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Chapter One
 
 
Alyssa stood in the backyard staring at the large yellow house. To the outside world it was probably much the same. A little worse for wear and needing a bit of love and care, but mostly the same house that had stood there for some fifty years. It was odd that things could be so much different and yet so much the same. Their neighbors probably walked past this house every day assuming that it was just as it always had been. But nobody knew how full of love it used to be on the inside or how empty it was now.
Alyssa scraped around under the pots at the back of the house in search of the key. After she’d lost several, her mom and she had come up with a system so she’d never be locked out. The strong scent of herbs wafted through the air as she lifted each small container. Maybe her mom had forgotten which plant to put them in, but she wouldn’t have forget to leave her keys completely. The system was her safety net. Her mom knew that. She knew she couldn’t get in without them.
“Damn.” she said, laying down the last coriander-filled planter. Her mom must have decided to be stricter with security than usual, to seal the house up tight before she’d gone away. Or maybe she’d just stopped leaving out her key. Out of sight out of mind, she guessed. Whatever. It certainly mustn’t have crossed her mind that her only child could quite possibly be locked out of the house. There was a clap of thunder, and then the rain started.
“Just great! That’s all I need.”
There was only one thing to do. She just hoped she could do it without drawing too much attention to herself, but she had to do something. After hitching for two days and then spending the night in a park when she couldn’t get a lift, she was tired and hungry. She was in need of a hot shower, a warm bed, and the bathroom. Even more so now that she was being rained on.
She went around back to the window with the dodgy lock. Hopefully her mom had forgotten about that. She’d have to force it, but there’d be time to worry about fixing the lock later, like after she got a job. God knows when she would be able to get a job. Her mom wasn’t clear about how long she was going to be away. At least a month though, so she had time. Of course, there was the problem with food. Her mom would have paid the bills up before she left so she would have basic utilities. Hopefully there was some food in the freezer. It would be easier to tell her mom that she wasn’t going back to school if she could tell her that she had a plan. That could be tomorrow’s problem—after she actually got into the house.
Alyssa laughed aloud when she saw what was under the window. Some sort of lacerating garden. Plants of different shapes and sizes that were all some sort of cactus or spiky plant. The one blocking her access was huge. It was pretty, though, and the least deadly looking of the bunch, but seriously, could this day get any worse? As thunder clapped again, seeming to shake the ground beneath her, she jumped, her negative thoughts leaving as she focused on getting out of the rain. What she needed was something to climb on, so she wandered up the back garden to look for a ladder or anything that would get her high enough to dodge the pesky bush.
“Nice touch.” she muttered when she saw some men’s clothing hanging on the line outside. She had to give it to her mom, hanging a man’s clothes was actually pretty smart. Making any potential intruders think that a man was staying there would help deter anyone from trying to break in. Most people anyway. Not her. Luckily no one had to actually wear the fairly drenched clothes.
Right up the back in the corner was a neat little rock garden that looked like it had been recently laid. A variety of pink, red, and yellow flowers and evergreens were lined up beside it like they were about to be planted—which was kind of a strange thing to do for someone about to take a vacation. The outdoor setting was still there but thrown in the corner as though its days were numbered. Something here was a bit off.
No ladder. In fact, there was a lot of stuff that seemed to be missing. She wandered into the old shed, but it was cleared out too. There were a few tools hanging on the wall, and the sawhorse was still there, but that was all. Okay, something wasn’t just off, it was seriously weird.
Alyssa sighed. She just wanted to get inside. Why was everything so hard? She ran her hand over the sawhorse but realized it was too short. Then she remembered the outdoor setting and ran back outside, determined to make that work. One chair wasn’t going to be tall enough, but she could stack them.
The tired and grumpy young woman grumbled under her breath as she dragged each chair towards the house. “First she doesn’t put out a key, then she plants a bunch of people-slicing greenery under the other easy way to get in the house.”
She climbed over a couple of the smaller plants, cursing as a couple of the sharper spikes scratched through her jeans. One left a pretty decent sized tear.
“Fucking great!” she said, realizing she now needed the bathroom. She dumped the stack of chairs down on top of the plant that had scratched her legs and then climbed up. She could only just reach the window with her fingertips. She knew the lock was loose, but she’d need to be a little closer in order to break it. She climbed down off the chair, carefully nudging each spike until she had a safe place to land. She shoved at the large bush until she could get the stack of chairs closer. She could finally get a better hold on the window, but she squealed as something stung her tummy. “Ow!” she squeaked. “Stupid thing.”
Her need for the bathroom overpowered the pain from the scratchy plant, however, so she shoved with all of her might until the window finally freed and the broken lock tinkered onto the kitchen floor. Success! Now all she had to do was climb up to the window ledge.
When she dropped to the floor she smiled. The kitchen was the same old kitchen. Same fridge with the alphabet magnets. The little frame with her first grade picture in it stuck in the middle. There were some new appliances, but basically things were the same. As complicated and fraught with annoying people and situations as the last few days had been, it was all worth it. She was home.
It seemed the first thing she always did when she came into this room was head straight to the fridge, even if the counter had been laden with the beginnings of a home cooked meal. That wasn’t going to happen this time. No Mom, no dinner. She’d have to make her own food. Bathroom first.
 
* * *
 
Time away at school had taught her to be a little independent, even if it meant rustling up a quick meal rather than gourmet cooking. Her mouth started to water when she found the unopened package of bacon. She checked the date to make sure it was still good and then did the same with the eggs.
With the food situation figured out, she opened the freezer hoping to find some ice cream or something sweet. Oooh, cookie dough, her favorite! And there was a loaf of bread, which meant she could have some toast with her eggs. It was looking like her meal was leaning towards gourmet after all. Well… that was a stretch, but it was a step up from boxed macaroni cheese. It was actual food. Comfort food even. What could be better than breakfast for dinner when you were tired and alone?
Looking down at her disheveled appearance, she stopped just before she turned on the flame under the pan. Except for her hands that she’d washed after using the bathroom, she was filthy and her clothes were damp. Her body was achy, and parts of her were suffering the aftermath of the plants that had attacked her. If she was going to have breakfast for dinner, she may as well have a shower and put on some pajamas. The food would taste better if she were clean.
Once the thought had seeded in her mind, she could almost feel the hot water on her back as it rinsed the scented shampoo from her hair. The fragrant steam would clear her head and take away all the annoyance of the last few days, even if it was only superficial. She didn’t think there was anything that could take away the heavy heart that had settled on her with her mom’s latest news.
The news that had been the final straw to a bad few days, and it was what had sent her running home. All the way home she’d been flying by the seat of her pants—hitching, resting in a park with one eye open while she sat on her bag. At least now she was home safe and she didn’t have to stay on hyper-alert every minute anymore. Alyssa shook off the negativity and headed for the shower, clomping up the stairs with her mud-filled shoes, determined not to let her disappointment in the woman who had always been closest to her ruin her homecoming. This might be the last chance for her to have some peace in the home she’d always loved. Let her mom have her vacation with her new boyfriend. What did she care? For now, a shower would fix what needed fixing.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa was grateful that she’d left some of her stuff here last time she was home, because she wasn’t able to bring much with her. Hopefully her friend would forward it on in a few days. With a towel wrapped around her, she padded into her room to get some pajamas. She shook her head. Seriously, Mom? There was actually men’s clothes hanging in her closet. She was starting to think that the things on the line outside weren’t all for show. Ew, did this mean that her mom’s friend slept in her room? In her bed? That was so gross. Thank God he was on vacation with her mom, because she didn’t want to look at him, not ever.
 
* * *
 
By the time Alyssa was ready to start her dinner, she was positively whacked. It was all she could do to get the simple meal together. She managed though, pushed along by the hunger that was tearing at her.
She took her ladened plate into the living room, where she put on the TV. It was a large flat screen, a big improvement from the twenty inch that had been there for as long as she could remember. Apparently they now had cable, she realized as she took a bite of her toast. Had her mom won the lottery or something? She’d begged to get cable when she was a kid. Begged. She’d been the only kid… well one of the only kids that didn’t have it. She’d hated that standing-on-the-outside feeling when everyone talked at lunch about what they’d watched the night before.
Finally full, Alyssa went in to the kitchen to get a drink. She looked around at the devastation of the room. She’s knocked over one of the canisters when she’d climbed through the window, and there was gritty sugar all over, not to mention the mud on the floor and in a trail up the stairs. She didn’t even want to think about the remnants of her hastily-prepared meal all over the counters or the used frying pan on the stove.
“Too tired,” she said to no one. “Mom would hate it, but then Mom’s not here.” She opened a can of soda and after a few sips left it on the counter to be part of the mess to be dealt with the next day.
When she got to the top of the stairs, she started to turn towards her own room but then shuddered at the memory of the man’s clothing. Her mother’s room was a better idea. It’d be nice to spread out in her mom’s large bed and put on the television. Like staying in a hotel. She knew her mom wouldn’t go away without putting clean sheets on the bed, and it was always tidy. She loved sleeping in a tidy room, she just didn’t like what was involved in getting it that way.
The room smelled vaguely familiar but not the same. There was a mix of washing detergent from the freshly laundered bedding and just a hint of her mom’s perfume. It made her a little sad that there was no lingering odor of her dad’s cologne. She opened the closet and sighed. His clothes were gone. It was like he’d never been there. Her dad had only been gone four years, and her mom had wiped him out of her life like he’d never mattered at all.
Tired and sad, Alyssa flipped back the covers and climbed into her parents’ bed as she had when she was small after she’d woken from a bad dream. Only this dream she wouldn’t wake up from. This dream was a bad one. It was real, and what was worse was that there was no one to hold her and tell her everything was going to be okay.
 
* * *
 
Jesse picked up the bags and dumped them in the cart. He had breakfast stuff in the fridge, but that was about all besides milk, bread, and butter. It was way past time that he stocked the fridge with some healthy food. It had been a few days since he’d moved in, and he hadn’t done a full shop yet. He needed a steak, a baked potato, and a salad, and he needed to be eating it really fast, which meant it was probably going to have to be a microwave baked potato. His stomach growled in protest at the wait. As a second thought, he picked out a bag of potato chips to munch on while he drove back to the house.
It was dark as he pulled his truck into the driveway and walked around the back. The rain had appeared out of the blue and had drenched the clothes he’d hung out. He had to do some more work on this garden. If he could find the time to get the fountain done tomorrow, then he could install that before putting the plants in. That was part of the reason he was here in the first place. The yard, and of course some renovations inside.
This job was a little different than any he’d done before. Jesse had been close to his Uncle Ned since Jesse’s parents passed away in a car accident when he was just sixteen, so when Ned asked Jesse to travel two states away from his home to do this renovation for his lady friend, he hadn’t hesitated. After the death of his parents, he’d gone to live with his grandpa, and since Uncle Ned had lived close by, the three of them became a tightknit family. Grandpa Jack had been a big believer in keeping busy, so he’d thrown Jesse into his contracting business. Between him and Ned, they’d always managed to give Jesse the love and guidance that he’d needed. It had been his grandfather that had taught him everything he knew about the hands-on part of the business, and his uncle that had pushed him into getting a degree in business.
Jesse’s grandfather had passed when he was two years out of college, and he’d taken over the business then. That was five years ago, and here he was, twenty-eight-years-old and a long way from home. He liked this place, although being here had made him think a little about just how alone he was now. It would be nice to meet someone.
He had done this type of renovation before, but usually he’d been able to complete his work and then go home. So when his uncle’s girlfriend had pointed out that the house was empty and suggested he stay there while he worked, Jesse had agreed. The crew that worked for Jesse had loyally agreed to come with him, and they would be arriving soon if they hadn’t already. They would be settling into their accommodation tonight and would be starting work the next day. It would be nice to have their company and their assistance with the work. He’d arrived a few days before but had mostly been doing a couple of odd jobs around the place and collecting the materials they needed to start when the guys arrived. He had made a bit of a start on the gardens, but not nearly as much as he would’ve liked.
Lost in his thoughts as he neared the house, Jesse barely noticed as the motion of his body turned the automatic light on. That wasn’t unusual, but the kitchen window being open was. So was the pile of chairs under the window and the smashed shrubbery. His mouth dropped open as he saw the damage and the penny dropped. There’d been a break in. He quickly opened the back door with the key and flipped on the light.
“Oh, crap,” he said surveying the devastation that used to be a neat kitchen. Well it had been when he’d left that morning. What the hell did they do? Did whoever it was that had broken in cook themselves dinner? His eyes then fell to the floor where muddy prints marred the once clean floor. The footprints were in messy patterns in the kitchen and trailed up the stairs. “No,” he said, realizing the intruder could still be there.
He took the stairs two at a time wondering if he was about to come face-to-face with the culprit. The door to the master bedroom was open. It had been closed this morning, he was sure of it. Actually, it had been closed ever since he got there, and there had no need to open it. He sidled along the wall, hoping not to be seen or heard.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa woke up with a start. She wasn’t sure why at first, but then she heard heavy boots on the stairs. Without much time to think, she grabbed the first thing she could see to defend herself, yanking the cord from the wall as she jumped behind the open bedroom door. She made it just in time to see a large male figure heading towards her. She wanted to yell and call for help, but she also wanted to stay invisible. Her voice caught in her throat, making it impossible to scream even if she attempted to.
Too late. He was there in the room. She raised the lamp as high as she could and then brought it down with as much force as she could muster. The large figure ducked, and the lamp smashed noisily on the bedroom wall.
“Were you gonna hit me with that thing?” the intruder asked as he snatched what was left of the would-be weapon from her hand.
Alyssa swung her fists at his face, but he caught first one and then the other easily in his big paws. She kicked out at him, desperately trying to release her hands, but instead of getting free she found herself on her back on the bed, her heart pounding with terror as he straddled her, pinning her beneath his weight. “Get off me!” she yelled, trying hard to wriggle out from underneath him. “Perverted prick!” He might be bigger and stronger, but she wasn’t going to give up without a fight.
The intruder raised his hands while keeping her in place with his legs. “I’m not going to hurt you. Just calm down.”
“What do you want with me?” Alyssa yelled, whacking the big man in the chest. He wasn’t going to hurt her? Apart from throwing her on the bed and holding her down? She tried hard to bounce him off, but he didn’t budge.
“Stop that! I’m just trying to find out what’s going on. Why you broke in.”
“This is my house!”
“You’re Alyssa? Alyssa is twenty years old and away at college. You don’t look old enough to be in high school.”
“Well, I am! Now get the hell off me!” the young woman said, pulling herself up to her full five feet two inches as she was let up. She straightened her pajamas and gave him another whack in the chest.
“I thought you’d broken in. I’m sorry if I frightened you.”
“Who are you anyway, and what are you doing in my house?” Alyssa was so confused.
“I’ve been asked to organize some repairs to the house and to fix up the garden. This killed two birds with one stone. The work can be done without inconveniencing your mom, and I can keep an eye on the place as well. In other words, I’m here at your mother’s request. I’m Jesse.”
Alyssa looked at the outstretched hand but refused to shake it.
“I’m a contractor, and my uncle is seeing your mom. That’s how we met.”
“Well! Isn’t that convenient?”
“Look, I was contracted to do a job that I’m qualified to do and watch the house. That’s it.”
Alyssa pouted. This wasn’t how she had envisaged her trip home at all. “Well, that was then, and this is now. I’m here, so you don’t have to stay.”
“Nice of you, but no dice. I didn’t do business with you, I did it with your mother. So if you don’t want to be here with me, maybe you better take yourself back to school where you’re supposed to be. I’m not going anywhere.”
“I have more right to be here than you.”
“Very mature. By the way, I saw the broken lock and the mud you trailed through the house and the remains of your cooking spree. You should have cleaned up after yourself. “
“I didn’t want to clean it up, so I didn’t.” She had no idea who this man was or why he was telling her what to do in her own house, but she certainly wasn’t going to be told what to do by him. “It’s not bothering me.”
“Well, it is bothering me.”
“You can fix it yourself then. I’m going back to bed.” She balked when he grabbed her wrist.
“You can clean up first.”
She pulled her hand from his grasp. “No way! According to you, you’re the hired help, so you do it.” She went to walk away, sucking in her breath as one of the little cuts on her hand began stinging, but Jesse caught the back of her baggy pajamas.
“What’s wrong with your hand?” He grabbed her hand and turned it over.
“Some idiot planted some things with spikes all over it under the window.”
“Security.”
“Oh, I might have known it was you.”
“I’m not going to argue with you, but you need to put something on that before it gets infected.
“I had a shower. It’s clean. I just want to go to bed.”
“It’ll only take a minute,” he said tugging her towards the bathroom.
“It’s nothing.” Seriously, why does he even care, she thought irritably.
“Alyssa, stop being a big baby.”
“I’m not!” She wrapped her fingers around the doorway and hung on tight, planting her bare feet onto the floor.
Jesse plucked her fingers free with ease.
“Leave me alone!” she squealed. He lifted her up like he was dealing with a three-year-old that didn’t want to take her medicine and plonked her on the counter.
Alyssa saw red. Before she knew what she was doing she had slapped him hard across his arrogant face. She held her breath and watched in horror as the pink stain of her hand welled up on his face. She actually thought she saw a little flame flicker behind his eyes.
His hand latched onto her wrist with a vice like grip, and he sat on the edge of the bath.
Alyssa had no other option but to cling to the cool porcelain as she was tipped over his hard knee.
“That was a mistake,” he warned her, his tone deadly serious.
Alyssa had no idea how big of a mistake it really had been—not until the palm of his hand suddenly landed sharply on her bottom. “What do you think you are doing, you bastard!” she cried out in shock and fury.
“Teaching you a lesson, little girl,” Jesse responded sternly, before landing another hard, stinging smack on her bottom.
Alyssa sputtered but found herself at a loss for words as his hand started falling in rhythmic slaps all over her pajama clad behind. Her struggles did nothing to stop the intense and growing pain in her poor backside. She had one hand on the bath and a fistful of denim in the other hand. He was holding her firmly, but she still felt like she was flailing in mid-air as his hard hand pelted her thinly-clothed bottom. In an almost involuntary motion, she squeezed, managing to pinch his skin through the denim.
“That’ll help,” he said sarcastically bringing his hand down even harder and faster, quickly building the already fierce sting in her behind into a blazing fire.
She squealed and kicked her legs as hard as she could, trying to shake him off. “You can’t do this!” she protested loudly. Apparently he could, though, because the spanks kept coming hard and fast, each thud igniting a fresh wave of burning pain.
“Stop!
Please!” she wailed. Her bottom really hurt, and by now she was quite sorry indeed that she’d slapped him.
Jesse popped her helpless bottom a few more times and then stood her on her feet directly in front of him between his legs.
“You hurt me. You had no right!” Alyssa sniffed and rubbed her burning bottom. She couldn’t remember a time when she’d been more humiliated. She’d just been turned over a stranger’s knee and spanked like a child. “I should call the police.” She swiped a tear off her cheek angrily while she glared at this man. Who did he think he was?
Jesse moved her to the side and got up.
“Where are you going?” Alyssa’s eyes blinked in surprise as he strode past her.
“To get you the phone.” he said. “Of course, I’ll need to talk to them after you’re done. To tell them about the break in.”
“I’ll tell them I’m supposed to be here.” she said falteringly. The police would take her side, wouldn’t they? She was, after all, the victim.
“Fine. I guess you’ll want to explain to your mom when she phones you back why you’re not at school?”
“They won’t call her.” They wouldn’t, would they? Even as the thought drifted through her mind, she knew he was right. They would want to talk to the owner of the house.
“Yes, they will. Still want the phone?”
“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” He’d won and they both knew it.
Jesse shrugged. “I’m not hating it. Now, are you going to let me fix your scratches?”
“I guess.” Alyssa really didn’t want to give in, but she could see that if she was ever going to be able to go back to bed, she would have to do so. She wasn’t going to give in without giving her opinion though. “I don’t think it’s necessary.”
“I’ll keep that in mind. Where’s the first aid kit?”
“Bottom drawer.”
“Thanks. See? That wasn’t so hard was it?”
Alyssa hissed in a breath as Jesse dabbed at each of the cuts with some iodine soaked cotton. She went to pull her hand away, but he held her arm tight, blowing on the freshly cleaned wound to take away the sting.
“Anywhere else?” he asked.
She raised her pajama leg a little. “My leg.” She didn’t want to admit it even to herself, but the graze on her leg was stinging.
“Ouch. We might have to cover that one with a small bandage.”
“I won’t bother telling you that’s not necessary.” It probably wouldn’t hurt to cover it, and having someone else cover it for her felt kind of nice.
“Good idea,” he smirked as he sat on the floor to take care of the rest of her war wounds.
“Okay, done.” He packed away the kit and slid it back into the drawer. “Look. I know you’re tired and I’m tired too, so I’m willing to do some of it just to get it over with. But you need to come downstairs and at least help to clean up that mess. I’ve been out all day, and I’m tired and hungry. There’s no way I’m attempting to cook amongst that mess.”
“So, order some Chinese food.” He was making money from her mom wasn’t he?
“No. I bought food, and I intend on cooking it.”
Alyssa couldn’t see how this was her problem. “So cook. I’m not stopping you.” Seriously there were other pans, other dishes, so why was he making it such a big deal?
“You are going to come and help clean up young lady… You made the mess. It’s only fair.”
She opened her mouth but then closed it again as she could tell she wasn’t going to win. “Fine.”
“Good girl. We’ll clean up, I’ll have my dinner, and we’ll both get a good night sleep. Then we’ll talk about our predicament after breakfast. Okay?”
“Like I said. Fine.” She stomped out of the room with as much dignity as a person could that had just been spanked like a five-year-old by a hot stranger whom they hated on sight. Did she say hot? No, she thought hot, but what she really meant was dirty, bossy, and mean. He may have been good looking if you liked that kind of thing. Tanned skin and a sculpted body from working outdoors may have been some girls’ thing, but that didn’t mean it had to be hers.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa opened the dishwasher and started heaving things into it, ignoring the loud clanging and clinking. The fact that Jesse winced every time some small thing landed made it quite satisfying. “Problem?” she asked with a bored expression.
“You need to rinse those things and stack them in the slots, or they won’t wash properly.”
“You wanted cleaning, I’m cleaning. You asked me to help. You didn’t set out any criteria for how it should be done.”
“You’re not cleaning. You’re not even trying. You’re throwing things into a dishwasher like it’s some kind of magic box that’ll clean off absolutely everything. The blades can’t even turn around.”
“Oh for f—! What do you want me to do?” He was so unreasonable and picky!
“For a start, rinse everything and stack them properly into the machine. Then close the door gently.”
“I have open wounds!” Alyssa griped, holding up her iodine dabbed cuts. That had absolutely nothing to do with why she didn’t rinse the dishes.
“Okay. I’ll rinse the dishes and stack the dishwasher. You go and collect anything else that needs to be washed. Then you can vacuum.”
“Who said you were in charge anyway?”
“I’m making suggestions because you don’t seem to know where to start. If you did, you would stop whining and just clean up.”
“This is my home. If you truly are employed here, then doesn’t that make me your boss?”
“Oh don’t you even dare try to play that card. Yes, I’m employed. Being employed means that some money exchanged hands between the employer and me. It has nothing to do with you.”
“Whatever. I’m tired!” she whined.
“So am I, so why don’t we just get on with it, and then we can both go to bed. Well, you can. I still have to eat and do laundry, so you’re a step ahead of me.”
“This isn’t fair. All I did was tap the window a little so I could get into my own home. My keys were gone!” She didn’t mean to make this mess—she really didn’t.
Jesse rolled his eyes. “Are you working your way up to another tantrum? I’m happy to take you back over my knee again. Believe me, it wouldn’t be a chore.”
Alyssa’s belly flipped, and she shuffled nervously under his stern gaze. She couldn’t say her bottom was hurting but an unfamiliar tingle was creeping all over her freshly smacked flesh. Warmth crawled up her neck, threatening to embarrass her further, so she turned away from him without another word so she could do what he’d asked. It felt like her only option, but she was disgusted with her lack of resolve. To make it worse, a tear escaped and ran down her cheek, but it was more from frustration than sadness.
“It won’t take long, Alyssa. Come on.” Jesse brushed the tear away with his thumb. “Things will look better in the morning. We’ll figure this out.”
Alyssa nodded, the gentleness in his tone silencing her at last. May as well get it over with, she thought.
It took no more than forty-five minutes to get the kitchen back into some kind of workable order. After bringing out her plate and such from the living room, Alyssa fetched the wet vacuum cleaner and flipped it on, making sure she vacuumed around Jesse’s feet as many times as she thought she could get away with. When he almost tripped, she pursed her lips for a second to keep her raised spirits under control. “Sorry,” she said insincerely.
“Uh-huh.” As he closed the dishwasher, Jesse grabbed her hand and flipped off the vacuum.
“What now?” Alyssa said pulling her hand from his grasp. Was he really going to start picking on her again? She’d done what he asked.
“I was just going to say that you’d done enough. I’ll run the mop over the floor before I go to bed.”
“Oh.” To say she was surprised was an understatement. She’d expected him to complain.
“Thank you,” he said with a smile.
Alyssa’s heart leapt, but she closed her eyes for a second while she tried to make herself stay angry. She wasn’t ready to entertain happy feelings about this intruder. She didn’t even understand why it would make her feel happy that he was pleased with her. It shouldn’t matter.
“I guess I’ll go to bed then.”
“Okay. I’ll see you in the morning.”
Alyssa gave an awkward smile and took herself up the stairs as fast as she could.



Chapter Two
 
 
Alyssa woke to the sound of someone moving around outside. She climbed out of bed and walked over to the window to see what was happening. For God’s sake, it was barely light out, she thought grumpily. It couldn’t be more than 6:00 a.m. Jesse was head down and ass up, working in the new rock garden. Okay, she had to admit. Apart from the ungodly hour, it was a pretty great view of a pretty fine ass. That wasn’t the point though. The fact that he was improving what had become an overgrown mess escaped her. All she saw was a stranger messing with her family’s once well-loved garden. Well, she wasn’t going to let him just change everything. If her mom were only here, she’d be able to make her see that none of this was necessary. They could have cleaned the place up a bit. She looked over at her mother’s cell sitting uselessly on her bedside table. She sighed. “I guess it’s up to me to stop him.”
Jesse turned to the window and waved.
Alyssa didn’t wave back.
 
* * *
 
“In a better mood this morning?” Jesse asked with a smile. He removed his boots as he came into the house. He was grateful that Alyssa was now wearing blue jeans, a pink sweater and a more softened expression than she’d been wearing the night before. He hoped it showed that she wanted to reach some kind of compromise.
“That depends.”
“On what?” Had he jumped the gun in thinking she wanted to work things out? She was looking serious again.
“On how you think this is all going to work. I don’t want to spend every waking minute being bossed around by you. I’m not a child.”
No, she wasn’t a child. She was an attractive woman, but she hadn’t been acting that way. “Just let the workers get on with their work, clean up after yourself, act like a grown up, and we won’t have a problem, sweetheart. Who knows, we could even end up being friends.”
Alyssa’s stamped her foot. “I’m not your sweetheart, your honey or your princess!”
“No, you’re not. I’m sorry but at the moment you’re doing a pretty good impression of a being a pain in my ass, and not a very grownup one at that. If you want to be treated like a grownup, then act like one. It’s simple, really.’”
“Charming.” She pouted.
“Sit.” Jesse really didn’t want to argue. If only he could get her to understand that he wasn’t her enemy.
“I just told you—”
“Fine, then stand.” Honestly, this girl would try the patience of a saint. Talk about being contrary.
Alyssa sat.
“Your mom won’t be back here for more than a month, at least.” Jesse said, trying to read her now blank expression. “I’m guessing you knew that, though, didn’t you?”
“Maybe.”
“Hmm.” He decided to leave that bit for the time being. At least she wasn’t arguing. “Well, the way I see it, you want me gone, and that’s not going to happen. There are only two options open to us. The first is the most adult and sensible option, which is for us to try and get along.”
“And the second?”
“We put through a call to the ship, tell your mom the situation, and let her decide.” He waited patiently for her answer, but he had a pretty fair idea she wouldn’t want to go with the second option.
“I don’t want to ruin my mom’s break.”
“Okay then,” he said with a chuckle. He was sure she didn’t care about ruining her mom’s anything. “The first option it is. That was quick.”
“What’s so funny?”
“You don’t want Mommy to find out you’re not in school,” he said. “You’re scared.”
“Am not.”
He narrowed his eyes suspiciously. While he’d suspected that she didn’t want to go back to school, it hadn’t really occurred to him that she might not be able to go back for some reason. “You’re in trouble.”
“You said you wanted to get along, and now you’re teasing me?”
“I’m not teasing now. Can I help?” Jesse asked. All traces of humor were gone from his face.
“No. It’s okay.”
He could tell from the look on her face that something wasn’t right. “I don’t want to be indelicate here, but you’re not pregnant or anything, are you?”
“No!”
“That’s good, but if you change your mind and you want to talk, I can be a pretty good listener.”
“I’ll be okay, thanks.” She smiled. “You know quite a bit about me, and I don’t know anything about you, except for the fact that your uncle is now my mom’s boyfriend.”
“What would you like to know?”
“I don’t know. How old are you? What’s your last name? The basics at least.”
Jesse grinned. “Jesse Caldwell. I’m twenty-eight years old, and I run a business that I inherited from my grandfather.”
“Renovations?”
“In part. My real love is the outdoors, but I can turn my hand at most building works. I have off siders that help with the more specialized plumbing and electrics.”
“Oh?”
“Matty and Chase. We went to high school together. And then there’s my foreman Uncle Pete. No relative—that’s just what we call him.”
Alyssa giggled. “You call your foreman Uncle Pete?”
“He was my grandfather’s best friend, and he worked alongside him. He’s mostly retired now, but he likes to keep his hand in, earn a little money on the side. He’ll come with the boys for a short time, but he won’t stay the whole time.”
“Where are all these people?”
“They’re starting this morning. They got in last night but had to get settled. Except for Uncle Pete, we’ll all be here until we finish the house and garden renovations. I’ll be staying until your mom gets back.”
“And your uncle, the real one.”
“Yes, I guess so.”
He stood to leave. “Have a nice day today. Enjoy being home,” he said with a smile. “Just try and remember the agreed upon house rules.”
Alyssa saluted. “Yes, sir.”
Jesse turned his head when a truck pulled into the driveway. “There’s my helpers now. Come on, I’ll introduce you.”
“Okay.”
Jesse held the door open and smiled as Alyssa ducked under his arm to go through. He guessed it was probably curiosity that had made her more compliant, but it was a start. He liked her like this; if not exactly happy, then at least less argumentative.
“Hey, good trip?” Jesse asked as his three friends got out of the truck.
“Yeah, great,” Matty said glancing over at Chase.
“Who’s your new friend?” Chase asked.
“Everybody, this is Alyssa. It’s Alyssa’s home we’re working on.”
“Pleased to meet you Alyssa,” Uncle Pete said holding out his hand.
“Hi, Alyssa,” Matty said.
“Nice to meet you,” Chase added. “I didn’t think the owners were going to be here.”
“They weren’t going to be. Alyssa is home on a break from school.”
“Oh, okay.” Chase shrugged.
“Why don’t you boys unload the truck, and then I’ll show you around,” Jesse said, already leading Alyssa back to the house.
“They seem nice.”
“They are nice. Uncle Pete is a man of few words, but he’s great when you get to know him.”
“Does he talk to your uncle at all?”
Jesse smirked. “In person. Don’t worry. He doesn’t do technology, so he’s not likely to rat you out.”
“That’s something.” Alyssa said with relief.
Jesse stopped short of the back door while Alyssa stepped inside. “Tonight after work, we’ll go grocery shopping. We’ll see what’s here and do a list.”
“Weren’t you going to have breakfast?”
“No time now and no bacon.” Jesse smiled. “I’ll get something later.”
“Guess I’ll see you tonight.”
“You will. Stay away from the back of the house where they’re working. They’re busy, and it’s not safe for you to be there without a hat.”
“Okay.”
 
* * *
 
Alyssa wandered around the house, reminiscing about the things that had made this house a home. The family portrait in the living room and the books on the shelves that her mother liked to read. There was even an old, worn copy of a book of fairy tales her daddy used to read to her before bed when she was little. She flipped through the pages and then placed it lovingly back in its place.
She flipped on the television, but after going from channel to channel, she turned it off and threw the remote onto the sofa. She finally decided to go for a walk. It would be interesting to see what had changed and what was still the same.
Alyssa walked and walked, her mind swirling with confused thoughts. She’d been so angry last night. First, she’d been petrified, convinced her life was in danger, and then when she realized that Jesse wasn’t some kind of crazy rapist or killer, she’d just been plain old angry.
She had to admit it that the whole evening had stirred up some weird feelings though. The spanking had hurt. A lot. Who would have thought that getting your ass smacked like that would be so painful and embarrassing? But it also felt good. No, good was a stretch. It wasn’t the spanking itself that felt good. The tingling sensation when the spanking was starting to wear off felt sort of nice. Oh, this was so weird. When he’d threatened to take her back over his knee, she had actually felt the stirrings of arousal. Did she want a guy to boss her around and tell her what to do? She’d never imagined that would be the sort of man she wanted to be with. But then, if she was honest with herself, she’d never been with a man. She’d had boyfriends, but they had been boys, not men. None of those short lived, so-called relationships had lasted long enough to explore what either of them wanted or needed. None had ever laid a hand on her ass, unless they were groping around in a make out session, hoping for some satisfaction. None of them gave her any kind of satisfaction at all. She’d never had a man do anything to her at all, much less tell her what to do and expect her to do it. He seemed to be a nice guy, but it still irritated her that he was so bossy about everything. Still, she wasn’t doing too well on her own, was she? Kicked out of school, and everything messed up. Maybe she needed someone to tell her what to do.
“Alyssa?”
Alyssa looked up and realized she was in front of her friend’s house. “Krystal?”
“I thought you were in school,” they both said at the same time. Both girls giggled.
“How come you’re home?” Alyssa asked, hoping her friend had a similar story to hers.
“I decided to take this semester off. How about you?”
“Same, kind of,” Alyssa winced.
“Sounds like a story there.”
“We should catch up for a coffee or something.” It’d be good to have someone to talk to. She didn’t realize how much she’d missed her old friends.
“I’d like that. I have to run a couple of errands now, but I’ll call you. Same number?”
“Yeah.”
“Great.”
Alyssa walked away feeling much happier.
 
* * *
 
When she got back to the house Alyssa could hear banging in the back of the house. Jesse had told her to stay away from where the work was being done, but Jesse wasn’t here. His car was gone, so what he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. She followed the noise until she found its source. Her mouth dropped open when she realized Matty and Chase had already gutted the entire inside of the downstairs bathroom. Alyssa jumped when a deep voice rumbled from behind her.
“You shouldn’t be here without a hard hat.”
“Sorry, just wanted to say hi.” Alyssa waved to the others who sang out their hellos and kept on working.
“Hi. Now away from here, miss, before you get hurt,” Uncle Pete said sternly.
Alyssa turned and walked back into the other part of the house to find something else to amuse herself with. She watched some TV and then scrounged up a peanut butter sandwich. By late afternoon, she found herself actually looking forward to Jesse coming home.
 
* * *
 
“Alyssa!” Jesse called from the bottom of the stairs when he got home. “We need to go get groceries!”
She stood at the top of the stairs chewing her lip. “I don’t have any money.”
“I kind of assumed that. Come on. I don’t know what you like, so you can choose for yourself.”
“You don’t have to,” the stubborn girl said, not making a move from her spot on the stairs. She really didn’t want to be beholden to him, but her rumbling tummy was urging her to get going. All she’d had to eat was toast.
“Just come on,” Jesse said taking the stairs a couple at a time and grabbing her wrist, tugging her down after him while he spoke. “I’m starving.”
Alyssa’s tummy did a flip. She wanted to pull her hand away and demand that he couldn’t touch her, but her body was buzzing with some kind of invisible magnet. Did she actually like his work-roughened hand clenched possessively onto her like that? Okay, maybe not possessively. The only thing he was trying to control at that moment was his hunger. Once he had her at the bottom of the stairs, he let go, and she had to suck in a deep breath to push away the weird pang of disappointment that flashed through her so fast she almost missed it. She had to find a way to get him out of this house and away from her. Having him here was messing with her mind.
 
* * *
 
“What kind of cereal do you want?” Jesse asked pausing the cart in the isle filled with colorful boxes.
“I don’t eat cereal. Too many carbs.”
“There were carbs in my cookie dough ice cream.”
“Ice cream doesn’t count. It’s a liquid.”
“Uh-huh.” He popped a box of his favorite cereal in the cart and moved on.
“Whole milk, half and half, or skim?”
“Evaporated skim milk for coffee. Skim for the cereal. It’s better for you than regular milk.”
“I’ll get you some skim for the cereal you aren’t going to eat, and I’ll just get regular milk for me. I drink my coffee black.” He put a gallon of each in the cart. “I have no idea where to even start looking for evaporated milk. There’s creamer here, will this do?” he questioned, reaching for a box that was strategically placed in a display near the fridge. She shook her head, so he put it back.
“I don’t like that fake stuff,” Alyssa said when he dropped in a few packets of hot dogs. “It’s not even real meat. They’re full of chemicals.”
“Of course you don’t.” Jesse threw a couple of trays of meat in next to the hotdogs. “Don’t try and tell me you’re a vegetarian as well. You ate my bacon.”
“No, meat’s okay.” she said. “Good meat.” She actually loved hotdogs. She’d have to figure out how to eat a couple when he wasn’t paying attention. She was enjoying pushing his buttons.
“Vegetables?”
“I love vegetables.”
“Good.”
“Bread?”
“No. Carbs.”
“Right. The carbs. How could I forget the evil carbs?”
When they reached the candy isle, Jesse threw a few candy bars and a couple of bags of potato chips in. “I can eat all the carbs I want. I burn them off through the day.”
“Are you saying I’m fat?”
“No! How did you get that out of that?”
“Just put back all of my stuff, and I won’t eat anything at all except the vegetables.” It was all she could do to stop from laughing at the panicked look on his face.
“Honestly. I didn’t mean it.”
“I know. I’m just messing with ya. You’re way too serious, you know that?”
Jesse shook his head. “I think we have all we need. Let’s just go.”
Alyssa could see Jesse steering towards the checkouts, but she hadn’t finished with him yet and stopped in her tracks.
“Isn’t that it now?” he asked.
“Oh, there’s one more thing. I’m a little embarrassed,” she said coyly. “Feminine products.”
Jesse’s face was a study. His eyes widened, his lips parted a little, and she could see his color rising.
“Oh, right,” he nodded, allowing himself to be lead to the isle in question.
She poured over all the brightly colored packets, whispering loudly about the benefits of each brand. “Technology is something else you know? These ones used to leak all over, but now they’ve come up with these ones that have wings to take up the slack.”
Jesse snarled at the superseded ones and grabbed up a packet of the ones with wings and threw them into the cart like they might burn him. “Those okay?”
“No, silly,” Alyssa said with a grin while she removed them and put them back on the shelf. “I use these.” She took a packet from the shelf and held it up to show him.
“I know what they are,” he said. “Just put them in the cart, and we can go.”
“You should always choose the unscented because you really don’t want to get an irritation down there.” She would have loved to have added more. This was the most satisfying part of their little trip yet. The trouble was that she was close to exploding with a fit of the giggles.
Jesse snatched them and dropped them into the cart.
“We going now?” she asked almost running to keep up with the fast moving cart.
“Just gonna get some beer.”
“Now there’s an idea I like.”
“I hope you like watching because you are not old enough to drink.”
Her chin dropped. She wanted to offer a mature argument, but what came out was more like a babyish whine. “I’m almost?”
“Uh-huh. How long until you’re twenty-one?”
“Nine months,” she grumbled.
“Then I’ll happily join you in a beer in nine months.”
“We won’t know each other in nine months,” she said, poking out her tongue and stalking through the checkouts to wait in the car.
 
* * *
 
He had been so irritated with her by the time they got home, he almost took his finger off while he was peeling the potatoes for dinner. “Aren’t you going to help?” he asked when she took off up the stairs.
“I’ll be back in a minute.”
Jesse knew she wouldn’t be back in a minute, but to his own amazement he found he didn’t really mind. He liked cooking, and he liked the idea of cooking for someone else and not just for himself for a change.
As he prepped the chicken and vegetables and started on the rice, he mulled over the events since last night when he’d found her there. She was interesting. Alyssa was a very pretty girl, but that wasn’t what attracted him. Was he attracted? Of course he was. She was painful at times, but she was also funny and smart—plus a smart ass, if their trip to the supermarket was anything to go by. He knew she’d been playing him about the carbs, but she was having fun and it was harmless—irritating but harmless. He looked at the rice and smiled; carbs. She’d eat it. He knew she would. Just like she’d probably eat the candy and maybe even his chips if he didn’t hide a bag for himself. A girl like Alyssa would keep a man on his toes; things would never be boring.
 
* * *
 
“I thought you were coming right back,” Jesse asked Alyssa as she came back into the kitchen.
“Did you? Sorry. I guess I got distracted.” Not so much distracted as hungry. While she’d been soaking in the bath, she could smell the delicious dinner cooking.
“Uh-huh. You can clean up after dinner. Sit down and eat before it gets cold.”
“Okay,” she said with a sweet smile. “This looks good. I love chicken.”
Alyssa tucked into the rice with gusto, forgetting all about her previous ban on carbs and not noticing Jesse’s hint of a smile. “This is delicious. I think it may even rival my mom’s. She used to make it a lot. It was my dad’s favorite.”
“That’s high praise.”
Alyssa smiled, unsure of what to say to that. “My dad used to cook the chicken on the grill while my mom made the other stuff inside.” It made Alyssa feel all warm inside to think about the happy meals they’d shared as a family.
As they finished their meal, they shared stories of their favorite foods. Alyssa was surprised to find it was actually Jesse’s grandfather who taught him to cook.
“The meal was lovely, Jesse, thank you. Your grandfather did a good job.”
“He was great, but then my mom was a good cook too. He taught her as well.”
“My mom does most of the cooking—well, all of it now. My dad grilled, but he didn’t really cook inside that much.”
“You had a good relationship with your dad.”
“Yeah, I did. I loved him always, and I loved the time I spent with him on my own outside. We used to play catch, or when I was really little, he used to push me on the swing. When I got older, we’d sit at the outdoor table and he’d help me with my homework. He was the one who planted all the herbs. That’s one of the reasons I liked my key to be left there; I know it’s silly, but it’s like he was looking after it for me or something.”
Alyssa looked up and found Jesse mesmerized by her story. She could see by the look on his face he was feeling sorry for her. She didn’t want that. She didn’t want his pity. Alyssa stood to leave. She’d said too much, she’d felt too much, and she would do better to go back to the original plan of driving Jesse out.
 
* * *
 
“Dishes.” Jesse said with a pointed look as she stood, leaving her plate on the table in front of her. “That was the deal.”
“I said I’d do them. I just have to make a call.”
“You can make your call after you clean up.”
“I thought you weren’t going to boss me.”
Jesse was sure he’d made some headway and was completely confused by her sudden return to bratting. “I wouldn’t have to boss you if you would just do what you’re supposed to do on your own.”
“I said I’d do it. I just didn’t say when. So long as I do it before bed, you have nothing to complain about.”
“If you don’t do the dishes by midnight, I will spank you,” Jesse said with a firm voice and a raised eyebrow. “Seriously, I will.”
Jesse watched in frustration as Alyssa jogged up the stairs. She was playing him again, he was certain of it. Well, he wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of knowing she’d gotten to him.
 
* * *
 
Upstairs, Alyssa climbed into her mom’s unmade bed and switched on the TV. Her favorite program was on, but as hard as she tried she just couldn’t concentrate on it. She was being a rude and ungrateful brat, and she knew it. Jesse had gone to the trouble of preparing her a nice meal, even though she’d hidden up here when she was supposed to be helping. How did she repay him? She gave him attitude and stormed out. Guilt weighed heavily on her, and she was really close to going downstairs to apologize.
She got out of bed again and even had hold of the door handle, but then she pictured him threatening her again with a spanking. Her tummy curled with pleasure at the memory of him standing there, arms folded, eyebrow raised in disapproval…
I will spank you. The words were on repeat in her head. She couldn’t do this. He didn’t deserve to be treated like this, but she had to get rid of him. He was messing with her head. She had to get him out before he turned her brain completely and she found she couldn’t live without his dominance.
The program finished and another came on, but Alyssa didn’t even notice. She was too busy watching the clock. She left herself just enough time to get the dishes done without earning herself a spanking but long enough to have Jesse irritated.
 
* * *
 
Over the next few days Alyssa tried so hard to get at Jesse, but nothing worked. She blared music late at night and didn’t clean up until the very last minute. When she finally heard his bedroom door close, she would clanging the dishes and turn the music up downstairs. She even threw out his hot dogs. That was a bit mean, but when she opened the fridge, they were just sitting there, begging for her to do something with them. She did eat one but they weren’t very nice. She had done him a favor, really.
All this hard work, and Jesse didn’t even bite. He said nothing. Didn’t even notice. It had left her feeling a bit deflated. In fact, Jesse had been all but ignoring her. She found that was irritating her more than his previous bossiness. The night before, her breath had caught in her throat when she saw him open the fridge and take out a beer. God, why hadn’t she thought about the beer? That would get his attention. Would he care that she’d drunk it, or would he care that he was down a beer or two? Did she care if he cared? God, this was more complicated than it had to be.
“Alyssa!” Jesse called from the kitchen.
Alyssa giggled. After a restless night, she’d woken earlier than Jesse with a renewed determination. She was going to get his attention today if it killed her. Looked like she was off to a good start. By the sound of his bellowing, he’d finally bitten.
 
* * *
 
Jesse picked up an armful of dirty dishes and dumped them on the drainer so he could get a glass of water. He scoffed in disgust when he found half a soggy sandwich underneath the dirty plates. “Alyssa!”
He had tried for a week to give her the benefit of the doubt like she’d asked. What did he get for it? Not a lot. At first she’d played games with him and left things to the last minute, but she had done them. He hadn’t wanted to give her the attention she’d been looking for, so he’d ignored her behavior. Looking at this mess, though, it was clear that now she wasn’t bothering to clean up at all.
Alyssa jogged down the stairs in a pair of short shorts and a bikini top.
“What are you wearing?” he asked looking out back to where the other workers were having their lunch in the sun.
“What?”
“Maybe I should have said what are you not wearing? You forgot two thirds of your clothes.”
“You called me down here to rag on my clothes?”
“No. I called you down here because you left so much mess in the sink I couldn’t turn on the faucet.”
“But you have a glass of water in your hand.”
“I moved it.”
“The water?”
“The mess!”
“Oh, so you’re good then.”
“No, I’m not good. You need to clean up this mess. Actually, go get changed and then come back and clean up the mess.”
“No.”
“Alyssa,” he said running his hand through his hair.
“I’m wearing clothes, and I don’t have to clean up yet if I don’t want to.”
“You need to put on a shirt at least.”
“No, I don’t.”
Jesse looked out the window and could see that the men were coming back inside. “Fine. Then go back up to your room.” It sounded a bit over the top even to him, but he couldn’t help it. He felt like he should protect Alyssa, and part of that was not having his young workmen peering at her half-naked body.
“What about the mess?”
“Later, but you will do it.”
 
* * *
 
Alyssa grinned as she moseyed slowly towards the stairs, very aware that a good deal of her butt cheeks were peeking out from under her shorts. She was a little taken back when a fiery sting burst across the unclothed area of her bottom. “Hey!”
“Hurry up. Please don’t come down here again without a shirt on.”
“You only had to ask.” She ran up the stairs with a warm bottom, her tummy twisting with acute awareness and a tingling between her legs. She still wanted this man gone, and that’s why she was baiting him. Why else would she go to so much trouble? She had to admit, though, she found his domineering act sort of exciting in an embarrassing kind of way.
She was nearly at the top of the stairs when said bossy man called her again.
“Alyssa? Where are my hotdogs?”
“At this moment?”
“Yes, at this moment!?” he called up the stairs.
“I don’t know!” she yelled back honestly. She suspected—seeing as how the trash had been collected already—that the packets minus the one she’d eaten were probably somewhere in a truck on the way to the dump. She sat down on her mother’s window seat to look at the yard while she pondered some more ways to have fun with Jesse.
An hour later Alyssa was sick of sitting in the room, so she rifled through her things for a shirt so she could go downstairs. “Yes! Perfect!” She threw the top over her head and went downstairs.
There was no banging going on in the back of the house, which was unusual. But after looking through the kitchen window, she realized the work had moved outside. Matty was back, and it looked like he’d finished laying pipes. Chase was sinking a large pond into the ground. It looked like the water was going to run out of the fountain, over the rocks, and then finish in the pond. It was probably going to look very pretty, not that she would ever admit that to Jesse.
It must be hot work, she mused. She looked down at the lacy top she’d put on over her bikini top. She’d chosen it especially to wind Jesse up, and there was no doubt in her mind that if she were to go outside wearing it he would not be happy. She giggled. Maybe all the workers could do with a cold drink. She filled glasses with ice and then topped them with soda before setting them all on a tray.
As she’d predicted Jesse hadn’t been amused and in fact had dragged her kicking and screaming into the house, but not before smacking her bottom in front of his crew. She was mortified.
“How could you?” she wailed as Jesse kicked the door shut with his foot and placed her on the ground. “How could you do that in front of everyone?”
“Hush. You asked for it. Listen, I’ve tried. I put up with your childish games, and I said nothing. I asked you nicely to clean up. You didn’t. I didn’t want you to come outside half naked because it’s not right, it’s not safe, and it’s just plain not nice.”
“Why are you being such a prude? I’d be wearing less on the beach!”
“I don’t have time to argue. I’ve had enough. You better have this mess cleaned up by the time I’ve finished work today.”
“And if I don’t?”
“You’ll get a damn good spanking, and then you’ll clean up the mess anyway.”
“You don’t have any sense of humor.”
“I used to. Just clean up, please.”
There was a part of her that was sure he would follow through with his threat. That part of her scanned the mess and almost caved, but then the rebellious side of her had other ideas. She couldn’t help it. A small part of her just wanted to see what would happen. “Fuck it.” She pulled open the fridge and helped herself to a couple of Jesse’s beers. “Go hard, or go home.” The fact that she was already home was beside the point.
 
* * *
 
Jesse and the boys stood looking with satisfaction at the new pond. It had really turned out well. Once they put in the water lilies tomorrow, it was going to look even better.
“Thanks, boys. We may as well call it a day.”
He ignored the sniggers as he walked inside. His two helpers and friends were well aware of his handful of a roommate, and it amused them to no end. He was nearly in the house when Uncle Pete touched his arm.
“You don’t seem happy today. Problems?”
“A little one.”
“Cute little problem with red curls?”
“That’d be the one. I’m so… frustrated with her. She’s without a doubt the most irritating brat I’ve ever known. She’ll go out of her way to be a total pain in the ass and then look at me like I’m some ogre that is trying to destroy her world.”
“Really. So you don’t like her then?”
“That’s the really frustrating part. Even though she is all of those things, she’s under my skin. I’m intrigued by her. I like her. I can’t help it. She isn’t always like that. There a glimpses of a heart of gold when she lets her guard down.
“Interesting.”
“I know that’s not the only pearl of wisdom you have for me,” Jesse smiled knowing his friend was weighing his words before he spoke.
“You know, son, when a woman tries to drive a man away, it’s usually because she needs that man. Alyssa is young, and she may not have ever had intense feelings for anyone. She’s probably just scared. Be patient and care for her, but be firm when she needs it.”
Jesse nodded, his old friend had given him the reassurance that he needed.
 
* * *
 
As he opened the door Jesse’s blood started to boil. The peace he’d been feeling a few minutes before had melted away. Things were no better than before. Without even bothering to call her this time, he marched straight up the stairs.
“Alyssa! Alyssa open this door.” He rapped noisily when the music was suddenly turned up full blast.
“I can’t hear you!” Alyssa called through the noise.
“Then why did you answer?”
“I’m psychic!”
“Good, then you’ll know what’s about to happen next! You have to come out sometime. The longer you take, the worse it’ll be.”
“Kiss my ass!” she shouted over the top of the music.
Jesse shook his head before stomping up the hallway to his own room. He slammed the door without going inside, hoping his ruse would fool Alyssa. He crept back across the hallway silently to wait as long as it took.
Jesse listened intently when the music was suddenly turned down.
“Jesse?” she ventured. “Are you there?”
Jesse said nothing, trying hard to breathe noiselessly. When the door creaked open slowly, he pounced on his prey.
She tried to slam the door again, but she wasn’t fast enough.
He took her by the arm and marched her back into the bedroom. “You are kidding me Alyssa, aren’t you?” he asked incredulously when his eyes lit on the beer cans. He snatched up one of the open cans with one hand while holding her steady with the other. “You want to see how far you can push me? Well, you’re about to find out.”
“I don’t. I mean I wasn’t doing that!”
“Yes you were. I won’t put up with your games any longer, do you hear me?” He sat on the bed and stood her between his legs. His hands went to the button on her shorts.
“No!” she wailed.
“No feigning modesty now, missy. You were happy enough to parade your booty outside before for everyone to see.”
Tears of shame filled Alyssa’s eyes as the shorts were yanked to her knees. “I…” Before she knew it she had been bent over Jesse’s knee, and she was forced to hang onto his leg.
“Save it,” Jesse said bringing his hand down hard on the cheeky target. “I tried to do things your way, I really did.”
The first smack had to have stung like the dickens, but he followed it with another. He was determined to get his message across this time. The skimpy thong she wore was no protection at all for Jesse’s hard slaps as he left several pink handprints on each thigh with one hand.
Alyssa was yelling within minutes of Jesse’s hand landing. “You stop that!” She kicked and fought and flung her hand back. “I didn’t do anything!” she wailed through ragged breaths.
“No, you didn’t unless you were being contrary. You didn’t clean up after yourself, you weren’t considerate at all. You took my beers and drank them when I specifically said no. You’re underage!”
“Just barely!” Alyssa squealed loudly. “No!”
Jesse whipped the scrap of a thong to Alyssa’s knees to join her shorts and then slapped the pink cheeks hard, ignoring Alyssa’s pleading for him to stop. “You want to act like a first class brat? Brats get spanked.”
While Alyssa wriggled and squirmed and complained loudly about his treatment of her, Jesse spanked the pretty bottom up, down, and all over until the light stains from his smacks turned a uniform dark pink.
“I’m sorry!” Alyssa cried as she sucked in ragged breaths. “I only drank one beer!”
The fact that she didn’t get it that it didn’t matter how many of his beers she drank frustrated Jesse to no end, and he clapped the underside of her bottom several times hard to make his point. “It doesn’t matter how many you drank. You shouldn’t have had any at all!”
When Alyssa’s complaints became sobs of what he hoped was contrition along with the pain she must be feeling, he breathed a quiet sigh of relief and stopped spanking. He rubbed her back gently for a few minutes to give them both a chance to get themselves together.
“Is it over?” Alyssa croaked huskily.
Jesse helped her to stand and tried to hug her, but she remained stiff in his arms. “The spanking is, but you still have to clean up your mess.”
Alyssa looked at the floor, refusing to make eye contact.
“Alyssa?” Jesse took her chin between his thumb and forefinger and made her look at him. “You will do it, and I’ll be watching you to make sure.”
“If you say so,” she dared.
“I do say so.” His voice was almost a whisper but held a world of promise. He could empathize with her anger, but he wasn’t going to take her attitude, not anymore. He’d allowed her to throw her weight around for long enough.
Alyssa stood with narrowed eyes and a giant pout. One hand was cupping her sex as she reached for her shorts and underwear.
Jesse shook his head at her attitude. “You won’t be needing those,” he said quietly. “Wearing skimpy clothes seems to be your thing, so you can do the cleaning with your pants off.”
Alyssa’s eyes boggled. “No way!”
“Yes way. Unless you want to go get your hairbrush and lay back over my knee. Your choice.”
“Fine,” she said. “I’ll give you a thrill.”
“That’s not what it’s about, and you know it. You’re not going to guilt me into changing my mind either.”
Alyssa remained silent and sullen.
“Stand in the corner.” Jesse was less than impressed with her attitude.
“You said I had to clean. Naked.”
“You’re twisting my words. You will be cleaning without your pants, but right now I’m telling you to go to the corner.” He slapped her bottom hard, and she moved fast.
Jesse went to the kitchen, leaving Alyssa to mull over her attitude and hopefully change it. He caught her stomping her bare foot out of the corner of his eye, but he decided to let that slide. She still stayed in the corner, which was something.
When he found what he was looking for in the kitchen, he came up behind her quietly.
“You can’t smack me again. I’m still standing here.”
“I can see that. Thank you.”
“I’m not doing it for you.”
This girl was a piece of work. Her attitude hadn’t improved any. He reached around Alyssa with the apron he’d found in the kitchen drawer. “You’re still cleaning with your bottom on display, but your modesty will still be intact.”
“I shouldn’t be modest about my ass?”
“You know, you are this close to getting a taste of a wooden spoon. Is that what you want?”
Alyssa shook her head.
“Come on then.” Jesse marched to the door and held it open, waiting for Alyssa to pass.
She did, but she skated around him warily. “You could walk in front you know.”
“Just concentrate on what you have to get done.”
“Is this how you plan to treat your wife when you get one?”
“You can start in the kitchen. Any more lip from you Alyssa, and I will spank you again.” Jesse ignored her question about his future wife. It was none of her business, but it did make him think. It was probably the way he wanted his marriage to be one day. Despite trying to push the thought away, when he imagined a wife, it was Alyssa in that role. It felt as natural as breathing to imagine her as his bride. A very naughty bride that would end up over his knee regularly. It actually surprised him how happy that thought made him. He didn’t punish Alyssa because he enjoyed it, but spanking her had aroused him. Each time his hand had been bouncing off her pretty bottom, he’d thought of it for days afterwards.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa didn’t know who she was more mad at, Jesse or herself. Him for being the arrogant pig that he was, or her for saying how high when he asked her to jump. This was humiliating. She thought it was embarrassing to be upended and spanked bare, but this was worse. Him sitting there waiting for her to do chores in front of him. He had a prime position. She was sure he was going to catch sight of just how all this had affected her. That was something she truly didn’t understand at all. What was it about all this that turned her insides to mush? She pushed the thoughts away so she could get the work over with.
She tried not to look over her shoulder while she filled the sink with hot water. Alyssa would have liked to have pretended she was on her own and wearing pants, but she couldn’t because she could hear Jesse breathing. Plates that had dried food on them soaked in the water while she collected glasses from the living room. The embarrassed girl knew she would have to bend over eventually to actually put things inside the dishwasher, but she was acutely aware that Jesse was watching her. When she bent over he was going to be privy to her secret shame: how wet she was. There, she’d allowed the admission to creep through to her conscious thoughts. When this arrogant man had spanked her, it had turned her on. A lot. What was even worse was that although being made to clean with her bottom on display made her angry, it also increased her arousal. She could feel the wetness escaping her pussy lips at the thought, and she would be just mortified if Jesse actually said something. It was bad enough that she couldn’t prevent him from seeing the evidence for himself.
She was lucky—if that’s what you could call it—because if he did see, he didn’t say anything.
“Good girl,” Jesse said when she was finished with the kitchen. “You know it wouldn’t be so hard to clean up if you rinsed your plates and glasses as soon as you’re finished with them and put them in the dishwasher straight away.”
“Thanks for the advice. Can I go now?” She really did just want to get out of there.
“Yes, you can. Alyssa?”
“Yes?”
“Tomorrow’s a new day. Let’s start fresh.”
“Tomorrow you’ll see how hard I’m willing to try.” To try and drive you out of here, she thought. She was managing to hide it, but she was still plenty angry inside. You may have won this part of the argument, but I’ll come out on top tomorrow.
“Good girl.”
“Sleep well.”
You’ll need to be refreshed when you see your surprise tomorrow, she thought. He would see that spanking her had done nothing but waste both their time. If brats get spanked, then spankers get pranked. Alyssa racked her brain for a prank worthy of the humiliation she’d been forced to endure. She looked out onto the partly refurbished garden and at the new pond and fountain. The water sparkled prettily under the solar lights. Perfect, she thought.
Alyssa didn’t have to wait until late into the night to work on her plan. Jesse worked hard and started early, so he didn’t stay up late. That night was no different. When she finally heard the gentle rumble of sleep from the other side of his door, she crept downstairs to where Jesse had been working to renovate the bathroom. There were the treasures she was after. It wasn’t hard to find which were Jesse’s. They were engraved.
With her captured bounty, Alyssa took off as quickly and quietly as she could, making sure she didn’t make a noise with the door. She managed to struggle through without stirring Jesse, but her load wasn’t light and the metal from the screen door banged a couple of times against the edge of the house. She held her breath while she listened hard for footsteps on the stairs. Once she was sure she was free and clear, she bolted, doing laps around the garden until the last of her treasures had been plopped into the pond.
As the last one sank to its watery death, she expected to feel exhilaration, but she didn’t. Instead, cold fear washed through her. The finality of what she’d done hit her all at once, and she shuddered. Unfortunately, her pang of regret was all too late. It didn’t take an expert to know that you can’t just dry off power tools with a hair drier. Guilt, anxiety, and the feeling that she’d just thrown the most childish tantrum ever weighed her down as she walked back into the house. He was going to kill her, and if she was to be honest with herself, she might even deserve it.



Chapter Three
 
 
Jesse woke early and put on a pot of coffee. It was so much more relaxing to get up to a clean kitchen. After pouring himself a cup he took it outside to take advantage of the early morning. He sucked in a big breath of fresh air. New day, new start. He looked up towards Alyssa’s window and sort of hoped to see her there, looking out as she often seemed to be when he was outside. When there was no activity, he turned his attentions to the fountain and pond. They were going to put in the water lilies today. Cup in hand and filled with pride, he walked towards his newest creation, but as he got closer, he could see that something looked a bit strange. Then he realized what he was looking at.
“No!” he muttered. His jaw dropped. “Oh, crap! Tell me she didn’t!”
Jesse was consumed with useless panic. Even though it was probably too late to save the tools he worked so hard for, he ran in a desperate effort to try and do just that. Fluid cascaded like a waterfall from each ruined item as they were lifted carefully from the water and placed on the grass.
He looked up at the empty window with murderous thoughts. She was going to be one very sorry young lady when he was finished with her. Being a pain in the ass was one thing, but this was unnecessary destruction. This was criminal.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa hadn’t slept a wink. She stood to the side of the window chewing nervously on her bottom lip, making sure she was out of sight as the drama unfolded. Maybe she should hide. As if that would help. She actually pondered marching right out there and confessing and apologizing. Right, like that’d work. What would he say—I would have killed you, Lyssy, stone dead, but because you apologized, I’m just going to overlook the fact you’ve destroyed my expensive tools, tools that I use to make my living. What do you think we should have for dinner?—Yeah, right. Oh shit, he was walking towards the house.
Man, it felt like she hadn’t taken a breath in an entire hour while she waited for Jesse to burst through the door and take her to task. She waited, but nothing happened. He didn’t come. She opened her door a crack, and she could hear Jesse on the phone, but she couldn’t hear what he was saying. Then he was gone. She raced to the window.
Alyssa saw Jesse take his tools but didn’t see what else he took. Was he actually going to leave? The pain that pelted her was like an actual physical pain, and it shocked her. This was what she’d been working for, wasn’t it? To make him leave. Maybe she should go and check his room. She almost did, but stubbornness took over, stopping her from admitting to herself that she actually cared what he thought. She wanted to know where he was and what he thought about what she’d done.
She sank down onto the bed and curled into a miserable ball, burying herself with her mother’s quilt. It was just meant to be a prank to get back at him for spanking her, and now it had all gone wrong. That wasn’t the truth. She’d wanted to chase him away, and not just because of the spanking. But now she was sorry, and she didn’t want him to go. The miserable young woman sobbed into the pillow until she’d cried herself into a fitful, dream-filled sleep.
Alyssa was curled up asleep when she felt the bed depress next to her. Strong arms wrapped around her. Warm breath on the back of her neck and then eager fingers roaming across her nipples, over her flat belly. Soft, wet lips and then a tongue danced across her back. She trembled in anticipation as his fingers slipped between her legs.
“Lissy, honey, I’m sorry,” Jesse whispered in her ear. “I was too hard on you.”
“But your tools. I went too far,” she whimpered as his fingers probed and explored.
“You wouldn’t have if I hadn’t have pushed you. They’re only things. Nothing matters but you.”
“Really” she breathed.
“Of course really. I love you, Alyssa.”
Jesse sat on the bed and brushed a tangled red curl from her eyes. “Alyssa,” he said firmly.
The startled girl opened her eyes and pulled the bedclothes up to cover herself, aware that this Jesse was real and here and probably as mad as hell. It would be too much to actually think that he would react as he had in her dream. “Hi,” she managed finally.
“You had a busy night last night. I’m not surprised you are worn out.”
“I… um…” What could she say? ‘Sorry’ was such a small and useless word sometimes. Not to mention overused.
“Do not even attempt to come up with some kind of excuse.”
“I wasn’t. I was just going to say that I thought you’d left.” She hated the scarily quiet tone of his voice.
“I needed to simmer down some. If I’d have come anywhere near you this morning, I would have taken off your hide, and I’m not joking. But I have some control, unlike some people.”
“I went too far, I get that.”
“I’m not sure that you do, but you will. Go get your hairbrush.”
“No, Jesse, please.” Alyssa shook her head. It hurt when he spanked her with his hand, and it would really hurt if he spanked her with her wooden hairbrush.
Jesse raised an eyebrow. “I won’t get into a debate with you. Go get it now, or you’ll be sorry.”
“I am sorry. Really sorry but—” She didn’t get any further. The room spun, and she was suddenly staring at the floor, arms jerkily searching for an anchor. She squealed as the pajama pants she never got around to taking off went south, leaving her bottom bare and vulnerable.
“If you think I’m playing,” Jesse punctuated every word with a hard smack, “or open to suggestions or explanations, then you are wrong. Really wrong.” He stood Alyssa on her feet between his legs.
Her hands shot down to cover her neatly shaved mound. Embarrassment colored her cheeks, and it felt like they were more heated than the ones on her freshly smacked bottom. His stern look bore into her, and she finally waddled awkwardly towards the dresser, her pajamas caught around her ankles and her pink bottom on full display. She wanted to protest, to shout at Jesse that she didn’t deserve this, but she couldn’t. Tears streamed down her face but she did as she was told, picked up the brush, and waddled dutifully back to the bed where Jesse was watching her carefully.
Alyssa stood with her bottom lip wobbling and her hands strategically placed as Jesse fingered the wooden hairbrush.
“Those tools cost a lot of money. They’re my livelihood. Without them, I can’t work.”
“I’m sorry!” She was crying already. Couldn’t he see how sorry she was? She watched him press his lips together, presumably looking for the right words to convince her of how wrong she was, as if that weren’t obvious.
“One of them was bought for me on the first day I started to work with my grandfather in this business. His gift. It’s irreplaceable.”
Her face filled with horror at those words. She mouthed the word sorry, but it felt so meaningless.
“You can’t go through life only seeing things from your own point of view.”
“It was just meant to be a prank.” She wasn’t trying to make light of what she’d done, but once again it had come out wrong, frivolous.
“Are you serious? There was nothing about that even remotely funny. It was destructive, and more importantly, it was against the law!”
“Are you going to call the police?” He wouldn’t have her arrested would he? Did he hate her that much?
“No. I’m going to handle it myself.”
Jesse flipped her back over his knee, tapping each calf with the brush. Her hands shifted position in mid-air to shoot back and protect her bottom. “Move them,” he growled.
She did.
Alyssa screeched when the hard surface of the brush made contact with her tightly clenched cheeks. “Jesse!” she wailed. “It hurts too much!”
“So does having to pay to have all my tools fixed!”
“Jesse, stop!” she begged. “Please!” It was awful. Each wallop of that stupid brush burned a hole in her delicate flesh. She was certain that she would never sit again. Begging was getting her nowhere, so she stopped, but tears coursed down her face in silent protest. Finally, Jesse dropped the brush, but she didn’t try to rise and just hung there, over his lap, gasping for breath. She felt the weight of his hand as it rested on the small of her back.
“Come on now,” he said finally. He grasped her arm and helped her to stand. “That wasn’t many smacks, and it was only part of your punishment.”
“It felt like a hundred,” Alyssa said with a sniffle.
“It wasn’t even ten. I wouldn’t do that when you have more coming.”
Alyssa’s head shot up. “No more! I can’t take any more. You’ll kill me.” She wrung her hands dramatically, not sure whether to rub her sore bottom or slap Jesse for being so mean. The second option wouldn’t be smart—she could see that even with her spank-rattled brain. She went instead with the rubbing, only to have her hands smartly removed from her rear and caught between his.
“There will be more. We’re going to go downstairs, and you’re going to cut a switch.”
“People still do that?”
“When they throw other people’s expensive belongings in a pond, they do.”
“You already spanked me for that.”
“You’ll be cutting a switch.” Jesse stood and took her hand.
“No.” She twisted it and pulled out of his grasp like a toddler who didn’t want to hold their mother’s hand while crossing the road.
“You have to keep pushing,” Jesse said with a shake of his head. “Just remember, you had your choice.”
Before she could say anything else he’d grabbed the hem of her T-shirt and tugged it over her head leaving her standing naked before him, the pajama pants having been kicked off with the first few thwacks of the brush. Alyssa had no idea where to put her hands to cover herself. Instead, she did a clumsy hand dance, moving them from her breasts to her sex and back again, finally leaving one hand down there while she covered her breasts with her other arm, for all the good it did her.
“Put your hands down.”
Alyssa wanted to argue, but she found herself removing her hands and sliding them to her sides.
“Let’s go.” Jesse took her hand, and this time she didn’t resist.
When they got outside, he marched her up to the peach tree at the back, stopping only to pick up a picnic blanket.
“What’s that for?” A gut feeling told her they weren’t heading out for a midnight picnic.
“You’ll see. Never done this before?” he asked, tucking the throw under his arm.
She shook her head, her eyes filled with unshed tears. She was so mortified that she didn’t notice Jesse moving discretely behind her to keep her naked form shielded from any busybody neighbors.
“Use this.” He passed her a utility knife. “You want to it to be about as thick as your little finger and about this long.” He spread his hands to demonstrate the desired length.
Alyssa found herself examining her little finger like she’d never seen it before.
“Now.”
“Okay,” she said, taking the knife and choosing a branch. She looked over her shoulder at Jesse, and he nodded. She cut it free tentatively and passed it to him.
“I’ll need the knife.”
She watched nervously as he stripped the leaves and knots, finally smoothing his fingers down the bare wood to check that he hadn’t missed anything.
Jesse took her arm and led her purposefully towards the back shed.
“This is gonna really hurt, isn’t it?” she asked with a voice cloudy with emotion as she trotted beside Jesse, trying to match his stride.
When they were safely inside, Jesse covered the sawhorse with the picnic blanket. “Bend over this.”
Alyssa stood frozen to the ground. It wasn’t that she was being defiant. She was scared.
“Now, Alyssa.”
His voice only lifted a little bit, but she hurried the rest of the way and bent herself over the old wooden bench.
“Spread your legs.”
The request was made with the added incentive of a few taps with the dreaded switch, so she moved, squeezing her eyes together tightly. Maybe if she couldn’t see and she imagined she wasn’t here, then this would all be a horrible dream, she thought. No such luck.
Jesse laid a hand on her lower back to steady her, and then it started. Small rapid flicks of his wrist brought the stick down fast.
Little lines of stinging itches fell all over her entire bottom and thighs. There was nothing else she could do but cry. Not her usual sniffling cry, but an open-mouthed wail. She was sure that he was taking off her skin.
“Alyssa,” Jesse said sternly. “You have to be quiet.”
“I can’t help making noise. It hurts.”
“I know. But just so you know, we’re not finished. We’re going to have to take this inside.” He helped her to stand and then led her back into the house.
Alyssa actually felt a bit more relaxed once she was bent over the bed. At least it felt softer underneath her and no one could see. No one but Jesse anyway. Sadly, she was getting used to him getting a view of her bent over bottom, and she allow herself to think about what else he saw. It was, however, a feeling of misguided euphoria that was short lived.
“Ready?” Jesse said a hand again placed firmly on her lower back.
She simultaneously nodded and burst into tears, and then it started again. Although the little stings had dulled somewhat, the minute he started flicking the switch all over her, the pain reignited. It felt like a million fiery itches were swirling and twisting. She never knew where that lightening quick, whippy little branch was going to land next, and she didn’t know where it had just been. All she knew was no dancing of her toes on the floor or clenching of her assaulted cheeks relieved it. Jesse managed to whip her everywhere from the top of her bottom to the back of her knees. Not even the inside of her thighs was left unscathed. By the time she heard him bend the switch in half and crack it, she was a sloppy mess, sobbing so hard that no sound came out, just ragged, whiny whimpers. It felt like he’d been spanking her for hours. When she looked up at the clock though, she was surprised to find that it had only been minutes. The longest minutes of her life so far. Alyssa wanted to hate him, but she couldn’t. What she really wanted to hear was that she was forgiven.
“Shh,” Jesse soothed.
The hand that had held her so firmly in place started to move and rub circles on her back. It reached just above the crack of her bottom, but not over the area that really needed to be soothed. Finally he pulled her up and into a chaste hug, kissing the top of her head.
“No more?” she asked in a ragged whisper.
“No more spanking. I do want you to stand in the corner for a while though and think about why you were just spanked.”
“I know why,” she protested into his shoulder with a fresh bout of tears.
Jesse moved her to the corner. “Five minutes, and then we’ll talk about the last part of your punishment.”
“There’s more?” She was horrified. She’d just endured the worst spanking she had ever had, and now he was telling her it wasn’t enough? She turned to say something but thought better of it when she saw his look of determination.
“Face the wall. You don’t get to talk yet,” he said not unkindly.
Alyssa turned with frustration, leaning her head against the wall. All she wanted was for everything to be the same as it was. Before she got kicked out of school, before she went away to school, before her house was taken over by this hot stranger who brought out a side of her that was so foreign. Well, not all of that was true. He was growing on her. Her eyes drifted to the door jamb. There against the otherwise perfect paint job was the markings of her childhood: multi-colored lines that her daddy had drawn to mark her growth every year on her birthday. It was all too much. Her shoulders started to shake first, then she sagged as deep heart-wrenching sobs took over her.
Jesse jumped up from the bed at once and scooped her up into his arms. “What’s wrong?” he asked frantically. “Alyssa?”
“I wanna go back!” she sobbed. “It’s all too much.”
“What’s too much?”
“Everything!” she blurted out loudly between sobs.
He sat on the bed and held her to him, wrapping his arms around her and rocking her for a long time. “Everything?”
“My mom finding someone new. School; I came here partly because I wanted to spend time here but mostly because I got kicked out.”
“Because?”
“Bad grades. I know, stupid, huh? You don’t have to tell me. Too much partying and not enough actual school. Knowing that doesn’t help me now. I can’t go back until next year.”
“That’s big.”
“I know.”
They sat in silence for a minute, and then Alyssa glanced over at the door jamb. “I miss my dad,” she said at last. “I can’t believe that my mom just moved on. She just cleaned up his stuff and then found someone new.” Her sobs had started to subside, and she was able to talk through her tears.
“Your mom sitting here in this house by herself for the rest of her life alone is not going to bring your dad back. My uncle is a good guy.”
“Maybe. I guess I might seem selfish to you, but I’m not ready to let go. When my mom sells this house, I feel like all my memories of Dad will go with it.”
“Oh, Alyssa, your memories aren’t in a house. They’re in here.” He rested his palm on her heart. “And in here.” He tapped her head gently.
“I can already feel it. I felt it right away when I came home. My dad’s gone from this room. His stuff is gone, and I can’t feel him here. Now with all the changes you’re making… bit-by-bit he’s slipping away. That’s what she’s doing. She’s just getting rid of anything that reminds her of him so she can move on and have fun.”
“I think you’re looking at this the wrong way.”
Gradually her crying petered, and she began enjoying the feel of his warm embrace. Not even the fact she was still naked made her want to move out of his arms.
“Your mom was probably lonely. She needed to move on. Maybe she couldn’t do that while things were exactly the same as they’d always been.”
“Maybe.”
“Maybe things in the house just needed to be changed and repaired. Things get older and worn, and they have to be replaced. Can you honestly say if your dad were still here that he wouldn’t have wanted to remodel a bit or change things?”
“Well, no,” she had to admit. She could see her dad painting, but she couldn’t see her dad liking another man in his house.
“Can you say with a hundred percent accuracy that if your dad were still here that they wouldn’t have moved at some point?”
“They had no plans to move.”
“Not then. Things change. Life changes all of us. Unfortunately, so does death.”
Tears filled her eyes again, but she nodded. Maybe things wouldn’t have stayed the same if her dad had lived. “Thanks. I feel a bit better.”
“Good.”
“Most of me. I think you’ve like… broken my butt.” Now that she was feeling under control, she realized she was still sore even though the pain had been overshadowed for a time.
“You deserved everything you got.” He smiled. “If you’d talked to me a lot earlier rather than wreaking havoc, then you probably could have avoided this altogether.”
“I am sorry about your tools. I don’t know how, but I’ll find a way to pay for them.”
“I was thinking about that. I need to start organizing my next jobs. You can work the paperwork side of things for me. Make phone calls, that type of thing.”
“Want to keep an eye on me, huh?” It was an excellent idea. It would give her a chance to pay back the money for the tools. She really did feel bad about that.
“Oh, I would be.”
“Wouldn’t it be a chore to have to spend every day with me?” She didn’t know why, but it would have hurt her feelings if he thought she was a chore.
“No. You’re growing on me.”
She giggled. “You’re growing on me too.” Alyssa was suddenly aware of her erect nipples and her general nakedness. “I need to get dressed.”
“Yes, you do. I’ll get us something to eat while you take care of that.”
“Okay.”
By the time Alyssa got downstairs, Jesse was putting some food on the table.
“It’s nothing fancy, just toasted cheese and tomato soup.” He chuckled. “You look like Wee Willie Winkie in that nightdress.”
“It’s my mom’s. It’s big, and it doesn’t touch anything,” she said sheepishly. She went to pick up her food and move it to the counter, but Jesse stopped her by putting a hand on her arm.
“Sit. It’s all part of the punishment.”
“The gift that keeps on giving.” Alyssa sat carefully, trying not to give him the satisfaction of her wincing.



Chapter Four
 
 
“Do you think you can remember all that?” Jesse asked, holding a colorful pad.
“Phones, message pads, very important. Coffee and invoices. I think I can remember that.”
“Please don’t forget to take down messages.”
“I won’t.” Jesse had shown her the computer program that he used to do his books. He had explained that business books hadn’t always been done on the computer. When he first started out in what was then his grandfather’s business, they’d done the books by hand. Jesse had actually made her feel like she was helping him by doing the data entry for him.
“Good. I have to go and see about my tools and do a couple of estimates. You going to be okay?”
“Sure. I’ll be fine.”
There really wasn’t a lot for Alyssa to do. She entered some stuff into the computer and waited, but there were no calls. She put on some fresh coffee for Jesse’s boys—Chase, Matty, and of course one for Uncle Pete.
“There you go. Cream, no sugar.” She handed one of the cups to Matty. “And yours, black, two sugars.”
“Thanks, Alyssa.” Matty took a sip of the scalding liquid.
“It’s good. Thank you,” Chase added, taking another sip of his. “You and Jesse getting along now?”
“I guess.” Alyssa took a sip of her own coffee. “He’s not quite as bossy as he was.”
“You know, he’s a good guy. If he was being bossy, he would have had to have a reason.”
“What kind of reason?”
“Oh, I don’t know, like he cared about you or something.” Chase grinned. “Really, you could do worse than a guy like Jesse.”
“I’ll keep that in mind.” Alyssa looked up to find Uncle Pete was back. “Hi, I didn’t know you were here. Would you like some coffee?”
“I would, thanks. Why don’t we have ours in the kitchen? You’re still not wearing that hat.”
“Um yeah, I forgot.”
“Don’t forget. Come on. We can have a talk while we drink our coffee.”
“Okay,” Alyssa said warily. Uncle Pete was lovely, but there was something in his tone that lead her to think their talk was going to be a bit one-sided and more of a lecture than a talk.
“I guess you heard what happened,” she asked him.
“Hmm.”
“Hmm?”
“I wouldn’t say it just happened. I’d say someone decided it was going to happen.”
“Yeah. I’m really sorry that I did it, and if I could, I would take it back.”
“That’s between you and Jesse. That’s not really what I wanted to talk to you about.”
“Oh? What did you want to talk to me about?”
“Jesse. You know, I’ve known that boy since he was very small. I’ve never known him to be so taken with a girl before.”
“Really?”
“Really. You would be safe with him, honey. He’d look after you always.”
“Thanks, Uncle Pete.”
 
* * *
 
That night when Jesse got home, he was pleasantly surprised. The kitchen was not only tidy, but the table was set for two and there was the makings of dinner on the stove.
“Hi,” Alyssa smiled. “I made dinner. I don’t know how good it’ll be, but it’s hot.”
“Wow. I’m impressed.” Jesse couldn’t wipe the smile from his face as he sat down at the table. He would have settled for a clean kitchen and a smile, but she’d actually prepared something with him in mind.
“This is delicious,” he praised as he forked another couple of pieces of pasta and dropped them into his mouth.
“Thanks.”
“What brought this on?” He couldn’t help but wonder if she had an ulterior motive, although he hoped not.
“Nothing. I just got to thinking that it might be nice to sit and have a meal together and talk.”
“Okay. You’re right. It would, and it’s nice—civilized even.”
“I can be a grown up, see?”
“I do see. Now, is there something in particular you want to talk about?” There, he’d done it, laid his cards on the table.
“Not exactly. I would like to get to know you better.”
“That I can do, and I’d like to get to know you too.” He knew more about her than she knew about him, but he would love to delve a bit further. He didn’t really know much about what she liked or didn’t like.
Jesse was amazed how at ease they were with each other. It was such a relief from the constant arguments. It was nice to have the chance to see Alyssa in a more friendly light. They finished up the night laughing over Alyssa’s favorite television show.
 
* * *
 
The next morning Alyssa practically bounced to her makeshift desk. She brought Jesse, Matty, and Chase coffee and muffins fresh from the oven. It may have been a mix before it ended up in the oven, but she was trying and was happy to have a purpose at last. Jesse had explained that he only expected her to work for him until she’d paid for his tools, but honestly, she’d be happy to do this for as long as he needed her. It was fun and he was feeding her at the moment, due to her lack of funds.
Jesse popped in to tell her he was off again on another round of estimates. She waved him off happily and tended to her computer work while waiting for calls. She enjoyed her time with the boys too. They apparently went to school with Jesse and had been working alongside of him since his grandfather died. They were full of little tidbits of information.
“So his grandfather is a builder too?”
“He was one of the best. Self-taught mostly, and he taught Jesse everything he knew—although he insisted he keep going to school while he worked for him. He passed the business on to Jesse when he died. They raised Jesse after his parents were killed in a car wreck.” Chase chuckled as he told stories about a young Jesse at school.
“I don’t think I even know how old you all are. I’m guessing you’re around the same age if you went to school together.”
“Jesse is twenty-eight,” Matty said with a grin. “I’m guessing that’s what you really wanted to know.”
“Maybe,” Alyssa giggled but her mind was way ahead of her, doing the sums on their age difference. Was it too much? It was like Chase was reading her mind.
“There’s a twelve year gap between my grandparents, and they’ve been married for fifty five years.”
“Really? That’s so romantic.” She’d always dreamed about having that kind of marriage.
“It is if you’re lucky enough to find it.”
“Where’s Jesse’s grandmother?”
“She died six months before her husband.”
“So Jesse’s all alone?”
“He has his uncle. We better get some work done.” Matty gave Chase a nudge, and the two went back to their work, leaving Alyssa to her thoughts.
Jesse rang and told Alyssa that he would be in a little later that night because he had a job. She found she was actually disappointed. She heated up some leftovers for herself for dinner and then settled in front of the TV. She must have dosed off because the next thing she knew, Jess was sitting beside her.
“I brought you some ice cream.”
“Huh?” She blinked her eyes open and took the small tub he was offering. “What made you think of that?”
“You’ve been so good lately, I thought you deserved a treat.”
“Well, thanks. Did you eat dinner?” It was only ice cream, but the fact that he’d thought of her tickled her.
“You’re welcome, and yeah, I grabbed a burger.”
“Wanna share?”
“Sure.” He took a mouthful off the spoon she held out for him. “What are you watching?”
“I was watching a reality show, but I fell asleep.”
“What is it you like about those shows?”
“I don’t know. I guess I like to see that other people’s lives get messed up too.” Sometimes it felt like she was the only person in the world that couldn’t get things right.
“Hmm. That’s probably why a lot of people like them.”
“That, and I guess it’s nice to see that messed up people eventually end up happy.”
He chuckled. “Deep.”
She giggled and offered him the spoon again.
“So, tell me about your life in this house.”
“Not a lot to tell really. I was an only child of parents that were only children. “
“Was your childhood happy?”
“Mostly,” she added honestly. Was anyone happy all of the time, really?
“I thought the way you hung onto this house and resisted change, that things must have been perfect.”
“No, not perfect. If it would have been perfect, I would have had a brother and a sister. Someone to fight with. I was always envious of my friends from big families. There was shouting, arguing, teasing… fun.”
“You didn’t have fun?”
“I did. Quiet fun. It was just the three of us, and life was kind of sedate.”
“Ah, yes, I get the sedate thing. My parents died when I was young. I lived with my grandfather and my uncle until he moved, but even then he only lived around the corner.”
“The uncle?”
“The very same. He was fun. Took me fishing, taught me how to ride a bike, that sort of thing.”
“So, we’re more the same than we realized.” Alyssa offered him the ice cream, but he shook his head so she popped the cap on and went to put it in the freezer. “You want to watch something?”
“I would love to, but I have to get up early.”
“Me too.” She leaned in and whispered in his ear. “I have a job, and rumor has it my boss is a bit of a tyrant.”
“Is that so? Better get yourself to bed then. Come on, I’ll tuck you in.”
 
* * *
 
As the next couple of weeks went on, Alyssa found that she was happier in a home that had been all messed up with Jesse and his crew than she ever could have imagined. Meeting up again with Krystal had helped some too. It was nice to have a friend to spend time with.
“Would you mind if I took a couple of hours off later today?” she asked Jesse over breakfast.
“Of course not. Got something planned?”
“Just coffee with a girl I used to go to school with.” She knew Jesse wouldn’t mind, but it only seemed the right thing to do, besides she had no money other than what was in the cookie jar, and that was for food. It didn’t seem right to spend it without asking.
Jesse smiled. “That’s great. It’ll be fun for you to catch up. Do you need some money?” He already had his wallet out, and he passed her a few bills.
“Thanks. I’ll pay you back.”
“No, you won’t. I think we should work out something though, so you don’t have to ask. Maybe you could get a small allowance or something as well as the money that goes towards the tools. That only seems fair.”
“No really, it’s fine.”
“We’ll figure something out.”
“Thanks, Jesse.” She leaned across and kissed him. “I better go and get ready.”
“I should get to work to,” he said with a wide smile. “Luckily, I don’t have to go far.”
 
* * *
 
Jesse answered the door when he heard a knock. Alyssa still hadn’t come downstairs.
“Hi,” the young woman said with a wide grin.
“Hi. You must be Alyssa’s friend.”
“I am, Krystal. Krys to my friends.”
“Pleased to meet you, I’m Jesse.” He held the door open and called up the stairs. “Alyssa, Krys is here.”
“Coming!” She jogged down the stairs all smiles and wrapped her friend in a warm hug. “I’ve been so looking forward to this since I bumped into you.”
“Me too.”
“I won’t be too long,” Alyssa said to Jesse before following Krys out the door.
“Who is that?”
Her friend was obviously impressed. How did she explain who Jesse was? The guy that was working on the house? The guy that had spanked her? Her boyfriend? Not really her boyfriend, but he was more than a friend. He was becoming the most stable part of her world. “His uncle is the guy that’s dating my mom. He’s fixing up the house.”
“Oh, okay. He’s hot. He’s staying at the house?”
“You’re not shocked that my mom’s dating?”
“No, what’s the big deal about that? My mom’s on her third husband, and I have to tell ya, none of them have had any relatives that look like that.”
“He is pretty good looking, isn’t he?”
“Oh, he’s adorable. You’re not interested?”
“Long story.”
“Good, I’ll look forward to hearing it.”
Krys stopped the car outside of the diner, and they got out. By the time they were seated they got onto other gossip about old friends, but it didn’t take long for Krys to bring the subject back around to Jesse.
“So, about your handsome housemate. You better start this long story. I don’t believe you’re not interested, Lyssy. It’s written all over your face.”
“It’s complicated.”
“What’s complicated about it? He seems interested in you, if the way he looks at you is anything to go by. And we’ve already established that you like him.”
“He’s a take charge kind of guy,” Alyssa said carefully. “He’s kind of firm about things.”
“What kind of things. Like in the bedroom?”
“No, we haven’t got that far.”
“Yet. It’s coming. I’d bet money on it. So, in what kind of way is he firm?”
“It’s hard to explain.”
“He’s a take charge kind of guy?”
“Yeah.”
“Oh my God! That is so hot! I’d grab him up with both hands if I were you.”
Alyssa giggled. Krys’ enthusiasm gave her something to think about at least. Maybe liking someone like Jesse to be in charge wasn’t so unusual after all. “How about you?”
“I’ve dated some, and there were a couple of semi-serious guys at school, but no one like your man.”
Hearing Jesse referred to as her man made Alyssa all fluttery inside. It surprised her that she actually found the idea very appealing.
“So, when’s your mom get back?” Krys asked.
“Not for a little while. She and the boyfriend are cruising the Greek islands. I just can’t get used to the thought of my mom with someone else. I know it seems a bit selfish of me, and I know she was probably lonely, but I can’t help the way I feel.”
“You know, I didn’t know whether to tell you, but I think it might help. I hope it does anyway. I used to see your mom and her boyfriend around quite a bit over the last few months.”
“I don’t think I want to know.”
“He seems really nice, Alyssa. He’s one of those types of guys.”
“What type is that?”
“One that opens doors and pulls out her chair, that kind of stuff. Hon, she was laughing a lot…”
Those few words hit her like a ton of bricks. Her mother had been laughing. She hadn’t seen her mother laughing since her dad died. It suddenly hit her. She wanted her mom to be able to laugh.
 
* * *
 
The day went on pretty much as normal. Alyssa enjoyed spending some time with her friend but was happy to get back to her work and her boys. She worked for most of the day until it got near dinner.
“I put in the new grill today.” Jesse opened the fridge. “I thawed out some steaks. I thought we might try cooking out.”
“That sounds like fun. I could make a salad.” She had to admit the garden was shaping up nicely. There was the new grill, the new outdoor setting was lovely, and they’d put solar lights all around the pond, so it looked even prettier at night. Romantic even.
“That’d be great. Why don’t you do that and then brings some drinks out.”
Not long afterwards, Alyssa watched Jesse as he turned the steaks. He’d showered and changed into a pair of light jeans and a t-shirt. Since she’d had coffee with Krys, she’d been looking at Jesse a little differently. She’d always thought he was good looking, and she’d even wondered if he might be interested in her. Now she was seeing him the way other girls must see him. Krys was right. He was hot.
“What?” Jesse chuckled.
“What, what?” His chuckle was contagious, and she found herself giggling along with him.
“You’re staring at me.”
“I was actually just admiring your grilling skills.”
“Well, my skills are considerable, but still, I can almost see your mind ticking. That can be dangerous.”
“I’m hurt!” Her smile said exactly the opposite however. “I’ve been a perfect angel lately.”
“Yes, you have, which only makes me worry more. Is this the eye of the storm?”
“No. If you want to know the truth I was just thinking that you look really nice tonight.”
“A compliment. Thank you. You look lovely too.”
“Thanks. So how are those steaks coming?”
“They’re done.”
 
* * *
 
“I couldn’t eat another bite.” Alyssa dropped her napkin onto her plate. “You did very well.”
“Thanks. Tell me, how are you liking the garden so far?”
“It’s beautiful. I like the lighting, and I love the hammock.” She hoped he’d get the hint. Laying in the hammock with Jesse would be the perfect end to the evening.
“Me too. The double ones are great. How about a bit of star gazing?”
“Perfect. Let’s clean up first.” Alyssa stacked their plates and took them inside to load the dishwasher. For all of her fighting it, she had to admit Jesse was right. It was easier to clean up right away.
While she stacked the dishwasher, Jesse put away the food and then fetched a light throw from the living room.
It was fun to lay there in Jesse’s arms, both of them pointing out the shapes that they saw in the sky. It was a fun thing that Alyssa had done with her dad when she was little, and she loved sharing that with Jesse.
“I think I’m constellation challenged.” Jesse squinted his eyes.
“It’s right there,” Alyssa insisted, drawing in the air with her finger.
“I see blackness and shiny dots. That’s it.” Jesse pulled a face that made Alyssa laugh.
“Doesn’t matter.”
“Nah, there’s better things to look at around here than the stars.”
“Your precious pond and your pretty flowers.” This lighter side of him was so fun, and he made her so happy. Their eyes met, and she stopped giggling, her heart pounding as he leaned in and kissed her. His lips were softer than she expected. It began gently but soon became more. She could feel his tongue begging entrance, and she melted into him, her own tongue eagerly dancing with his. When they finally broke apart, Alyssa snuggled into his chest. “Wow.”
“Uh-huh.”
 
* * *
 
“Were you just on Facebook?” Jesse tickled Alyssa playfully.
“Uh-huh,” she giggled. “This game isn’t going to play itself.” They’d become really close over the couple of weeks since things had come to a head.
“Oh, really? You don’t have any work?”
“Nope. Nothing. The accounts are up to date, and everything that needs to be ordered is ordered. I’ve taken the guys coffee, and the phone isn’t ringing, so I’m not slacking, I’m just keeping up with life so I don’t miss anything.”
“Do you miss school?”
“I’d be lying if I said I didn’t miss my friends a little, but it’s not so bad here.” Especially not now, she thought. Spending time with Jesse made everything in her world okay.
“How about we order pizza tonight and watch a movie?”
“Sounds good.” She stood and planted a soft kiss on his lips.
“It’s a date. Now get back to work. No Facebook.”
She gave him a mock salute, jumping when he slapped her bottom playfully.
 
* * *
 
Their pizza was all gone and they’d watched nearly all of the movie Alyssa had chosen. “Thank you,” she said as she curled into Jesse’s side.
“For?” he asked, kissing her hair.
“For being sweet and sitting through a chick flick when I know you would have probably watched something more gory or sporty or fast.” She wiggled her legs over his so she was half sitting on his knee. She loved being close to him.
“I like a good romance,” he chuckled. “I like it even more if it’s my own.” His arm tightened around her as he pulled her closer, lowering his lips to hers.
Alyssa loved kissing Jesse. She loved the way he held her, the way he smelled, the way his tongue was probing but gentle, enticing her lips open so he could deepen the kiss. She shivered as he pulled up her shirt, his fingertips skimming over the flushed skin of her belly and then tweaking each perky nipple through the satin of her bra. Alyssa’s own hand went to rest once again on his thigh, close enough that she could feel the hardened mound in his pants.
“Climb on top of me,” he said into her hair.
She did so willingly, reveling in the feel of being able to grind against him. Alyssa had kissed boys lots, but she’d never actually gone all the way. This was the closest she’d ever come to the real thing.
Jesse kissed and nibbled and sucked his way down her neckline, his hands unfastening her bra as he went. As her breasts bounced out of their restraint, he grasped them one at a time, lifting her shirt completely off so he could suckle each pale pink nipple.
“So beautiful,” he said.
Her mouth found his, and she kissed him deeply. This time it was her tongue that found his mouth. She didn’t care that her panties were wet, and she pressed herself against him wantonly.
 
* * *
 
“Touch me.” she said breathily.
“Oh, Alyssa,” he moaned. His hand plunged eagerly inside the scrap of lacy material, skimming over her naked mound and spreading her wet folds with his fingers.
She let out a little squeak as he found her swollen nub.
Jesse could feel her clenching her cheeks and pushing up to meet his eager thrusts. The thin material of her panties and his jeans was irritating. He wanted to feel her, really feel her, with no barriers. His hand was on his zipper, and he now had two fingers dipping deeper inside her.
She winced as his fingers tried to push inside her tight opening.
Jesse stopped and took his hand out of her panties.
“What’s wrong?”
Alyssa was panting with frustration at the sudden removal of his fingers, and he was suddenly unsure. “Alyssa, baby.” He was breathing hard himself, trying desperately to get himself together. “Are you a virgin?”
“So? What does it matter?”
He felt like a heel for embarrassing her like that. He didn’t want her to think he was rejecting her. “I wouldn’t have let things go that far.”
“Why not? I’m an adult. I’m willing.”
“I noticed,” he said trying to lighten the mood a little. Not smart, but then all his blood had pumped out of his brain and gone to other much lower places.
She tried to clamor off his lap. “Sorry I wasted your time. Maybe I can get some experience somewhere else, and then I’ll be good enough for you.”
His hand clapped noisily off her nearly naked bottom several times, and she jumped, startled.
“I’m not a little girl. I’m a woman. and I know if I’m ready.” She stomped out of the room and up the stairs, shrugging him off when he tried to pull her back.
“Damn, you handled that well, idiot,” Jesse said to himself, dropping his head into his hands. He probably shouldn’t have smacked her, but the thought of her getting experience with someone else had blown his mind and his common sense.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa sobbed into her pillow miserably. She’d been so happy lately, and she thought that Jesse was really into her. She couldn’t really blame him. Who would think that there were still twenty-year-old virgins left in the world? She held her breath when there was a knock at the door.
“Alyssa?”
The distraught young woman didn’t answer, stuffing the pillow over her head. She was so embarrassed.
“Alyssa, honey let me in. We need to talk.” He tapped on the door repeatedly.
“Go away. I don’t want to talk to you.” Her answer was muffled by the pillow.
“Okay. You don’t have to talk now, but when you’re ready I’m here. I just want to apologize. I handled that badly.”
 
* * *
 
It was late at night when Alyssa opened her door and found the house in darkness. She was disappointed that he’d given up so easily. He obviously wasn’t very sorry that he’d hurt her feelings. Had she overreacted? If she had, so had he. It was an embarrassing mess all around. She decided that as she was on her own, she would get some ice cream. Nothing helped you lick your wounds like a big bowl of mint chip.
“Hi.”
She almost tripped on the last step when the deep voice came out of the dark, startling her. “Hi,” she replied.
“You ready to talk now?”
Alyssa was glad the lights weren’t on. At least she didn’t have to look right at him. “I just came down to get some ice cream.”
“Good idea. I could do with a bowl myself.” He flicked on the kitchen light.
Great, there was the security of the darkness gone. She got out the ice cream, and Jesse got the bowls and spoons. She also got out every syrup and topping she could find.
“That upset, huh?”
“Surprised?” Did he think she could just pretend that none of that happened?
“No, I’m not. I was a jerk. I should have handled that better. I should have explained better what I was feeling.”
“Revulsion?”
“God, no! Oh, honey, no!”
“I didn’t want you to handle anything but me. You don’t get to decide when I have sex, if I have sex, or who I have sex with!” She opened the fridge angrily and got out the whipped cream, squirting a high swirl on the top of her concoction before adding nuts, chocolate chips, and sprinkles.
“Whoa!” he said wincing at her weird combination of ingredients. “I agree with everything you said, except the last one. You don’t get to have sex with anyone but me while we’re together.”
“Are we together, Jesse?” As it had been for a long time, that was the big question.
“I guess we are.”
“So romantic.” It wasn’t exactly the declaration of love that young girls dreamed of, now was it?
“I can be romantic. That’s the point.”
“What point? You’re not making any sense at all.” If he had a romantic side, he was hiding it well. Funny that he never seemed to be stuck for the right words when he was pointing out what she’d done wrong.
“I want the chance to make it special for you. A girl’s first time should be memorable in a good way and romantic. It shouldn’t be a fumble on the couch amongst the pizza and popcorn.”
Alyssa played with her sprinkles and ice cream. “So, you do want to sleep with me, even though I’m not experienced?”
“Oh, Lyssy, of course.” He kissed her softly. “When it does happen, I hope you’re going to remember it for the rest of your life.”
“Okay then.” She pushed away the bowl and sidled up to him, breathing a sigh of relief when he took her into his arms. It was so much better when they weren’t arguing.
“Oh, thank God. I thought I’d messed things up for real.”
“Maybe I should have kept you hanging a bit longer.”
“I’m glad you didn’t.” His hands slipped into her pajama pants and squeezed her soft bottom while he kissed her soundly.
“I think you should get that romance thing happening very soon.”
“So do I,” he chuckled. “One more thing. We might need to talk about birth control.”
“I’m on the pill. Have been since I went away to school. Mom thought I should be covered just in case.”
“That’s good to know.”
 
* * *
 
Alyssa was starting to think she was made for this job. There really wasn’t very much to do besides phoning a client to book a job. If it was a quiet day around the house workwise while they waited for deliveries or for cement or tiles to set, Jesse had taken to doing jobs close by. Jobs that Alyssa would book. She ordered paint, furnishings, or whatever else was needed and kept the paperwork up to date, which left Jesse more time to spend relaxing in the evenings with her. It amazed her that such a short time ago she’d made it her life’s work to try and get rid of Jesse, and now she couldn’t imagine life without him, even if he was a bossy boots. A bossy boots that was still to make good on his promise of the perfect night of romance.
“Alyssa?”
“Uh-huh?” Alyssa held up her hand to halt Jesse while she finished her conversation and hung up the phone.
“I need to talk to you about something.”
“Oh?” She couldn’t help the excitement that was starting to build. Maybe this was it. Maybe he’d actually planned something.
“I had an email from my uncle.”
“Oh.” She wasn’t expecting that at all.
“They were supposed to fly back from Greece in ten days.”
“Supposed to?” Obviously they weren’t now. She held her breath while she waited for the penny to drop. Surely her mom couldn’t have made any more life changing decisions.
“Yeah. They’ve decided to stay there another few weeks.”
“Really. Has my mom won the lottery or something?” This must be all costing a fortune. It was very confusing. She still cared about her mom, but she didn’t want to think about what would happen when she came back; the house being sold, Jesse leaving, and then dealing with the school mess.
“No. I think this trip is from my uncle.”
“Oh. Okay then, I guess. Did you reply to the email?” This news didn’t really change anything, but it would if Jesse actually told his uncle about her being there. She supposed the uncle would tell her mom.
“I did.”
“Did you happen to mention that I was here?” Please don’t let him have told. She wasn’t ready for all this to end just yet, and there was no telling how her mom would react.
“No. Not that I would have lied, but it didn’t come up, so you’re safe for now.”
“So we have a little longer.” Oh, thank God.
“Yes, we do,” Jesse said with a giant smile.
“Good. I kind of like playing house.”
“Me too.”



Chapter Five
 
 
“Hey. I had an idea.” Alyssa spun around on her chair to face him, hanging on to his jeans to stop herself.
“What’s that, pretty girl?”
“I thought we could do something tonight.” It would be nice to go on a date, like a real couple. Like to a movie or out to dinner.
“I’m sorry, honey. I can’t tonight. I have a job.”
“At night? Where? I don’t remember booking any nighttime jobs.” She racked her brain for something she might have missed or forgotten about, but she knew that she hadn’t.
“No, I got this call on my cell. Someone must have recommended me.”
“Why didn’t you tell me?” She searched his eyes. Was he hiding something from her?
“I just did.”
“Okay, I guess.” Alyssa pouted a little, rearranging her desk with a thump of each item.
“Come on, Alyssa, it’s work.”
“Fine. It’s work. Nothing to worry about. You go ahead and look after whoever needs looking after.” She picked a book off the shelf next to her and then jammed it back.
“Don’t pout.”
“I’m not pouting. I have work to do.” She turned to face the laptop. She knew she was being childish, but she didn’t seem to be able to help it.
“You’re being silly.” Jesse kissed her cheek. “I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”
“Heard that before,” she grumbled under her breath. Something about a perfect night of romance…
“Pardon?”
“Nothing.” If he didn’t remember what she was talking about, she certainly wasn’t going to tell him.
Jesse sighed. “Okay, well, I’m off to the Ronan’s to build their shelving. I won’t be late. Maybe we can watch something on TV when I come home.”
Alyssa didn’t answer. She stuck her hand up in a backwards wave like the work she was doing was more important than anything else in the world.
 
* * *
 
“Stupid. Everything’s stupid,” she griped to the empty room. When the phone rang she rolled her eyes and snatched it up, answering in a less than enthusiastic voice. “Hello.”
“Hi,” a young woman said. “I was wondering if I could speak to Jesse.”
“Oh?” Alyssa narrowed her eyes. Suspicion immediately pricked her senses. “Can I help you?”
“No. I’ve been expecting him, and he’s a little late.”
“What exactly were you expecting him for?” Dinner? Maybe something more?
“He’s coming over to fix something for me.”
Me. No plural there. He said he was going to the Ronan’s. Ronan’s being plural—as in more than one—a couple. “Are you married?” Alyssa blurted out.
“Ah, yes. I am. Does that matter?”
Yes, Alyssa thought. It matters a lot. “Is your name Ronan?”
“Yes, it is.”
“Is your husband home?” Alyssa held her breath while she waited for the answer.
“No, he’s working tonight.”
“Jesse is on his way.” And so will I be as soon as I can get organized. If Jesse was doing something underhanded then it was better she find out now before their relationship went any further.
“Oh, good. Thank you.”
She sounded pleased. That could be because she was looking forward to having work done, or it could be because she was excited to see Jesse. Her Jesse. Hang on, she didn’t even know where these Ronan’s lived. “Wait! I’m um, going to need your address for the paperwork.”
“Jesse has it.”
See? Something completely sneaky about this woman. “I know, but I thought I could get a head start on things from my end. I do the bookwork.”
The woman rattled off her address and then hung up.
We’ll just see what you’re up to, Mrs. Ronan. Alyssa ran upstairs to get changed. Luckily, she had her mom’s car. Jesse had filled it with gas for her so she could get around if she needed to. Well, she needed to right now.
 
* * *
 
It seemed like Jesse had already started work when Alyssa parked the car across the road from the Ronan’s house. She’d stopped on the way to get supplies; a slushy and a burger and fries. She’d found a pair of binoculars in her mom’s car. Her dad used to use them when he went to a ballgame. It would have been great if she had something that helped her to hear what was going on, but she didn’t. Clearly, she wasn’t a proper spy. She had to make do with keeping her eyes open and drawing her own conclusions.
Even without the help of the binoculars, she could see Jesse immediately in one of the upstairs bedrooms. She hoped he didn’t see and recognize the car. Finding her here was probably the last thing he would expect.
She used the glasses and watched him for a while, but she had to admit there wasn’t much to see. He appeared to be on a ladder putting up shelves. Feeling a bit silly and guilty for judging him, she was about to drive away and had almost turned the key in the ignition when a young blonde appeared in the room. Alyssa almost spilled her drink in her panic to get to the binoculars. What she saw when she actually had them in place was a very pretty young woman. Not as young as herself, but young. She was smiling and pointing. Alyssa badly wanted to know what she was saying and what she was pointing at. It could have very well been related to the shelves or something else to do with the room, but she couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling she had.
Alyssa sat there, not able to turn the engine on. She wanted to leave and give Jesse the benefit of the doubt, but she just couldn’t. Jealousy was a curse, and it forced her to sit there with clunky binoculars held up to her face, waiting to see what happened next. She picked at her fries and wished she’d eaten them while they were hot.
The woman left the room. That was good wasn’t it? Alyssa unwrapped the burger and took a bite, but by the time she looked up Jesse was gone from the upstairs window. He wasn’t on the ladder any more. Her heart beat so fast she thought it might just thump right through the wall of her chest. Her stupid phone was ringing. “Damn it not now!” She turned it off and threw it back into her bag.
“Oh no.” Jesse was back, only this time he wasn’t in the top window, he was downstairs in what appeared to be a dining room, with the blonde woman, Mrs. Ronan. He was carrying a large dish of something, and the woman was holding what looked like a salad. What was her Jesse doing with another woman’s food? What to do, what to do, she thought. Damn. Jesse sat down at the table.
 
* * *
 
“You sure your husband wouldn’t mind me staying for dinner, Mrs. Ronan?” He’d had clients offer him a cold drink or a cup of coffee, but never a whole meal.
“Call me Lisa. No, of course not, it was his idea,” Lisa said while she planted a large slice of lasagna on Jesse’s plate. “It was good of you to do this at night.”
“I’m gathering up all the work I can get at the moment.”
“What about your girlfriend, she won’t be planning dinner?”
“I tried to ring her. She didn’t answer her cell or the house phone.” That was unusual. She hadn’t mentioned going anywhere. Maybe she went out with Krys to a movie or something.
“She won’t be upset, I hope.”
“No. This is work. She’ll understand.”
“I think I spoke to her this afternoon,” Lisa admitted. “When you were a little late, I rang the house.”
“Oh?” Something about the look on Lisa’s face told him something had gone on in that conversation, and judging by the mood Alyssa had been in when he left, he could imagine what.
“Something wrong?”
“Nothing really. Her tone was a bit short, and she asked a lot of questions.”
“Did she now? She wasn’t rude, was she?” He wouldn’t have her being rude to clients. She knew better.
“Not exactly. Just overly curious.”
“Uh-huh.” I just bet she was curious.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa stood there outside the house, contemplating her next move. Every nerve in her body was screaming at her to get back in the car and go home, that she would ruin any trust that she and Jesse had managed to build. But she couldn’t. Her feet seemed to have a mind of their own, and when Jesse threw back his head and laughed at whatever the young blonde was saying, she lost the last shred of her common sense and stomped up the front steps and banged on the door.
“Would that be your husband?” Jesse asked, placing his silverware together neatly on his plate.
“No. He comes through the back. Probably someone selling something,” Lisa said.
“Well, I’ll let you get the door. Thanks for dinner. I enjoyed it very much, but I better get back to work now.”
 
* * *
 
“Oh my God, you’re pregnant,” Alyssa said as the woman opened the door and her swollen belly came into view. She’d been ready to tear strips off her for luring workmen to her house on some sort of ruse so she could seduce them. But she was stopped in her tracks; instinctively she knew that she had got this all wrong.
“Do I know you?” Lisa asked.
“No. I’m just doing a survey. I’ve left my clipboard in the car. I’ll just go out and get it, and I’ll be right back.”
“Okay.” Lisa looked confused.
“Freeze,” Jesse said from the other room.
Alyssa ignored the familiar voice and took off at a run. Maybe she could get away and get home. She could tell him that she didn’t have a clue what he was talking about. The idiocy of the idea hit her very fast when Jesse landed in front of her before she even got to the car. “Hi,” she said sheepishly.
“Hi.”
Alyssa gulped when Jesse folded his arms across his chest and glared at her sternly. “I guess you’re wondering what I was doing here.”
“Oh, I know what you were doing here.”
“I can explain.” Or try to, at least.
“No, you can’t. You didn’t trust me, and you came here to check up on what was going on.”
“But…”
“But nothing. I said I was building shelves. I was building shelves for this couple’s new baby. Lisa was kind enough to offer me a slice of lasagna. I ate it and was about to go back to work.”
“How was I supposed to know that?”
“I told you where I was going. I tried to call you and tell you I was having dinner, and you didn’t answer your phone. Do you think that a pregnant lady who has done nothing wrong but to contract a person to build a few shelves deserves to be treated like this? Damn it, Alyssa, this borders on stalking!”
“I could say sorry.”
“Yes, you could, right now. And then you take your butt home and you wait in the corner. Move.”
Alyssa looked over to where Lisa was still standing, who she guessed was either wondering what the hell was going on or enjoying the show. Maybe a bit of both.
“Now, Alyssa.”
“I’m going.” She took the first step that began her walk of shame. Refusing to look at Lisa, she crossed the road, watching the patterns in the asphalt move beneath her feet. When she reached the front steps, she had no choice but to look up into Lisa’s face. Interestingly, she didn’t really see malice there. But she saw pity, which was so much worse. It was confirmation that she’d made an ass of herself. “I’m really sorry,” she managed to choke out. “Really.”
“That’s okay.”
Alyssa balked when the woman leaned in and whispered in her ear. “I wouldn’t want him out of my sight either, but you’re safe with me. I have my hands full already with my own husband and this little guy.”
It was nice of her to be kind, and it did soothe her. “Thank you,” Alyssa whispered. “I hope all goes well with the baby. I didn’t mean to upset you or anything.”
“It’s okay, hon, you didn’t.”
Alyssa nodded and then turned to face Jesse who was waiting by the car for her.
Lisa patted her shoulder and then went back inside, leaving her to face the walk back to her pissed off boyfriend on her own.
She didn’t even have to get close to the car to judge Jesse’s mood. He had steam coming out of his ears. He held open her door and ignored her smile.
“In,” he said smacking her bottom soundly as she attempted to do so. “Straight home. Corner.”
“I am sorry, Jesse.” She wanted to talk about it, to tell him that she did trust him, but he put a finger to her lips to stop her.
“Not another word. Home and wait for me.”
Alyssa nodded, started the car, pulled away, and wondered how long it would take her to get to the Mexican border.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa did as she was told and stood in the corner. Unfortunately it gave her far too much time to think. Jesse was angry, really angry. She’d messed with his business and his clients. Maybe he’d think that was almost as bad as messing with his tools. God knows that had ended badly. He wouldn’t use a switch on her again, would he? If he was going to finish the shelves before he came home, maybe she’d have time to go cut down the peach tree and burn it. She giggled. Not a happy mirth-filled giggle but the nervous kind. Oh, man, why hadn’t she just taken his word for what he was doing and leave it at that? Contrary to the giggles that had come out of the blue a few minutes before, a tear escaped and ran down her cheek. She was screwed. She wanted that door to open and Jesse to come in so it could be over. Waiting was the worst.
She’d been in the corner for what felt like hours when the phone rang. She stared at it blindly for a second, wondering if it was a trap. She realized that it could be either business or Jesse, so she answered it, hoping the decision didn’t make things worse.
“Hello?”
“Hi,” Jesse’s voice said.
“I only got out of the corner to answer the phone,” she said nervously. “I was in the corner before that. I swear.”
“I believe you. Listen, it’s late. Go to bed, and we’ll talk about this tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow?” she asked. She had to wait until tomorrow?
“Yes, tomorrow. I want to finish here so I don’t have to come back tomorrow night.”
“Are you going to spank me?” Did she want him to spank her? Shouldn’t the question be ‘You’re not going to spank me, are you?’ Or, ‘do you forgive me?’
“We’ll talk about this tomorrow.”
“Okay, I guess.” How is that okay? You leave me standing here worrying, and then nothing?
“Bed,” Jesse said firmly. “No television or anything. Go to sleep.”
“Okay, okay.” Alyssa hung up and wandered up the stairs. She should feel elated that she escaped Jesse’s wrath but she didn’t, she just felt cheated and alone.
Alyssa was exhausted. She climbed into bed and went straight to sleep. Trouble was, she didn’t stay asleep. She looked at her phone and realized it was eleven-thirty. Jesse still didn’t seem to be home. She stood at the top of the stairs and listened. There was no sign of anyone downstairs. So she walked to her old room to listen and see if she could hear Jesse in there. He didn’t snore, but she would hear him breathing. He definitely wasn’t there. Maybe she should investigate and see if he’d been there and gone. Where would he go, though? He wouldn’t have gone anywhere, she reassured herself. Maybe she’d feel better if she could find something of his to sleep with so she didn’t feel so alone.
She walked carefully into the now unfamiliar room. It was neater than she’d kept it when it was her room, but that wasn’t the only change. There was a beat up guitar in the corner of the room and a large duffle on the bed. The clothes were neatly folded in there, and there were dirty clothes in the pink hamper. Unaware of what she was really looking for she decided to start on the duffle. She’d know when she found it. Something soft that had his scent still on it, but nothing that was dirty and gross.
It did feel kind of wrong, but she just wanted to be close to Jesse in some way. She wanted to cuddle up to something that was his. She moved aside sweat pants and dug deep to the bottom of the bag. As she slid her hand back out, she’d hooked a pair of his jocks on her finger. Her face blushed at the shape where his bulge had obviously stretched the material.
 
* * *
 
“Ahem.” Jesse said, clearing his throat from the doorway. This was an interesting way to go straight to bed and he would love to know what was running through her mind about his jocks.
Alyssa jumped and stuffed the offending garment back into the bag. “I was just…”
“Uh-huh,” he said.
“Really. I was looking for something of yours to cuddle.”
“Because?”
“I don’t know. I mean, I guess I felt a bit guilty. You were late, and I was in trouble. I didn’t want to wait, and I missed you.”
Her cheeky smile did melt his heart. “I was late because I wanted to finish what I started, as I explained on the phone. I also realized I needed some time to calm down.”
“You were going to spank me again, weren’t you?”
“Oh, I’m still going to spank you. I just didn’t want to spank you while I was ready to explode.”
“There’s no need. I know what I did wrong. I was acting a little crazy.”
“Yes, you were.” More than a little.
“Knocking on the door of a client was too much.”
“Seriously.” Way too much, pretty girl.
“Okay, well it’s late. I think you were right. We should leave this until morning.”
He had to smile at her dive for the door, but he caught her arm before she got past him. “Nope. I needed to calm down. I’m calm now.” He leaned over and trapped her effectively under his arm. He carted her over to the bed.
“Let me go!” she wailed as she found herself spinning in mid-air. “Please. What are you doing?”
He pushed himself back against the headboard of the bed, taking her along with him. “Making myself comfortable,” he said. “It’s been a long day.”
“Please, Jesse,” she begged.
Ignoring her pleas and catching the hand she was using to try and cover herself, Jesse brought his hand down with a firm whack on the back of her tight jeans. “I have never seen anybody do such a disrespectful, untrusting thing.” Each word was punctuated with a crisp spank that landed in a different spot each time. One of his favorite ways to spank her was to keep her guessing, so no smack landed where she thought it would.
“I know!” she wailed dramatically. “Stop, Jesse! You’re hurting me!”
“Oh, please! You can’t even feel it. Stand up.” He swung his long legs over the edge of the bed. He stood a surprised Alyssa between his legs so he could wrestle with the catch on her jeans.
“No!” She tried hard to stop him but to no avail.
He slapped her fingers and slid down the zip, finally yanking her pants to her knees. “Now, I’m going to give you something to cry about.”
“I’m sorry!” she panted. “Really.” It was the truth. She was getting sorrier with every hot, exploding smack.
Jesse opted for staying on the edge of the bed with Alyssa dangling precariously over his knee.
She grabbed for the carpet.
Jesse smoothed the skimpy panties over her round bottom. Just as he thought, not even pink. Several firm swats on each lightly covered cheek brought some color, with satisfying finger marks peeking out from the lace trim. She was squirming, but she still wasn’t feeling it enough. It was time to get serious.
“You. Crossed. The line,” he said pulling her panties up into the crack of her bottom. Her surprised squeal was almost comical, but her pleading for him to stop kept him from smiling.
“No! Jesse, no!”
When she shot a hand back, he caught it and continued with a flurry of spanks that had her sobbing. Unlike before where he surprised her by spanking randomly, this time he picked a spot down low and spanked repeatedly in that one place until she couldn’t take it anymore.
“Jesse, please!” she wailed.
He moved his hand to her other cheek and gave it the same treatment while hopefully giving her something to think about. Her soft white thighs were covered in pink handprints that he’d splattered across them while he lectured, “If we don’t have trust, we have nothing to build out relationship on.”
“I know!”
Her heartbroken cries told him that she had received his message loud and clear. “It’s over now,” he crooned. His large hands rubbed warm circles all over her back and bottom.
“That hurt!” she sobbed into his shirt.
“That was the point,” Jesse said, helping her to stand and pulling her jeans right off her legs.
“Am I forgiven?” she sniffled.
“Of course, but that was nothing compared to what you will get if you ever pull a stunt like that again.”
“I won’t. I promise.”
He knew she was sincere—it was written all over her face. She was looking into his eyes and searching for approval. “Good girl.” He pulled her into his arms and kissed the top of her head. How had he ever survived without her? She was very quickly becoming his reason for doing just about everything.
“I guess I better go to bed.”
“Good idea. It’s still a work day tomorrow.” He watched her walk towards the door, but he didn’t want her to go. He caught the back of her panties and tugged her back.
“I thought you wanted something of mine to cuddle.”
She smiled cutely. “I didn’t want to ask.”
“How about the real thing.” His heart leapt at her look of open joy. That was what he loved about this girl. If she was unhappy, everyone knew about it, especially him. But when she was happy, the joy shone from her.
“Really?”
“Yes, really.” He flipped back the bedclothes. “Climb in. I’ll be back after I take a shower.”
“Is this the romantic night?”
“No, not yet. It’s coming.” Soon though.
By the time Jesse got back from his shower, Alyssa was curled up asleep. He climbed in next to her and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her into a tight spoon. “Very soon,” he said with a sigh as her warm bottom snuggled against his crotch.



Chapter Six
 
 
When Alyssa woke the next morning, the space beside her was empty. She was disappointed but realized it was probably a little later than usual. Jesse must have started work and left her to sleep in. By the time she got downstairs, the guys were working, but Jesse wasn’t there. “Where’s Jesse?” she asked.
“He has an appointment,” Matty said.
“He’s doing a job that came up,” Chase said at the same time.
Alyssa looked from one to the other and the only word to describe their looks was fishy. “Is it in the book?” she asked them both, but with her eyes fixed on Jack—the one most likely to give away whatever was going on with a look.
Matty looked a little shiftily at Chase.
“Probably didn’t have time,” Chase muttered.
“Okay, then,” Alyssa said. Boys really do stick together, don’t they, she thought.
She walked away not knowing what to think. When she went to sleep last night she was a hundred percent sure she could trust Jesse, but already doubts were sparking in the back of her mind. It probably had something to do with her ex-boyfriend. He’d cheated on her and broken her heart last year at school.
Her roomy’s voice kept creeping back at her. “What do you expect? If they’re not getting it from you, they’re gonna get it somewhere else. Guys need sex.”
So he wasn’t getting it from the pregnant lady, but was he getting it somewhere else? No, he wouldn’t do that to her. She did trust him—implicitly. It was all the other women in the world she didn’t trust, and she didn’t understand how he was managing this without getting any. He hadn’t so much as laid a hand on her in that way since that night, apart from a little boob action. Even when she urged him to touch her down there he hadn’t. and last night when they’d slept in the same bed, he hadn’t made a move.
 
* * *
 
Jesse had an appointment that morning and several errands to run. First up was an appointment at the bank. After a practically sleepless night with a beautiful yet untouchable girl in his arms, he’d risen early and spent a good half an hour in a cold shower. It had taken the edge off, but Alyssa was right, he needed to get this romance thing happening. There was nothing he wanted more than to bury himself in that sweet young body and make her his forever. He’d had relationships before, but this was the only one that he wanted to not just get right but to get perfect. Bratty as she could be, this girl was a keeper. Damn, he was about to walk into the bank, and his cock had tented in his pants at the mere thought of having Alyssa naked in his arms. Luckily he’d brought his laptop with him. He shook his head as he covered his arousal. She was turning him back into a high school kid that had to walk around with a book or a jacket permanently joined to his front.
This was the day he got the ball rolling. He had to contact his uncle and then somehow explain all this to Alyssa’s mom. He wanted her to know that her daughter was in good hands. Alyssa wouldn’t be happy, but he’d explain his reasoning when the time was right.
 
* * *
 
“You look remarkably clean for someone that’s been at work all morning.”
Alyssa was obviously in a mood again. “Is there a problem?”
“No. No problem. I thought the boys said you went out on a job, that’s all. You don’t look like you do when you’ve been at work.”
“I had an appointment at the bank. Taking care of my finances is part of my job, honey.” The ‘honey’ was strained. He couldn’t believe she was already taking this tack again.
“Oh, of course. I missed you, that’s all. You want to have lunch with me?”
“Sure,” Jesse said, glad that she’d dropped her attitude so quickly. “How about we go out somewhere nice.” He wanted to spend time with her, and he didn’t want her to feel unsure of his love or neglected.
“Really?”
There it was again, that sunshine in her smile. “Yes, really. About time I spent some quality time with my girl.”
“Just let me get changed, okay?”
“Take as long as you want.”
Jesse was talking to Matty and Chase while they were painting, but they all stopped when Alyssa bounced into the room.
“Did I interrupt something?”
“No.”
“Nah.”
“Not at all.”
Their unplanned chorus of negative responses embarrassed all three, especially Jesse. “We better get going. I have another job late this afternoon,” Jesse said taking her hand and towing her away.
“Sure you can fit me in?”
“Yes. I can even fit in a quick trip over my knee, if you want. Apparently I didn’t spank you hard enough last night if you’re giving me attitude about work.” He wanted this to be a nice day, but he wasn’t going to let her slide backwards.
“Nope. All happy here. Let’s go. I’m starving.”
 
* * *
 
Alyssa got used to Jesse working extra hours. Used to it was not the same as liking it. She sat on the bed and watched him get ready to leave.
“You okay?”
“I’m fine,” she lied. “I guess I’m just a little lonely that’s all.”
“I know. Work’s been busy. It won’t always be this way, I promise.”
You make a lot of promises, she thought sullenly. “I know, you told me.” She wished he would lay down beside her so her fingers could explore those tight abs. Her lips could then follow her fingers to where his well-defined “V” muscle promised unknown delights.
“Don’t forget to eat dinner.”
“Sorry?” Alyssa was bounced back to the present.
“Dinner. Eat something healthy, not just ice cream or soda and chips.”
“Yeah, sure.” She’d put a banana in her ice cream. Bananas were healthy, weren’t they? It was different when she was sharing a meal with him because she enjoyed that, but cooking a healthy meal just for herself was boring. She returned his kiss but didn’t move. Instead, when he left, she lay there for a long time staring at the ceiling, the picture of Jesse as he got changed very fresh in her mind. In this image, however, he was not wearing pants or jocks or anything else. He was buck-naked, and he was beautiful.
She waited for the back door to close and for the engine to start on Jesse’s truck before slipping underneath the covers. She undid the zip on her denim shorts and shimmied out of them, sighing as her fingers slithered into her damp panties. When she closed her eyes, Jesse was hovering above her, and it was his imagined fingers that were touching her, parting her swollen lips, and searching for her pleasure center. The room was still heady with his favorite cologne that he’d sprayed after his shower. With her eyes closed, it wasn’t hard to imagine him there.
“That’s it, baby,” he groaned as she took his swollen member in her own hand. “Work it up and down.” She slid her hands up and down his shaft, watching as his eyes rolled back in rapture. “So good…”
“Like this” She smiled when he nodded and pulled her on top of him. Her legs were spread wide, and her lips opened, letting all her juices drip onto his burning skin.
“That’s the way. Oh, your panties are so wet, Lyssy. You want it, don’t you?”
“Oh yes, Jesse. Please.” She ground her soaking panties into him, trying to get his hardened cock into just the right place.
She flicked at her clit, rubbing and circling, the smell of Jesse’s cologne wafting past her, bringing him to life.
“We don’t need these.” He snapped the sides of her panties and tossed them away, flipping her onto her back in one movement. He poised above her, his hard cock pressed right at her entrance.
“Yes, Jesse, yes! Now!” She tried to imagine what it would feel like to have his big cock inside her. It would feel good, wouldn’t it? She wouldn’t care if there was pain. She wanted him in her. She flicked her clit harder and pushed two fingers into her pussy, then three, moving them around, trying to stretch herself to feel what she would feel if it were Jesse’s cock inside her. He must be bigger than her fingers, and she closed her eyes as she saw him again, imagined him sliding inside her. Another flick of her clit, and Alyssa couldn’t hold off her orgasm any longer. Her butt lifted off the bed of its own accord as ripples of pleasure rocked through her, leaving her panting and wide eyed.
Damn! What if someone had come in? What if her juices leaked onto his sheets? Would he know? She jumped up and examined the sheets, thankful that she hadn’t left traces of her shame on the bed. She had to get out of there and pretend that had never happened.
She hunted around in the bed until she found her shorts. She zipped back up and was about to leave when she saw Jesse’s cell on the night table. He must have forgotten it. Oh God, what if he’d come back and found her… doing that? Oh well, thankfully he didn’t. He wouldn’t come back now.
She fingered the edges of the phone. Here was a dilemma. She could take a peak in there because they trusted each other, so they had nothing to hide, right? That would be wrong. That would be so wrong. She tried to walk away, but she just couldn’t. The phone seemed to just jump into her hand. It was just lying there in her palm, like an early Christmas present just begging to be opened. If she were to just have a little look it would put her mind at rest, and then it would be worth it, wouldn’t it?
All she had to do was press a couple of buttons, and his messages were looking at her. She scrolled down through the quotes and obvious business messages, and then one got her attention.
Our meeting today at Lake Inn.
Her breath caught in her throat. Maybe it was a business meeting. She’d be better off not knowing. Close it. Close it, she told herself. It’s probably perfectly innocent, about business or something. But before she knew it, she was reading the message itself.
Jesse, I’m glad you like all the little extra touches available with our service. I hope you’ll be happy with what we have to offer and will be a very happy return customer.
Alyssa threw the phone back on the dresser like it was dirty.
He’d been to a brothel! That’s how he’s been able to not have sex. That’s disgusting. She ran from the room and into the safety of her mom’s bathroom. She turned on the shower and stepped into the hot water. As the soapy bubbles from the shampoo ran all over her, she wished it could wash away the memory of what she’d just seen. She had no idea what to do, and she had never felt more alone. For the first time in a long while, she wanted her mom.
 
* * *
 
“Alyssa?” Jesse called out as he came up the stairs. It was only eight o’clock, and it was unusual for her to be in bed already. She’d been quiet before he left, so maybe she wasn’t feeling very well. He opened the bedroom door, but the bed was empty. He crossed to his room, but she wasn’t there either. She must have gone out.
Jesse jogged down the steps and out to the garage. The car was gone. Maybe she popped to the supermarket. He went back into the kitchen and opened the fridge. He needed food. There must be something here he could eat until Alyssa got back. After a quick check of their supplies, he realized they had both bread and milk. Hmm, he thought. Something was off here. It wasn’t like Alyssa to just run off and not phone him or leave a note or something. He suddenly wasn’t hungry anymore, so he went into the living room and switched on the TV. He flicked mindlessly through the channels for a while before turning it back off. He had a really bad feeling.
Suddenly, he remembered his phone. He’d left his phone here this afternoon. Alyssa wouldn’t know that. Maybe she had tried to ring. He took the stairs three at a time to get to his phone and hopefully some answers.
Jesse didn’t notice that his cell had changed positions. But as soon as he touched it, the light came on highlighting something he really didn’t expect to see. An open message from the Lakeside Inn. “Oh no,” he said. Little Miss Nosey had apparently been snooping. He read the message. Then he read it again. Surely she wouldn’t have twisted it into something bad, would she? Yet, she wasn’t there, and she hadn’t left word as to where she would be. The frustrated man ran a hand through his hair. He had absolutely no idea where to even start looking. One thing was for certain, when he got his hands on his little snooper, she was going to be one sorry girl. Running off without saying anything because she’d read God-knows-what into a message that was not only perfectly innocent but was supposed to be a surprise.
He stomped downstairs to wait. He didn’t know where to start looking, and he wanted to be there if she did come home.
 
* * *
 
It was two hours later when he decided he couldn’t wait any longer. He had to do something. What if she’d had an accident, broken down, or run out of gas in the middle of nowhere? Maybe she drove out to the Lakeside Inn. He had to find her.
It was a long shot, but he drove past their usual market first. The place was practically deserted, and there was no sign of the car in any of the parking bays. He didn’t have a contact number for Krys, who was the only friend he’d known her to see since she’d been home. The inn seemed like the only option.
After driving as fast as he safely could, he arrived at the inn’s location in about fifty minutes, but it was forty minutes too late. The desk had changed over to the graveyard shift at eleven, and the receptionist had no clue if there had been a girl making enquiries before that. He was at a dead end again. There was nothing he could do but go back home and hope to hell she was there. He tried to call her again, but it went straight to her messages.
After another forty minute drive, Jesse was nearly home. He pulled towards an intersection and stopped for a red light. While he was waiting for the green, his eyes lit on a road sign pointing left. ‘Oakhill Cemetery’ loomed up, jagging his sensibilities. “Of course!” He pulled over to the turning lane and followed the sign, grateful that there was no traffic. It was a long dark road, and he was starting to think he’d missed a turn or something. Then he saw it, like an oasis in the dessert, the car. He’d found her.
 
* * *
 
Alyssa sat with her legs crossed next to her daddy’s grave. She had her cell, but she had no inclination at all to answer it or check the time. All she knew was that she’d been there a long time and she didn’t have anywhere else to go.
She’d been talking to her dad since she got there. Talking and crying while she polished the inscription on his headstone. She told him all about the mess she’d found herself in at school, even about her mom and the new guy she’d gone on vacation with. It was interesting that she found herself actually defending her mom, telling him how lonely she’d been and what a good job she’d done to keep everything together after he’d passed. Finally, she tried to tell him about Jesse. The words wouldn’t come though. All she could say through her tears was, “Daddy, I love him.”
She had calmed down by the time it was dark, and she wasn’t scared. It may have been a graveyard, but she was there with her dad, the man that had always been able to fix everything. If only he was able to fix this.
“Lyssy. Thank God. I didn’t know where else to look.”
She looked up sharply when she heard Jesse’s voice. She pulled away. “Don’t touch me.” she said coldly.
“Why, honey? What have I done? What’s wrong?”
“I know.”
“You know what?”
“I know about the inn and your special touches.”
“You have this all wrong.”
“Shut up.” Why should she listen to him? He’d lied to her.
“Pardon?”
“Shut up and leave me alone. Go back to your prostitutes. I’m sure they can fulfil all your needs.”
“Hang on a minute. I think you read that message, and you’ve added two and two and got six. There are no prostitutes. I do not know for the life of me how you came up with that.”
Alyssa’s lips parted just a little. Could it be true? Could she be wrong? Oh, how she wanted to be wrong this time! She wanted to believe him more than anything at all. “What did it mean then?” she asked solemnly, a part of her still being very careful.
“I wanted to surprise you. I promised you your first time would be special. That’s what it was about. A special room I booked for this Friday, with some special touches to make you feel like a princess.”
“Oh.” Alyssa brushed away a tear. “I’ve ruined it!” she wailed.
Jesse helped her to her feet and lifted her into his arms. “You haven’t ruined anything.” he said, kissing away the tears.
“I have,” she sobbed. “You planned a sweet surprise, and I ruined it.”
“You haven’t ruined anything,” he said, kissing her again. “Except maybe your ability to sit comfortably in your near future.”
“I didn’t do anything bad on purpose! I made a mistake!” Now that she knew he’d planned their special night, she wanted that. She didn’t want a spanking.
“Mmm-hmm. Let’s see. You read private messages.”
“I read one message, and I thought you were cheating on me!” Did she just admit again to not trusting him?
“You didn’t trust me.”
Yes, apparently she did. “I was hurt. You just about broke my heart. Well, I believed you cheated on me, which broke my heart.”
“You ran off without so much as leaving a note. I was worried sick.”
“Thought you cheated… broken heart… are you listening?”
“Really? You create absolute havoc, and then you still have the hide to give me attitude?”
“Okay,” she giggled. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I didn’t believe you, and I’m sorry that I worried you. Okay?”
“Yes. You’re forgiven. Now, let’s go home so I can spank you.”
“Hey!”
 
* * *
 
Jesse was waiting for her when she pulled into the garage. He opened her door, and she sat there still holding the steering wheel like she was still driving. “You’re not really going to spank me, are you?”
“I should.”
“But you’re not, are you?” Alyssa smelled an out clause here. If only she knew the right thing to say to get out of her punishment.
“I’m curious. Do you really not think you deserve a spanking, or do you just not want one?”
Alyssa said nothing but slumped a little onto the steering wheel, mumbling something into her folded arm. Damn Jesse and his guilt trip. It was such an underhanded tactic, but one that worked.
“I didn’t hear you, Alyssa. Speak up.”
“I said, ‘maybe for looking in your phone’.”
“Not all the other things? Worrying me and sitting in a cemetery by yourself, really late at night, in the dark?”
“I was with my dad.”
“I don’t want to sound callous or non-caring, but your dad wouldn’t have been able to help you, Lyssy, if something bad had happened. He wasn’t there. I mean, I know he was there in spirit, and I’m sure he was watching over you and all, but he couldn’t have physically saved you from danger.”
“I felt safe.”
“That doesn’t mean you were safe.”
“Okay. I get it now. You’re right. But at the time I wasn’t thinking things through because I was really upset.”
“Okay.”
“Okay, what? Are you going to spank me or not?”
“Just with my hand. And just so you know, this is a once-only chance. I will never ask you again what you think you should get in the way of a punishment. I’ll decide.” He held out his hand, and she took it.
“Okay. I trust you.”
 
* * *
 
It was the calmest that Alyssa had ever felt before a spanking. She walked over to where Jesse was sitting on the bed waiting and unbuttoned each of the buttons on her jeans. When they were finally undone, she stepped out of them and went to lay over her boyfriend’s knee. He stopped her.
“Panties too.”
Without an argument she slid her hands into the slip of lace at each side and pushed her panties to her knees.
“All the way. Take them off.”
Alyssa cupped her sex as she stepped out of her underwear. Much as she wanted him to touch her, having him see her just before he took her over his knee made her squirm with embarrassment.
“Alyssa,” he warned quietly.
She pulled her hand away and threw herself over his knee immediately. Her eyes drifted closed and she savored the feel of Jesse’s warm hands as they rubbed her clenched cheeks. He patted them gently.
“Relax, honey.”
Easy words for the person doing the spanking, Alyssa thought, but wisely kept to herself as she did her best to unclench. When they started, the spanks came hard and fast in a rapid fire stream that gave her little time to process the pain. Her legs kicked out wildly, instinctively trying to remove the source of the sting. “Jesse! Stop! Please!” Instead of stopping he concentrated the smacks on the crease of her bottom.
“Be still!” he barked.
His hand moved up and away from the crease but bounced off the same spot repeatedly. “Move around, move around!” She squirmed around as much as she could, but he held her firmly.
“Then keep still.”
She squeezed her eyes shut tight, managing to still her legs as the spanks moved higher, splattering the center of her quivering cheeks. The spanking was hard but over pretty quickly, and she was soon standing in front of her Jesse, sniffling miserably.
He held her in front of him and spoke firmly, his eyes not leaving hers for a second. “If you ever scare me like that again, I’ll use my belt. Are we clear?” His voice was full of raw emotion.
Her lip wobbled, and she nodded before bursting into a fresh wave of tears, allowing him to crush her in a tight hug.
“I love you, Lyssy.”
“I love you too.”



Chapter Seven
 
 
“It’s so pretty.”
“It is, isn’t it?”
“Do you know which room is ours?” Alyssa was nervous. The moment she’d waited for was finally there, and she couldn’t help thinking that it would have been easier to just kind of keep going in the heat of the moment, rather than this beautiful, planned thing that was making her concentrate on the logistics. This was sweet and romantic, but she’d had too much time to think. To wonder what it would be like. Would she be as good as the girls Jesse had slept with before?
“I do, but we have to check in. Are you okay?”
“Yeah, of course.” Of course she was okay. She was just a bit confused, excited, scared, and unsure of herself. Nothing out of the norm.
“We can take this as slow as you want. Really.” He squeezed her hand. “If you find you’re not ready, just say something and we’ll stop.”
“I don’t think that’s going to happen.” When he raised their joined hands to his lips and kissed her knuckle, she giggled and her tummy flipped with the gentle brush of his lips against her skin.
 
* * *
 
“Here’s your pass key,” the guy behind the counter said with a knowing smile. “Enjoy your stay.”
“He knows what we’re going to do,” Alyssa whispered as they walked away from the desk.
“That’s what just about everyone does here,” Jesse chuckled.
“Oh my,” Alyssa said looking at a couple that had to be older than her mom. She wrinkled her nose.
The door opened to reveal one of the prettiest rooms Alyssa had ever seen. “Wow.”
“Do you like it?”
“Oh, it’s just lovely,” Alyssa said running her hand over the furnishings as she explored the room. “Champagne,” she said with a big grin.
“I might let you have a glass,” he said smiling.
“Oh, Jesse, look! A hot tub! Chocolate covered strawberries! Oh, these are so yummy.” She popped one into her mouth and savored the taste of the sharp with the sweet. It was one of her favorites.
“There’s more surprises.”
“Really?”
“Yep. We have dinner for two coming and something else that I think we both need.”
Alyssa smiled when there was a knock at the door. “Is that it?”
“Speak of the devil.”
Alyssa was hot on Jesse’s heels as he opened the door, eager to see what the next surprise was.
“I’m Heidi, and this is Sven. We are here for your massages.”
“No,” Alyssa said her mouth agape as the two carried in special tables and set up.
“You’ll find some robes in the bathroom,” Heidi said with a smile and a charming accent.
Alyssa giggled as they stripped off their clothes and donned the thick white robes. “Do you think they’re really called Sven and Heidi?”
“Probably not, but the ambience wouldn’t quite be the same if the masseurs were Bill and Betty from the farm down the road.”
“Yeah.”
Nordic imposter or not, Heidi had good hands. Alyssa almost drifted off with complete contentment as her oiled hands worked their magic, smoothing away all her nervous tension. The view wasn’t bad either. Jesse was a sight for sore eyes. Almost naked, the oil accentuated his beautiful body as the large man with the bottle blonde hair massaged Jesse’s broad back. The towel slipped as Sven changed sides, and she was treated to a glimpse of a very fine ass.
Jesse reached out and took her hand. “I love you,” he mouthed.
“I love you too,” she mouthed back.
 
* * *
 
“Drop the towel, baby,” Alyssa said with a grin. She was already in the hot tub, a chocolate-dipped strawberry in hand. “These are really good.”
“No fair. I didn’t get a show,” Jesse said, leaning across to pinch a strawberry.
“Okay,” Alyssa stood, naked as a bird with water and bubbles running from her body. “Happy?”
“Very.” Jesse shrugged the robe off his shoulders and stepped into the tub, pulling his beautiful young girl into his arms. “I like your show very much.”
“I can tell.” Alyssa let her eyes wander from Jesse’s beautiful face down to his toned and still-oiled body and then to his large and eager erection. “Can I touch it?”
“Of course you can.”
Her hand reached out tentatively and stroked gently along the sides before wrapping her fingers around his firm flesh. “It’s so hard, but the skin’s so soft.”
“Thank you, I think.”
Alyssa let her fingers walk underneath to stroke his testes. “Does that feel good?”
“Oh yeah, but you know what, honey? We don’t have to rush. Let’s have a little champagne.”
“Okay.” She slipped back into the warm bubbles, watching with interest as he popped the cork. His cock was still standing to attention, and Alyssa found it fascinating. She didn’t realize her head was tilted to one side while she watched him.
“Do you have something you’d like to ask me?” he asked with a grin.
She did want to ask him a somewhat embarrassing question. She waited a second while he waited patiently, but then finally blurted it out. “It’s kind of big. Is it going to, you know, fit inside me?”
“Honestly? It may hurt just a little bit the first time, but it gets better. To answer your question though, yes, it will fit.”
Alyssa took her champagne and sipped it. “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome.”
“I don’t just mean for the champagne. I mean for everything. For being there for me. You don’t lie to me if I ask you a question. I’m sorry that I didn’t trust you about the work and stuff.”
“You’re still very welcome. You gonna share your strawberries?”
“Sure.” Alyssa half bit into a strawberry and then climbed onto Jesse’s lap, pressing the other half into his mouth, both nibbling until there was nothing left. They finally came up giggling.
 
* * *
 
Jesse wasn’t a saint, and he’d waited a long time for this moment. With the girl of his dreams naked and wrapped around him in a hot tub, he just had to kiss her, hard and long. He then ran each of his thumbs over her hardened nipples, trailing his hands down her sides and then between her legs, teasing and tickling her with his fingers. When she arched her back and pushed herself closer to him, he grazed her neck with his stubble and made her gasp. His mouth found a nipple, and he latched on, sucking hard.
“Oh, God.”
“Oh, Lyssy,” he growled. Her hand had snaked around and grasped onto his cock. “You want to move to the bed?”
“Uh-huh. I sure do.”
Jesse helped her to stand, and as she climbed out he spanked her bottom a few times.
“Hey. What was that for?”
“Nothing. I just love to see my handprints decorating your bottom.” He kissed his handy work.
“Okay then, so long as I’m not in trouble.”
 
* * *
 
Alyssa was ready for this. She was happy with her decision, and the whole setting was perfect. But that didn’t seem to calm the nerves that were curling in her tummy and making her legs shake in that way that you couldn’t see but could just feel.
Jesse flipped back the covers and climbed in, holding his arms out for her.
She didn’t waste a minute, and once she was there in his arms, she felt safe again, like she was where she was supposed to be. His lips were so gentle as they pressed against hers, his tongue probing until the last minute nerves gave way, and she was there again, wanting him as badly as he wanted her.
“Before we do this, there’s just one more thing.”
“Oh man, Jesse! Yes, I took my pill.” Talk about picking your moments.
He chuckled. “That’s very good, but that isn’t what I was going to say.”
Alyssa watched curiously as his hand disappeared underneath the pillow. Her eyes opened wide with shock when he held out a small red velvet box.
“Alyssa, will you marry me?”
Her eyes filled with tears, and she took the box with shaking hands, opening it slowly. “It’s beautiful,” she said kissing him all over his face.
“Is that a yes?”
“Oh yes, Jesse! Yes.” She held out her left hand and watched happily as he slipped the ring on her finger.
“I love you so much, Alyssa. I don’t know what I’d do now without you.”
“Me either. I love you too.”
“Now, where were we?”
She was throbbing and wet as his hands roamed all over her. One was on her bottom rubbing and squeezing, lifting her off the bed. The other was between her legs, parting her wet lips and looking for her little pearl, teasing it from its hood, making her tingle all over. His mouth latched onto first one nipple and then the other, but Alyssa wanted to kiss him. She pulled his head up towards hers, her lips finding his. She suckled his neck and opened her legs, wanting him to touch her, to take her.
He didn’t disappoint.
A long finger moved around her entrance slowly, circling and stretching her, occasionally dipping inside to collect her sweet juices. When she winced, he went back to pleasuring her, flicking and rubbing until she was moaning with delight.
“Do you like that?”
“Mm-hmm.” What he was doing to her felt so good that she didn’t balk at the finger that was once again working her snug pussy, helping her to open for him. She wanted him. Even if it was going to hurt, she wanted to feel him inside her. Her hand slid down his hard belly and latched onto his hard shaft. “Now, please,” she whimpered.
He nudged her legs apart a little and then poised himself above her. “You’re sure?”
Alyssa nodded. “Yes, Jesse, please. I’m sure.”
She could feel him poised at her opening. The head was pressing just inside her pussy, inching a little deeper as he gently pushed.
“Look at me,” he said as her face crumpled a little with the pain.
“It hurts,” she whimpered, trying to push down the panic that was rising in her throat.
“It’s okay. It won’t hurt for long. Baby, look at me.”
She looked at him, and his mouth covered hers in a tender kiss as he pushed all the way in.
“You okay?”
She nodded, her eyes wide, her power of speech gone for the minute while her muscles contracted, adjusting to his size. But the pain was fading, and as he started to move, she moved with him, meeting his gentle thrusts with her own. Her questioning look mirrored her thoughts. I hope I’m doing it right.
“Oh, Alyssa baby. You’re so perfect,” he crooned.
“Jesse… it feels… so good.”
He quickened his movements, and she wrapped her legs around him tightly, her hands clinging to him for dear life. He was pounding into her, hitting a spot somewhere deep inside her that made any pain she’d felt melt away. It was pleasure, pure pleasure, and she wanted more. She was hot and cold everywhere, and when she thought the feeling had reached the highest peak, it kept climbing until she exploded. The tingles all popped one after the other. She never wanted those sensations to end, but when they did start to fade, she clung to Jesse and floated back to earth.
“Oh, God, Jesse!” She was overwhelmed, and as her pussy twitched and tightened around him, Jesse roared, surging, emptying his hot seed deep inside her.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rough,” he said, rolling to a position beside her.
“You weren’t rough.” Alyssa said curling into Jesse’s side. “It was perfect. You were perfect.”
He kissed her hair and smoothed it down, combing through her tangles with his fingers. “So, when can I make you my wife?”
 
* * *
 
“Wow,” Jesse said when Alyssa came out dressed for dinner in a slinky black dress. “You look beautiful.”
“Thank you.”
“Dinner is served,” he said, pointing to the balcony where he’d had room service set up their dinner. He hoped she was happy with his choice to stay in.
“Nice. What a great idea. We get to be alone, and we get a lovely meal with a spectacular view.”
“Glad you’re not disappointed that we’re not going out.”
“Now why would we go out when it’s nicer here than in a crowded restaurant?”
“My thinking exactly. Now, let’s eat.” He loved to watch Alyssa enjoy herself, and it tickled him to watch her happily exploring what was under each dome. Especially the dessert, which made her squeal with delight. That was no surprise—she loved anything chocolate.
“So full.”
“You know the best cure for that?”
“No idea.”
“A walk,” Jesse said standing and holding out his hand.
“I couldn’t.”
“Yeah, you could. Come on, Lazy Bones.” He took her hand and yanked her to her feet. “I bet the moonlight is really pretty down there by the dock.”
“Hmm. Okay, you talked me into it.” As she stood though, she wobbled a little on her high heels. “Jesse, would you care if I changed out of my shoes?”
“No. I’d prefer it. They’re ridiculously high. There’s things I want to do with you tonight that definitely don’t include spending it in the ER because you fell off your shoes.”
“Thanks.” She ran off and came back wearing a pair of sparkly flip flops.
“Very fetching,” he said with a smile. “Let’s go.”
 
* * *
 
As they walked through the lobby, Alyssa found herself holding her hand out, making sure the light caught the stone in her engagement ring. Diamond rings couldn’t have been as much of a phenomenon as they was to her, because no one seemed to notice. Much to her chagrin. That was, until the doorman opened the door. He was the same one who had opened the door for them on the way in.
“Congratulations,” he said, smiling at the young couple. “Lovely ring.” Before she knew what she was doing, Alyssa stood on her toes and kissed his cheek. “Thank you,” she said.
“You’re very welcome,” the man replied.
When they were outside, Jesse squeezed her hand, bringing it to his mouth and kissing it. “You’re going to get it now.”
“Why?”
“Not engaged more than a few hours and you’re kissing other men. Right in front of me, no less.”
“Oh, you’re joking.”
“Am I?”
Alyssa squeaked when Jesse’s hand bounced off her bottom several times in a row. “Jesse! People will see!”
“There’s no one here.”
Alyssa slipped her hand through his as they strolled down the path that lead to the water. “The moon is lovely.”
“It sure is.”
“Do you think we’ll ever live near the water?” It would be nice to be able to walk to the water’s edge each night and watch the sunset or gaze at the moon, she pondered.
“Probably not.”
“Oh, okay.” Way to dream, honey.
“Take a seat,” Jesse said motioning to a bench. “I have to talk about that. Where we’re going to live.”
“That look is scaring me.”
“No, it’s just that I had to make a decision about something, and I haven’t told you about it.”
“Go on.” The look on his face had her worried.
“I bought us a house, to live in.”
There’d been some surprises already, but that one floored her. “You chose a whole house without even asking me? Seeing where I might like to live?”
“Kind of, yeah.”
Something here was up, and he was so totally unapologetic that he must know that she’d like whatever he’d chosen. They’d come full circle. They were back to the trust thing. “So do I get to see what this house looks like?”
“I don’t have a picture, if that’s what you mean.”
“Wonderful.” A surprise ugly house, and it was all theirs, but she wasn’t allowed to look at it until they moved in.
“No, it’s a great house. Well, it will be when I’m finished with it.”
“Finished with it?”
“It’s a lovely house. It just needs a little tender-loving care.”
“That usually means that it’s ready to be pulled down.”
“Some of the work has already been done.”
“With someone else’s taste. What if I don’t like it? What if whoever chose the tiles and the colors had horrible taste?”
“I guess we could change it. One day.”
“One day? Oh, God.” How old would she be before she got to choose what color her ugly house was going to be?
“I have the keys. You can see it tomorrow when we go home.”
“Okay, I guess. Too late now.”
She heard the rattle in Jesse’s pocket, and then he held them up in front of her. “Jesse?” Her eyes were like saucers as she processed what this meant.
“Those are my keys!” she said incredulously. “That’s my key ring that my daddy won for me from one of those machines at the fair.”
“That’s right.”
“You bought my house?”
He nodded.
“It’s going to be my house again, for real?”
“Our house, with all your old memories still intact.”
“Oh, Jesse, you are going to be the best husband in the world!” It had to be fate that she’d met this wonderful man.
“I’ll try.”
“And the best daddy in the world.” She could see them in that house, measuring their children every birthday on the door jam.
“One day. After you finish school.”
Alyssa climbed into his lap and wrapped her arms around him. “Except, how did you buy the house without telling my mom everything?”
“That’s the other thing. I kind of had to tell her everything.”
“Oh my God. What did she say?”
“She said that someone needed to give you a damn good spanking.”
“She didn’t. What did you say?”
“I told her not to worry. I already had.”
 
 
The End
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