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Her Dominant Lawman

 

Cassidy

 

Standing in the dimly lit room with the blinds drawn, I slide bills out of a dog-eared envelope. Clenching one hand around the cash, I stuff the envelope back in my bag with the other. I hate touching it. I hate the fact that I even have it.

But the rent is due at this shithole, pay-by-the-week motel, and my crappy job is so crappy that I can’t feed myself and pay my rent without dipping into this stash of cash every week.

It’s blood money. And it’s running out.

I push back memories of the night I took the money and ran. I don’t have time to get caught up in that right now. I have to pay my rent, then get my ass to work.

Naturally, I’m held up in the office. A couple is there before me, trying to get the owner not to throw them out, and they’re fighting about whose fault it is they don’t have his money. They’re having their argument right in front of the desk, and I don’t want to draw attention to myself by elbowing my way in to take care of my own business, so I have to wait until the owner notices me and makes them move aside.

He takes the money and fills out a receipt for ‘Amy Chandler’. He thinks that's my name. Everyone around here does. I can't risk renting, or working, under my real name. Not now. It's harder to track down a person who doesn't exist. 

All of which means I have to take the shorter route to my job at The Burger Joint. Abandoned storefronts and run-down apartments give the area an air of hopelessness. They make me nervous, too. The people around here don’t seem to have anything better to do than to track my hurried footsteps with their empty eyes.

Every time I walk through here, the envelope in my bag feels heavier, and I get the crazy idea that they can see it, that they know it’s there.

I know it’s stupid. If they knew the little red-haired girl with her head down and the ridiculous hobo bag over her shoulder was carrying a wad of cash, I wouldn’t make it ten yards.

It’s worse today, though, that feeling of being watched. I feel even more like a target, as though the interest in me and my quick walk down the street is somehow more personal. More focused. My heart rate picks up, along with the fine hairs on the back of my neck. I resist the urge to hitch the bag higher on my shoulder, not wanting to draw attention, but I can’t keep myself from walking faster.

Are those footsteps behind me?

Something slams into me, causing me to stumble, and the strap of the bag slips, then jerks. Instinctively, I grab for it and hold on, still off balance, heavy red curls falling over my face.

The light changes right before I’m slammed up against a wall. I feel brick against my back, and when I jerk my head to flick my hair out of my eyes, I realize I’ve been pulled into an alley. A man looms over me, one fist clutched in the fabric of my bag, his thin lips drawn back in a sneer.

Even as nausea rolls in my belly, I know I can’t let him have it.

I stiffen, preparing to fight, because everything I have, especially the money I stole, the money that keeps me alive, is in this bag. But I’m brought up short by the glittering blade in his hand. He smiles at me, a yellow, gap-toothed grin with a malicious edge to it. “Just walk away, little girl.”

My breath aches, locked in my chest. I want to scream at him, make him understand that I need that money, I need it, but I know it’ll be wasted breath. And yet…

“No,” I gasp. His eyes narrow, and I force myself to breathe, to think. Does it make sense to die over this?

And yet, if I don’t get that money back, I’ll die on these streets anyway. In the end, what’s the difference? My grip tightens on the strap, and I use it as leverage as I lean back and aim a kick at his shin. It probably sounds like a girly choice, but I’m shortand a toe to the shin hurts, especially with my heavy-soled, all-day-on-my-feet shoes. I have to use the weapons available. If I can just get him to loosen his grip, maybe I can make it out of here. The Burger Joint is less than a block away...

My attacker swears, then shoves me back, slamming me against the wall, driving the air from my lungs. The knife pricks the skin of my throat, just under my jaw where my pulse hammers an uneven rhythm. I'm too shocked to scream, and then too scared, gasping for breath. Shit. Now he’s just mad. I’ve made everything worse. 

“You’re out of your league, little girl,” he hisses. “Back off, or the price of life goes up, and you’re not going to want to pay it.” He presses me against the wall with one hand tight over my breast, squeezing until tears of pain burn my eyes. His other hand draws the knife down my body, and chills spike in my gut as the blade rests over my denim-covered pussy.

“How about it, little bitch?” he says, leaning in close enough for me to smell the alcohol on his breath. “You want some fun?”

Fear fills my throat, a hard lump I can’t push words past. Is this how it ends? I don’t even need to worry about the killer on my tail. All these years, I've waited to lose my virginity, and this is how I die, raped and stabbed and left to bleed out in an alley…

Fury, hot and jagged, rises within me. Men have been pushing me around for too long now, and I’m sick of it. My anger unlocks my voice.

“No!” I snap, pushing him away. He looks startled, but then his hard gaze takes on a cruel edge.

“Cool. I like it when they fight.” He grabs my hands, crushing them in his grip, and leans in.

I don’t want to see him up close, but I can’t close my eyes. I should be screaming and fighting, but instead, I’m frozen in place, my body forcing me to witness every detail of his face, from the pale eyes, to the pockmarked skin, to the wet lips stretched in a vicious smile.

I’m as startled as he is when a large hand appears out of nowhere to land on his shoulder, accompanied by a voice which rumbles like a jet coming in to land.

“She said no.”

My attacker swings around, snarling, his blade leading the way. There’s no time to scream, no time to warn my good Samaritan. I can only watch the glittering steel cut through air and...disappear?

The newcomer moved too fast for my eyes to follow, but I hear a metallic clatter a few feet away. As I watch, the knife’s owner sinks to his knees, his eyes bulging as his fist is crushed in a hand the size of a shovel.

I stare at my rescuer, blinking to clear my vision. He can’t be that tall, surely.

But no. He can. Even after shaking my head to clear it, he’s still well over six feet, and his shoulders seem to fill the alley. Glittering blue eyes, narrowed to slits, pin me to the wall.

“You okay?”

I nod, still too terrified to speak.

“Did he hurt you?”

I start to shake my head, then take a moment to look down at my groin. Air whooshes out of my lungs as I register the slice in the denim, my pale pink panties visible through the cut. I look up and shrink back at the look on his face. 

He clamps his other hand around my attacker’s neck, then jerks my bag from his grasp, ignoring the yellowed fingers desperately clawing at his grip. He holds the bag out to me, and I take it with stiff fingers, trying to make my face form some kind of grateful expression. He nods before turning his attention back the guy who attacked me, whose lips are turning blue.

“You better run, dickwad,” he growls. “But I’m gonna take your little toothpick over there, and if I ever see you again, you’re gonna wake up with it in your ass. Got it?”

The other man just about manages to nod. Blue Eyes releases him and then literally kicks his ass as he stumbles away. He falls to the ground and scrambles away on all fours as my rescuer follows, but he only picks up the knife, folds it up, and slides it into his pocket. My attacker hustles up the alley, cradling his hand and coughing.

Blue Eyes watches him go, then turns back to me. “You sure you’re okay?”

I don’t know how I feel right now. Something fills my chest, a pressure I’ve never felt before, like warm honey unfolding inside me to flow through my blood. I suddenly realize I'm just standing there, my bag clutched to my chest. I try to hang the strap on my shoulder, but it slips off. I can’t take my eyes off him, and my hands are a fumbling mess.

He leans in close, guiding my hands and the strap, and sets it firmly, but gently, in place. His hands are big and hard and warm where they cover mine, maybe just a moment longer than necessary.

I stare up at him, inhaling his scent, a combination of citrus and leather, shocked to feel my skin prickle, awareness of him flooding my veins. My breath shortens, and the prickling intensifies, building in my breasts, drawing my nipples into tight points.

I’m turned on.

What the hell? I should be scared, and yet, how could I be scared of this guy? He just saved me, took on a guy holding a knife like it was nothing, and he wants to know if I’m okay.

The way I feel right now is bizarre, but...more than okay.

His eyes darken, and he steps into me, crowding me against the wall with his bulk. But instead of fear, I feel...want. Desire. Need. I melt against him, my hands flattened to his chest, revelling in the hard muscle beneath his t-shirt, shaping the dips and cuts of his pecs and abs.

“Who are you?” he murmurs, brushing his fingers over my cheek and licking his lips. My eyes track the motion, heat surging within me at the thought of those lips on me, that tongue tasting my flesh. I moan at the visual roaring in my mind, and his mouth crashes down on mine.

His lips are hot and firm, moving over mine in a way that demands my surrender, and I willingly submit. His tongue thrusts into my mouth, possessing me, dancing over my flesh and making me whimper. His hand slides around my throat to cradle my nape, tilting my head back to get a better angle.

My hands run over his body, eager to discover more of his hardness, tracing the muscles that bunch and move under his shirt. I hold onto his shoulders as his hand skims down my side, covering my breast, and I gasp as sensation swamps me.

I scrape my nails over his neck, and he shudders, his mouth leaving mine to nip and suck and lick his way down my throat. My head falls back against the wall as he pinches my nipple, and I squirm against him.

I’ve never felt anything like this before. The power and strength of him, his hard heat pinning me to the wall as his mouth drives lightning into my blood, and his hand makes me writhe against him. He shifts then, and a hard bulge pushes against my belly. The heavy, hot promise of him makes me groan. I want him. I want this.

I turn my mouth against his neck and nip at his skin, my eyes fluttering closed at the salty musk taste of him. He tenses, then bites my throat, pinching my nipple at the same time, making me jerk in his arms. His free hand slides down my belly to brush over my pussy. My clit throbs with need, and I moan again.

“Please,” I beg, my body one undulating wave of need against him.

He flicks open the snaps on my jeans, dipping beneath the denim to rub over the molten, needy core of me, and I give a strangled cry as pleasure spikes at his touch.

I know this is what sex is supposed to feel like. I’ve read about it, even fooled around a bit and felt the potential, but I’d given up hope of ever actually having sex, let alone feeling...this.

His hand brushes over my core, and I cling to him, reaching desperately for a peak just out of reach. “Please,” I gasp again. “More.”

“Your wish is my command,” he rumbles in my ear, his voice as dark and dirty as a strip club. His fingers slide beneath my panties and through the wet curls beneath, grazing my clit and making me shriek.

His other hand leaves my breast, making me moan with disappointment. A moment later, he cups the back of my neck, angling my head for his kiss. His mouth covers mine at the exact moment his fingers find my clit once more, moving in tight, purposeful circles guaranteed to make me scream again. His lips and tongue absorb my cries, and I push up on tiptoe, wrapping my leg around his hip to give him better access, bucking frantically against his hand. One finger thrusts inside me, stretching my virgin channel, and as his hand moves, his tongue fills my mouth, absorbing my scream as my orgasm tears through me.

 

***

 

Will

 

This woman makes lava look cold. The way she stares at me, with molten heat in her eyes, her hands moving over me like she wants to own me. The way she moves, like the ocean on legs. I know we’re in the middle of the goddamn street, and I don’t care. She shudders against me as her orgasm takes her over, and I revel in the power she's given me, to control her body, her pleasure.

She controls me, too, though. I’ve never been this hard in my life, my cock threatening to bust
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