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​

Dacia 

There’s a lot of misconception of what it entails to be part of the privileged society. Most people don’t realize that being born to this life always comes at a price: that of freedom, time, or even relationships are a cost prominently paid for in one’s life to maintaining that privilege.

All your time is managed for training to become the person you are needed to be in order to fit certain expectations. For me it was grooming to be the perfect daughter for my family image, the perfect southern belle for what our society wants us to be, and lastly, someday a perfect wife for my husband of my father’s choice.

For as long as I can remember I’ve been drilled with proper etiquette for every and any situation that might arise. I’ve been fine tuned in manners, language, arts, music, and of course, most importantly, grooming of my appearance. My entire being is to represent my family, more specifically, my father. I was bred to find a suitable husband that would merge our families with future endeavors. In short, I’m the price my father is willing to pay to further his business.

I was presented at the debutante ball when I was seventeen years old, right before my senior year of private school, and father has been negotiating with suitors ever since. I’ve attended a finishing school and then an all-girls Ivy League college afterwards, where I was somewhat free for the first time in my life. This is where I’ve finally been able to make a true friend without the scrutiny or watchful eyes of the family. 

Rory Halladay has become my savior, because she has been my confidante: where I can be myself and as well be truthful to without fear of the consequences. I was able to open my soul to her and reveal what really happened behind the scenes of my perfect family image. With her help we have formulated a plan of my escape and we have been secretly bringing it closer to fruition since I finished college.

I am profoundly grateful for Rory because ever since returning after graduation in May, father has become a tyrant and my presence, it seems, is what has provoked him to be more brutal. The time for me to escape is running out as my upcoming nuptials to said man of father’s choice are scheduled a week from today.
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Putting on the facade and prancing around as my husband to be inappropriately propositions me to give up my virtue is becoming overwhelming. I excuse myself from his side and instead of heading to the powder room as I said, I make my escape outside for some much-needed air.

Thank goodness the evening is ending shortly and hopefully this type of lifestyle that I had thrust upon me at birth, too. “This is no place to be lurking when you should be accompanying your fiancé, young lady.” Shivers run down my spine at the tone these words are delivered. 

I’ve managed to sneak below his radar over the last month, however, it seems his mood has searched out the error of my ways. He has always looked for the opportunity to correct my misgivings and tonight I have set myself up to be corrected once again.

“Yes, father, I was in need of some air, but I shall attend to Jacob immediately.” I bow my head at father, hoping he will allow me to escape with such a weak explanation.

“Dacia-Marie, you will meet me in my study promptly after arriving home this evening. It seems I’ve been too lenient on you lately and a lesson is overdue,” he states sternly.

“Yes, father.” And with that stark statement, my punishment is imminent.

After finishing the evening with Jacob, I make my way to father’s study. He hasn’t directed me to change out of the clothing I am currently wearing as is the norm, which means retraining me will not only be painful, but severe. As I stand still in the doorway awaiting permission from father, I tremble at the sight of my robe laying across the back of the chesterfield. I’ve only received a “demonstration of authority” from father once before and I’d hoped to never step out of line, where such a demonstration was ever needed again.

“Enter and close the door.” I do as I’m told as he continues to stare at the fire. “I’ve tolerated a lot over the last several months and I have allowed myself to become lenient because of the union to Jacob had come to an arrangement. However, I spoke with him this evening and we are in agreement that your lack of attention to his needs requires reprimanding,” father indicates.

“Yes, father”, I whisper. Oh, my lord! Jacob acknowledges that punishment is required. This means the responsibility of my “training” would be transferred to him after we are wed.

“Remove your garments and assume the position, Dacia-Marie.”

I promptly remove my clothing leaving me in my underwear. I face the wall and remove my brassiere and then raise my hands to be strapped above me in the restraints bolted to boards nailed to the wall.

Typically, I have to change into a thin cotton gown and have only required this form of direct punishment once before. Without my gown as a form of protection the lashes will be severely painful.

As I await the first strike from the special ordered whip my father had purchased for my training sessions years ago, I try to find my inner peace. I’ve trained my mind to release from my body through meditation and subsequently avoid the pain during these sessions. Plus, any outbursts only infuriates father more because it shows him my weakness and such an action of cowardice is not to be found in our DNA.

“Do you understand why this is happening?” he asks, which is odd as he typically doesn’t talk during these sessions. He is definitely trying to cause me to have as much of reaction this time.

“Yes, father.” After the first hit comes across my back I cry out, “AAH!” because I had not prepared myself for the pain. As tears roll down my face another strike comes.

“You’ve certainly forgotten your place,” he utters as he continues to hit in succession. 

I lose track of the number of times I’ve been whipped and as I hang limply by my arms, just barely able to stand on my feet any longer. Father comes close to my right ear then whispers, “I’ve contracted that if any training is required in the future, Jacob may continue it here with myself and I’m to teach him the proper authority that you are accustomed to receiving.” 

I say nothing because I know that he is trying to get a reaction from me. I chant in my head, to myself, “Do not speak! Do not speak! Do not speak!”

“Maybe additional training is needed after all.” I feel him back away from me and I concentrate breathing through the pain I can feel. This time the hits are concentrated to my upper back. 

I hear a knock at the door through my delirium, then footsteps of father walking away from me. Once father opens the door, I hear a faint conversation between he and Jacob. 

Louder this time he says to Jacob, “She’s all yours, son. Do with what you want to her.” And then I hear father leave us, closing the door behind him and the uncertainty of what is going to happen next. I continue to concentrate on my breathing to try to keep me grounded instead of what is about to happen.

Since my eyes are closed, and I’m within my safe place the hit that comes next along my side and around to my left breast takes my breath away by surprise. “AAH!” I scream, because father has never strayed from his normal training areas and surely Jacob can tell by the telltale signs of scarring on my body from beatings over the years. This is beyond an intentional action for Jacob to get a reaction from me right now.

“There’s the reaction I’ve been looking for,” Jacob whispers close by my left ear as I feel him trace the wound, he has just created on my left breast and the searing pain causes more tears to run from my eyes, but I bite hard on my bottom lip to contain the scream that is trapped in my throat.

His hands come around cupping my breasts now and a slight whimper of fear escapes me. “Seeing you like this makes me hard for you, Dacia-Marie,” he says. “Can you feel how excited you have made me?” he asks as I feel the hardness of his manhood push against my buttocks.

I then feel his hands trail down my body from my breast to my crotch area, “Please no,” I plead. 

As he cups me on the outside of my underwear, he pushes himself from behind into my buttocks harder this time. “Don’t worry my dear I look forward to breaking this in,” he says while rubbing my clitoris through my panties, “But I do believe it should happen only once you are truly mine.”

His hands fall away from my body and I feel him step away from me, “Do you know how beautiful you look right now? I can’t wait to bend you over while I pound my cock inside of you. The sight of these,” he says, and I feel him trace another wound on my back. 

This one is deeper than the last and I scream in pain, “AHH!”

“You will learn your place, Dacia-Marie,” he says stepping away, then I feel the hits come fast and hard against my upper legs and back. 

When he’s done, I’m hanging from my arms totally and whispering to myself continually, “I’ll be a good girl.” 

“Quiet!” he yells as he grabs the back of my head, yanking my hair causing my arms to become taut away from the wall. Tears stream across my face and I feel the blood pool down my body from all the wounds now too. 

He lets go of my head, then suddenly undoes my restraints causing me to fall to my knees and gasp from the striking landing. As I try to find my bearings, I hear a sound that I have never wanted to hear from a man in this situation. I’ve heard stories of training sessions from another and hers involved teachings of what happened if she were to open her mouth or talk back. Unlike her, my father would not teach such lessons, but Jacob must. 

The sound of his belt being removed causes me to curl into a ball, even with all the pain wracking my body and weakness of my limbs, I know I must protect myself from what I know is about to happen.

However, the strikes that I thought were about to happen never come. But I fear attempting to open my eyes anyways, because seeing what I think Jacob is truly doing scares me more than the strikes itself. 

The sound of him panting and then his climaxed release confirms that he has just masturbated at the sight of me. There is no doubt in my mind how sick a man Jacob is, if he gets turned on by the sight of my broken and battered body. What would this mean for my future if I were to truly stay. No, I will not think of such a thing!

“Next time I will have you on your knees helping with my release. I’m sure that mouth of yours will be especially useful when filled by my cock. I’ll make sure to add this to my list of improvements. I’ll appreciate doing that often during your training and it can come in handy for business negotiations as well. You will have to perfect it beforehand, of course,” he states, saying I will become a trained whore for his use by the time he is done with me. 

“Good night, Dacia-Marie. I look forward to wedding you more now I know what I’m in for,” Jacob utters calmly as I hear him open the study door to leave, his parting steps echo as he leaves me behind as though I’m nothing more than dirt scraped from his shoe.

Then there are more steps coming towards the study and I cringe at the thought of his return. Please no more. I can’t take anymore. I curl tighter within myself for some means of protection.

“I want you out of my sight by the time I return from changing or else more lessons will be issued,” father states and I slightly open my eyes to see him stand in the doorway where Jacob just left. I hear footsteps of him walking away as my eyes close from the exhaustion.

I begin to cry from the pain along with this recent violation that I have just undergone. As I weep quietly, I hear movement behind me. Oh no! I’ve been too long and now I’ll have to endure more of this. Please God, no!

“Here, Miss Dacia. Lift your arm to put your robe for me,” Juanita whispers beside me. I struggle to do as she asks.

“Okay, now the other,” I wince as the material touches my wounds on my back. “Sorry, but we must hurry to get you out of here before your father returns.”

She then helps lift me as I make it to my knees and finally to my feet. I notice she has my clothing draped over her shoulder as she ties my robe. “Thank you,” I whimper.

“He will be the death of you, miss,” she whispers, and I know what she says could be true. This is not the first time Juanita has carried me away from such lessons. I just hope that Jacob’s current violation is unknown to her.

Juanita has been the mother figure I’ve had in my life ever since my own stopped communicating to me when I was thirteen years old. I don’t know what caused her from interacting with me, but it happened to be the same very night of my first lesson from father. 

Juanita Diaz was born in California, but her parents were originally from Puerto Rico. She was married for twenty-five years until her husband died of a heart attack. She has three grown children who still reside in California. She applied to be our housekeeper here in Georgia because the memory of her life with her husband was too much to bear daily. She is the most loving, caring person, and I don’t know what I would have done without her all these years.

Once we make it to my room, she directs me straight into the powder room adjoined to my suite and I can see she has already prepared the ointment and antiseptic wash to use on my wounds. I hold the ledge of my vanity as she quickly washes all of them, then applies the ointment.

“Can you please bandage them too?” I ask weakly.

“They need to breathe as you sleep. I can put the bandages on in the morning, miss,” she states.

“I need it done tonight,” I plead, but I don’t want to give any other information because I can’t allow any harm to come to her at my expense. She looks deeply into my eyes from the mirror in front of me and then nods with understanding. 

I feel as I’ve been mummified with the amount of gauze that has been placed around me, but it should help for my escape tonight. I ask for pain medication next from her.

“Thank you, Juanita, but I can finish up before I rest for the evening,” I tell her, so she can leave me to dress.

“Miss Dacia, you are going to need help dressing and slipping out of the gates undetected. I have a way to help you,” she stresses with a raised brow.

“I can’t let you get in trouble for me.”

“It’s my day off tomorrow and I am to leave within the hour. I’ll just have a hidden passenger along with me,” she winks this time and I finally understand what she is implying.

“But if we’re caught you could be in harms way,” I say, scared for her to get hurt because of me.

“I’ve stood by and watched you be punished for far too long. It’s time for you to go and never come back,” she holds my shoulders to stare straight into my eyes with determination as she utters these words.

“Okay, thank you. I have a bag packed in the back of my closet and all my travel documents are hidden under my mattress,” I indicate to the top left side of my bed.

“I know. I’ve already placed them into my car a week ago in preparation because I saw this coming. Your father may want you to marry, but he doesn’t like giving up control over you.” I nod in agreement because it was evident with him contracting me to continue my training here with Jacob.

She helps me dress into baggy black slacks and a long sleeve black top to cover up my bandages which isn’t my typical wardrobe. I should be able to be well hidden in the background of crowds almost anywhere dressed this way. Once I’ve placed my hair into a ball cap, we slip from my room and take the housekeeping staircase to the main floor which is located at the west end of each corridor. 

Juanita knows the correct path to take where we can avoid the security cameras and it is shadowed in darkness too, so I am always hidden. I’m breathing through the agonizing pain because I know if I was to stay the worse is yet to come. And I fear that father may not be able to contain his anger much longer and instead of just injuries, he could very well kill me next time. We manage to make it to the ground floor and out the employee entrance undetected.

“Stay here and hide behind the trees, miss. I’m going to back my car next to it and as I check the engine under the hood, you slip into the back, the seats are down, and I know it’s going to cause a lot of pain, but you have to lay down, allowing yourself to roll into the trunk. Then, pull the seats up to block you from view afterwards,” she explains her plan. I nod with understanding, then she leaves to get her car.

A few moments later her car comes into view. Without wasting time, I open the back passenger door, slide onto the seat, closing the door gently behind me. I gasp as I lie down and tumble into the trunk next to my bags. My eyes are watering, and I gulp a large breath through the pain, then reach to close the seats blocking me from anyone’s view. As I am about to click the last one, I hear Frank Karlson speak; he’s the nightly security guard that is in charge of the grounds.

“Juanita, what are you up to at this time of night?” he asks in his patronizing voice. 

Oh Lord, no! Please no, he’s as mean as father can be. His temper can be set off by the slightest wrong wording. He is known to beat his wife and I suspect his son as well because he is so hot headed. He was once a star quarterback on the regional team until he had an injury that took it all away. Since then, he has become the meanest man around Berkeley Lake City.

I have the seat pretty well closed, so I pull it slightly to close it the rest of the way and pray to the Lord Almighty that he has not seen me enter her car.

“My car sputtered to stop when I backed up. Do you know anything about engines?” she asks, but we both know he wouldn’t admit even if he didn’t.

“Every self-respecting man knows his way around a car engine,” he states cockily, which I expected, and I know Juanita probably did too.

“Here’s the problem, your battery cables seem loose. There, give it a go,” I feel the car shift a tad from Juanita entering it. Then I hear the engine come to life. “See all fixed. Have a good night Juanita. See you tomorrow.”

“I’ll see you the day after as I’m off until then. Thanks, Frank. Have a good evening too,” she says cheerily with the fake voice she uses for people she can’t stand.

“Y’all too,” he replies.

I feel the car shift into gear, and I roll backwards from the unexpected motion. I cry out in pain and I clamp a hand over my mouth because I’m scared someone heard me. As the tears are streaking my cheek, I bite my lip to contain the agony travelling throughout my entire body. However, the car continues to move forward so I suspect we are clear from Frank at least.

I don’t know how long Juanita has been driving when I finally feel the car come to a halt. The trunk opens and Juanita appears, “It’s time to get you out of there. Come along Miss Dacia,” she says as she holds out her hand to help me. We gingerly remove me and then my belongings from the trunk.

“Okay, what options have you thought of?” she asks with her hands upon her hips.

“Bus to the next biggest city, which we know to be Atlanta and a flight, or continue to transfer buses the whole trip. I’m scared father will be able to track me if I fly though,” I confess.

“Take a bus tonight, then get a train in Kansas City and keep going west as far as you can get,” she says staring off in the distance deep in thought. 

Her eyes come back to me, “Use cash for all of it and keep your head down, so no cameras can get a view of your face. I changed your bags to a generic one in order that you don’t seem out of place with an expensive one,” she says as she points to the luggage that I hadn’t noticed she had pulled out wasn’t even mine.

“The bus station is right around the corner and a bus leaves in twenty minutes. Take care of yourself, Miss Dacia,” she has tears falling and gently hugs me goodbye. 

I’m choked up and all I can do is nod, “Thank you,” I croak out finally.

“No need. Just get yourself somewhere safe. Now go, there isn’t much time,” and she shoves me away from her as her eyes shine with unshed tears. 

I roll my bags to the window keeping my head down and purchase a one-way ticket to Kansas City. I choose a seat at the very back of the bus, placing my bags on the seat next to me just in case. I wince a bit as I sit, but I’m free finally from father and there is nothing not even this pain that will ruin my relief at the moment. 

I power on the pay as you go phone I purchased months ago and send a message to Rory. “On my way,” is all I type just in case I get caught I don’t want names being used. She’s using a pay as you go for this too, so both phones can’t be traced.

“Keep me posted.” That’s the signal that she will be prepared to get me if need be. I power off the phone once more to save the battery and as the bus pulls away, I close my eyes and pray to the Lord for safe passage. But they would have to drag me kicking and screaming or knock me unconscious to bring me back here ever again. I open my eyes and watch as I leave the only place that I have known. Other than college, this was my home, my life as I knew it, but after tonight I will never step foot in the state of Georgia again if I can help it.

​​
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Present Day

​Dacia

It’s been less than two weeks since arriving in Seattle and I have already been referred for a job with Juniper Stone and her company, Juniper Designs. I’ve met with her several times since the first interview last Thursday, and now I have been offered a position as her assistant. However, the wounds that mar my body from that horrific night that led me to run, are not healing very well because of where they are located. But I can’t remain motionless in order for them to mend; especially since I acquired this position so quickly, so I push through the agony and keep moving.

Praying the medication will take affect to relieve some of the constant torment I feel with each movement, because right now I’m on my way to Stone Marketing to meet with Mackenzie, who is the youngest brother to Juniper’s husband, Phoenix. He is going to give me a tour of his companies’ workspace and in turn I will sketch each individual area needing designing. 

Afterwards, I will proceed to come up with three designs that reflects what Stone Marketing represents and what they would like their clients to envision from their company when they walk off the elevator at the first sight as well. This is to be my first project and I want to make sure that I prove my worth to Juniper from the start. Her entrusting me with such a huge project to begin with shows that she is taking my aspirations serious and I don’t want to let her down. 

As I walk through the lobby, I take note at how sleek and modern the design of Stone Industries is and being a brother company of them, it should reflect onto Stone Marketing also. The black marble that adorns the walls, with the white marble floors and the polished silver around the trim of the windowpanes, gleams from the sun coming through the tinted thirty-foot windows. The furnishings are either black or white and the area is a huge open space, but it is still welcoming and not cold or stark. It’s exciting to walk through such a prestigious building knowing that I may be able to be a part of the design inside of it when I finish this project too.

When my elevator arrives, the doors slide open giving me the first glance onto their area, I am perplexed as to why Mackenzie has left this space characterless. It’s beige and bland. It even looks as it came right from the catalog of any contractor’s mind. Why have they left it as this is beyond odd, but that’s what I’m here to figure out. 

I check in with the receptionist who then directs me to the seating area to wait for Mackenzie to present himself. As I sit, I pull out my sketch pad and begin to outline the preliminary drawing of the reception area. 

Fully engulfed within my task at hand I don’t notice anyone take a seat beside me. “You’re an incredibly talented artist. You even have the smallest of details noted,” he comments, and I jump, then wince from the pain it caused my body.

I lift my eyes and I’m knocked back by this Godlike man sitting beside me, “Thank you,” I answer, feeling myself swoon for the first time in my existence.

“Hi, I’m River,” he indicates with a huge smile that shows off his dimples.

“Dacia, pleasure to meet you.”

“That’s a beautiful accent. Where are you from?” he asks with his head slightly tilted as if he finds me a mystery he needs to uncover.

“Georgia. I just relocated here,” I reply cautiously.

“River, are you bothering my new designer already?” a man walking towards us, whom I assume is Mackenzie, asks.

I stand gingerly and try to compose the trembling of my body from being around these two gorgeous men I know nothing about.

“Of course not, but I thought Juniper was overseeing that project?” the one named River asks.

“I just started with Juniper Designs and this is to be my initial project,” I interject.

“She’s Rory’s friend from college,” Mackenzie explains, and I’m still perplexed to why he must know this business in the first place.

“Oh, I didn’t realize who you were. Sorry, but Rory never mentioned your name, only that you may come out here at some point. I’ve been friends with Cage and Rory since we were kids,” River explains.

“Oh, my goodness, you’re that River! I’ve heard so many stories of you!” I exclaim, then I blush all shades of red from this current outburst because I’m not supposed to make a spectacle of myself is rule number one. I shake my head slightly to remove such negative thoughts and try to bring myself back to where I am.

“Don’t believe everything she says, but I’m sure I can share some of hers with you too,” River says, and I smile because he really seems to be a nice man. But they all seem that way until you’re behind closed doors my inner voice says to me in warning.

I change my focus back towards Mackenzie, and the reason I’m here in the first place. Presenting my hand for him to shake, “Mackenzie, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” I state in a more businesslike tone this time.

“Call me Mack. It’s nice to meet you too, Dacia. I’m sorry my brother was such a bother.”

“Hey! I was not bothering her; I was admiring... her talent,” River whines, making me smile fondly at him. “Pull yourself together, Dacia, for goodness sake,” again giving myself the mental kick I deserve.

“Anyway, I’ll show you around then allow you to do your assessment. You can set-up in the boardroom if you need an area to work. In an hour River and I are going to have lunch. You’re more than welcome to join us,” Mack sweetly offers.

“That’s very kind of you, but maybe another time. Thank you for the offer all the same,” I reply because I want to stay professional, but I also don’t feel comfortable heading anywhere with men I hardly know.

“Sure, so if you’ll follow me.” I walk behind him allowing him to point out each space. I mentally store information as I’m directed to what it is or whose office it belongs to. My concentration is obscured because of River trailing along behind us. 

My body seems to be humming magnetically with life towards him. I’ve never felt such a pull before and I’m uncertain where it’s coming from. Is it River’s magnetic pheromones causing mine to come to life for the first time? Surely not, it must be the pain medication I took earlier because I took a bit extra to ensure I make it through this whole day.

“This is our boardroom and I’m just across the hall if you have any questions. Do you need anything?” Mack asks, but it takes a moment for my foggy brain to catch up to this to process. 

“Not at the moment, thank you.” I turn quickly before my face reddens once more out of embarrassment. Time to set myself up in the boardroom and get to work. It’s what I am here to do, not act like a dog in heat.

“Dacia, feel free to go anywhere you need to,” he calls out and I smile shyly back at him, avoiding River’s eyes completely.

“Well, I hope to see you again, Dacia,” River says, and my eyes snap up to look deep into his which stops me cold in my next stride on the spot as I am mesmerized by his mischievous handsome smile and those sexy deep aqua blue eyes. Wow, I could get lost in them alone for hours.

“Until then, River,” I say, tossing my hair over my shoulder for the extra effect of trying to look sexy.

What has gotten into me? I do not flirt with men I just met! And I certainly do not want to be near any man right now or anywhere in the foreseeable future. I quickly escape from the embarrassing position I’ve just placed myself in and head for the boardroom.
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I’ve been sketching for hours with the completion of the preliminary drawings for the offices, but I can feel the pain in my upper legs increasing the longer I sit here. I know I must stand to relieve the pressure, plus find something to drink to take some more pain medication if I want to finish this part before the end of today.

While I’m leaving the room, I slam into a rock-solid muscular body and as I’m falling backwards a very large warm arm engulfs my body pulling it against his. I feel the magnetic influence between us immediately but gasp loudly because his hand is pushing directly against my welts. “Please don’t let me bleed on this outfit”, I think to myself. I haven’t many with me as I briefly close my eyes to get through the stab of pain.

“I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” River asks, as his concerned eyes bore straight into my soul, as he helps me to stand upon my two feet again. 

Plastering my most award-winning pageant smile, I reply, “Of course not. Sorry I ran right into you like that.”

“No, it’s my fault. I was just bringing something for you to eat since you worked through lunch,” he says as he produces a bag in his right hand that I hadn’t noticed and passes it to me.

“That’s very sweet of you to do for me, thank you.” Taking it from him our hands touch for the first time and I jump back at the jolt of electric current that passed between us.

“Oh, my goodness,” I utter to myself, as I feel the heat rise throughout me and into my face.

“Yes indeed,” River replies still holding my hand. We stand motionless staring at one another truly in shock with this weird revelation.

I abruptly pull away, taking a step back away from him and the odd need to be with him, here and now. “You didn’t have to do this,” I say as I lift the bag in showing, “But thanks, I really am famished.”

“Not a problem and Dacia. I placed my business card inside in case you ever need anything. Please feel free to call, anytime, for anything. I hope to see you again soon,” he indicates as he turns then strides down the hall quickly. 

I stand stationary, admiring his tall hard physique in his tailor-made royal blue Gucci suit. His buttocks peek out ever so slightly and I picture myself sinking my nails into them as I pull him deeper within me with his hard cock. I shake my head slightly to rid the inappropriate thoughts running through my mind about a man I know nothing about and head back into the boardroom. 

When I sit I’m perplexed how it’s even possible to have such thoughts about River. I had given up on the thought of connecting with any man with this type of attraction long ago. Since my body had never reacted, I was content to forgo sex, but...no, this isn’t something I need or want to pursue. Satisfied with my decision, for now, I look down at the bag River just gave me.

As I pull out the contents of the lunch he purchased, his card flutters to the table. I lift it allowing my fingertip to run over the gold tone filigree of his embossed name. As I turn it over, I notice a note written upon the back of it. “I’d love to get to know you better. Please call, River,” it reads. I’ve never had a man directly pursue me like this before.

Actually I wasn’t allowed to speak to men unless father indicated to me that said man was okay to talk to, and that was only for his business matters. It wasn’t until I was betrothed to Jacob that I was able to have conversations openly with men. But I tried to steer clear of them because I didn’t want to upset father by saying or doing anything that could set him off.

I slide the card into my wallet, filing his proposition and all indecent thoughts of him away, because all men have an agenda: maybe not right away, but at some point. Either they want something from you or need you to do something for them. At least that’s what I’ve learned and heard anyway. I don’t want to be anybody’s property again; it’s best I not get involved with someone who sets my loins ablaze as River Stone does. I take out my pain pills from my purse, screw off the cap of the bottle of water courtesy of River and settle in to eat my lunch.

​

River

Sitting back with my chair facing the windows while staring at the skyline of Seattle, I reminisce about all the memories I’ve made over the years with my family and friends. Seeing Phoenix finally settle down and find someone who completes him as Juniper does makes me crave that for myself too. I never expected to want such a situation for myself, however it’s something I’m open to pursuing soon.

“Hey River, you up for lunch today?” Phoenix asks as he enters my office and I glance over my shoulder to see him looking happier than I’ve seen him in a long time.

I swing back around towards my desk, “I have a meeting with Mack, then we’re supposed to grab something. I’ll text you when we are heading out so you can join us.” 

“Great, you alright?” he asks with a raised brow etched with concern. How can he tell every time that I need to talk to someone? It’s frigging uncanny!

“Everything is fine big bro. Just tired with the new house and everything to do to get it in order, you know what I’m talking about?” I tell him to throw him off the scent, because I really don’t need him teasing me, or worse setting me up with someone right now. If I want to get something off my chest I’d more likely talk to my best friend Cage. At least with him I won’t get ridiculed or setup.

“Yeah, it’s a lot of work. Are you going to get Juniper over to help?”

“Of course, but I wanted to wait until you’re back from vacation before I mentioned it to her.”

“Thanks, I don’t need her worrying about that right now, but she did hire a new assistant this week; so maybe she can get a head start on the house project for Juniper,” he states with a shrug of indifference.

“Okay, I’ll keep you posted when I’m thinking of doing it, and I’ll text you about lunch.” He acknowledges me by waving his hand over his head as he leaves my office. 

I check the time on my watch and it’s almost 10:30 am. I’m supposed to meet with Mack around 11:00 am, so I decide to head down now instead of starting something I’m going to have to stop part way through.

When I step off the elevator the first thing I notice is the stunning brunette who’s concentrating deeply as she works away on what looks like to be a drawing. I feel drawn to her immediately and don’t notice my feet moving towards her. As I approach though, I can see the red highlights intertwined throughout her very long beautiful, curled hair. With her head down I take in her side profile and I can already tell that she is absolutely gorgeous. 

She has a petite prim and proper stature, even while seated. She is someone who takes great pride in everything she does because there doesn’t seem to be a single item out of place from head to toe. From her fashionable clothing, right down to the pearl necklace around her throat that she twists between her fingers as she concentrates. I always thought they were old fashioned, but she makes them look downright sexy. I can even picture her naked, wearing nothing but that strand of pearls around her neck as she rides me. Great. Here I am getting a hard on next to this unsuspecting beautiful woman. How mature is that? Pull yourself together for Christ’s sake, River! 

I take a seat next to her and continue to watch as she sketches the reception area. “You’re an incredibly talented artist. You even have the smallest of details noted,” I state to her, noticing that once I’ve startled her that she winces in pain, but then quickly composes herself again from me surprising her.

“Thank you,” she shyly replies in the sexist southern drawl I’ve ever heard as she tucks her hair behind her ear which accentuates her long creamy neckline, bringing back the very scene I had in my head of her naked riding me with nothing but those pearls again. 

I lick my suddenly dry lips while her eyes stare at me. They are the deepest midnight blue with a small gold fleck in the centre of them. Very unique and perfect like this woman beside me, I think to myself.

“Hi, I’m River,” I say, continuing to gaze as if I’m in her spell that she doesn’t realize she’s has me under.

“Dacia. Pleasure to meet you.”

“That’s a beautiful accent. Where are you from?” Please say around here, I chant over and over in my head and I think this is the first time I’ve actually meant these words. Usually, I can’t get away from a woman fast enough, but with her, I’m somehow being drawn towards her instead. Even thinking of being away from her makes me want to fight to stay by her side. I would kick and claw my way back to her if I had to, something deep inside of me roars at such a thought.

Jesus, what is happening to me? How can I feel something so deep for this delicate undeniably perfect woman next to me? I pull my thoughts back in time to hear what she is saying to me again.

“Georgia. I just relocated here,” she answers. Yes! I cheer in my mind. Now maybe I can get her to go out with me. There’s a chance at least!

“River, are you bothering my new designer already?” Mack asks as he walks towards us. Designer? Wait a minute.

I ask him about Juniper because there is no way that he could have hired someone else behind her back, even if she is the most mouth watering being I’ve set eyes on. I can’t let Mack do this to family.

As she breaks into our conversation telling me she’s Juniper’s assistant I notice that she winces once more as she stands but has changed her demeanour to be a complete professional mode now.  Wow, a woman of many hidden facets it appears.

As I’m totally consumed by being around her, I just hear the tail end of Mack’s explanation that she was Rory’s college friend. Shit! Rory did mention her friend may be coming here to find a job, but she didn’t go into a lot of detail about her. Actually, she was always secretive when it came to anything to do with her relationship with Dacia. Other than that they met at college and she was a good friend was all that has been said. It’s as if they’ve been hiding something about her all this time. Kind of makes me wonder what the behind-the-scenes story is about this lady.

“Oh, I didn’t realize you were her. Sorry, Rory never actually mentioned your name, only that you may come out here at some point. I’ve been friends with Cage and Rory since we were kids,” I say to try to put her more at ease and maybe open her up a little more too.

“Oh, my goodness, you’re that River. I’ve heard so many stories of you,” she says. Oh God! I can just imagine how I look in those stories and now she’s blushing, so they must be really embarrassing. She probably doesn’t want to get into details, and I don’t blame her. 

I tell her not to believe everything and I could fill her in on some of Rory’s as well, as she smiles back at me about this, it’s like an angel as touched my very soul. The word MINE flashes in my mind because I know I want her. No, I need to have her and I’m not sure why, but I know one thing for sure is that I will make sure she is mine somehow, someway or another. Dacia and I are somehow destined to be together.

She presents her hand to Mack and I want to take it instead of him just so I can touch a part of her. What the hell? I’ve never been possessive this way about any other woman before. Especially, one I just met. What did Mack say about me bothering her?

“Hey! I was not bothering her. I was admiring her talent,” I say, but I know it was a lot more than her talent that I’ve been definitely admiring.

I follow as Mack gives Dacia the tour of the office and I can’t keep my eyes off of her trim, tight body swaying in front of me. Her rear seems to sashay as she walks tempting me even more. I even start to picture my hands gripping that pretty little ass as I slowly glide my aching cock through the folds of her wet little snatch. At that thought I adjust myself discreetly because right now my raging hard-on is trying desperately to break free in order to get into her.

Mack’s turning to his office when I realize they are done talking. I turn to Dacia and confess, “Well, I hope to see you again Dacia.”

“Until then, River," she says in that sexy southern voice that could make me cum just from her talking and now she’s being playful too. Ugh! I’m done for, I want her so much. 

I smile as she scurries off to the boardroom, blushing the entire way. I wonder if her skin would redden with the aftermath of her orgasm too. Holy shit! What is wrong with me?

“You need some time to lift your mouth off the ground or are you ready to work now?” Mack asks me with a knowing grin.

I follow him into his office and take a seat, “You can mind your own damn business,” I growl at him and he actually laughs at me in return. What the fuck?

“Wow! You got it that bad already? Is it the water up on the twentieth floor that’s turning you guys into lovesick puppies?” Mack teases and I flip him off because he hit the hammer straight on the nail this time. 

If it were up to me, I could see myself settling down with Dacia and I’ve only just met the woman for Christ’s sake! How crazy is that? Can it even be possible to fall so fast for someone you have just met? From the way my mind is going it looks that way. I shake my head to rid my mind of these type of thoughts for Dacia and try to get back to the reason I’m here in the first place.

***
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Later on, while at the restaurant with Phoenix and Mack, I decide to order a takeout meal to bring back to Dacia just so I can see her again. Plus, I’m sure she hasn’t stopped to get something to eat.

“Who’s that for?” Phoenix asks after I make a takeout order.

“His wife to be,” Mack says laughing hysterically.

“Fuck off, Mack! I’m just trying to take care of Rory’s best friend!” I say a little higher pitched than I should in a restaurant. He holds his hands up in surrender as he continues to laugh and taunt.

“You got the hots for Dacia?” Phoenix asks with a raised brow at me.

“I’m trying to be a nice guy that’s all, but I wouldn’t mind taking her out if the opportunity arose,” I admit to all of us.

“Juniper gives her high praise. Just don’t screw it up for her if you do land up taking her out. I don’t want Juniper having to find a new assistant because you got bored with another woman,” Phoenix warns in his normal elderly brother fashion.

“It’s not like that. She’s different, special even.”

“See, he is love struck. I told you,” Mack says as he points to me.

“Enough about my personal life. How about you Mack, that assistant Beckett has seems to be exactly your type?” I divert this conversation to him to save my own ass from more prodding in my love life.

“I don’t mix business and pleasure, so I don’t even notice her in any way other than professional. Besides, I’ve got lots of time for that. It’s not like I’m old like you two,” he jokes.

We banter back and forth the rest of our meal and I force my mind to shift away from Dacia, so I can focus on my brothers without the distraction she somehow has become in this short time.

When we are in the elevator afterwards, Mack says, “I can bring that to her.” I know he is testing me again, but I can’t help myself when it comes to her already.

“No, I would like to,” I answer, and he smiles like a Cheshire cat and so does Phoenix. I ignore them for the rest of the ride out of spite.

As I make my way to the boardroom, I wonder now if she is even interested in me. Could I be reading into this with more than it actually is?

I enter the doorway lost in thought when I slam right into her. As she falls backwards, I wrap my left arm around her to stop her from hitting the floor. With her tucked away against my chest I can feel the heat from her body percolate to me and my cock hardens again instantly.

Her face is scrunching up with pain, then she gasps loudly making the effect she has on my body cool immediately.

“I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” I ask worriedly as I help her to stand up straight.

Her face quickly transforms into a fake facade, but I am not buying any of it this time. I’m going to have a talk with Rory to find out what is happening here with her and what she is really hiding, because I can tell there’s something wrong going on with her.

“Of course not. Sorry I ran right into you like that,” she responds. 

I hand her the lunch I brought her. “Not a problem and Dacia, I placed my business card inside in case you ever need anything, please feel free to call anytime or for anything at all. See you next time,” I tell her as I leave. 

Now I’m going to see Rory or even Cage for that matter. It’s time to find out what she’s really hiding because I can feel something’s not right, like she is terrified of me for some reason. And I can’t have that if I’m going to make her mine after all. Jesus! Mack is right. I got it bad for her. 

As I take the elevator down to the garage where my car is, I call my assistant Heather to have her reschedule the rest of my day and possibly tomorrow. While I drive to Rory and Cage’s art gallery located by the shoreline of downtown Seattle, I go over everything Rory has ever said about Dacia. 

What I’ve just noticed is that she has kept everything about Dacia very vague. Other than the fact that she had met her best friend in college, I have heard nothing personal about Dacia over the years and that is beyond suspicious to me.

I knew she was from Georgia, but there’s no other details that Rory has shared with us over the years. Even her name was never uttered until today from Dacia herself.

Rory knows a lot more than she has been telling us and is helping Dacia hide from someone or something. From the way she seems to be sore or in pain and the way she is guarded from me at times, I assume someone has hurt her badly. 

This is making my blood boil with just the thought of some asshole laying a hand on someone as sweet and innocent as her. Gripping the steering wheel until my knuckles turn white, I try to concentrate on driving so I can make it there without getting into an accident.

Fifteen minutes later I screech to stop in a parking spot on the left side of the gallery and stride into it with my hands in fists. I pass the receptionist without a backwards glance and head straight to Rory’s art studio where I know she’s probably painting at this time of day.

“Excuse me, sir,” the receptionist who must be new because I don’t know her, says trying to stop me, but I ignore the woman and push into the studio instead.

“Rory, I need answers and I want them now!” I shout behind her. She whips around, splashing bright pink paint all over the floor from the can she’s holding.

“Sir, you can’t just walk into this private space without an appointment.” I stare at Rory with a raised brow saying nothing as I wait.

“It’s fine, Jennifer. He’s family,” Rory tells the girl. She nods at Rory, then gives me the dirtiest look ever, then leaves us alone to talk.

As Rory turns her music off, she asks, “And what exactly do I owe an answer to, River?”

“Dacia,” is all I say, nothing else but her sweet innocent name across my lips. I see fear cross Rory’s face instantly.

“Did something happen? Is she okay?” she asks frantically.

“You tell me,” is all I say at first to see her reaction.

“Tell me River, is she okay?” she asks panicked.

“Yes, but I met her today and she seems to be in pain but is concealing it quite well. Plus, she’s hiding something more, because one minute she seems fine with me, then the next she seems barred off, as if she’s frightened I may harm her in some way which I would never do!” I yell as I pace back and forth like a caged animal. I’m frustrated but I couldn’t tell you why I feel this way since I don’t really know the woman.

Rory looks shocked at my outburst and she should be because I don’t think I have ever raised my voice ever in my entire life. I run my hands through my hair and take some calming breaths to compose myself once more. “Sorry,” I utter with helplessness for the situation I find myself a part of somehow.

“It’s fine, River, but you seem to be acting as if her pain is causing you to be in pain too, as the two of you are somewhat connected.” 

This is the spiritual side of Rory coming through. I usually roll my eyes with these types of comments she has, but after what I’ve felt with Dacia today, I’m not so sure anymore.

“I don’t know how to explain how I feel after just meeting her, but there’s this connection or gravitational pull that was almost electric when we met. Then when our hands touched it was shocking, forceful. Now I suddenly feel protective of her. I have no clue why, but I need to take care of her somehow or someway. So, please tell me what I need to do to help her,” I plead with my right hand protecting my heart, as I’m trying to keep it from being lost now that I’ve finally found someone who has touched it.

“It’s not my life or secret to tell, River. If you really do feel anything for her then you’re going to have to be patient and let her open up to you on her own. Just be there for her if she needs you to be,” Rory tells me with a slight shrug.

“How am I going to do that if I can’t even get close enough to her other than a small conversation like we had today?” I ask exasperated, “Where is she staying right now anyways?”

“I’ll help with where she may be so you could maybe bump into her by texting you where she could be during her day. And she’s sleeping on my couch right now until she can afford a place of her own and feels safe enough to be on her own too.”

“I have a huge house with lots of room. She could stay in one of the spare rooms. I’d protect her from anyone or anything,” I admit.

“You better gain her trust before offering that, but I’m sure she will see the real you soon enough, River,” she says as pats my cheek playfully. “As long as you don’t act like the ass you displayed a moment ago when you came in here ripping and roaring because she will run fast and as far away from you if you try doing that again. Understood?” She has an eyebrow cocked and I get exactly what she is saying. Dacia has been around someone abusive; I knew it deep down all along.

“Understand completely,” I reply with a clenched jaw and stiffened spine from this statement.

“I’m happy she has you in her corner though. I think you will be great together, in time that is. Now go away, you’ve inspired me, and I have to paint now.” And just like that I’ve been dismissed.

“Bye Rory, and thank you,” I say as she waves a hand to shoo me away, then turns to concentrate on her canvas once more, lost in the inspiration of some picture or design again. 

Now I’m going to need to get some help with getting more time with Dacia and I think I know who else can help me with that – Phoenix. 

When I get back out to my car, I dial Phoenix and he answers right away. “River, are you playing hooky this afternoon?” he asks laughing.

“Yeah, I’m taking care of some personal business instead which I’m going to need some help from you.”

“You know if I can help, I will. What do you
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