.” He tweaked her nipple, pinching slightly. 
 
   “Earned?” Her eyebrows shot up. “You aren’t into the whole slave/Master thing are you? I know I like to be spanked but I’m not into the whole you–command–me–to–do–your–bidding thing.” She looked at him with weariness in her gorgeous blue eyes. 
 
   “Easy, baby. You took that wrong. I do like commands. They worked pretty well last night.” He winked and she started to smile. “I just wanted it to be good for you. If I make you wait for it, that gorgeous pink pussy will quiver twice as hard for me.” 
 
   She still looked hesitant but he returned his mouth to her nipple this time sucking harder. Her head fell back once more and he took the hand that had been rubbing her other breast and slowly slid it down her stomach until he reached the sweet pot of honey between her legs. 
 
   He easily parted her folds and dipped his finger into the opening, gathering her juice. Then he grazed her clit and smiled around her nipple as her hips jerked in his direction. When he pushed two fingers inside her waiting cunt, he thought he was going to have to hold down her hips again. He moved his fingers in and out in a slow rhythm as he switched to the other breast. 
 
   Daphne began to pant as a fine sheen of sweat coated her skin. When he pushed his index finger harder against her asshole her head jerked up. Her eyes glazed over. He lifted his head from her breast. 
 
   “Do you like that?” His voice was low and husky, even to his own ears. She nodded her head slowly. “Have you tried anal before, baby?” 
 
   “No.” Her reply was soft. She whimpered as he pressed his finger harder against her, not pressing past her opening, just rubbing in circles. 
 
   “Unfortunately, I don’t have any lube here and I have no interest in hurting you. But I would love to try it with you if you wanted to one day.” He moved his fingers in her pussy, to curl up and stroke her g–spot. She nodded her head in response as she began to move her hips in the opposite direction that his finger was circling on her asshole. 
 
   He smiled as he watched his fingers move in and out of her cunt. Her juices were coating most of his hand and his eyes couldn’t look away from the vibrant pink of her pussy. When he flicked his free thumb up to graze her clit she began to move shamelessly against his hand. 
 
   Watching her body move was making his cock throb painfully. He didn’t think it was possible for him to come without ever laying a hand on his cock but watching Daphne in the throes of passion was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. He knew that all it would take was one stoke of his hand and he would be coming on the tanned skin of her stomach. 
 
   She began to move more frantically and he thought about withdrawing his hand, but he wanted to give her the ultimate pleasure. He bent forward and reclaimed her nipple at the same time he pressed harder against her clit. 
 
   “Oh fuck, Trent, I’m coming!” It only took a second before she came in his arms. Her juices rushed out, coating his hand and his thigh. Hearing her scream out his name was the best thing he'd ever heard. 
 
   He continued to move his fingers in and out, stroking her g-spot even harder until a second orgasm washed over her. This time she could only moan and make wild throaty sounds as she came. She was like no one he had ever been with. She was crazy with passion and he loved it. 
 
   After a few moments, he withdrew his hand and licked his fingers clean. She tasted like heaven and honey and he didn’t think he would ever get enough of her. Her thighs were trembling as she tried to catch her breath. Finally, she slunk farther onto his lap. Her pussy once against settled up against his now–leaking cock. 
 
   When her head came up, she had a twinkle in her eyes. “Will you slide your hips forward a bit?” He did as she asked and was thrilled when she gripped him in her hand. She used her own juices as a lubricant to slowly drive him crazy. He widened his legs further and she was able to graze his balls with her nails. She was torturing him, just as he had tortured her. 
 
   He let his head fall back as she pumped her hand up and down. When she shifted in his lap, his breath hitched. He lifted his head just in time to watch her sink that succulent pussy down onto him. She was deliciously tight as she inched his cock into her. Finally, she was resting completely on his thighs and he groaned as she clenched around him. 
 
   Using the balls of her feet, she set a deliciously slow rhythm which had them both sweating in minutes. When she began to swirl her hips, he was barely holding on. 
 
   “Daphne, baby, you’re going to have to get off of me. I am barely holding on and I don’t have a condom on.” He rested his forehead against her chest as she stilled on top of him. She kissed him deeply and began to ride him in short, quick strokes. He gripped her hips, digging his fingers into her. “Daphne...” He didn’t have the chance to finish his sentence. She quickly climbed off of his lap and kneeled at his side. Before he knew it she was bobbing her head up and down his dick. The feel of her hot, wet mouth and skilled tongue sent him over the edge. 
 
   He tried to move her amazing mouth off of him but she refused to budge, working the head of his cock with her mouth and the base with her fist. He slid his hands into her hair. 
 
   “Fuck, Daphne.” He threw back his head and roared as she milked every drop of cum out of him. He felt her swallow and another rush went through him. When his heart slowed down a pinch he released the grip he had on her scalp. She had licked him completely clean and was now resting her head on his thigh, placing soft kisses every few seconds. 
 
   “You are amazing.” He held out his hand and she took it as they both stood up together. “How about a shower?” He pressed her up against his chest, enjoying all of her softness. 
 
   “You’re pretty amazing yourself and a shower sounds amazing. But after, unfortunately, the real world is calling I believe.” She smiled sadly and he hesitated to ask her what the expression was for. But to make light of the situation, he dipped his hands under her ass cheeks and lifted her too him. She giggled and wrapped her legs around his waist. 
 
   “I think you like this too.” He bit down gently on her shoulder as he walked to his bathroom. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Daphne rolled her shoulders, trying to ease some of the tension. She had been traveling all day and was ready to get in the shower and then rest. Her agent had called her back to New York for a meeting with the magazine and to discuss where her career was going. She also was able to make an appearance at her other two stores and check in on things. Unfortunately, that meant that she hadn't seen Trent in days. 
 
   He had called her a few times to update her on the store and the progress his crew had made. Apparently the floors and walls were completely done. They were redoing the front counter, installing the register, and the security cameras. He needed her to determine where she wanted the displays and clothing racks set up and then the store would be almost complete. The office needed a little work but not much. Finally, they needed to repave the parking lot. 
 
   Daphne was getting more and more excited to open up the shop. But she was worried about Trent. They hadn’t spoken much about what had happened between them and she was starting to worry he regretted it. Of course every time they had been on the phone, he had been around his crew. So it could also be a privacy issue. 
 
   When her flight landed, she told him she was back in Georgia and would be in Ambrosia in only a couple of hours. He had replied with a smiley face and said he was glad she had a safe trip. 
 
   Now, two hours later she was driving through town and trying not to bang her head against her steering wheel. She liked Trent and that night had been some of the best sex she had ever had. But after the shower, they had gotten dressed, kissed one more time, before parting ways. They hadn’t determined if they would see each other again or if it was just a one-time thing.  Now she missed him, and felt like a complete idiot. 
 
   As she passed the diner, her stomach growled. She didn’t want to burden Grams with cooking so she pulled into the parking lot.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   At the counter, Patty was working. The older woman brightened as she saw Daphne coming through the door. 
 
   “Magnolia! How are you, my dear?” Patty had picked up the endearment from Grams when she was younger and had refused to stop calling her by the familiar nickname. 
 
   “I am worn out, Patty, and starving. Do you have anything on special tonight?” She sat herself on one of the barstools at the counter. 
 
   “Of course. Tonight, we are doing meatloaf sandwich from yesterday’s special. And blueberry pie is the dessert special. Would you like that or something else?” Patty leaned her elbows on the counter and leaned in. “I’m sorry I’m not serving a certain sexy carpenter tonight.” She winked and jumped back as Daphne playfully swatted at her arm.
 
   “Patty! How do you even know about that?” Daphne felt her cheeks heat from embarrassment. 
 
   “Oh honey, everyone knows about it. Did you forget how things work in this town? Once someone saw you leaving Trent’s place in the morning, it spread all over town. But, honey, I can’t blame you one bit. I may be old but I have seen how fine his butt looks in those jeans.” Patty winked and Daphne blushed even deeper. She leaned forward and motioned for Patty to come closer. 
 
   “It looks even better out of the jeans.” Daphne smiled guiltily and Patty threw her head back in a roar of laughter that had everyone turning in their direction. Patty had to wipe the tears out of her eyes once she finally stopped laughing. 
 
   “So how ‘bout that special?” Patty wrote down the order as Daphne nodded enthusiastically. 
 
   “Could you make it to go?” Patty gave a “thumbs up” and took the order to Joey who was bustling about in the kitchen. Daphne sat, going through her emails on her phone for a while until Patty came by with a bag of to–go boxes. 
 
   “I remembered how much you liked the pie so I gave you double the order and a small cup of vanilla ice cream to go with it.” Patty winked and then waved away Daphne’s credit card. “For that laugh you gave me, we will call it even. I think I’m having another hot flash just thinking about it.” Daphne protested but Patty wouldn’t budge. “I’ll make you a deal. You won’t pay now and you can give me a discount at that new shop of yours.” Patty winked and surprised Daphne for the second time of the night. 
 
   “You know about that too?” 
 
   “Well of course I do. Now, that one isn’t a part of town gossip but Anna divulged your little secret last time I saw her. And I have to say, way to go girl! I think it’s a great idea. People in this town need to loosen up! I may be older, but I’m definitely not dead yet.” Her grin got so wide that Daphne couldn’t help but smile with her. Daphne stuck out her hand and they made a deal. 
 
   By the time she reached Grams’ house the smell of the meatloaf was making her stomach cramp. She carried her food in the house and determined she would return for her suitcase after she ate. The house was quiet and she found a note on the table from Grams stating she would be back later. Her book club had a meeting. 
 
   She had just sat down with her food when her phone buzzed. It was a text message from Trent. 
 
    
 
   Are you busy?
 
    
 
   She quickly responded with a “no”, wondering if everything was okay. It wasn’t incredibly late, only about 9 p.m. but usually Trent called her about the store during the day. 
 
    
 
   You should come to the front door. 
 
    
 
   Daphne had barely finished reading the text message when the doorbell rang. She got out of her chair and sprinted to the door, then skidded to halt almost just as quickly. The first thing she realized was her stomach was still growling. She hadn’t begun to eat her food, but she quickly dismissed the thought. She missed Trent more. 
 
   Unfortunately, the second thing she realized was that, as soon as she came into the house, she had stripped off her clothes and donned her robe. Her favorite robe was silk and lace and almost completely see through. It had a floral pattern and only covered her body where the sides over–lapped, which was some of her breasts and her pussy. The sleeve came down to her elbows and the bottom stopped mid-thigh. She hadn't been expecting Grams to come home any time soon, so she hadn't been expecting to see anyone. 
 
   She was alone in the house and had decided to feel decadent after a day of feeling grungy at the airport. She looked down at herself and knew she should probably go change, but decided to hell with it. 
 
   Daphne shook her headed and then continued to the front door. After checking the peephole to make sure it was just Trent, she unlocked the door and pulled it open. He had a wide smile on his face until he took her robe in and she watched as his jaw slowly dropped. 
 
   “Holy mother—fucking—Jeez, Daphne. Get inside.” He had a bouquet of roses in his hand that he almost dropped as he rushed her through the door, and quickly closed it behind him. Once the door was closed, he leaned back against it and looked his fill. 
 
   Daphne was very glad that she hadn’t changed. She reached up and fluffed her hair, so that her breasts rose and then jiggled as they moved back into place. She watched in fascination as his cock began to swell behind his pants. Her pussy clenched and moistened at the memory of him pushing inside her. 
 
   Finally his eyes lifted from her body and he walked over to her. He held up the roses. “I missed you.”
 
   “You missed me?” She raised a hand to her mouth as the last word came out as a squeak. She wanted to kick herself. Her plan was to be calm and collected next time she saw him so that he wouldn’t think she was pining for him. 
 
   “Of course I missed you.” He walked her into the kitchen and set the flowers on the table. He had been to Grams' house before, so he knew the layout of the house. He walked back to her and pulled her into his arms. She sighed and melted against his body. He was wearing an Ambrosia High Football t-shirt and a pair of sweat pants. He smelled liked aftershave, his body wash, and a scent that was unique to Trent. She couldn’t take a deep enough breath. He pulled back to place a kiss on her forehead and she loosened her hold on him. 
 
   “I missed you too.” She moved to wrap her arms around his neck and tilted her head up for his kiss, which he willingly gave. 
 
   Trent slanted his lips over hers as he gripped her ass and pulled her flush against his erect cock. His tongue didn’t allow for any question of who was in control. He stroked every corner and made her moan into his mouth. His lips were demanding and firm over hers, his hands unyielding, almost bruising as he held on. 
 
   Daphne felt her pussy lips become coated in moisture and her clit throbbed for his touch. She was about to wrap a leg around his waist when he ripped his lips away. She released her hold and he took two steps back so that there was space between them. 
 
   “Wow. I’m sorry. I didn’t come here for that.” His breathing was harsh and rapped. He placed his hands on his hips.
 
   She crossed her arms under her breasts, feeling slightly rejected. “I wasn’t complaining.” He must have seen the look on her face because he instantly closed the space, placing his hands on her elbows. 
 
   “Baby, I didn’t mean it like that. I just wanted to come over and see you, and clear the air on some things. And then maybe later we would be doing that. But, if not, then I’m fine with that too. Damn it, I’m rambling. Rambling.” He pushed one hand through his hair, making the wet ends stand on end. 
 
   “Trent, it’s okay. I’m fine. We’re fine.” She bit down on her lip as she looked up into his eyes. 
 
   “We? Is there a “we”?” He moved his hands from her elbows to rest on her waist. 
 
   “I would really like there to be a “we”.” Daphne once again took her lip between her teeth as she looked down. She didn’t want to see his eyes if he ran away screaming. He didn’t move or say anything for a few moments and she her heart began to race. 
 
   She almost turned away, but then he placed his finger under her chin and brought her gaze up to his. “Daphne, I would love it if there was an us. I just didn’t want to scare you away. You ran away from me all those years ago. Hell, you keep running away from me. I just don’t want to keep watching your retreating back.” He slid his hand more firmly underneath her chin and brought his head down to hers. 
 
   She opened her mouth on a sigh and gave into all the feelings she had built up over the last few days. She had never felt like this before. No man had ever made her feel like Trent did. With her lips parted, Trent easily slipped his tongue inside her mouth. It was a quick kiss but her knees were shaking when he pulled away. He rested his forehead against hers. 
 
   “Baby, I would love nothing more to take you upstairs but I can’t do that here. Not in Grams’ house, I have way too much respect for that woman.”
 
   “Respect or fear?” Daphne laughed as Trent contemplated. 
 
   “Hey now, I have no doubts that she could beat me if she wanted to.” They stood there laughing for a moment, just enjoying being in each other’s arms. Trent looked up and noticed her food on the table.
 
   “Did I interrupt your dinner?” 
 
   She shrugged her shoulder. “Yes. But I don’t mind.” 
 
   “I do. Has it been a long time since you ate?” He stepped away and then ushered her into her chair. She blushed at his question and he rolled his eyes. After he checked the temperature of the food, he stuck it in the microwave and refilled her drink. He ignored all of her protests as he made his way around the kitchen. 
 
   Once her food was back in front of her, he sat down to her left. When she reached for her fork, he snatched it away. 
 
   She huffed as he held the fork away from her. “I can feed myself.” 
 
   “Of course you can. But what if I would enjoy feeding you, would it be okay then?” He glared at her until she nodded and her cheeks heated. 
 
   He fed her in silence until everything was gone from her plate. The food was delicious and she hadn't realized how hungry she had been. Joey was definitely a good cook but all the recipes came directly from Patty. 
 
   When Trent found the pie and ice cream in the fridge he held it up to her and she enthusiastically nodded. Patty’s homemade blueberry pie was sinful. It was ooey and gooey, and melted in your mouth. When she put vanilla ice cream on top of it the pie became almost orgasmic. Daphne’s mouth was watering by the time Trent pulled a steaming bowl out of the microwave. He brought the bowl, two spoons, and the ice cream to the table. 
 
   “Is the second spoon for you?” Daphne raised her eyebrow at him as the bowl was set in front of her. The deep purple filling oozed out of the crust. 
 
   “I was hoping.” Trent gave her a shit-eating grin and she hesitated. 
 
   “Yeah, I guess you’re worth sharing with.” Daphne winked and he reached out a hand to tickle her side. 
 
   Daphne dumped the cup of ice cream on top and watched as swirls of the ice cream melted and mixed with the filling making a lavender mess in the bowl. She might regret the calories later but she was going to enjoy her piece of heaven for the evening.  Then she looked at Trent and decided she would rather be having that piece of heaven instead.
 
   He was focused on the spoon in his mouth. He withdrew it, never looking at her. “Baby, if you don’t stop looking at me like that. You are going to be covered in blueberries because I’m going to eat it off you.” Daphne dropped her spoon. 
 
   When she watched him lick the remaining cream off the back of his spoon her own cream gushed between her legs. She squeezed her thighs together, trying to relieve some of the ache that was blossoming. 
 
   They quickly finished the rest of the dessert and Trent took the bowl to the sink. Daphne felt absolutely pampered. 
 
    Trent placed his hands on the counter as he rested back against it. “When is Grams’ going to be back?”
 
   “I’m not really sure. It’s not too late yet so it might be awhile. Her and her friends are a rowdy bunch these days.” Daphne chuckled at the thought of Grams. She needed to spend more time with the woman who raised her. She missed her. 
 
   “Well, since I can’t make love to you here, would you like to go just lay in bed for a while?” His eyes burned with fire. 
 
   “We could.” Daphne got up, and walked over to him. Right before she stepped into his arms, she untied the bow of her robe, letting it fall completely open. His mouth opened and his cock twitched in his pants. “We could go upstairs and snuggle. Or I could pack a bag and we could go to your place and you can make love to me or you can fuck me or I could fuck you. Or perhaps all of the above. I am all yours.” She stepped closer, running her hand up his cock, stroking the tip through the fabric. 
 
   “Go pack your bag. Now. Or I am going to spank that very lovely behind of yours and then take you bent over this counter.” Trent gripped her upper arms and yanked her to him. He placed a harsh kiss on her lips and then pushed her away from him. When he looked down at her, there was a seriousness in his eyes she hadn’t seen before. She wasn’t scared of him, quite the opposite actually. Her pussy quivered and throbbed and she knew he would make good on his promise. 
 
   She turned around quickly to pack a bag and yelped when his palm contacted with her right butt cheek. It stung but didn’t hurt. She looked over at him, and there was a look of determination in his eyes. She ran up the stairs. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   As soon as they were inside Trent’s apartment, Trent pushed her up against the wall. His hand shoved their way into her hair and she dropped her bag onto the floor with a thud.               
 
   Since it was dark and they were only traveling back and forth between their houses, Daphne had decided to stay in the robe and she couldn’t be happier with her decision. She could feel every muscle of his body against hers. When he pushed his hips against hers, she wrapped a leg around his waist and he growled into her mouth. His mouth slipped down to her neck as he nibbled the skin there. 
 
   As he licked her skin, he moved one hand down to her ass and lifted her. She instantly wrapped her legs around his hips and fitted her core to his cock. She leaned her head back as he trailed his mouth to the other side of her neck. His shoulders were firm and strong beneath her hands. He leaned back a fraction from her. 
 
   “Untie your robe.” His demand was harsh as he took deep breaths. “Now, Daphne.” 
 
   Her fingers shook as she reached her hands between them. Once the bow was undone, she spread the halves apart. Trent sucked in a breath at the sight of her breasts. He helped her get the robe completely off and then she was totally bare in his arms. She arched her hips against him, grinding her clit against the hard length of his cock. She moaned at the sensation and then realized that he had stopped moving.               
 
   She lifted her gaze to his and was blown away at the intensity in his eyes as he watched her. He had been focused on her every movement. Each of his hands cupped an ass cheek and his fingers were gripping tightly. 
 
   “Lift your breasts for me.” He never moved his hands from her butt. She started to question but changed her mind when she looked into his eyes. She cupped the twin weights in her palms and offered them up to him.
 
    He smirked before he dropped his head and lavished each nipple. “Do you like this?”
 
    Trent rested his cheek against her and she shivered at the feel of his whiskers against her sensitive skin. She nodded slightly. “That wasn’t an answer Daphne.” 
 
   “Yes. I like it.” Her voice was shaky, just like the rest of her. She had never had someone command her before and it was making her cunt clinch. She had never been more turned on. 
 
   “What do you like better? This...” He gently laved one nipple, licking with his tongue and then softly sucking. “Or this...” He dipped his head back down but this time he sucked hard and rolled her nipple between his teeth. It sparked a hint of pain but it shot straight to her clit and her hips jerked in response. He chuckled softly against her. “I think I know, but you should tell me.”
 
   “Harder. I like the harder.” This man was going to kill her and he had barely touched her. 
 
   “Push my pants down my hips.” He rested her more against the wall, so that she could maneuver. With his one-handed help, they were able to push his sweat pants down a little. Enough to free him from the confines of the fabric. He grunted when his cock bobbed up against her ass, fitting into the crack his fingers were creating. 
 
   “Now reach for my dick, Daphne. I can’t wait any longer. I need to be in that hot cunt of yours. If you need me to put on a condom, I will go get one, but you need to tell me now. As soon as your hand touches me, you are going to guide me to that sweet spot.” 
 
   Daphne didn’t hesitated, she shifted her hips so that she could reach between them and drag his cock up, stroking her pussy. She hissed in a breath at the contact and then placed the head of his cock at her entrance. 
 
   “Good girl. Now watch.” Trent smiled up at her, before he dropped his gaze to where their bodies were touching. Once she dropped her gaze, he pushed the head inside. She watched it in fascination and she felt it deep inside. The double sensation was powerful. By the time he had pushed two more inches inside she was already coming. 
 
   She dug her nails into his shoulders and she constricted around him. He sank as far as he could go, melding their bodies together. Daphne came down from her orgasm just as Trent began to move. She felt another orgasm rising quickly. 
 
   “That’s it, baby, come again for me.” Trent pounded his hips against her, causing her hips to rise and fall against the wall. It was a relentless rhythm that had her coming in seconds and continued until he cried her name. She felt him come in hot spurts inside of her walls, and the most powerful orgasm of her life hit her. He had stilled by the time she had come back to reality. 
 
   His green gaze was calculating as he watched her. She started to feel self-conscious under his watch, but then he licked his lips. 
 
   “Watching you come against me, because of something I did...” He didn’t finish his sentence. He didn’t have to. There was something in his expression, something that spoke to her. Daphne placed her hand on his cheek. 
 
   “Take me to bed, Trent. I have more plans for you.” She giggled at the look on his face. 
 
   “I do believe I was making the commands.” He growled and pushed her back against the wall, driving his hardening cock back into her. 
 
   “Oh you were, and Darlin’ I was lovin’ it.” She moved her hips in circles and loved watching his eyes shut and his jaw clench. “And you can go back to commanding, I would just like a bed and not a wall.” She winced, knowing that her hips were going to be slightly raw. 
 
   “Shit. I’m sorry, baby. I wasn’t thinking.” He went from commanding sex god to caring, doting lover in seconds. She silenced him with a finger.
 
   “Again. I didn’t complain. Now, will you grab my bag? Or you could put me down and I could walk?” It was his turn to silence her. He scooped up her bag and walked to his bedroom. With every step, his cock moved in and out of her. She was grinding against him by the time they reached the bedroom, and his cock was now fully hard inside of her. 
 
   He dropped the bag on the bed and then laid her on her back, pulling out of her. She felt devoid and empty without him inside of her. She looked up at him. 
 
   “I have to ask. Are you on the pill?” He didn’t look at her face, just kept his gaze fixed on her bared pussy. She tried to close her legs but he put his hands on her knees keeping her spread out before him. 
 
   “Yes I am, why?” Daphne lifted up on her elbows, cocking her head in question. 
 
   “Because the sight of my seed at your entrance is making me very, very happy.” He took his dick in his hand and began to stroke. “Your cream mixed with my cum is an aphrodisiac.” 
 
   Daphne was fascinated as he used one hand to stroke his cock and used the other to reach down and slip a finger inside of her. He moved his finger in and out for a moment before he brought it up to his mouth and sucked it clean. He groaned and Daphne blushed fiercely. That had been one of the most erotic things she had ever seen. When he opened his eyes, he stared down at her. 
 
   He looked sheepish for a moment. “Does it bother you that I enjoy that taste of you and I mixed together?” 
 
   “No. No it doesn’t.” She slipped one hand to spread herself further, trying to give him a better view. 
 
   “So would it be okay if I tasted more?” He winked as she nodded her head. He crawled up the end of the bed and dove between her legs. She flounced back against the pillows as his tongue delved inside her opening. She shivered as his tongue grated against her. Daphne let the sensations flow over her and slid her hands into the hair of the man causing them. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Trent brushed Daphne’s hair out of her eyes as she slept beside him. She had passed out in his arms after his made her come twice with his tongue and then she had returned the favor. He was getting hard just thinking about her skilled mouth on his dick again. She had lovingly paid extra attention to him and swallowed every drop as he called out her name. 
 
   Now she was snoring softly against his side. Her blonde hair was in tangles spread out around her and on her. He loved how long and silky soft it was. He remembered how it felt to use it to hold her mouth to him and again his dick throbbed. She was lying on her side facing away from him, so his front was to her back. His dick was nestled in between her legs, at the bottom of her ass. 
 
   He pushed against her and she moaned slightly in her sleep before she rolled over to her stomach. Her right leg was bent at an angle so he could glimpse the magical spot between her legs, as well as got a perfect view of her ass. 
 
   Trent slid his fingers down the crack of her ass to her dewy, pink pussy. She was wet for him, but she always seemed to be. He placed a kiss on her butt, and she wiggled slightly but she didn’t wake. Sliding out of bed, he was careful not to wake her. 
 
   He quickly took care of business in the bathroom and thought about grabbing a snack. It was still dark outside. He glanced at the clock, 3 a.m. in the morning. He walked out into his room and paused at Daphne’s bag. 
 
   When he dropped it on the floor earlier, it must have opened, spilling out some of the contents. Trent bent down to pick everything up, and noticed a bottle on top. Twisting to see the label, he was stunned to be holding a bottle of lube in his hands. He quickly looked in the rest of her bag and found a satchel in the bottom, that was heavy and odd shaped. 
 
   Pulling it out he sat back on his heels, and then untied the string holding it closed. He couldn’t have been more surprised. Inside there were two various sized butt plugs, a glass dildo, and a vibrating egg. Looking down at the toys, a smiled spread across his face and his dick grew hard along his thigh. 
 
   He placed everything else back in her bag and then gathered up his find, before he walked back to the bed. Daphne was still laying on her stomach, the soft rise and fall of her chest telling him she was still asleep. 
 
   Carefully, so that he wouldn’t wake up her, he crawled over to her side. With her leg still up, he easily placed the vibrating egg inside of her and put it on the lowest setting. She moaned but he could tell she was still sleeping. Moving up the bed, he left the egg where it was and curled his arm around her, finding her breasts. He placed kisses up and down her back and shoulders and along her neck while he lazily played with her nipple. He knew the moment she came awake. Her breathing switched but she didn’t make a move. 
 
   He caressed her body and marveled at how smooth and silky her skin was. His fingers were calloused from the construction sites and the contrast was oddly arousing. He pushed his cock into her hip and smiled when she pushed back. She rolled to her side and gave a little yelp. He assumed the egg shifted inside her and had to grin. 
 
    He smiled at her as she turned in his arms. “Hey, sleepy head. I hope you don’t mind, I found your bag of toys.”
 
   “Hey yourself, handsome. I don’t mind at all.” Daphne reached up and placed her palm against his cheek. He turned into her hand, loving the woman beside him. He had never felt more relaxed with anyone. He looked down at her and was shocked by how much fire was in her eyes.
 
   “Are you sore?” 
 
   When she shook her head, he leaned down and placed a soft kiss on her lips. 
 
   “What else did you find in my bag?” Daphne reached in between them and wrapped a small hand around the base of his cock. He hissed in a breath at the contact but she just lazily stroked him. 
 
   “I found lots of goodies, that I would love to play with. I just didn’t want to play too much until you were awake.  I wasn’t sure if that would cross a line.” He tried for a sheepish look. He had considered using all of the toys on her, so that she woke wanting him as much as he wanted her. 
 
   “I wouldn’t have minded waking up like that. But the toys are more fun when I’m awake.” She arched into his body, stroking his balls with her fingernails. It was excruciating torture but he loved it. She was gentle and he was grateful. But he definitely loved his balls being played with. 
 
   Trent looked down into her eyes. “Would you like to play?” 
 
   “What did you have in mind? Daphne raised an eyebrow and he reached behind him to grab the bag of toys. He also grabbed the lube lying next to him. He held up the smaller butt plug and the lube and loved how her eyes lit up. 
 
   “Have you used these before, baby?” His breath hitched as she squeezed more firmly on his balls. When she shook her head, he almost growled. The thought of being her first of something was a heady thought. 
 
   “I would love to try them with you. What position would you like me in?” She looked up him from underneath her lashes.
 
   “Are you comfortable laying on your stomach? We can try it many different ways. I think that position would just be easiest.” Before he could even finish his sentence she had rolled over so that she was lying with her ass up in the air. 
 
   He moved her legs apart so that he could kneel in between them. “In more ways than one, I love how you are so open with me." He stroked a finger down the crack of her ass to her weeping core. The cord to the egg ran out to the control switch next to her. It was erotic as hell to look at. She propped her chin up on her hand so that she could watch him. 
 
   Trent caressed her ass for a minute, loving how firm and pert it was. He gripped each cheek and used his thumbs to caress the crack, running his hands up and down. Every time his thumb passed her anus, he heard a small whimper. 
 
   He moved back and grabbed the bottle of lube. “You ready?” 
 
   She nodded and he applied a small amount directly onto her. Then he took his index finger and spread it around. When he pushed his finger inside the tight ring, she tensed slightly so he paused. “Relax for me, baby. I know this has got to be different for you. At any point, you can tell me to stop.” 
 
   Instantly, he saw her shoulder’s slump and there was less resistance against his finger. He pushed farther forward and let her get used to the feeling of something in her ass. To try and make her feel better he kicked up the notch on the egg. He could hear the hum from inside her pussy. 
 
   The butt plug lying next to him looked like a beginners plug. It was only about the size of two of his fingers side by side at the base, and funneled up in a cone shape, so that the tip was small. He removed his finger and slowly worked the plug in. She tensed as it got bigger but he stroked her cheeks and got her to relax for him. Once it was completely in Daphne began to roll her hips. 
 
   “Can you get up on your knees, baby?” He held her up, keeping the butt plug firmly in place. He turned off the egg and she gave him a curious look. Slowly he pulled on the cord so that the egg slipped free. Then he replaced it with his fingers as he also slowly began to work the plug in and out of her ass. 
 
   “Holy shit, Trent. That feels amazing.” Daphne pushed back against his hands. Trent loved the way she moved for him. Turning his wrist, he flicked his thumb against her clit and she arched her back and pushed into him. She practically purred under his touch.  
 
   He continued to move the plug in and out slowly until it was slipping free easily and she was completely adjusted to it inside of her. He moved his hands away for a moment and she growled. He leaned down and placed a kiss on her butt. 
 
   “Easy, baby. I promise I’m gonna make it good for you.”
 
   “You were making it good for me. I wasn’t complaining and then you stopped.” She stuck out her bottom lip and pouted at him. Then she wiggled her butt seductively. He gave her a playful smack and she moaned. 
 
   “You like that?”  When she nodded he had to bite back a curse, his cock was so hard it was becoming painful. 
 
   He placed his palm on her butt and rubbed in slow circles and with his other hand he slowly pulled the plug all the way out and reached for the larger one. If he could get her used to that size, then maybe, they could possibly try him inside of her. Her eyes widened for a moment, when she saw the new plug. He visibly watched her body tense again. 
 
   “Hey now.” He set the new plug back on the bed. “We can stop. You do not have to do this. We can stick to the smaller one or switch to something else.” He moved to lie next to her, and eased her to lie on her side as well. “I don’t need this. I have enjoyed everything we have done. Come here.”
 
   Trent crooked his finger to her and she slid closer to him. He got momentarily distracted by the movement of her breasts. He opened his mouth to speak again and was stunned as she placed a finger over his lips. 
 
   “Stop talking, handsome. I was enjoying what we were doing. If I didn’t want to try anal sex with you, I wouldn’t have brought the toys with me. I just was surprised by how fast it was moving. I got a little worried.” She smiled and slid closer to him, so that her breasts were pressed against his chest and her forearm brushed his cock. He moaned at her touch. 
 
   “Should I go back to what I was doing?” 
 
   Daphne nodded and he placed a kiss on her lips. Then he moved back to in between her legs. When she propped herself back up on her knees with her ass in the air, he was lost. He slid the smallest plug back into her easily, and watched as her pussy clenched.
 
   Trent moved behind her, so that he was kneeling. He placed the head of his cock at her wet entrance and swirled the head around gathering her wetness. When he began to push inside of her, he almost lost it. She was tight and hot, clenching his cock, trying to entice him deeper inside. 
 
   “Trent, please.” With Daphne’s quiet whisper, he buried himself inside of her. They moaned together at the sensation. Without a condom he could feel every inch of her slick silk covering him. He caressed her soft cheek and hip with one hand, and then moved the plug in and out of her ass, opposite his strokes. He moved slow, trying to get her to feel everything and enjoy every moment. 
 
   Soon she was bucking against him, trying to make him move faster. He held his hips back and watched as Daphne rocked her hips back and forth. Watching her pussy slide on and off of his cock was enough to bring him to the brink. Holding off, he began to work the plug in and out of her ass faster and he took control of the thrusts. 
 
   Daphne collapsed, so that her shoulders were on the bed and he felt himself slide even farther into clenching cunt. He slammed his hips into her repeatedly and felt her begin to come around him. He loved hearing her scream out his name in ecstasy and it was all he needed. Gripping her hips, he plunged inside once more, shouting out her name. He had to force himself not to collapse on top of her. 
 
   Trent pulled out the plug but stayed inside of her as his breathing slowed. He was only vaguely aware that he was rubbing circles on her butt and lower back. Daphne had turned her head and was watching him as they both came down from their climaxes. 
 
   “You are amazing,” Trent whispered to her and watched the smile spread across her face. He pulled out and went to the bathroom to wash up. His head snapped up, when Daphne followed him into the bathroom. She gave him a soft kiss on his shoulder and then moved to turn the shower on. 
 
   “Join me?” Her soft words were an instant enticement. 
 
   She climbed in first, once the water was warm, and he stood staring for a moment as she became soaked with the water. 
 
   “You are beautiful, you know that? Inside and out.” He watched her cheeks turn pink, and he climbed in to kiss her soundly on the mouth. 
 
   They moved together easily in the small shower, taking turns under the spray of hot water. When she moved to wash her hair, he took the bottle of shampoo and poured some in his hands. Daphne raised an eyebrow but didn’t comment as she turned around. 
 
   Her body slumped as he worked his fingers into her hair and began to massage her scalp. By the time he moved his hands down the then ends of her hair she was practically purring. He guided her under the spray and rinsed all of the suds out, watching as the soap moved over her curves. 
 
   His cock grew hard against her hip, but he didn’t move to touch her sexually. After the shampoo was gone, he moved on to the conditioner. Once again she melted against him as he worked his fingers against her scalp. He let the conditioner rest for a moment, and grabbed the loofa she brought over and the body wash.
 
   “I can bathe myself you know.” Daphne reached for the soap but he held it away. 
 
   “I know you can, but so can I. And I happen to be enjoying bathing you. So deal with it, baby.” He winked and she rolled her eyes but didn’t stop him once he began to work the body wash over her. He didn’t linger too long on her breasts or pussy but paid close attention to get all of the lube off of her ass.
 
   When he deemed her clean and relaxed, he led her back under the spray and rinsed her hair and body. As the last of the suds were rinsed away, he reached for his body wash and wash cloth. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow and it was Trent’s turn to roll his eyes. “Hey now, turnabout is fair play isn’t it?” He handed the items over when she stuck out her hand. She washed his hair and he easily leaned back into the spray to rinse away the soap. 
 
   She carefully washed his body, slowly caressing his stiff cock and even gently washing his balls. It felt heavenly and comforting. It was sensual but not overly sexual and Trent couldn’t resist pulling her into his arms. He just held her as the water beat down on his back. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Daphne woke to the sound of Trent’s voice. She glanced at the clock and noticed it was still early, only about 6 a.m. which meant they had only been asleep for about two hours. After their shower, they changed the sheets, and collapsed naked, holding each other. 
 
   “We will be right there.” The tone of Trent’s voice worried her. His expression looked grim, but she could only see about half of his face in the dim light. His pressed the end button on his phone and turned toward he. He hesitated, and she sat up. 
 
   “I have some bad news. We need to get dressed.” He stood up and reached for a pair of boxers in his dresser. 
 
   “Is it Grams? Is everything okay?” She bolted out of bed and rushed to his side. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I should have known you would think that, Grams is fine. Unfortunately, the shop is not.” He grabbed a pair of jeans and a shirt and Daphne’s heart sped up. He looked way too calm, or rather tried to make it seem like he was calm. 
 
   “Trent, damn it. Just tell me.” She found her bag and pulled out her own clothes. 
 
   “There’s been a fire at the shop. It looks like it was intentional.” He pinched the bridge of his nose and then walked over to her. She felt her panic rise. 
 
   “What do you mean? How bad is it? Who would do such a thing?” With each question that slipped from her lips, she knew the tone of her voice had gained an octave. She felt herself get lightheaded and sat down on the edge of the bed. 
 
   “I don’t know, baby.” Daphne didn’t see him until he was kneeling in front of her. “But the good news is that there wasn’t too much damage done to the shop. The alarm system I installed alerted the fire department and they were able to stop the fire before it destroyed too much. It looked like it only got some of the front of the shop.” 
 
   Daphne opened her mouth, but no words came out. She didn’t notice that her hands were shaking until Trent’s closed his over hers. 
 
   “Baby? You there? We need to go by the shop. Do you think you can do that?” He moved one of his hands to her cheek. 
 
   Daphne nodded slowly, all of the information sinking in. Then she felt her anger rise. She placed a kiss in the center of Trent’s palm and then motioned that she wanted to stand. They both dressed in silence. 
 
   The ride to the shop was quiet but Trent held her hand as they made the short journey. Daphne’s stomach tightened as they got closer to the shop. She could see a puff of smoke rising in the air from the fire. The sun had risen and the sky was orange. As they got closer, Daphne could see cop cars, fire trucks, and a few cars she didn’t recognize. Unfortunately, there was also a small crowd gathered. 
 
    Trent’s concern touched her and she squeezed his hand. “You up for this?” He pulled his truck into the parking lot, and parked as close to the chaos as he could. Daphne bolted out of the truck to see the damage. She almost sagged in relief when she saw that it wasn’t as bad as she was imagining. 
 
   The front window was shattered and she could see that one of the walls and part of the floor was burnt. But it hadn’t spread too far into the shop. 
 
   “Ms. Brooks?” Daphne turned around to find a handsome cop standing behind her. Ambrosia was a small town, but there was still a small police station and a few sheriffs. 
 
   “Yes. What happened here?” Daphne felt her anger rise. She felt violated. 
 
   “My name is Justin Gordon, Ma’am. I’m the Sheriff of Ambrosia. My deputies and I believe that this fire was set by someone and not an accident. The fire department agrees with us. I am so sorry for all of this, but do you know of anyone who would want to hurt you in any way?” His eyes were kind as he looked at her with concern. 
 
   “No. No one. I can’t think of anyone who would want to hurt me.” She wrapped her arms around her waist as she tried to think of anyone. She looked for Trent and found him speaking with the firefighters, while talking on his cell phone. He glanced over at her, and just his glance made her feel better.
 
   “We are going to look into a few things and see what we can do. Unfortunately, I’m not sure how much that is since we don't have any witnesses or video. The security system that was in place was wired so that it alerted the police with the window was broken and the fire department when the smoke detectors went off. However, the cameras aren’t installed yet, so we couldn’t see anyone.”
 
   “What do you mean about the window?” Daphne was trying to stay calm. 
 
   Officer Gordon waved his hand in the direction of the shop. “It seems that someone threw a brick at the window, and then poured a little gasoline on the floor, lit a match, and, well, you can see what happened.” Daphne felt like she was punched in the stomach. She grabbed at her middle and the officer placed a hand on her shoulder. 
 
   “Ms. Brooks? Are you okay? Would you like to sit down?” She was touched by the concern in his voice, and she nodded. He led her over to a truck with sheriff painted on the side, and he helped her onto the tailgate. He then brought her a bottle of water. 
 
   Daphne took small sips from the bottle as she tried to wrack her brain. She had never considered that she had enemies before, people who didn’t like her, sure, but none who would do something like this. She was lost in her thoughts, when Trent placed a hand on her knee. She looked up at him, trying to clear the cobwebs from her mind.
 
   “Hey, how you holding up?” His voice was soft and careful. 
 
   “I don’t know. Damn it. How could someone do this to me?” Daphne felt the tears begin to well up, and she cursed again, she hated crying. But when Trent placed a hand on her cheek, the tears welled up and began to spill over. She placed her face in her hands and felt the tailgate dip, as Trent sat next to her and gathered her into his arms.
 
   She momentarily thought about everyone seeing and didn’t know if he wanted that, but decided it she didn’t matter as the heat of his body seeped into hers. 
 
   “Shhh, baby. It’s going to be okay.” He rubbed her back with one hand, and her shoulder and arm with the other. “I’ve already called my crew away from a different job and we are going to get started today on fixing it. They can handle it themselves if you want me to stay with you, or I can help here. I am at your service today in any way I can help.” He placed a kiss on her temple and she forced herself to stop crying. 
 
   “I need to go see Grams. She is going to be worried once the news spreads through town.” She groaned as she thought of the gossip this was going to start. “You think you and your crew can fix everything? I’m not really sure how much damage was done. I have insurance on the property and I will have to have an agent come out tomorrow to take note of all of the damage that was done so that the paperwork can be started.”
 
   “I talked to the fire chief and he said that there wasn’t any structural damage. There is obviously fire damage to one of the walls and to some of the floor, which means we will probably just replace the sheet rock and redo the floor that is messed up. There is some smoke damage, so we will probably redo the air ducts and clean everything up. It might also be good to redo the paint on all of the walls. It shouldn’t take more than a few days.”
 
   Daphne nodded as she tried to follow everything Trent was saying, but she was more focused on the crowd that was now gathering. She groaned. She didn’t want to deal with this today. Sliding off the tailgate, Daphne looked at Trent. 
 
   “Could you drop me off at Grams?” 
 
   “Of course. We can check with Officer Gordon to make sure that you can leave, and then I will go ahead and get my crew on installing some fans to dry everything off and begin clean up. At the moment, the biggest problem is just all of the water damage. But don’t worry. We will take care of everything.” He kissed her forehead and turned to go find the sheriff. 
 
   About twenty minutes later, Daphne was sitting in Trent’s truck, headed home. She had agreed to stop by the station later today to speak more with Office Gordon, or Justin, as he asked her to call him. He wanted to try and compile a list of anyone who might want to hurt her. She still couldn’t think of anyone but she agreed to meet with him anyway. 
 
   “Baby, we’re here.” Trent placed a hand on her knee and she was surprised to be sitting outside Grams’ house. She had been absorbed in her thoughts and not paying attention to where they were. 
 
   Trent climbed out of the truck and came around to help her out. He placed a kiss on her cheek and then one on her forehead as well. “You sure you are going to be okay? I can stay with you. I know my crew can handle the clean-up. If you want me to stay here with you and Grams, I don’t mind at all.” 
 
   Daphne shook her head. “No it’s okay. I’m okay, I promise. I know that I will feel better if you are at the shop, helping. And I seriously doubt anyone is actually going to attack me. Justin said he didn’t think there would any sort of threat against me either. It is possible that this was just some stupid prank.” She looked up and saw the doubt in Trent’s eyes and she didn’t really believe that either. But it was still hard to believe someone wanted to hurt her. 
 
   “Call me. At any point you need me. I will stop by later and check on you no matter what.” He placed a soft kiss on her lips, and she kissed him back. 
 
   Daphne placed a hand on his cheek and then turned away. She needed to make sure Grams was okay. She stopped at the door and watched him pull away. 
 
   Daphne jumped at the sound of Grams’ voice behind her. “He’s a good man for you, Magnolia.” She was standing behind her in her bathrobe with two cups of coffee in her hand. 
 
   “He is a good man. What are you doing up?” 
 
   “It’s early, but I was already awake before the phone rang. Patty called me. She heard the sirens when she was starting the prep for the day, and once she knew it was your new shop, she called me. I’ve been worrying, but I figured you would be by soon. And now you’re here.” She held out the second cup of coffee. “I figured you might need this as well.”
 
   “Thanks Grams.” She grabbed the elbow the older woman held out and she followed her inside. She smiled at the smell of breakfast. “You’ve been up for a while.”
 
   “Well, after Patty called, I had to do something. So I made biscuits, gravy, and pork chops.” Her short grey hair was already styled for the day, brushed in waves away from her face. Her light blue eyes were full of concern. Daphne walked into her out stretched arms and took in Grams’ familiar scent. 
 
    She ran her hand through Daphne’s long blonde hair. “Is there anything I can do for you?”
 
   Daphne shook her head and pulled away. “I don’t even know what to think, Grams, I can’t imagine why anyone would want to burn down my shop. I didn’t think it would be particularly welcome in Ambrosia, but I also didn’t think anyone would be that angry over it.”
 
   “Angry over what, my dear?” Grams led her over to the kitchen table and then went over to make two plates. When she returned Daphne confessed what the shop really was and watched as Grams eyes bugged for a moment and then burst out laughing in a deep belly laugh. 
 
   “Oh lord, honey. You are definitely going to shake thing up around here aren’t you?” They ate in silence for a moment. Until Grams put her fork down. “It’s going to be the talk of the town for a while but I don’t think anyone is going to be particularly angry over it. Especially not angry enough to try and burn it down. We don’t have that kind of crime around here. Sure, Gary gets drunk every now and then and gets a little touchy feely with the women and occasionally the teens throw a rowdy party. But, honey, no one would burn down your shop.”
 
   “Someone tried to, Grams. I don’t know who it was, but I know that someone has to dislike me enough to try and burn it down. I’m lucky that the fire department got there when they did. Trent says there isn’t too much damage and he and his crew should be able to fix it.” Daphne ran a hand through her hair. She finished her plate and pushed it away. Grams had been silent for a while and she looked up to see the older woman staring at her with a smirk on her face. 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “I was just watching the way your expression changed when you talked about Trent. It’s about time you know.”
 
   “About time? Grams, I’ve only been back in town for a few weeks.”
 
   “And? That boy has been interested in you for years. He just had to pull his head out of his ass and get away from those stuck up pricks of friends he used to have.” Grams sipped at her coffee and Daphne sat quietly for a moment trying to let her words sink in. 
 
   “You are crazy. I was fat and ugly back in high school. I kissed him and he rejected me.”
 
   “You are not fat and ugly. You never have been. Yu just let those mean bitches make you think you were. Trent never looked at you like that. I remember the way he used to look at him when you tutored him. He used to watch you when you had your head buried in a book.” Grams picked up the dishes and walked to the sink. Daphne was too shocked to move. “You’re curves have always been your best asset, my dear, and even though you’ve been rather conscious of your body. I’m glad to see you haven’t completely lost them.” She winked over her shoulder, as she began to wash the dishes. The silence was refreshing. Daphne sat listening to the water slosh in the sink, until a thought occurred to her. 
 
   “What was Grandpa like?” Daphne didn’t bring the topic up often, because Grams didn’t like to talk about him much. He had died in the same accident her parents did. They had all been returning from town. Daphne had been with Grams at the grocery store, while her parents and Grandpa had gone to run other errands. Daphne couldn't remember him much, because her parents had just chosen to move back to Ambrosia so that Daphne could grow up in the same small town that they did. They had only been in town for about a week before the accident. 
 
   Grams set the dishes down in the soap water and then dried her hands, before she came back to sit at the table.  
 
   “Your Grandpa was the love of my life, Magnolia.” She took a deep breath, and Daphne almost regretted asking. She opened her mouth to tell her that she didn’t need to talk about it but her Grams silenced her with a look. “You’re fine. It’s okay. Rick was a very loving man. He worked hard so that I didn’t have to. He loved to dance and have fun. He loved to take care of me and I enjoyed taking care of him.” Her eyes were slightly misty, but the tears never fell.  
 
   “Why did you never remarry?” Daphne had wondered that for many years. It wasn’t like there were no men interested. It just seemed that Grams never had any interest in them. 
 
   “Do you believe in soul mates, Daphne?” It was rare that Grams used that name for her. 
 
   “I’m not sure.” 
 
   “I do. And I know Rick was my soul mate. After his accident, I knew that there was never going to be another person who could fill the void that was created. I didn’t want someone to fill that void. I had you to raise and don’t think that that was a bad thing. You helped me get through a rough time. I loved raising you even though the cost was great.” She paused and it seemed like she was trying to keep the tears at bay. Daphne felt her own emotions rise. “I miss him, every day. But I’ve had a good life without any other man. I’m glad for my decision. Why did you ask?” She returned to washing dishes. Daphne knew that doing something as simple as the dishes or laundry had always calmed her grandmother. 
 
   “I think I’m in love with Trent. But that doesn’t make sense to me. It’s only been a few weeks. We’ve been on two dates. It feels silly to me.”
 
   “Love is never silly, my dear, nor does it always make sense.” Grams smiled over her shoulder. 
 
   Daphne sat for a while, thinking and just listening to the sounds of Grams washing the dishes and the birds chirping outside. 
 
   “Why don’t you go lay down for a while? I bet you got dragged out of bed to go to that terrible scene and you’ve had a lot happen since then. Maybe your brain just needs a break. I can wake you up in a few hours.” Grams had finished the dishes and was now leaning up against the counter. Daphne nodded in agreement and headed up the stairs. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   Daphne had just got in her car, when her cell phone rang. She smiled at the name on the screen. “Hey. How is everything going?” 
 
   “Hello to you too, beautiful. Everything is wrapping up nicely here. We are putting the last coat of paint on now. You coming by to check on things?” Trent’s voice whispered into her ear. Daphne smiled at how happy he sounded. 
 
   It had been about three days since the fire and Trent had been a miracle worker. They had torn up everything that had been damaged and started over. Daphne hadn’t been by the shop yet but Trent wanted her to come make sure everything matched and was okay for her standards. 
 
   She pulled the Camaro into the parking lot and was surprised by the change. The parking lot was clear and empty, other than a few trucks she recognized as the crew’s. She couldn’t see any visible smoke damage like she had before. The window had been replaced and the store sign had been hung. “Velvet and Lace: May All Your Fantasies Come True.” Daphne smiled, feeling better than she had in days. 
 
   She stepped inside the shop and was instantly greeted by the crew. Owen and Carson were the only two working up front, painting over the sheet rock with the light lavender color she had picked out. The dark, cherry hardwood floor had been restored and there weren’t any more burn marks on the ceiling. It looked like they had cleaned and repainted it. 
 
   “You guys do amazing work.” She went over and kissed each man’s cheek, causing them to blush in turn. She didn’t see Trent so she headed back to where the stock room would be and found him sorting through the display boxes. She closed the door to the small room behind her.
 
   “Hey, handsome, what are you doing?” 
 
   Trent jerked his head up at her voice, and dropped the box he was holding. “I was getting ready to start putting the displays together. The floor is all done and we can put displays up against the walls that are dry. The other two walls should be dry by tomorrow. So we might be able to have everything up and ready in two days.” He smiled and bent down to kiss her. She easily moved up onto her tip toes to meet his lips. His tongue delved inside and she gave up control to him, loving when he took control.
 
   He pulled back and she dropped her arms to hold his waist loosely. His lower back was sweaty and she enjoyed the feel of his damp skin. She skimmed her fingers under his t-shirt, drawing small circles. 
 
   “If you keep doing that, I’m going to fuck you here.” 
 
   His harsh words sent a shiver straight down to her pussy, making her wet. 
 
   “That wouldn’t be so bad would it?” Daphne moved her fingers to the front of the waist band of his jeans. 
 
   “Daphne, don’t play with fire.” Trent kept his hands at his sides, his fists clenched tightly. 
 
   “What if I want to get burned?” Daphne reached between them and cupped his cock through his jeans. She reached for the button on his fly when there was a knock at the door. 
 
   “Uh, boss?” Owen’s voice carried from the hallway and Trent jerked away from her. Daphne smirked at the noticeable bulge behind his fly. There wouldn’t be any hiding from Owen, but she didn’t mind. “We just finished up painting and we were wondering what was next. Should we do something else here, or go back and finish the day out at your place?” Owen's voice carried through the door. Daphne pressed herself up against his back, rubbing her stiff nipples against him. 
 
   “Ah, umm, why don’t you just head back to the house? There isn’t much else to do here other than the last few touch–ups and setup, and we can’t do that until the paint is dry. We can come in tomorrow and help Daphne set everything up.” Trent’s voice was deep and husky and Daphne smiled against his back. Daphne reached around, stroking the tops of his thighs, but made sure she stayed away from his cock. 
 
   “Sure thing, boss. We will pack up and head out, should only take us a few minutes.” Owen’s voice got soft as his footsteps retreated. Trent stood rigid for a moment, she guessed he was listening to make sure Owen was far enough away. 
 
   Daphne yelped when Trent turned swiftly around and picked her up, and  then walked into the office, setting her down on the desk. 
 
   “That wasn’t very nice, Magnolia.” Trent winked at her and her nickname took on a whole other meaning. When he stroked his hand down his cock through his jeans, Daphne whimpered. “Is this what you want?” Daphne slowly nodded and bit her lip. She wanted to reach out to him but he stood to far away. 
 
   Trent nodded in her direction. “Take your shorts off.” He stood back, leaning against the wall so she had plenty of space to maneuver. She quickly stripped out of the shorts and eased out of her flip flops. “You didn’t take off your panties, Magnolia.” He raised an eyebrow at her. 
 
   “You didn’t tell me too.” Daphne raised her own eyebrow in challenge and he had a twinkle in his eye as he smiled down at her.
 
   “Sit down on the desk with your butt on the edge.” His words were whispered as he stood there stroking himself. Daphne did as she was told. Her panties were a thong and no protection from the cold wood of the desk. She shivered as she settled where he instructed. 
 
   “Good girl, now spread your thighs.” Trent moved closer to her, but never touched her. She easily opened herself for him, her pulse racing as she eagerly awaited his next step. 
 
   “Tell me what you want.” He placed a hand on her knee, and shivered under his touch, goose-bumps raising on her exposed skin. 
 
   “I want you.” Daphne bit her lip, trying to play sweet and innocent.
 
   “That’s not good enough, baby.” He rubbed circles on her inner thigh, but kept his hands away from where she wanted them. Daphne was getting frustrated. 
 
   “I want you to fuck me, Trent, with that gorgeous hard cock of yours. Is that better?” Daphne winked up at him, and slid just a pinch farther so that his hand moved up her thigh, just barely an inch away from her soaking wet pussy. 
 
   “Oh that’s much better, baby. Unfortunately for you, since you teased me, you aren’t going to get it.” Trent bent his legs so that he was kneeling between hers. He moved aside her thin scrap of black lace and took one long lick up her slit. Daphne moaned and gripped his hair, trying not to buck her hips. 
 
   When his tongue circled her clit, she screamed out his name. Daphne dropped her head back, holding herself up on flat palms against the desk. When he slipped two fingers inside her cunt, she began to see stars. She had a fleeting thought about how easily he brought her to the brink, and then he flicked his fingers up stroking her g-spot as he sucked on her clit. 
 
   Daphne instantly exploded just as fast as it all started, grinding her pussy against his face as he continued to ravish her vagina. She had to pull his head away because she couldn’t take it anymore. Trent licked his lips and as much as he could of his chin, clearly relishing her juices that were coating his skin. 
 
   Trent moved her panties back into place and then placed a loving kiss on top of them. He stood up and then placed a kiss on her forehead. He handed her her shorts and she looked up at him in confusion. 
 
   “What about you?” Daphne stood and held her shorts in her hand.               
 
   “I’m good, I wanted that to be for you. Plus I need a shower.” He grimaced as lifted one arm and he smelled himself. 
 
   Daphne quickly pulled on her shorts and placed a hand on his chest. “I think you smell amazing. And my orgasm was much appreciated but I think you deserve one too.” Daphne dropped to her knees and made quick work of the button on his fly and then slowly eased the zipper down, making sure she was careful of his erection. 
 
   Trent inhaled deeply and Daphne smiled seductively up at him. She pulled his jeans and boxers down to his mid-thigh and licked her lips when his erection sprang free, bobbing in front of her face. The head of his cock was a deep purple and Daphne knew that he was as hard as he could get. She instinctively licked the drop of pre-cum that had gathered at the tip. Trent moved one of his hands to her hair and Daphne licked him again. 
 
   “It’s not nice to play with your food, Daphne.” Trent gripped her hair tighter, and Daphne felt her pussy clench in response. She wasn’t used to a man talking to her like Trent did and she was finding it was a huge turn on. 
 
   “Tell me what you want, Trent.” Daphne wrapped one hand around the base of his cock. She stroked it lightly, teasingly, as she waited patiently for him to respond.
 
   “Suck it. Please, baby.” Trent’s hand tightened in her hair one more notch, almost to the point of pain. But Daphne loved it. She moved her mouth closer to his cock and blew softly against his skin. His hips jerked forward and she took pity on him.               
 
   Daphne opened her mouth and engulfed his cock, loving the saltiness of his skin and the musk that was uniquely Trent. She slid him farther into her mouth, taking him to the back of her throat, pausing for a moment, and then sliding him out. Once his skin was slick with her saliva, she could easily move her hand up and down the base while she teased the tip with her tongue. 
 
   Daphne moaned as she sucked the head of his cock and Trent’s hips bucked forward. She looked up at him underneath her lashes and paused at the depth of heat that was in his eyes. It was incredibly erotic to see him watching her suck his cock. While he watched, she reached up and cupped his balls with her free and slowly massaged them as she began to pump her mouth up and down on his cock. 
 
   It was only seconds later that he groaned and his hand cupped more of her head so that he could partly control her motion. She swirled her tongue around him as she bobbed and he began to curse. Daphne smiled around him, loving the control she had over him. 
 
   Instinctively, she knew he was close and began to pump her hand a little tighter and paid more attention to the head of his cock. 
 
   “Fuck, Daphne, baby. I’m going to come.” He held her head in place and thrust shallowly against her mouth and hand. Daphne sucked gently as his cum started to fill her mouth and she automatically swallowed, continuing her motions until he was spent. She gently licked him clean, loving the way he twitched against her mouth. 
 
   After a moment, she helped him pull his jeans and boxer-briefs back up. She smiled up at him before she stood and leaned into his body. He wrapped his arms around her and set them loosely at her waist before he kissed the top of her head. 
 
   They stood like that for a while, before they decided to get some work done. Daphne helped Trent carry all of the display material out to the main area and place it in the center of the room. She would be getting her first delivery tomorrow and they needed the stock room clear. 
 
   It took a few hours but they got the bigger displays set up, so that they could just display the stock and hang items up when everything arrived. They still had to wait on the wet walls, but by time they left the shop Daphne was happy with everything that was accomplished. 
 
   “Come home with me.” Trent whispered the words in her ear as he embraced her in the parking lot. “I miss you when you aren’t sleeping in my arms.” 
 
   Daphne’s heart melted at his words and she easily nodded her head. She grabbed what she needed from her car, and followed him to his truck. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
   They cooked an easy dinner of pan-seared chicken, baked potatoes, and a salad. Daphne noticed how easily they moved together in Trent’s kitchen. She smiled at Trent as they sat down. They hadn’t talked much when they cooked, but with easy touches and glances, they hadn’t needed to. 
 
   After dinner they watched some TV. Trent left to take a shower and Daphne turned everything off and made sure the apartment was locked up before she made her way back to his bedroom. She stripped down, and then climbed into bed. 
 
   She listened to the water shut off and smiled thinking about Trent dripping wet, naked from his shower. She could already smell his body wash, which smelled earthy and potent. She shivered thinking about her man and then sleepily looked up at him as he opened the connecting door and walked naked into the bedroom. 
 
   “You look gorgeous lying there like that.” Trent leaned against the doorway, just staring at her as she laid on her side facing him. The sheet was up to her waist. Her breasts were bare. He stood for a while staring at her with his arms crossed over his chest. His erection stood out proudly but he didn’t seem to notice it. Daphne shifted, almost self-conscious under his gaze. But she enjoyed the opportunity to stare at him as well. 
 
   “Come to bed, Trent.” She crooked her finger at him and he instantly walked over and then laid down next to her. He got comfortable and then shifted his arms so that she could easily fit herself to his side, and he hugged her to him. It wasn’t sexual, just comforting. 
 
   They laid that for a long time with his hand stroking up and down her back and her running her fingers through his light dusting of chest hair and up and down the muscles of his chest and abdomen. 
 
   “I love you, Daphne.” His words were whispered softly and it took her a moment to register them. She turned her head up and found him gazing intently at her. There was a soft smile on his lips but she could see wariness in his eyes. She laid her fingers on his cheek and then traced his lower lip with her index finger. She felt her heart swell. She could not believe she had found her fairy tale, but he was real and staring down at her with such love she ached. 
 
   “I love you too, Trent.” 
 
   He dipped his head and took possession of her mouth, rolling her so that she was partly beneath him. He took his time kissing her, stroking her with his tongue, nibbling on her lips, kissing the corners of her mouth, her neck, and the tops of her shoulders. 
 
   Daphne arched into his touch. He moved so that he was laying in between her legs, his cock brushing her core. He reached in between them and slid his fingers lazily in between her folds. She writhed against his hands, feeling scalding hot underneath him. 
 
   He captured her mouth once again and Daphne slid her hands into hair. Trent pressed his body into hers from head to toes, and then thrust into her body, surprising her. She wrapped her legs around his hips locking her ankles together, trying to melt her body into his. 
 
   His cock moved slowly, but fully, in and out of her body. He kept his elbows and forearms on either side of her head, caging her in, making her body his. She had never felt so completely possessed before. 
 
   It was a slow burn to climax for both of them but they reached their explosive points together, shouting out each other’s name. They stayed locked together even after he had gone soft inside of her. He whispered his love for her, over and over in her ear as he brushed her hair with his fingers and rained kisses over her head and upper body, anywhere his lips could reach without moving to far away from her body. 
 
   Her hips began to ache and she unlocked her legs. She whimpered when he pulled out of her, missing his body as he withdrew. Trent kissed her shoulder once and then climbed out of bed. Daphne watched him disappear momentarily into the bathroom. She heard the water turn on and knew he was washing up. He returned quickly and curled himself behind her. They were both laying on their sides, tightly wrapped together underneath the comforter. Daphne fell asleep listening to Trent’s steady breathing and soft heartbeat. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   Daphne woke up on could nine with Trent’s erection pushing against her butt and his hand cupping her breast. She started to wiggle against him, when she heard him snoring and realized that even in his sleep he needed her. 
 
   She laid like that for a few minutes until Trent’s alarm went off, jerking him from his sleep. He rolled away from her to hit the snooze and then snuggled back against her. 
 
   “Good morning.” He placed a kiss on the shell of her ear and she pressed back against his warm body. 
 
   “Good morning to you too.” She rolled so that she could give him a good morning kiss which instantly turned hot between them. He started to push his hard cock into her hip, when he ripped his lips away. They were both breathing hard. 
 
   “Mmm, we have to get up. If you want to have the shop open tomorrow, we have a very long day ahead of us.” Trent placed his forehead against hers. 
 
   Daphne pouted up at him but she knew he was right. She had left her bag here the other night so she easily grabbed a pair of clean underwear and a new t-shirt, but had to wear the same shorts again. They brushed their teeth together, and fixed a quick breakfast before they headed out to the shop. Daphne was laughing at Trent singing along to Jason Aldean on the radio when his expression dropped. They were nearing the store, but she couldn't tell what he had been looking at.
 
   They pulled into the parking lot, and Daphne was confused as she looked around, trying to figure out what Trent had saw. He came over to her side, and helped her down from the truck. 
 
   “Baby, don’t panic okay. But it looks like your tires have been slashed.” His words caused her heart rate to speed up. They had left the Camaro at the shop last night and she hadn’t thought anything of it, thinking it would be fine. 
 
   “I’m so stupid. Someone tried to set my building on fire. Why would they not slash my tires? I’m surprised they didn’t set my fucking car on fire.” Daphne wasn’t scared or nervous. Now she was just pissed. Trent stepped away to call the cops as well as a tow truck. 
 
   Daphne had to walk away because she was shaking with rage. She went to unlock the shop and went inside. The smell of paint hit her first and she decided to open the front door and a few windows to try and get the smell out. But the walls were dry and she was thankful for small favors. 
 
   Officer Gordon arrived and she answered all of his questions so that he could file a police report. She called her insurance company and got everything taken care of and the tow truck had arrived to tow her baby away. They didn’t have the correct tires in. So it would take a few days to get them in and fix everything. 
 
   Finally, an hour later, the ordeal was done. But Daphne was still fuming. Justin had told her that he would be looking into everything and suggested that they get the security cameras up and running today. There were numerous cameras, that completely captured the entire inside of the building as well as the outside. Daphne couldn’t agree more and Trent called the company to fix it. 
 
   Daphne stood inside the shop as she watched her car get loaded onto a tow truck, with a knot insider her stomach. She jumped slightly when Trent came up behind her and slid his arms around her waist. 
 
   He rested his chin on her shoulder. “It’s going to be okay, baby.” 
 
   “I just can’t think of anyone who would do this to me, Trent. That’s what frustrates me the most. Someone hates me enough to set fire to my business and then slash the tires on my car. How am I supposed to deal with that?” She leaned into his embrace, taking comfort from him.               
 
   “I’m not sure you are, exactly. I mean you have to deal with it in the sense that you have to cope with everything that has happened, but we need to find out who is doing this to you before you can really deal with anything. Officer Gordon said he was going to be on it and that they were going to try and patrol by here more at night. The security system company is already on their way out to install the cameras and maybe we can catch them on camera or at least deter them from doing any more damage.” He turned her in his arms so that she faced him. 
 
   He titled her face up to his. “I think you should just stay at my place for a little while. Until we figure this out.” 
 
   Daphne started to open her mouth in protest but he covered up her mouth with a finger. “I know you are thinking about Grams, but I have already thought about that. It is clear that they are not interested in harming or doing any damage to Grams property. So I want to focus on your safety right now.”               
 
   Daphne stood still for a moment, trying to absorb everything Trent was telling her. She slowly nodded her head in agreement. They stood there for a few more minutes until she decided that she needed to take her mind off of things.  
 
   They worked side by side, steadily and after a while his crew showed up to help set up the display stands and hang up everything that needed to go on the walls. Daphne used modern artwork to give the space a sense of flare; she didn’t want the place to have an overtly tacky sex theme. She wanted it to be a space that was as comfortable as possible for people to come in and explore their sexuality. 
 
   Once Owen and Carson figured out what she needed them to set out on the displays she had to laugh. She had brought the first few boxes of toys out of the stock room, and showed the guys her diagram of where everything would go. They blushed as she opened the boxes and got them to work. 
 
   She enjoyed her business and smiled at the heated looks Trent kept passing her way as she set up a display of butt plugs and other anal toys and lubricant. They were about half done when lunch rolled around and the boys went and grabbed sandwiches from Patty’s and brought them back to the shop. 
 
   After eating, Daphne finally felt a little less violated and could smile and laugh easily with the crew. Patty had packed them all large roast beef sandwiches, homemade French fries and fresh–baked cookies. Daphne made a mental note to give Patty the first tour of her store and let her pick out a few things for herself. 
 
   They went back to work setting out the rest of the stock including: massage oil, dildos, vibrators, light bondage gear, Ben Wa balls, lingerie, games, novelty items, and a bachelorette party section. As the store came together Daphne felt lighter and happier. She loved her job. With the large space she could host private parties where she could talk to everyone about the products and give away freebies. 
 
   Daphne believed that everyone should get to enjoy sex and that it didn’t have to be a topic that needed to be kept under lock and key and not talked about. She wanted to be available for people to ask her questions. 
 
   Daphne stood at the front counter where she set up a display of key chains and fun things for people to browser at the register. She had a good view of the three gorgeous men setting up sex toys in the shop and thought she had to be one of the luckiest women. There was a knock on the front door and she could see a small brunette through the glass. The door was locked but at her nod, Trent let her in. 
 
   She was sheepish as she entered the shop and Daphne tried to figure out where she recognized her from. She waited to see what the young woman wanted and she finally made her way over to the counter. 
 
   The newcomer was young with dark brown, stick straight hair that hung down over her shoulders to about her shoulder blades. She had gorgeous green eyes that had flecks of gold in them, but Daphne noticed her gaze stayed mostly on the floor. 
 
   “Hi, can I help you?” Daphne smiled trying to put the other woman at ease. She was clearly nervous. 
 
   “Hi.” She tried for a small smile. “My name is Leah DiAntio and I went by Patty’s earlier to try and find a job and she sent me here, thinking you might need some help.” She seemed shy but she finally looked up at Daphne. 
 
   Daphne almost shook her head. Patty had always been known for her meddling. She hadn’t even considered hiring anyone. She had people run her other shops, but she planned on running this one in particular. But she thought that it wouldn’t be too bad to have some help around the shop.
 
   “Do you have any retail experience?” Daphne asked the question and watched as Leah’s cheeks blushed. Damn it, she had made the shy woman nervous again. “How about this, what was your last job?” 
 
   “I was a waitress at a small restaurant in Atlanta. I worked there for a few years.” Leah stood quietly as Daphne thought it over. Atlanta was a few hours away from Ambrosia.
 
   “Why did you come to Ambrosia?” Daphne was now more curious than anything. 
 
   “I had to leave Atlanta.” Leah didn’t say anything else, keeping her secrets to herself and Daphne respected that. She had a decent feeling about Leah and thought it was best to trust her instincts and see where they took her. 
 
   “When can you start?” 
 
   “You mean, you are going to hire me?” Daphne watched as the first real smile spread across Leah’s face and she was taken aback at how gorgeous she was. 
 
   “I figured a trial run couldn’t hurt anything. The shop is almost set up and I have had some signs around town stating that tomorrow is going to be a grand opening. I’m not expecting a huge crowd or anything but if you would like to start tomorrow you can come in around 10 a.m. and we can discuss pay and hours and talk a little more, if that all works for you.” Daphne offered her hand and Leah shook it enthusiastically. 
 
   “Thank you so much, Ms. Brooks.” 
 
   Daphne waved away the formal name. “Call me Daphne please.” She smiled and felt extremely pleased with her decision. “I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?” 
 
   Leah nodded and backed her way out of the shop until she bumped into Officer Gordon who was coming in the front door. He caught her in his arms before she lost her balance and Daphne almost laughed at the shell-shocked expression on her face. She stared up at the sheriff for a few moments before she bolted out the door.
 
   Unlike this morning when he had been in uniform, Justin now wore a pair of dark blue jeans, black boots, and a green button down shirt.  
 
   Justin stood there staring after her for a minute, before he shook his head and made his way over to Daphne, raising a curious eyebrow at the toys now being displayed. 
 
   “I was wondering what kind of shop this would be, and now I understand. You sure do like to stir things up don’t you, Daphne?” Like a true southern gentleman, he leaned over the counter and placed a kiss on her cheek as a way of greeting. 
 
   “Have you found out anything?” Daphne knew that him stopping by was probably not good news. 
 
   “I was trying to ease you into that part, but I see that you prefer things more straightforward.” He looked around for a moment, before he placed his hands on the counter and leaned in closer to her. “We inspected your tires once we got it to the garage, and discovered that they were definitely slashed. I had hoped someone just took off the caps and let the air out, but we found knife marks in each tire. I know that is not comforting news at all, but I wanted to keep you in the loop on everything.” He patted her hand and she felt some comfort, appreciating him thinking of her, but she hated the news. She, like Justin, had been hoping that it was just a stupid prank. But a knife definitely meant a violent act.  
 
   “Thank you for coming by. I really do appreciate it. I wish you could have had better news, but I wasn’t incredibly hopeful.” 
 
   “Well, I saw the security van out front, so it’s good that you are having the cameras put in. I know that that will help everything in the long run, and that if whoever it is that is doing this comes back, we could catch them on camera. I know that the company gives you signs to put up to deter people from breaking in but for the moment I would suggest you not put them up. That way if they come back, we can catch them. 
 
   “I already spoke to Trent about having a patrol drive by at night when we can. Unfortunately it’s only me and two deputies. But I promise we will come by as often as possible.” He smiled at her once more and they chatted about the grand opening, before he said hello to Trent, Owen, and Carson and then left. 
 
   Daphne went back to work to get her mind off things and soon she was absorbed in putting the final touches on the shop. It was early evening when they were completely finished and Daphne offered dinner to everyone. Owen and Carson politely declined. They said their goodbyes and talked to Trent for a few minutes before leaving. 
 
   Once they were left alone in the shop, Daphne smiled over at Trent. She enjoyed watching him interact with his friends today. They all teased each other mercilessly, ragging on each other for mistakes or telling old stories. Daphne had the feeling they were trying to keep her mind occupied and she was definitely grateful. 
 
   “So what do you say, about us going dancing tonight at The Lady Luck? We had a lot of fun last time.” Trent walked up behind her at the counter and wrapped he arms around her waist. Daphne leaned back, loving the feel of him wrapped around her. 
 
   “I say that sounds like an amazing idea. Would you mind if I invited Anna and Liam? I haven’t really got the chance to meet Anna’s husband yet and I think they would come and have fun too. After today, I could use a night out.” Daphne looked up at him and smiled as he gazed  down at her. 
 
   “I think that sounds like a great idea too since we have so much fun dancing.” He winked and Daphne had to laugh, dancing usually lead to something else for them. 
 
   “You have to promise to behave.” Daphne turned and wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her breasts against his chest.
 
   “Oh now, what fun would that be?” He leaned down and placed his lips on hers, slipping his tongue inside. She moaned at the heady flavor that was uniquely Trent.  He slid one of his hands down to her butt and pulled her flush against his erection. 
 
   Daphne reluctantly pulled away and put a hand on his chest. “Oh no, no playing in the store today.” Trent actually pouted and she almost gave in. “It’s already dinner time and we will need showers and food before we head over to the Lady Luck.” 
 
   “I know, I know. But...” Trent rubbed his cock against her belly. Even through the material of both of their clothing, Daphne could feel his length and hardness which made moisture pool in between her legs. 
 
   “Tease.” Daphne placed a quick kiss on his lips and danced out of his arms. She went to gather her purse and paused. “Shit. I was going to say I’d meet you at Lady Luck but I have no car.” She rubbed a hand over her face. 
 
   “Hey now, this is supposed to be a distraction, not something else to cause you to worry. Since your house is farthest away, why don’t you drop me off at my place so I can shower and change? Then take my truck to Grams’ and come back and pick me up. Then we can grab some dinner at Patty’s or eat bar food at the Luck.”
 
   “They serve food now? I wasn't really paying much attention last time I was there. I didn't get off the dance floor much.” Daphne remembered it was under new management, but hadn’t though they would be serving food. 
 
   Trent shrugged his shoulder as he grabbed up his tool-belt and all of his paperwork from the day. “Yeah. It’s nothing fancy, just appetizers and those kind of things. But they have fair prices and they all taste pretty good.” 
 
   “That sounds fine to me. Are you actually going to let me drive your truck?” Daphne knew how men could be about their vehicles. 
 
   “Of course, why wouldn’t I? It’s just a truck, Daphne. And don’t be worried about someone trying to slash the tires or anything. If they do, oh well. I’m not worried about it.” He placed a kiss on her forehead and headed outside. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   The bass was thumping as Trent climbed out of the driver’s side of his truck and walked around to help Daphne out of the passenger’s side. Her bare legs caught his attention as she turned toward him. 
 
   She had surprised him by dressing up, even more than usual, and she looked stunning. She was wearing a white, lace, short-sleeved dress that was belted around her waist and had a deep vee to showcase her cleavage. It hit about mid-thigh so it was sexy but not too slutty. She had on the same boots she wore out last time. Her hair was pinned up in an intricate style he didn’t understand, but the wisps of hair that framed her face made her look angelic and stunning. 
 
   “Baby, have I told you how amazing you look tonight?” He slid his arm around her shoulders as he locked the truck and began to walk with her to the bar. 
 
   “Yes you have but I don’t mind hearing it again.” She cuddled up to his side and he had to fight not to notice the way her breasts squished against his chest. He had had her just last night but it seemed so long ago. His body craved hers, like an addict he needed a fix. He slid his hand down to cup her ass and she slapped him away playful, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
   They reached the door and Trent stuck out his hand to the bartender, Johnny, a taller dark skinned man of some Native American descent. They had known each other for a long time and they greeted each other as old friends. Then they were waved inside. 
 
   It was about 8 p.m. so the crowd was still thin. It would get busier later. But it was a good time to find a seat and grab some food. Trent led Daphne to his favorite booth over in the back corner where he and his crew usually sat. He enjoyed that he could see almost every part of the bar from that particular booth. 
 
   Daphne ordered a margarita and Trent nodded his head when the waitress asked if he wanted his usual beer. 
 
   Daphne raised her eyebrow and smiled. “Come here often do you?” 
 
   “I do. Well, since Damian and Logan bought the place, I have. I remodeled it.” He smirked slightly. He was proud of his work. This place used to be a dive until the brothers bought it.
 
   They had just placed an order for a bunch of wings, cheese sticks, and bacon cheese fries when Anna and Liam walked in.  Trent had only met Liam a few times before in town when he talked with Anna, but he was a decent guy. The girls began to chat away and they looked at each other in understanding and clicked their beers together in a silent salute. 
 
    Liam looked over at Trent. "So Trent, how is the house coming along?" Trent darted his eyes over to Daphne, but she didn't seem to notice the conversation.
 
   "It's good." Trent kept his answer short, hoping that Liam would take the hint to change the subject. 
 
   There was laughter in Liam’s eyes. “Does she not know about it?” 
 
   “Not yet. She will, I’m hoping to show it too her soon.” Trent’s heart swelled at the thought of Daphne seeing his dream home. It had taken him a very long time to decide on what he wanted and he thought he finally had constructed the best home. 
 
   “I’ll be quiet about it then.” Liam nodded in understanding and Trent gazed at Daphne for a few moments before he turned back to Liam for small talk. 
 
   Both of the women were stunning as they sat chatting together, ignoring Trent and Liam until the food came by, when they came back to the reality and realized that there were four people at the table. 
 
   They all sat laughing and eating for a while before the girls became restless and made the men get up so they could go dance with each other to “Red High Heels” by Kellie Pickler. 
 
   “You love her don’t you?” Liam’s words caught him off guard as he watched the way Daphne’s dress fluttered and moved when she twisted. 
 
   “I do. Is it that obvious?” Trent smiled over at Liam when the other man nodded. 
 
   “Oh yeah, you got it bad. But I can only tell because I’m sure that goofy look is on my face with I look at Anna. And just out of courtesy for my wife...you better treat Daphne right.” 
 
   Trent nodded his understanding. He would never, ever hurt Daphne but he would say the same thing to himself if he was in Liam’s place. The continued to eat some of the food for a while before the song changed to a slower song, “When She’s On” by Chris Young. Trent excused himself and walked purposefully to the dance floor. Anna saw him coming and gave him a knowing look. Daphne looked over her shoulder as she rocked on the floor to the first lines of the song. Her eyes flared with heat and love and Trent almost stopped in his tracks. 
 
   Instead, he sped up and caught her by the waist bringing her flush against his body, bent her slightly back and brought his lips down on hers, pouring everything he was feeling for her into that kiss. It wasn’t an erotic kiss but the feeling of her fingers sliding into his hair sent a shiver through his body. He brought her back up and a whistle rang out. 
 
   He caught Liam laughing in the booth and he knew it had been him. He almost flipped him off but Daphne threw her head back and laughed. Fitting her into his arms, he led her around the dance floor, following the flow of the rest of the dancers. There was a sparkle in Daphne’s eyes and he would embarrass himself a million times to put that look on her face. 
 
   “You do know how to put on quite the show, Mr. Bradshaw. I feel like we aren’t ever going to be able to come here without putting on some kind of show.” Daphne lifted a finger and wiped at the corner of his mouth, presumably to remove some of her lip gloss. 
 
   He smiled down at her. “I think you like the attention.” 
 
   “Maybe.” She winked and he executed a couple of intricate steps, spinning her around him a few times, before bringing her back again. The song came to an end and he brought her in for a hug. When the song changed, Trent had to laugh. It was so fitting. “Firecracker” by Josh Turner came through the speakers. Daphne playfully punched him in the shoulder but she fit right back into his arms as they took off at almost a racing pace. It was a very fast two-step but once again Daphne kept up with him completely and he fell even more in love with her. He loved that she loved to dance. 
 
   He bent to whisper in her ear. "God, baby, I love to watch you move." He winked and she laughed. Then she began to sashay her hips more and she was sight to watch. He almost missed a step and she gave him a knowing look. 
 
   By the time the song was over they were both sweating. They took a breather and both went back to the booth to grab some water. They were alone when they got back, Anna and Liam had passed them headed to the dance floor. Trent high-fived Liam but he noticed the other man looked rather nervous as Anna dragged him closer to the square. 
 
   “You’ve got some good moves, Ms. Brooks.” Trent grazed her butt again. This time she didn’t brush her hand away. They were standing at their booth and no one was around them. She leaned into his touch, so he let his hand linger for a moment. 
 
   “You haven’t even begun to see all of my moves, Mr. Bradshaw.” Daphne leaned into his body, and placed her hand on his cheek. Then she placed a chaste kiss on his lips. He threw his head back and laughed, falling deeper and deeper in love with her. 
 
                 
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Daphne still couldn’t believe the way her heart fluttered every time Trent whispered in her ear, or touched her, even if it was just a graze. She looked up at him, his laugh was incredibly infections and she loved the easy way they fit together. He was right. She did need this night out to take her mind off of the things that had happened recently. 
 
   “You want to wait for a while longer or would you like to go back out on the dance floor?” They had moved to sitting in the booth while they watched Anna try to get Liam to lead her around the dance floor. He was a very good doctor but he didn’t have a whole lot of rhythm. 
 
   Daphne was curled underneath his shoulder in the booth, and he placed a kiss down on her forehead. “Actually, I was thinking you should go save Liam and Anna. She loves to dance and I think she would love to be spun around by your awesome moves for a little while.” 
 
   “You are full of surprises, baby. I would love to dance with Anna. I just don’t want you to be jealous. You know I only have eyes for you.” His line was so cheesy, but she couldn’t help the way the butterflies moved in her stomach to his words. 
 
   “Oh I know. You haven’t even noticed the group of women in the other corner who ogle your butt every time we dance near them. But I know you will be good to Anna, and I have absolutely no jealous toward her. So go show her a little fun. Liam is starting to look nauseous.” She gently pushed him out of the booth and he held up his hands in surrender. 
 
   Daphne watched the look of relief cross Liam’s face when Trent asked to cut in and laughed as he raced away before Anna could protest. But as soon as Trent scooped her up, a huge smile spread across her face and she didn’t seem to mind anymore. 
 
   Liam reached for his beer and slid into the booth, with his leg propped up and his back against the wall so that he was able to see the dance floor.  “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. I have no idea if that was your ideas or his, but I thank you just the same. I feel terrible every time we come here. Anna loves to dance but I have two left feet no matter how many lessons she gives me.” 
 
   Anna and Trent danced for a few songs and Daphne and Liam chatted about the hospital and Liam’s hectic schedule. She wasn’t aware that Anna and Liam rarely got to spend the night together. With both of them working at the hospital, they were on-call most of the time and rarely got a day off together. Daphne felt guilty that she didn’t know that and decided she and Anna needed to spend some more time together. 
 
   She returned her attention to the dance floor, watching as Trent dipped, twirled, and two-stepped with Anna. He was an incredible dancer and she knew she was lucky. Watching wasn’t so bad either. Trent danced almost like he fucked and that was impressive. Every movement was calculated but fluid. It was expertly executed. It was seductive. Daphne’s scrap-of-lace panties were getting soaked watching his body move and thinking about what they could be doing if they were alone. 
 
   Liam’s attention was on his own wife, so there was no awkward silence. Daphne had to give it to her friend. She might be a better dancer than Daphne. Trent and Anna moved amazingly together. Daphne knew she could follow his lead well. But it seemed that Anna almost anticipated what Trent was going to do next, making her move an extension of his. 
 
   After a few more songs they returned back to the table, both laughing, smiling, and in need of water. Daphne glanced up at Trent, trying to keep the heat from her eyes but she saw his nostrils flare. He was standing at the end of the table and leaned in to whisper in her ear. 
 
   “Did you enjoy watching, baby?” 
 
   She nodded and sparks flickered in his eyes, mirroring her own. 
 
   “So I think we are going to head home.” Liam had slid out of the booth and was standing behind Anna with his arms wrapped tightly around her waist. Anna winked at Daphne and she knew exactly where they were headed since they had finally gotten some time off together Daphne couldn’t blame them. She hugged each of them goodbye and watching, laughing, as they scampered away.               
 
   “I think we should go home too.” Daphne whispered the words in Trent’s ear as he took a sip of his beer. He slowly lowered the bottle to the table and then slid out of the booth. Daphne smiled seductively at him, as she twisted her legs, purposefully giving him a peak at her panties as she scooted out behind him. 
 
   His hand was hot on her lower back as he took care of the bill at the bar. Trent nodded to Logan, and then walked her outside. When he helped her into the truck his had slipped into the crack of her ass. She almost moaned out loud but bit her lips to keep from drawing attention to them in the parking lot. 
 
   When Trent climbed into the driver’s seat, Daphne slid closer to the center console so that she could rest her hand on his thigh. He was tense as he pulled out of the parking lot. When she slid her hand up to rest in the vee of his legs, resting the back of her hand against his balls, he cursed. But she smiled when he never asked her to move her hand. 
 
   As they drove back to Trent’s apartment, Daphne grew bolder as she began to move her hand up and down, rubbing his balls slowly. She knew he was rock hard under his jeans and she loved the white-knuckled grip he had on the steering wheel. They didn’t say anything as they made the drive but as they neared the apartment Daphne moved her hand to stroke his length with her fingertips and he let out a harsh curse. 
 
   She never looked at his face. She was trying to be playful yet remain detached. It wasn’t working. Just the feel of his cock under her fingertips was making her pussy clench. She didn’t wait for him to help her out of the truck this time. 
 
   They walked silently to the door, at a slightly hurried pace. As soon as Trent unlocked the door, Daphne stepped inside and stripped off her dress. Standing in her demi-push up bra, lace panties, and her favorite cowboy boots, she felt sexy. 
 
   Trent slowly turned around from locking the door and there was a depth of fire in his gaze. He looked like a predator. Her first instinct was to run and she knew she would love the chase. She would love to be caught and perhaps punished. Almost as soon as the wicked thought crossed her mind, Trent lifted his lips in a half smile and crooked his finger motioning her to come to him. 
 
   “Do you have any idea how much torture that was? I could barely concentrate on driving.” She stepped into his embrace and his hands, once again, slipped down to her behind. He cupped her cheeks and lifted her hips against his, bringing her up onto her tip toes. He took a step forward and easily lifted her into his arms. 
 
   “Mmm, my favorite place to be.” She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist, clinging to him as he walked through the apartment. She placed a kiss on his chin, his neck, his nose, and finally his mouth as he stepped into his bedroom. 
 
   “I enjoy this position too.” He ground his hips against hers, rubbing his dick against her core, grazing her clit. He set her down on the bed and then held up a hand for each boot, helping her wedge them off. Then he began to strip for her. With each article of clothing he lost, her panties got a little wetter but she made no move to strip them off. She was enjoying the gorgeous man getting naked in front of her.   
 
   Once he was naked, she reached for him and he willingly stepped closer so that she could touch him. She ran her nails over his abs and sides. Then down to his thighs and knees and then back up again, repeating the motions. Each time she got closer and closer to his cock until she finally ran her fingertips lightly over his balls, loving the way they moved when she touched them. 
 
   His cock jerked when she ran her finger lightly over the broad tip. Trent put his hands on his hips, letting her explore freely. After a few moments, she gripped him firmly and slowly stroked his cock before she looked up at him. 
 
   “I want you to fuck my ass,” Daphne whispered.
 
   Trent sucked in a breath at her words, and his cock pulsed in her hand. “Are you sure?” 
 
   Trent stroked her cheek and she leaned into his touch. “Yes, completely. I want that connection with you. I need that connection with you.” She stood before him and stripped off her bra and thong, leaving her body bared to his gaze. She slipped her hands around his neck and pressed herself too him. “I really want this.” 
 
   He brought his hands down to her neck and tilted her mouth up to his. With his hand buried in her hair, he held her steady and drove his tongue into her mouth. He was possessing and claiming everything she had to give him. 
 
   When they were both panting, he pulled away from her and stripped the bed of the comforter and top sheet, leaving just the fitted one. Daphne leaned back against the wall watching him. He disappeared into the bathroom and grabbed a few towels. Then he turned on the bedside lamp and turned off the overhead light, casting shadows throughout the room. 
 
   “Do you still have that toy bag here, baby?” 
 
   “I actually put it in the nightstand. I also brought a new bottle of lube so we would have enough.” She looked away.
 
   “You planned for this?” Trent smiled at her, when she nodded. 
 
   “I told you I was sure. Unless of course you don’t want to do it. Shit, I didn’t even think about that. We don’t—” Daphne looked up as Trent placed a finger over her rambling lips. 
 
   “I want this. I really want this. It’s just the thought of hurting you that makes me pause. We didn’t even get to the large plug the other night. It’s going to take a little while to get you stretched enough to try. I can’t stress enough how much I do not want to hurt you.” He placed his forehead on hers, gazing down into her eyes. She leaned forward and kissed his chest then grabbed his hand and led him to the bed. 
 
   Daphne crawled into the center and pulled him along with her so that he was laying on top. They kissed for a few minutes, dueling tongues and fanning the flames of their desires. Daphne writhed underneath his body, wanting his hands everywhere. She loved the feel of his weight pressed against hers. 
 
   Trent was the first to pull back and kiss his way down her body, stopping at her breasts as she gripped his hair. He licked and lavished one sensitive nipple before moving on to the opposite stiff peak. 
 
   Daphne felt every pull and tug shoot down to her clit and she rotated her hips against the sensation. 
 
   “I wonder if I could make you come simply from loving on these gorgeous nipples.” Trent blew cool breath against each wet point, making her arch her back into him. “I bet I could.” 
 
   Daphne whimpered as he went back to one breasts. He moved his skilled fingers up to the other and began rolling and tugging, using the opposite sensation he was creating on the other one. Daphne felt another rush of moisture fill her core and knew that soon she would be spilling over, soaking both of them. 
 
   “Trent, please.” Daphne could barely keep her hips still underneath his body. He growled as he slid his fingers down her drenched slit, and then drove two fingers into her eager, clenching cunt. As soon as he found her g-spot she flew apart in his arms, arching her whole body against him as her climax overtook her. 
 
   “You’re so eager tonight. So wet, so...delicious.” Daphne opened her eyes to see him licking all of her juices off of his fingers and shivered at the erotic act. “Would you like to try the plugs again?” 
 
   Daphne eagerly nodded and lay still while he retrieved the velvet bag, lube, and a towel.  She lifted her hips so that he could place the towel underneath her butt and then rolled to her back and mirrored the same position she had been in the last time they tried it. This time, however, she gathered two pillows to put under her chest, so she could watch him. 
 
   Trent kissed each cheek before he ran one finger lovingly down the crack of her ass, swirling around her puckered anus. Daphne groaned at the sensation, loving how erotic the action was. He reached for the lube and poured a small amount directly on to her skin. She shivered at the cool liquid. 
 
   Using just his finger, he slowly spread it around and then began to work it inside of her ass, pushing more and more lube into her with each stroke. His finger easily slipped inside and she heard him growl. She couldn’t see everything but she could see his finger disappearing and the intense look on his face. After a moment, he pushed in a second finger and she winced slightly. He tensed visibly, but the slight twinge of pain soon went away. She motioned for him to continue. 
 
   “I’m okay, Trent. I promise. That feels amazing. Please don’t stop.” She blew a kiss at him and he hesitantly smiled before he continued. Soon his fingers were moving easily in and out of her. When he poured more lube on her ass, she looked over her shoulder at him.  
 
   Trent looked up at her sheepishly, but only for a second, before he moved his attention back to her ass where his two fingers were pushing inside. “I don’t think there is a ‘too much lube’ point. If it doesn’t feel right, tell me. I just think a little more is better than not enough.” 
 
   “I’m fine. Seriously. I’m not complaining, and the extra lube is making things easier. Plus we have plenty of towels.” She winked and he stuck out his tongue and made her laugh. 
 
   “I’m going to try the large plug now, okay?” He stayed very still until she nodded. He withdrew his fingers, wiping them on the towel, before reaching for the velvet bag. The larger plug was 1.5 inches at its largest spot and shiny black with a stopper on the end. She knew that if she could get used to that, she could hopefully take Trent. When she looked down at his throbbing cock, she bit her lip. He was larger than the butt plug and she didn’t have anything larger. 
 
   Trent caressed her ass. “At any point, baby, we can stop.” Daphne shook her head. He smiled slightly and turned his attention back to her ass. 
 
   After applying more lube to the toy, he placed the rounded smaller end against her ass. Slowly, he began working it into her, watching her face as he went deeper and deeper. She got about to the inch point before she winced and that was only momentarily. He backed out and began working it in and out of her. 
 
   He paused and withdrew the toy completely. She raised an eyebrow but he didn’t comment. He moved back to the velvet bag and withdrew the vibrating egg he had woken her up with the other day. 
 
   “I think if you were to relax, this might be a little easier for you.” He slipped the egg inside of her wet pussy and turned it on its lowest setting. Even at a slow vibration, Daphne’s hips jerked and she moaned deeply. She leaned her head down and just let the sensations take over. 
 
   She felt him press the plug back against her anus and it easily slipped inside. He went slowly and Daphne sighed as she felt it sink all the way in. 
 
   “Baby, that is so fucking hot.” Trent caressed her ass cheeks with one hand as the plug stayed inside of her, letting her get used to the size. Daphne looked up to see him stoking his cock and licked her lips. After a moment, he withdrew the plug and she whimpered at the sensation. She would have never guessed that she would enjoy anal so much. 
 
   He worked the plug in and out slowly until it was slipping easily in and out of her ass. Daphne pushed her ass higher in the air, trying to get him to move faster. 
 
   “You, Trent, I want you inside of me. Please.” Daphne looked over her shoulder at him and they gazed at each other for few minutes before he finally nodded. He withdrew the plug from her butt and the egg from her core. 
 
   “Get up on your knees, baby.” 
 
   Daphne immediately complied with his request, moving into position. Trent set aside the toys and she saw him reach for the bottle of lube again. She looked at him just in time to watch him apply it straight to his cock and then stroke up and down to spread it everywhere. 
 
   “Looking at you stroking yourself makes my pussy so damn wet. It’s one of the most erotic things to watch.” Daphne bit her lip as he continued to stroke, but this time she was sure it was just for her. 
 
   Finally her moved in behind her and waited until she nodded. “Baby, just relax for me.” He placed the head of his cock at her anus and pressed forward slightly. Daphne winced at the initial size but as soon as the head of his cock slipped inside of her ass, she almost came. He pushed inside deeper and she groaned at the sensation of having a cock shoved in her ass. 
 
   “How are you, baby?” Trent had paused and was breathing deeply as he stayed still.               
 
   “I’m doing amazing. You feel amazing. You are not hurting me, okay?” She looked over at him and he pressed forward even more until he was as far as he could go, with his hips flush against hers and his balls resting against her wet core. They both let out a deep groan at the sensation.
 
   And then he began to move and Daphne’s vision began to blur at the overload of sensation. She had never felt anything as powerful as the orgasm that she knew was brewing. Soon Trent’s hips were pistoning in and out of her. His cock was merciless in her ass and she absolutely loved it. She moved her hips in rhythm with his and soon they were both panting. With every slap of his hips, his balls slapped against her core doubling the sensation. 
 
   “Come for me.” Trent’s harshly whispered words were the only thing she needed as she collapsed down on to her shoulders and buried her face in the pillow as the orgasm blindsided her. She screamed as she came, shouting out his name over and over again. Only seconds later, she distantly heard Trent shout her name and felt as his hot jets of seed splash inside her, causing her to come for a second time. 
 
   When Daphne came down from the second orgasm, she felt him with draw from her ass and she had never felt so empty. She pouted up at him and he laughed, before he gripped her ankles and slid her to the end of the bed. 
 
   “Alright, dirty girl, time for a shower.” He scooped her up in his arms and held her until they reached the shower. 
 
   “I may be dirty and naughty, but you love it.” Daphne poked him in the chest as he set her down and he pulled her in for a hug.
 
   “Oh I do. I love you, Daphne.” His expression turned serious again. “That was the most incredible thing I have ever felt. I feel so grateful that you let me experience that with you. I don’t think I have ever felt that close and that connected to someone before. You trusted me. I am so thankful for that.” He placed a kiss on her forehead and Daphne felt tears well up in her eyes. She had no idea how she had gotten so lucky. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   The ringing of a phone jerked Daphne out of a deep sleep and she felt dread form in the pit of her stomach. It was her phone this time. Daphne rolled out of Trent’s arms and reached for the phone. She recognized the number as Officer Gordon. She was really getting tired of her amazing nights with Trent being interrupted. Trent sat up as she pressed the answer button. 
 
   “Hello?” 
 
   “Daphne. It’s Sheriff Gordon. I hate to wake you up but I have some good and bad news. I need you to come down to the shop. Someone tried to break into the store tonight but the alarm went off and I was in the area. I have the person held here and I really think you need to come down here.” 
 
   “I’ll be there in five minutes.” Daphne thanked Justin and hung up the phone. Trent, bless him, who had been listening to the call, had already gotten up and found each of them clothes. He was getting dressed and her clothes were sitting next to her. They raced out the front door and made it to the shop in the five promised minutes. 
 
   Daphne saw the flashing blue lights in the sky even before they pulled up to the store. Her stomach dropped as she saw the front of the store. In bright red letters, the word “whore” was spray painted on the front window. Daphne felt fury build up insider her stomach and then her jaw dropped as she slid out of Trent’s truck and saw who was handcuffed and leaning against Sheriff Gordon’s car. 
 
   “Tiffany!” Daphne shrieked as she saw the blonde curls of the woman she went to high school with. The last time she had seen her, was when she left her standing open-mouthed at the reunion. She rushed over to Justin. “What the hell?”
 
   Tiffany went crazy as she saw Daphne get closer to her. “You little slut!” Her eyes were wild and her clothes were winkled. She had never seen Tiffany so disheveled. 
 
   Justin stuck out his hand and Daphne stayed back, it was obvious getting near Tiffany would not be a good idea. 
 
   “Why, Tiffany,? Why would you do all of this to me? I have never done anything to you.” Daphne wrapped her arms around her middle and then felt Trent come up behind her. 
 
   “Nothing to me? You humiliated me at the reunion!” Tiffany shrieked as she tried to get out of her handcuffs. 
 
   “There was no one around. The only people who heard were you and Brittney. But even more than that, if I recall correctly you were in the process of humiliating me and I just corrected you.” Daphne was getting pissed. 
 
   Tiffany spat in her direction and Daphne jumped out of the way. “You stole Trent from you, you fucking little slut!” Daphne gave a curious look to Trent and he raised his hands in surrender. 
 
   “Hey, we haven’t dated since high school. I have no clue what she’s talking about.” He backed up a few steps and put his hands in his pockets. 
 
   “Trent, Sweetie, don’t say that. You know how much I love you. How much I have always loved you. You were always going to be with me. We were so close. How could you say something like that?” 
 
   Daphne watched as tears began to stream down Tiffany’s face. 
 
   “I’m so sorry for all of this Daphne.” It was Justin who was speaking. “No one had any idea of what she was capable of. She wasn’t even on my possible suspect list. The alarm went off and I pulled up to find her trying to break in the front door. She had already spray painted the window.” 
 
   “This is not your fault, Justin. This isn’t anyone’s fault it’s obvious she’s crazy.” Tiffany had curled into a ball on the ground and was sobbing continuously. Makeup was running down her cheeks as tears streaked down her face. “What’s going to happen to her?” Daphne nodded in Tiffany’s direction. 
 
   “I’m not sure. I will take her to the jail for now. But honestly, I think she might need clinical mental help and I might try and take her to the hospital for that.” After some struggling between Justin and one of his deputies Daphne had not yet met, they finally loaded Tiffany into the back of a county car and the deputy drove away. 
 
   “I’m going to need to retrieve the tape from the security company, as well as everyone testimonies here from tonight, and then there will be a solid case against her. You can decide whether or not to press charges. But either way I will have it if she needs to go to the hospital to be evaluated.” Justin said his goodbyes and told Daphne he would come back in a few hours to help with the clean up and get statements. 
 
   Daphne felt like she had broken a mirror. “Oh shit! The Grand Opening is supposed to start at 11 a.m. today. We can’t do that!”
 
   Trent came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist.  “Everyone would understand if you postponed it. But I think that I could have everything cleaned up by eleven if you wanted to open today. We could still go back home and get a little more sleep, then come back. I’ll go ahead and leave messages with the crew to tell them I’ll need some help. It’s up to you, baby.” He kissed each side of her neck and led her back to the truck. He helped her climb in and she sat thinking about everything that needed to be done before the opening and tried to figure out if she could still get it done. 
 
   “Hey. You okay?” Trent had climbed in and started the truck but she had barely noticed. 
 
   “Yeah. I’ll be okay. It’s just a lot of information to absorb at once. I have never had someone hate me that much before. I think I’m still in shock. And there is so much to be done if we are going to open today. It just doesn’t seem possible.” She put her head in her hands and Trent reached over and rubbed his hand up and down her back. 
 
   “Baby, if you want to still do the Grand Opening today, I promise you that that store will be ready to go at 11 a.m.” He pulled his hand back and began the drive back to his apartment. Daphne bit her lip and tried to think. 
 
   Daphne was lost in thought, when Trent reached over and placed a hand on her knee, jerking her out of her own mind. “What do you want to do, baby?” Trent shut off the engine and waited for her to respond. 
 
   “I think I want to do the opening. We had a lot of interest in the store and I was hoping for a good turnout. I don’t want some crazy woman to ruin it for me.” Daphne got out of the truck and they walked up the stairs. She paused at the door and waited for Trent to unlock the door, before she followed him inside. 
 
   “I’ll make some quick calls. Go back to bed. I’ll be there in just a minute.” Trent pulled out his cell phone and stepped into the kitchen. Daphne wrapped her arms around her middle and went into the bedroom.               
 
   She stripped out of her cloths and found one of Trent’s t-shirts. She slid the soft cotton material over her head and climbed back into bed. She curled up on her side and waited for Trent to join her. 
 
   Her eyes opened as he slid in behind her and she realized she must have dozed off. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying not to wake you.” 
 
   “No, I’m glad you did. You know, you have been absolutely amazing to me. I couldn’t have done any of this without you.  That is a completely true statement. You built my shop. You’ve been through all of the incidents with me. You’ve been a rock for me and I can’t thank you enough.” Daphne leaned back so that she could find his lips with hers. He squeezed her tightly. 
 
   “I love you, Daphne Brooks, and helping you has been the best choice of my life. How are you feeling?” He used his finger tips to rub up and down her arm. 
 
   “I don’t know. Still a little shocked, I guess. But really I feel sorry for Tiffany. I honestly hope she gets some help. I can't believe that I was her trigger. I'm just glad she didn't seriously hurt anyone.” 
 
   Trent nodded in agreement. “And how are you feeling, here?” His fingers grazed the crack of her ass and he looked at her guiltily. 
 
   “I feel fine. I’m not very sore, just a slight twinge if I move the wrong way.” Daphne saw a shadow pass over his face and her stomach clenched. “Hey, you didn’t hurt me. I’m fine. It was worth it, and, now that we got the initial pain out of the way, you can make it up to me later. It will be all pleasure next time.”
 
   His eye brows shot up. “Next time?” 
 
   “Of course there is going to be a next time. I wasn’t kidding, I loved it and I hope to do it again.” Trent placed a kiss on her shoulder and they both feel silent. It wasn’t long before they were both snoring. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Trent couldn’t help but smile as Daphne chatted with customer after customer. They had gotten everything fixed in time for the Grand Opening, deciding to install another brand new window rather than spend the time trying to get the paint of the other one. 
 
   A little after 11 a.m. the cars had started lining up as almost every woman in Ambrosia showed up to see what all the fuss was about. Daphne had been surprised. He could tell, even though they had barely had a chance to speak to each other. 
 
   There was happiness written all over her face as she answered questions, discussed products, offered suggestions, and just chatted with everyone. She had decided to have some snacks and Patty had brought some cookies and cupcakes. Trent was pretty sure she was shopping for free. 
 
   He tried not to cringe when he saw her put a very large vibrator in her basket. Patty was like a mother to most people in the town. But hey, everyone needed a little happiness. 
 
   Daphne had also set up a few of the sex-games around the store. Some of them asked questions about favorite sex positions or things you would be willing to try. Then there was the game where you had to pin the penis on the hot guy. He didn’t quite understand it all, but he helped Leah keep everything in stock and helped Daphne run the register if she was off with customers. 
 
   By the time the shop was about to close, Trent was exhausted, and he knew Daphne was too. There was a slump in her shoulders that hadn’t been there two hours ago. But she was still smiling and chatting with the last few customers about bondage of all things. He never would have guessed that sleepy little Ambrosia would be full of so many ‘naughty’ people. He shook his head and went to sit at the stool of the register. 
 
   Behind the counter, he found Leah already beginning the closing process Daphne had showed her earlier. The young, petite woman had been an amazing help today. But she hadn’t said much. 
 
   “How are you doing, Leah?” His voice must have startled her because she almost jumped off the stool. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean to scare you.”
 
   She placed a hand over her heart but she waved away his apology. “I’m doing okay, just trying to get the jump on things. I heard about the fiasco this morning, so I figured that you guys might want to get out of here as soon as possible.”
 
   “That’s very kind of you.” Trent was about to ask her how the sales had been from the day when the chime on the door went off and Justin walked in, in street clothes. “Excuse me for a moment Leah.” He smiled down at her and noticed she had gone slightly pale as she gazed over at Justin. He quirked an eyebrow and walked over to meet the Sheriff. 
 
   “Hey, Trent. I know y’all are about to close and I thought it would be a decent time to tell you that we transferred Tiffany over to county hospital where they have admitted her to the psych ward to get some care.” 
 
   Trent noticed that even though Justin was talking to him, his eyes kept wandering over to Leah who had buried her face in the computer at the front counter. When Justin brought his gaze back to Trent, he knew he had been busted and just shrugged a shoulder. 
 
    Justin looked at him sheepishly. “Anyway, I just got off my shift and was heading home. Thought I’d let you know.” 
 
   Trent thanked him and shook his hand and followed him and the last few customers out. Locking up, he turned to Daphne and picked her up in his arms and twirled her around before he set her back down on her feet. 
 
   “You are amazing, brilliant, sexy, gorgeous, talented, and did I say amazing?” He placed a kiss on her lips and loved the way she melted into him. 
 
   Daphne squeaked as he twirled her around again before he set her down. “You did but it’s okay.” He followed her over to the counter, watching a look of longing cross Leah’s face before she began to discuss the day’s sales with Daphne and they counted the money for the night. 
 
   It didn’t take long before they cleaned up the store and locked up. Leah said a polite goodbye before she climbed into a small, older car and pulled slowly out of the parking lot. 
 
   Trent helped Daphne into the truck and then climbed in next to her. “I need to show you something. Is that okay? I know you’re tired but it won’t take long I promise. Then I will feed you and tuck you into bed myself.” She nodded as he started the truck and they pulled away from the store. 
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   Daphne looked up in confusion as they passed Grams’ house and pulled into the house she had gawked at that morning she had gone for a jog and followed Trent's truck up to the gorgeous structure. 
 
   “I don’t understand, Trent, what are we doing here?” She watched as he put the truck in park. Then she looked back up at the house. The outside had been finished and the windows had been installed. It was a gorgeous home. 
 
   “This is my house, Daphne.” 
 
   She gaped at him as he climbed out of the truck and then helped her out as well. “This is yours? Why haven’t you said anything before now?” 
 
   She followed him up the dirt driveway to the front door. He pulled out his keys and opened the door. He flipped on a light just inside the door and a very large living room was illuminated. The inside was unfinished. There was sheetrock on the walls but no painting had been done and it appeared that the floor was done other than choosing either carpet or hardwood. 
 
   “I wasn’t sure what to say. And now I know. This has been my dream home for a very long time now. It took me years to draw up the plans and decide exactly where I wanted everything to go. I was going to hire an interior decorator to do the inside but I never could decide on one. But it doesn’t matter now.” He went down on one knee and Daphne felt her throat clench and butterflies take flight in her stomach. 
 
   “Daphne Brooks, I want you to marry me. I want this to be our dream home, where you help me pick out all of the colors and carpets and furniture. Everything. I want you to be a part of this. I want you to be a permanent part of my life. I love you. I don’t ever want to stop loving you. This place has enough rooms to have children. Lots of children, if that’s what you want. I want to give everything to you. I want to give it all to you. So what to do you say, Ms. Brooks, will you marry me?” Trent gripped her hand and Daphne couldn’t speak. She felt tears begin to stream down her cheeks as her throat clogged, so she just nodded instead. 
 
   He whooped before he picked her up and twirled her around in them empty room. He set her down and smashed his lips against hers. When he came up for air, Daphne began to laugh. 
 
   “Oh Mr. Bradshaw, I do love you. This is so crazy. But I don’t want anyone else. You have always been the man for me.” She brought his lips down to hers once more and buried her fingers in his hair. She felt an overwhelming happiness build up inside her stomach as she let Trent take control of the kiss.  Then it switched from just a kiss to a fire as their desire for each other blossomed. 
 
   “Daphne let me take you home.” Trent tried to restrain her hands as she began to unbutton his fly, but he wasn't trying very hard. 
 
   “This is home. And I love you. I need you.” Daphne unbuttoned her own jeans and slid them down her legs, taking her panties with them. 
 
   She freed his cock from his jeans, before sinking down in front of him. She lowered her mouth onto him. He was hard and salty under her tongue as she bobbed her head up and down, then used her other hand to stroke his balls. He only let her complete a few strokes before he jerked her to her feet and picked her up in his arms. He walked to the wall and pressed her against the sheetrock. 
 
   He ran his fingers through her slit just once and she threw her head back. Then his fingers were replaced with his cock as he slammed into her. Daphne felt her climax hit the instant he was in her pussy to the hilt. She gripped his shoulders as he pounded into her repeatedly as her orgasm continued on and on. 
 
   When it finally stopped, he was gazing at her face as he slowed his strokes. He gave her a fierce kiss before he stroked her clit once, twice, and then began to pump again. “Come again. Come with me, baby.” 
 
   Daphne climaxed again as she felt his cum spurt inside of her pussy. She heard him scream her name and she buried her face against his chest. 
 
   They stayed like that for a long time, until Trent began to stroke her hair and she looked up at him. 
 
   “You have changed my life forever, Daphne. I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”
 
   “I love you too, Trent.” Daphne hugged him to her and curled her hands in his hair. In that moment, she had never been more thankful that she had run away from him all those years ago because she never would have been able to run into his arms today. She never would have become the woman she had grown into and she never would have returned home to Ambrosia and the love of her life. 
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