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    Prologue 
 
      
 
    In the beginning, the dreams were always black. Black, but hot, and the heat burgeoned with each passing minute until Sophie wanted to rip the clothes from her body. Except there were no clothes. She was naked save for the leather at her wrists. Sophie could feel the way it pressed into her clammy skin, though she couldn’t see it. She could never see it, but it was there, holding her.  
 
    Restraining her. 
 
    Driving her crazy. 
 
    And then the lust began. The touch of his hand would sweep across her midriff, just under her breasts, tightening her nipples until they ached. Sophie had no way of knowing the touch belonged to a man, and yet somehow, she knew it did. She could tell by the size of the hand, the feel of each finger as it stroked her needy breasts, and by the sensation of his skin. He would stroke her into a frenzy, each caress feathery light to begin with, his fingertips playing with her beading nipples until Sophie’s back arched, silently begging him for more. 
 
    But she didn’t tell him. 
 
    She couldn’t, and as Sophie blinked into the beautiful darkness again, she knew why. She was gagged, her lips stretched around a large plastic ball which had been shoved between her teeth, preventing her from speaking, but not from issuing the guttural sounds that escaped her throat regardless. 
 
    “Shhhh.” 
 
    His voice—that voice—the surest sign yet that the captivating touch belonged to a man and Sophie was aware of movement on the bed as he climbed on top of her. The material of his trousers brushed against her thighs. The fact that he was dressed while she was so evidently naked goading her all the more. 
 
    It was infuriating to be bound this way. Naked and gagged and powerless when her tormentor was dressed and in control. Maddening, frustrating and so bloody hot. 
 
    Sophie’s hips pushed north, meeting his body in the darkness. 
 
    “Please,” she moaned, or at least, she tried to moan, but naturally, that was impossible around the gag. 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    His voice floated over her in that way they often do in dreams, the sound carrying long after it should have and seeming to caress her body alongside his fingers. His hands were at her chest again now, those same digits taunting and teasing her nipples into her own personal frenzy of desire. It was too much, this surrender. Too much heat. Too much sensation, and as he pinched harder, too much pain. But even as the thought resonated, Sophie knew that wasn’t true. 
 
    This wasn’t too much. 
 
    This wasn’t even close to too much, but that’s what she wanted. She wanted someone to tip the balance, to show her what the threshold was and then to shove her right past it. Her eyes squeezed closed at the idea, her body rising from the bed as far as the restraints would allow. 
 
    “You want me, Sophie?” His voice was a low whisper. 
 
    “Yes,” she tried to tell him frantically. “Yes, I want you. I want this. Give it to me!” 
 
    He laughed dryly as though he could actually understand her plea. “But first you have to earn it, little girl. First, you have to work for it.” 
 
    Sophie’s breath caught behind the gag. That sounded so good. She wanted to work for it—to earn it—although she had no idea how to do so. 
 
    “Don’t worry.” 
 
    He was right on her now, the heat of his body comforting her through the soft fabric of his shirt. “I’m going to help you. I’m going to help you to earn it.” 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    She wanted to gulp at his words, but that was also impossible now. Instead, she lie there, panting and hot and ready. Ready for whatever he wanted—whatever he demanded. 
 
    “I’m going to take this out now.” He tugged at the leather attached to her gag. “I want to hear you.” 
 
    Sophie gasped. Hear her? That had never happened in the dreams before. 
 
    It was lighter now, the peripheral of the scene brightening, though her mysterious lover was still unknown. 
 
    “Is that better?” 
 
    Somehow, he snatched the ball from her mouth, although Sophie had no recollection of him unbuckling the thing, and then her mouth was free. 
 
    “Tell me. Tell me if that’s better.” 
 
    His lips were at her neck now, nipping at her sensitive flesh and nuzzling her when the sensation became too much. 
 
    “That’s better,” she breathed. “Thank you.” 
 
    Sir. 
 
    The word had been right there. On the tip of her tongue. The way it always was, and Sophie would have said it gladly, if only he’d command it. She yearned for him to do so. She wanted to obey. She turned her head, trying to catch a glimpse of the enigma who seemed to dominate her dreams, but his mouth was on her again, pressing into her skin, kissing her, breathing into her ear, the resonance of sexy, dirty things that made her sex clench deliciously. 
 
    “That’s better, Daddy,” he corrected her after a moment, placing emphasis on the final word. 
 
    Sophie’s body tensed. Daddy? Had he just said Daddy? 
 
    “You heard it, baby,” he purred. “Now, don’t keep me waiting. Tell me.” 
 
    Her body heard him all right, the command loud and clear, and yet Sophie’s mind couldn’t wrap itself around the concept of calling him Daddy. Daddy was what her children called their father. It wasn’t a term of endearment or respect she used. It wasn’t arousing. Yet still, his voice was so insistent, and his touch was so good, Sophie was compelled to do his bidding. 
 
    “That’s better…” she hesitated, tripping over the word he wanted to hear. 
 
    Somehow, even though a part of her brain knew this was only a dream, Sophie couldn’t bring herself to say it. It was as though she stood at a precipice, and once that word had tumbled from her lips, there was no going back. 
 
    No getting away… 
 
    “Say it.” His voice was insistent, and all of a sudden, his fingers were at her thigh, stroking the needy flesh there as they trailed higher, pressing past her labia. 
 
    Sophie groaned. Oh my God, that was so good. She was so wet and she wanted him. She needed this. She needed this more than she could possibly say. 
 
    “Say it, Sophie,” he warned. “Or all of this goes away.” 
 
    She breathed heavily at the thought. 
 
    “Daddy.” She pushed the word from her lips like it left a bad taste in her mouth. 
 
    “Good girl.”  
 
    Sophie heard the smile on his lips and his fingers curled inside her, eliciting a groan from her. He eased out of her wetness, before pushing deep inside again, fucking her sensually with his fingers. 
 
    “Again,” he demanded.  
 
    His voice echoed around her head as though he were everywhere in the room at the same time. “Say it again.” 
 
    “Daddy.” It was easier that time, and Sophie tipped her head back as she panted it at him. 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    His fingers picked up their pace, goading her into the promise of pleasure. More pleasure than she’d ever known before. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “Daddy.” 
 
    “Scream it, baby.”  
 
    His voice was a growl in her ear, and all the while those fingers continued their relentless pursuit, slipping in and out of her pussy with ludicrous ease. 
 
    Sophie pulled against the restraints, reveling in her helplessness. “Daddy!” 
 
    That time she really did scream it, the sound stirring her from the heat and passion of the dream. 
 
    “Daddy!” 
 
    Her eyes opened. She was no longer bound to the bed and that definitely hadn’t been her voice… 
 
    “Mummy, Daddy!” 
 
    She spun in the covers at the sound of her daughter’s voice, her heart pounding with guilt. 
 
    “Lucy?” she murmured, fumbling for her bedside light in the darkness. “Lucy, what’s wrong, sweetheart?” 
 
    Sophie’s fingers finally found the switch and the low light swept across her half of the master bedroom. Beside her, Jason stirred, his eyes flickering open briefly, before he turned over and went back to sleep. Sophie rolled her eyes. Fabulous. He was about as much help as a condom machine in the Vatican. Swinging her legs from the covers, Sophie strode around to where her daughter was standing. She crouched down to Lucy’s height. 
 
    “What is it, Lucy?” 
 
    “I had a bad dream, Mummy.” Lucy’s blonde hair fell over her worried face at the admission. “I dreamed you left us, Mummy. You left us and I couldn’t find you.” 
 
    The little girl burst into tears as she relived the painful dream, and instinctively Sophie swept her up into her arms and carried her back down the landing to Lucy’s room. Tucking her back into her own bed, Sophie switched on her daughter’s nightlight and offered Lucy a reassuring smile. 
 
    “It’s all right, sweetheart,” she said softly. “You’re safe. It was just a naughty dream. Mummy’s here. Mummy will always be here.” 
 
    Lucy’s small hand reached for her. “You promise, Mummy?” 
 
    Sophie lifted Lucy’s hand, kissing it gently. “I promise, baby.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    It was the same argument they’d had countless times before, but as Jason’s expression hardened, Sophie could tell he was serious. This time he meant it. This time there would be no negotiation. 
 
    “I’m fed up with all the nonsense, Soph,” he exclaimed as he stood over her bedside drawer. “Where the hell did you get all this stuff from?” 
 
    Her husband drew his hands to his hips, glowering at her while his gaze fell over the open drawer once more. Sophie’s wide-eyed gaze followed his and her face heated as she took in the sight of the ropes, gag and clamps she’d bought, many still in their original packaging. Untouched. 
 
    “I ordered them online,” she muttered, folding her arms across her chest. “I talked to you about this, Jason. I like this stuff. I want to try it.” 
 
    Jason rolled his eyes. “This is not normal,” he said with a sigh. “And I can’t deal with it anymore. What happens if the kids had walked in and found all this stuff? How would you explain that?” 
 
    His hard stare drilled into her and Sophie squirmed under the weight of it. She wouldn’t have minded the Spanish inquisition under different circumstances. Sophie actually thought it made Jason seem quite authoritative and hot. But this wasn’t sexy. It was just his narrow mind laying down the law as per usual, and Sophie was close to her breaking point. 
 
    “I don’t have to justify my sexuality to the children,” she muttered. “They’re just kids. They don’t understand. It doesn’t matter what they think.” 
 
    “And what about me, Soph?” Jason threw his arms wide. “Does it matter what I think? Were you going to tell me you’d bought some BDSM beginners kit and had it stashed by the bed, for God’s sake?” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a breath. She had told him. Jason just never listened anymore. He was always dashing off to the office or a meeting in some exotic country. He barely seemed to notice her at all. 
 
    “I’m sorry.”  
 
    She pushed the words out even though she didn’t mean them. Sophie wasn’t sorry. She wasn’t sorry one bit, but she didn’t want to argue with Jason again. He was just about to walk out of the door, and she hated leaving things on a bitter note between them. 
 
    “Come here,” he murmured, beckoning her forward before he wrapped her up in his arms. “I know we haven’t had much time together recently, but we have that weekend away coming up, don’t we?” 
 
    Sophie pressed her face into the cool linen of his shirt. She’d spent hours ironing his work shirts yesterday, one of the many exciting tasks that seemed to fill her hours these days. “Yes,” she whispered, tilting her chin to look into Jason’s brown eyes. “I’m looking forward to it. Perhaps we can try out some of my new toys then?” 
 
    A tingle of anticipation passed up her spine as she made the statement, but the look in her husband’s eyes sent that excitement plummeting.  
 
    “Darling, I don’t want to try out toys,” he told her in an exasperated tone. “Can’t you see that? I just want you.” 
 
    Sophie pursed her lips. That’s what he always said, but it had been literally weeks since Jason had even touched her intimately. She knew she wasn’t as slim or as toned as she’d been before the kids, but the way he looked at her now made her want to crawl into a corner and hide. 
 
    “Think about it,” he remarked as he drew away from her body. “My mum is happy to have Billy and Lucy for us, so let’s plan something nice to do, huh?” 
 
    Sophie’s nose crinkled at the way Jason said nice and his meaning was obvious. What he didn’t want was to see any of her new toys in tow. When he said nice, what he actually meant was normal, and to Jason that meant the least stimulating sex Sophie could imagine. She sighed as he stalked away, doing up his cuff links.  
 
    “I’ll say good-bye to the children on my way out. Make sure the house is ready for that deep clean today. The guys should be around by eleven.” He paused, glancing back to make eye contact with Sophie again. “And remember, I’ll be back late tonight.” 
 
    She swallowed as his words echoed around her mind. 
 
    He’d be back late again. 
 
    What a surprise. 
 
      
 
    
 
    By half past nine Sophie was back from the school run, her clothes soaked from the impromptu shower the heavens had decided to throw upon her on the way home. Stripping out of her wet coat and boots, she glanced around at the state of the kitchen. The table was littered with dirty cereal bowls and plates of half eaten slices of toast, and there were cupboard doors left open where small hands had grabbed what they’d wanted and not looked back. She sighed at the look of the place, making her way into the room to tidy up. 
 
    Once upon a time, Sophie had taken great pride in their home. Just like she’d been proud of the way she’d looked, and the way Jason had looked at her when they met in the evenings. Of course, that had been a different time. It was before the children had arrived and Sophie had been working too. As a marketing executive, she’d been on a good salary, and she and Jason had enjoyed an excellent lifestyle, vacationing numerous times a year all over the world. Now, on his salary alone, things were much harder. Sophie needed to go back to work, but the prospect was daunting. She’d been out of the loop for years now, and none of her skills or experience were relevant, but that hadn’t stopped her from looking. In fact, Sophie had been online looking at potential marketing roles when the idea of spicing up things in the bedroom had permeated her thoughts again. 
 
    The truth was she’d considered it before then, but she’d not mentioned it to Jason. Sophie had always craved the idea of being restrained and dominated, but the sad reality was she’d never admitted it to her husband until recently. She’d seen the judgment in his eyes when the Fifty Shades of Grey frenzy had swept across the world, and her belly twisted each and every time he rejected the idea as deviant or crazy. Sophie wasn’t either of those things. She was just a red-blooded woman who wanted more from her man than a once a week ‘roll on-roll off’ session. Was that seriously too much to ask? 
 
    Sophie snorted as she cleared the dishes into the dishwasher. Jason’s reaction to finding her secret little stash of new toys this morning had been the icing on the cake. It was increasingly clear that her husband didn’t have a clue who she was anymore, or what she wanted. He didn’t know how to satisfy her, and worse still, the thought kept resonating that maybe he didn’t want to know. Jason was happy with his lot in life, and he wanted Sophie to shut up and be content with hers, too. 
 
    That’s why I started chatting to Carl. 
 
    She smiled as the thought echoed around her mind. 
 
    She’d met Carl on a fetish site she’d come across when she was supposed to have been job-hunting a few weeks ago, and ever since then, she’d exchanged messages with him most days. He seemed so charming, relaxed and interested in what Sophie wanted, and her heart sped up as she thought about him. There was no harm in it, of course, they were just like pen pals, sharing ideas about bondage and other fantasies, but still, Sophie knew deep down that Jason wouldn’t approve. He wouldn’t like the idea of his wife chatting to strange men about sex, and he certainly wouldn’t approve of the types of sex she and Carl talked about. Sophie rolled her eyes at the thought. Jason had become so boring. She needed somebody else in her life. Someone who was interested in Sophie the woman. 
 
    Someone who gave a shit. 
 
    The sound of the doorbell sent Sophie’s heart into a spin and she glanced at the kitchen clock, her brow furrowing. It wasn’t even ten o’clock in the morning—way too early for the company of carpet cleaners Jason had booked to be arriving. 
 
    Sophie put the stack of bowls by the sink. 
 
    “It’s probably just the postman,” she whispered to herself as she wandered out into the hall.  
 
    He sometimes had a delivery at this time of the day, and while, Sophie hadn’t ordered anything new in the last few days, she was still waiting on the delivery of her first butt plug. Her throat dried as she imagined what it would be like to try out the thing, and she caught her lip between her teeth. She didn’t care what Jason said. It was her body and she was going to do whatever she liked with it. 
 
    Unlocking the front door, she cast an eye over the man on the doorstep. Probably in his late thirties, he was tall with chestnut brown hair and sparkling blue eyes. Sophie’s pulse quickened at the sight of him. 
 
    “Mrs. Sophie Bannister?” 
 
    He arched an eyebrow at her as he asked the question and something about the gesture made the muscles between her thighs clench. 
 
    “Er, yes,” she replied with a smile. “I’m Sophie Bannister. Are you here about the carpets, because you’re a little early.” 
 
    The stranger smiled. “Yes, that’s right.” 
 
    His tone was throaty, and it almost sounded like a seductive whirr to Sophie’s ears.  
 
    “We have the equipment in the van.” 
 
    He gestured behind him with a tilt of his head, and Sophie’s line of sight followed it to the large white van that was sitting on her driveway. She thought it was a little odd that there was no company name emblazoned across the vehicle, but in truth, she couldn’t recall the name Jason had told her anyway. 
 
    “Okay,” she breathed in response, silently wishing that she’d changed out of her wet clothes before she’d attempted to tidy the kitchen. “Do you want to come in and see what needs doing then?” 
 
    The guy’s lips curled at her words, and just for a moment, something about his expression was predatory. 
 
    “Thank you,” he told her. “I absolutely do.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie showed the stranger into the house, aware of the way her heart skipped a beat each time he glanced in her direction. 
 
    Stupid, she told herself as he met her eyes again. I’m being stupid. This guy isn’t interested in me. Here’s only here to size up the area which needs cleaning and— 
 
    “Nice place you have here.” 
 
    His words cut her thoughts short, and she lifted her chin to look at him, and this time—for the first time—she really looked. 
 
    Yes, he was handsome in a devilish kind of way. Tall and dark with wavy brown hair, he had an infectious smile, and Sophie was sure he had a nice body hidden under that shirt, but there was more than just that going on. Now that he was away from the doorstep and inside the house, something was different. His intent had shifted in some imperceptible way, and for some unknown reason, a chill ran down the length of her spine. 
 
    “Er, thanks,” she muttered, pulling the lengths of her damp waterfall cardigan together across her chest. 
 
    All of a sudden, Sophie was uneasy. He was making her uneasy. In her own home. 
 
    “Do what you need to do,” she told him, retreating slowly into the kitchen. “I’ll put the kettle on.” 
 
    “You do that, Mrs. Bannister,” he replied with a grin. “I’ll get the other boys in here and we can get started.” 
 
    Sophie’s breath caught at the idea that there were more of them, but she reminded herself that it was silly. Of course, there were more of them. How could one man clean the whole of the carpets in this house on his own? That would take hours in a place as big as her home. 
 
    She inhaled as she caught sight of him pacing out of the front door and toward his van. 
 
    Get a grip, she chastised herself as she filled the kettle with cold water from the kitchen sink. I’m so wound up these days, I’m turning everything into a drama… 
 
    Turning, Sophie plugged in the kettle and waited for it to start to boil. She resisted the temptation to glance out of the window and watch the men, though every fiber of her being wanted to. She wanted to see the others. Were they as big as the first? What did they look like? She reasoned it would be fun to have a little eye candy around the place for a few hours—especially as Jason had arranged all the details for her! 
 
    “Mrs. Bannister?” 
 
    Sophie swiveled at the sound of his voice, the small hairs at her neck rising as her eyes connected with the first guy’s again. He was leaning nonchalantly against her doorframe, his blue gaze mesmerizing. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She wanted to sound sexy as she replied. Hell, she’d have taken assertive, but as she took in the sheer stature of the guy, all Sophie really felt was tiny. And vulnerable. 
 
    And even though that should have intimidated her, she could feel the low-lying throb of arousal thrumming at her core. That feeling she got when an attractive man was paying her attention. That sensation of being wanted.  
 
    Of being desired. 
 
    And she wanted more of it. 
 
    “Do you mind if we begin upstairs?” His eyes twinkled as he asked the question, as though he was suggesting something taboo and illicit. 
 
    She swallowed, conscious of heat rising to her face at his words. The idea of him being upstairs in her house was making Sophie more than a little hot and bothered. 
 
    “It’s easier to start at the top and work our way down.” 
 
    “Of course,” she replied, trying to push away the excited butterflies that were stretching their wings in her belly. “How much more equipment do you need to bring in?” 
 
    He smiled, turning slowly to glance behind him and for the first time Sophie got a glimpse of the other men who were here to do the job with him. Initially, they seemed just as stacked as the first guy. The one standing closest to the front door had short dark hair, while the other, nearer to the staircase was dark blond. 
 
    “We already have everything we need,” the first guy told her, shifting his attention back to where she stood a moment later. 
 
    Sophie’s brow knitted. She was sure they wouldn’t have had time to bring in any large cleaning equipment yet, and Jason had made such a song and dance about how powerful and effective the damn machine was. 
 
    “Oh, okay.” She hesitated, unsure what to say. 
 
    A part of her wanted to query his logic, but another part told her to remain quiet. They were the experts after all—they must know what they’re doing. It was like Jason was always telling her. She should let those who know, do their thing. 
 
    “Can I get any of you gentlemen a cup of tea?” 
 
    In the end she fell back on that most British of excuses, offering them all a drink as the kettle whistled happily behind her. 
 
    He pushed away from the doorframe, licking his lips in the most delicious way before he finally replied. “That sounds grand, doesn’t it, guys?” 
 
    There were murmurs of approval from the hallway, and for some crazy reason, Sophie could sense herself blushing again. It was like the intensity of his gaze was spearing her, revealing her in some unnerving and base way, and there seemed to be no way to prevent the intrusion. 
 
    “How do you take it?” 
 
    The blond appeared from behind the brown-haired guy’s shoulder, his grin revealing a row of white teeth. 
 
    “Strong and just a dash of milk please, ma’am.” 
 
    Sophie smiled in response, biting her lip as she backed away toward the kettle. She watched as the three of them turned, convening in her hallway for a moment before they stalked up the staircase. She wondered briefly if she ought to ask them to remove their boots before they tracked mud all over her cream carpets, but the thought burst like a bubble. It was too late now, anyhow. Two of them had already disappeared from her line of sight, and anyway, they were here to clean the damn carpets. 
 
    Stop fretting, she admonished herself again. It will be fine. 
 
    She turned toward the counter, selecting three clean mugs from the collection. 
 
    “Mrs. Bannister.” 
 
    There was that voice again, and for the third time he made her jump as she leaped to meet the sound, but this time the inquiry wasn’t a question. In fact, it almost sounded like a command. 
 
    “We’ll begin in the master bedroom.” 
 
    He paused, and for a moment, that idea hung in the air between them. “Can you bring the tea up there when you’re ready? Save us trudging back through your lovely house again?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie checked her reflection in the hallway mirror while the tea brewed. Applying a fresh coat of lipstick, she blinked into the glass, and barely recognized the face that looked back. She used to have such great skin and lively blonde curls that bounced around her face, but that didn’t look anything like the woman in the mirror now. Her skin was drawn, the dark circles under her eyes a testament to the many years of broken sleep she’d endured since the children had arrived, and her hair these days was nothing but lackluster. Sophie sighed, throwing the lipstick to the small table by the porch. Why was she bothering at all? Nothing about her was going to interest the three strapping men upstairs, and she may as well just face it. At nearly forty, Sophie’s best years were behind her. 
 
    She skulked into the kitchen, placing the cups on the small blue tray she had readied for the occasion. Stirring the tea, she added a small amount of milk to the matching jug before she turned toward the stairs. As she made the journey halfway up, Sophie paused, listening for any signs of activity from her bedroom. She might have expected to have heard the whirring of some machinery by this point, but all that met her ears as she waited on the steps was silence, save for the odd, muffled sound of one of their voices. Her heart leaped as she considered that for a moment. Right at this moment, there were three strange men in her bedroom. Her throat dried as that idea resonated. She was so desperate for male attention that if truth be told, Sophie would have been happy to have flirted with any of them, but there was something about the one who’d come to the door first that affected her the most. He seemed so brooding and intense that the guy was borderline foreboding. Sophie nibbled at her lip as she imagined what he’d be like in bed. 
 
    The sound of movement broke her from her self-imposed stupor and she hurried up the stairs, turning right on the landing in the direction of the master bedroom. 
 
    “There you are.” 
 
    It was the tantalizingly low tone of the enigmatic dark-haired guy again, and Sophie lifted her head from the three cups to find him looming over her in the corridor.  
 
    “We were starting to wonder what had happened.” 
 
    His gaze lowered at that, and if she wasn’t mistaken, Sophie was sure he took in the curve of her breasts beneath her top where her cardigan had fallen open. Her breath caught as that realization registered. Holy fuck, he was checking her out, wasn’t he? She hadn’t just imagined that hungry expression on his face—the one who looked like he wanted to devour her… 
 
    “Sorry, I…” She hesitated, suddenly unsure what to say, or even why she was apologizing to the guy in the first place.  
 
    This was her house after all. He was here to do a job for her. 
 
    “I was giving the tea some time to brew.” 
 
    He nodded as his lips curled, though it seemed as though the smile never reached his eyes. “Let me get the door for you,” he murmured, striding toward her bedroom door while she scurried forward with the tray. 
 
    “Oh, thanks,” she replied with a smile. “That’s very kind of you.” 
 
    He towered over her in the narrow doorway, his left arm poised to push the bedroom door open, but for a moment he did nothing. Sophie lifted her chin to gaze up into his hard features. She hadn’t been this close to another man in years, and from this proximity, she could take in the waft of whatever spicy cologne he was wearing. Her head spun at the scent. 
 
    As though the stranger understood exactly what effect he was having on her, he waited, torturing her a while longer, his gaze lingering. 
 
    “Ready?” 
 
    It was only one word, but somehow, to Sophie, it sounded like some sort of sensual command. She blinked up at him, trying to break the spell the stranger seemed to have cast over her. 
 
    Of course I’m ready, she wanted to tell him. Move out of my way. 
 
    But somehow, the words wouldn’t form on her lips. 
 
    He smiled at her response, and all at once, the door opened, his arm throwing it back and holding it as he gestured for her to enter. Swallowing back on the low-lying sense of disquiet the guy seemed to produce in her, Sophie stepped forward into her bedroom. 
 
    At first glance everything seemed normal. 
 
    The bed was still neatly made as she’d left it this morning, and the curtains still drawn back with the pretty lace Sophie had made by hand. The normality of the scene was enough to get her feet moving again, and awkwardly, she hurried forward toward the vanity unit in the corner of the room. She placed down the tray just as the bedroom door slammed closed behind her and Sophie’s heart jumped as she turned to find the dark-haired guy standing against it. Blocking the entrance. 
 
    She glanced right, finding the blond near the door to her en suite, while the third guy loomed just in front of her. All three of them were smiling, staring at Sophie as though she were something delicious to eat. 
 
    “Here’s your tea,” she mumbled, biting her lip even harder as she gestured toward the tray as though it wasn’t obvious to what she referred.  
 
    Sophie’s heart was pounding so loudly that she was sure the guy closest must be able to hear it for himself. 
 
    “Thanks,” replied the short-haired guy she’d just been thinking about. “Are you okay? You seem a little pale.” 
 
    The man at the door to her bedroom laughed, a dark sound that furled the sense of trepidation in her belly. “You’re fine aren’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    She blinked at him in disbelief.  
 
    Did he just call me Sophie? 
 
    Surely, that wasn’t appropriate? Her husband had paid for them to come here and do a job. She should be Mrs. Bannister, at least. 
 
    “I’ll leave you to it,” she muttered, marching toward the exit as indignantly as she could muster with all the nervous energy coursing around her body. 
 
    The dark giant blocking her way arched his eyebrow. “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    He took a step toward her, his expression smirking as he asked the question. 
 
    Sophie’s lips parted and she was certainly going to protest and tell him he had no right to question her, but the look in his blue eyes silenced her. For a moment, she just stood there, her eyes flitting between the three of them as that sense of dread grew. 
 
    She was in trouble here. Something was wrong. 
 
    Very wrong. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    She was a vision—everything Jared had imagined and more—and as he gazed down at her large brown eyes, he couldn’t help but grin. This was going to be fucking perfect. 
 
    “Do you want to know how this is going to go, Sophie?” he asked as calmly as he could manage. 
 
    Sophie panted in front of him, her chest rising and falling at a rapid speed. Jared allowed his gaze to follow the movement for a moment, his cock stirring as he imagined the fabulous pair of tits that was waiting for him under that top. 
 
    “Why are you calling me that?” she murmured breathlessly. “I’m Mrs. Bannister.” 
 
    Daniel laughed at that, his long limbs covering the door to her fancy en-suite bathroom and she spun to meet the sound. 
 
    “Come on now,” Jared purred, intentionally drawing her attention back to him. “You and I, we know each other better than that.” 
 
    Sophie eyed him wildly. It was obvious that she still didn’t have a clue who he was, or indeed, why he was there. His lips curled at that. For all her worldly possessions, Sophie was still a comparative innocent. 
 
    “I don’t know you,” she gasped. “Do I?” 
 
    “Don’t fret, you will soon enough.”  
 
    “Relax, darling.” Anton gave the instruction as he sauntered over to join them. “This is all going to go much better for you if you just relax.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” she demanded, turning to face Anton as he swaggered over. “Get away from me. All of you!” 
 
    Anton’s dark eyes widened. “That’s not very welcoming,” he said with a scowl. “And my friend here assured us that you were more than warm to the idea.” 
 
    “I bet she could get warm,” interrupted Daniel from the other corner of the room, and even to Jared’s ears his voice sounded like a sneer.  
 
    “If we helped her.” 
 
    “That’s all we want to do, baby,” cooed Anton, taking another step closer toward her. “Just help you.” 
 
    Jared pressed his back against the door as he watched the scene unfold. He could see the tension in Sophie’s body, the apprehension and fear were there for them all to see. But he’d spoken to her endlessly over the course of the last month, and he knew that deep down there was a horny little wildcat, just begging to be freed. He smiled at the analogy. He would free her, but then he would cage her again and wait for her to plead. He wanted to hear Sophie beg. He wanted to hear her beg a lot. 
 
    “I don’t need your help!” Sophie screamed, and she turned her head to catch his gaze for a moment. She looked hysterical, those brown eyes burning with all the contrasting emotions she was wrestling with. 
 
    “That’s not our diagnosis,” Anton said with a laugh, and once again he took a stride toward her. 
 
    It was just as he’d planned. Perfect. And as Sophie instinctively backed away from the threat Anton posed, Jared saw the opportunity he’d been waiting for. Reaching into his inside pocket, he pulled out the syringe, whipping off the cap in a heartbeat. She was moving right toward him now, retreating into her fate just as wonderfully as he’d fantasized. By the time Sophie finally realized just how close she was to Jared, it was too late. He seized her, wrapping his powerful left arm around her middle and holding her tight. She smelled amazing, and in that initial moment when Sophie was paralyzed with shock and fear, he was able to really take in the scent of her, the aroma of her floral perfume swelling his already pulsing cock. 
 
    “Hold her steady, mate,” Jared told Anton, who was already in position and ready to take control of Sophie’s diminutive frame. 
 
    That’s when her fight or flight instincts kicked in, and in a moment, she went from the dazed little woman in his arms to a banshee, fighting for her life. Screeching and yelling, Sophie tried to draw her arms up and get away, but Anton had her tight in his grip, forcing her face against his shirt as she tried to kick and stamp at his feet. 
 
    “She’s quite the firecracker,” murmured Daniel in an appreciative tone. 
 
    Jared glanced over at his oldest friend. He was the quiet one. The intellectual one—always so calm and in control. That’s why he’d become the doctor, but it was good to see him enjoying the moment, just like the rest of them.  
 
    “She’ll soon settle though,” he assured Jared. “Give her what we brought along.” 
 
    Jared leaned toward Sophie, pressing against her arse even as she continued to fight Anton. Not that she had a hope, the guy was built like a brick wall, but watching her writhe was really doing something for him regardless. 
 
    Sophie twisted her head at his approach, her expression demonstrating just how scared she really was now. 
 
    “Calm down, beautiful,” Jared chuckled, reaching for her hair.  
 
    At just below shoulder length, it was even longer than Jared had imagined, and the dark golden color was gorgeous. Collecting it into a loose ponytail, Jared buried his fingers between the soft strands and fisted it cruelly. Sophie gasped as he drew her head in the direction he needed, exposing her neck and all those wonderful veins. 
 
    “Sure you don’t want to do this?” he asked, throwing the question at Daniel. 
 
    Daniel sighed, pushing off from the door and pacing around to where the three of them stood. The whole time, Sophie’s chest heaved between Anton and Jared, her body tight with concerned energy. 
 
    “Please,” she whimpered in a sound that Jared knew would be echoing around his head for many years to come. “Please, whatever it is, don’t do it. You don’t have to do it.” 
 
    “It’s nothing to worry about, Sophie,” Daniel’s calm voice sought to reassure her. “Just a little something to help you sleep.” 
 
    Jared passed the syringe to Daniel, and the two men exchanged smiles as the doctor got into position. With a fistful of her hair, Jared immobilized Sophie just long enough for his friend to find the right vein, and despite her tears and desperate little pleas, Daniel slowly depressed the plunger, injecting the drug into her system. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Her head was heavy. It was like that feeling Sophie got in the morning after she’d had too many glasses of wine the night before. But there had been no wine. And she had no idea what time it was. Pulling in a deep breath, Sophie became aware of the dull ache that accompanied the heaviness.  
 
    That made no sense. 
 
    She never got headaches unless she’d had too much to drink.  
 
    None of it made any sense. 
 
    Swallowing, Sophie rolled to her side, intending to find a Tylenol for the pain. Or, she tried to roll, but something hindered her motion. She groaned in irritation, trying to persuade her eyes to open, but somehow, they were as unwilling as her head. 
 
    “Ah, she’s finally awake.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart thundered at the sound of a male voice. It wasn’t Jason’s voice, she knew that. Sophie would know her husband’s voice anywhere, so the question echoed around her head like a haunting: who the hell was it? 
 
    “About time. I was starting to worry.” 
 
    That was another voice, and now she forced her gaze open. Dim light met her eyes, and for a moment, Sophie couldn’t decide where she was. She seemed to be lying on a bed, but something was different. Something was wrong. Her arms were stretched out above her head, and as she ordered them to move, she realized for the first time that they were fettered in some way. Her ankles seemed restrained as well. A spike of adrenaline coursed around her body and Sophie panted as she tried to lift her head. 
 
    The sight that met her eyes nearly made her heart stop altogether. 
 
    She was in her bedroom, after all, a place she should know and should feel comfortable in, but rather than security, all she felt now was panic. Three strangers stared back at her, their faces as unknown as the reasons for their appearance. 
 
    “I told you there was nothing to worry about,” said one with a sigh, and he moved toward her, looming over her body with a pensive expression. 
 
    Reaching two fingers in Sophie’s direction, the stranger felt for the pulse at her neck. She strained to avoid his touch, but whatever was holding her to the bed proved to be too strong. There was nowhere for Sophie to go. There was no resisting. 
 
    “Settle down, Sophie,” he told her in a stony voice. “I need to count.” 
 
    Her breaths were coming out in short, sharp bursts, the pounding in her head making it impossible to think properly.  
 
    “Get off me!” Sophie’s voice was little more than a hiss. “Who are you and what the hell are you doing? Let me go!” 
 
    The blond smirked as he stared down at her. “She’s fine,” he said, turning to the one furthest away. “Shall we do the contraceptive now, too?” 
 
    What? She blinked at the question, as though her head couldn’t quite process the words. 
 
    “Yes, let’s get it done.” 
 
    The blond produced a syringe from her bedside table, holding it into the light. 
 
    “No!” Sophie pulled against whatever was holding her down. “Don’t come near me with that.” 
 
    But it was too late. There was nothing she could do to refuse. He already had the needle at her thigh and a moment later, she felt it pierce her skin. 
 
    “Get off me!” She practically spat the words at him. 
 
    The blond laughed. “All done. No unwanted Jared babies now.” 
 
    “How do you know it’s effective right away?” That question came from the other guy. 
 
    “It’s effective immediately if given within five to seven days of her cycle,”  the man referred to as Jared informed him with a chuckle. “And that’s another juicy tidbit my little girl shared one day when she seemed moody as we chatted. So, Daddy knows exactly when his little girl is on her cycle, doesn’t he?”  
 
    Heat bloomed in Sophie’s face as he turned to stare at her as if asking why in the hell she’d share something so personal with a total stranger. She had no answer and was having trouble assimilating what in the world was going on. 
 
    He paused, turning toward Sophie again before he continued. “She’s full of spirit though, I see. So much for your natural submissive.” 
 
    The sound of his laughter reverberated around the walls until it was joined by the amusement of the others. 
 
    “Wait and see.” The dark-haired guy who was speaking moved lithely toward her. “You don’t know her like I do.” 
 
    Sophie eyed him as intently as her aching head would allow. “Who are you?” she asked again. “I don’t know you.” 
 
    But as he moved into view, Sophie realized she was wrong. His face was familiar—as were all of them, but for a moment she couldn’t understand why. 
 
    And then all of a sudden, it hit her like a hard slap around the cheek. 
 
    “Oh God…” The words escaped her lips although she didn’t remember instructing them to do so. “It’s you.” 
 
    The dark-haired guy smiled as he took a seat on the bed beside her.  
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    His voice was like a low thrum, and she panted in response, unsure if she was petrified or charmed. That’s how she felt, confused and terrified in equal measure. 
 
    “The carpet cleaners, the ones who arrived this morning.” Her mind was straining, trying to keep up with the random flashes of memories that were returning. 
 
    “We’re not cleaners,” he snorted, glancing around at the other two men. “Although the real ones did arrive a short while ago.” 
 
    He paused, leaning in closer to her bound body. “We didn’t let them in though,” he whispered. “You were out for the count and we didn’t want to be interrupted. I’m sure you understand.” 
 
    If there had been even an ounce of uncertainty about his intent, it vanished in that moment. His gaze narrowed and his lips curled into an errant smile, the look sending Sophie into a fresh panic. 
 
    “What do you want?” She was practically screaming now, straining to be free of whatever was keeping her in place. 
 
    Tilting her head to the left, she caught sight of the offending article. A length of black rope was wound around her wrist and secured tightly to the wooden bedstead. 
 
    Her bed. 
 
    In her house. 
 
    Gasping, she twisted her head in the other direction, ignoring the smug, satisfied expression on the dark-haired guy’s face as she took in the state of her other wrist. It was fettered in the same way, using soft black rope. And those ropes looked familiar, like the ones she’d recently had delivered from the website that stocked sex toys. 
 
    Sophie blinked in fear as her predicament washed over her. 
 
    “You, beautiful.” 
 
    His voice was like a soft, haunting purr as he finally answered her question. 
 
    “I want you, Sophie. We’ve come all this way for you.” 
 
    “Please, just let me go.” She hated how pathetic her plea sounded, but there was no denying she needed his mercy now.  
 
    Whoever he was. 
 
    His appearance softened and he reached for her slowly, stroking away the loose strands of her hair in an almost tender way. Sophie recoiled from the contact as best she could, but there was no getting away. Not from the bed. Not from his touch, and not from the compelling look in those blue eyes. 
 
    “Now, why would I do that?” he asked softly. “Why would I give up this opportunity to live out all those fantasies we’ve been talking about?” 
 
    “B… But I don’t know you,” she stammered, shaking her head as if to reinforce the point. “There’s been some mistake. Please, don’t hurt me.” 
 
    The guy by the door chuckled, moving into Sophie’s line of sight. “Seems like she doesn’t know who you are, mate,” he said with a smirk. “Even the ropes haven’t given you away.” 
 
    The gaze of the guy sitting beside her flitted to the other man, but returned quickly to Sophie’s wide, tearing eyes. She could feel the water collecting there, but she blinked it away rapidly. There was no time for self-pity. She had to figure this out. She had to talk her way out of this.  
 
    She had to get away. 
 
    “Then let me introduce myself.” His hand shifted to Sophie’s chin and he caressed the skin there with light, feathery touches. “In fact, I’ll introduce us all.” 
 
    “Oh God.”  
 
    It was all Sophie could say, and the words kept spinning around her mind like a desperate echo. She didn’t want him to touch her, but somehow, she couldn’t drag her attention away from the man. It was as though he had put a spell on her bound and unwilling body. 
 
    “This is Daniel,” he went on, gesturing behind him at the blond who had checked her pulse. 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted toward Daniel, her chest rising and falling in rapid succession as she took in his brooding expression.  
 
    “And my friend here is Anton.” 
 
    This time he was referring to the guy nearest the door and instinctively, Sophie turned to look in is direction. Anton grinned, offering her a small salute before he dug his hands into his pockets. Her attention shifted back to the unknown protagonist and he smiled at her wryly, one of his eyebrows arching in a way that made her throat dry. 
 
    “And I’m Jared,” he purred, running his fingers up the side of her face and back into her hair. Fisting it between his fingers, he descended until there was only a matter of inches between them. 
 
    Sophie lie there panting, transfixed by his self-assured performance and yet paralyzed with dread. 
 
    “Know me yet, Sophie?” 
 
    He was so close now that she could feel the heat of his breath, the sweet, minty scent wafting over her and making her belly furl. 
 
    She shook her head. “No,” she breathed. “I… I swear I don’t know you.” 
 
    Jared’s lips curled into a grin. “Oh, but you do,” he insisted. “We’ve been getting to know each other for weeks now.” 
 
    The fingers in her hair tightened and Sophie winced at the sudden hurt. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” she whimpered, forcing her throbbing head to focus. 
 
    She didn’t have a clue who this guy was. She’d never even met anyone called Jared. 
 
    Jared leaned closer still, his lips now so close that Sophie was certain he was going to try and kiss her. Her body tensed at the thought, her wrists struggling futilely against the binds. 
 
    “Yes, you do,” he told her in an irritatingly calm voice. “You know me Sophie. In fact, you know me so well that you’ve been telling me all about those hot dreams that just won’t let you be. The ones about the restraints, and the gags and the punishments.” 
 
    Sophie’s breath caught at that, but she could barely move in response. Jared was so close that even the smallest motion would have made their lips collide. He effectively had her pinioned to the bed. 
 
    How the fuck did he know about that? 
 
    No one knew about those things. Sophie hadn’t even discussed those dark fantasies with Jason, let alone anyone else. She wouldn’t have dared tell anyone in her life. The shame and embarrassment would have been too much. Those were the sorts of admissions she could only make in private. Over the privacy of the internet. 
 
    It was then that it hit her, like a bullet between the eyes, and based on the smirk on Jared’s face, Sophie guessed he had registered her realization, too. There was only one person she’d spoken to about that stuff, and her heart pounded even faster as she took in the look of the face pressed up against her. 
 
    “Carl?” she whispered, her tone demonstrating her disbelief. 
 
    Could this really be the charming and caring Carl? The guy she had opened up to. The guy she thought wouldn’t judge her, let alone hurt her. 
 
    He brushed his lips lightly over her mouth, and the scent of his aftershave washed over her foggy head. 
 
    “Hello, Sophie,” he murmured, drawing away ever so slightly. “It’s good to finally meet you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Staring down at her bewildered expression, Jared could already feel the throb in his pants. Sophie was perfect—even better than he’d imagined and he had imagined—almost every night since she’d been in touch. At first her missives had been casual and polite, asking about his job and his interests, and Jared had been happy to answer. Sophie seemed smart and open-minded, and even when she confessed she had a husband and children, it didn’t put him off. She must be interested, right? Or why would she have made contact in the first place, and why would she continue to message him every single day? 
 
    After a few email exchanges, the messages had begun to get more personal. Sophie had found him on a BDSM website, so he wasn’t surprised to hear she harbored some inclination in that direction, but as Jared probed deeper, he had been amazed by how much Sophie was willing to share. She had told him about her kidnap fantasies, and about all the debauch things she imagined being forced to do as she masturbated. He’d clung to that thought for hours, envisioning her fingers sliding in and out of her soaking pussy while she thought about all those dark and delicious desires, and it was then that Jared had decided he had to find out for real. Chatting online was fine, but it was never going to satisfy him, so with the help of his friends who both shared his darker proclivities, Jared had hatched a scheme to find Sophie, to get inside her house and to take what he wanted. 
 
    As he gazed at her panting body, Jared smiled. He loved the way she writhed in the bondage, and the best part of it all was that they hadn’t even needed to bring any of the equipment with them. Sophie had confessed to buying the ropes, clamps and gags for herself, even though her idiot husband apparently wasn’t interested in playing with them. But that wasn’t going to be a problem for Jared. He was addicted to her pretty face and her squirming body already. 
 
    “I-I don’t understand.” Her brows knitted in puzzlement. “If you’re Jared, then who was Carl?” 
 
    Jared smirked. “He was just a pseudo name, Sophie. Just a profile I used on that fetish site.”  
 
    Sophie’s face blanched. Apparently, in her naivety, she’d never even considered using a false identity. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” She gulped as she asked the question. 
 
    Jared stared down at the fear in Sophie’s gaze. That look was giving him a raging hard on, and her endless writhing wasn’t doing much to help either. 
 
    “All the things we discussed,” he promised, lowering his mouth the final few centimeters, connecting with her lips. 
 
    His cock leapt at the contact. 
 
    “All that and more.” 
 
    “But you can’t,” she gasped. “You can’t just come in here and tie me up and do all those things!” 
 
    Jared drew away from her frantic expression, laughing at her words. “Oh, but I can, gorgeous,” he assured her. “We already did the first two things on your list with no problem whatsoever.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted first to Anton, before darting back to Daniel and finally Jared. “Please,” she implored him. “Please don’t hurt me.” 
 
    “Looks like she’s going to need a bit of persuading, mate,” Anton chipped in and Jared turned to meet his ‘told you so’ expression. 
 
    “She just needs warming up,” Jared retorted. “It’s her first time and you’re a little nervous, aren’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    Jared glanced back to the woman bound in front of him at that moment, relishing the way her chest was rising and falling in rapid succession. Damn, he couldn’t wait to get her out of those clothes and get his hands on those breasts. He’d been fantasizing about their size, shape and responsiveness for days now. 
 
    “Please, just go.” Sophie spat the response at him. “My husband will be back at any moment, and he’ll call the police, and—” 
 
    Jared lifted his finger to her face, pressing against her lips as he shook his head. Sophie’s eyes were as wide as saucers at that, his digit effectively ending her sentence. 
 
    “Don’t, Sophie,” he warned.  
 
    “What?” she pushed the word out around his finger, and electricity sparked around Jared’s body at the sensation of her lips against his flesh. 
 
    “Don’t lie to me. I’ll only be harder on you.” 
 
    A tiny whimper escaped her throat, and somehow, the noise connected with his cock directly, hardening his shaft in a matter of seconds. Fuck, he liked that sound, and he wanted to hear more of it. 
 
    A lot more. 
 
    “We both know your husband won’t be back for hours, and if I recall, he works late most nights now, doesn’t he? Isn’t that why you rely on your mum to help with the children so much? Because he’s never here?” 
 
    She panted at Jared’s reasoning, her eyes blinking rapidly as she heard the many admissions she’d made to him over the weeks parroted back to her.  
 
    Jared shifted his finger and Sophie’s gaze followed its movement to the side of her face. “Isn’t that right, Sophie?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    Jared’s lips curled. He had her on all of those points and they both knew it. 
 
    “So enough of the bullshit. You’re going to give me what I want, Sophie—what we both want—and things will be a lot easier if you surrendered willingly. You must know I’ll give you every one of those naughty fantasies that you desire so badly? You know that deep down, you’ll enjoy it.” 
 
    “But, I don’t know you,” she countered in a panicky tone. “Not really, and anyway, I’m married. I can’t… I can’t do those things.” 
 
    Jared’s hand stirred from her cheek and he ran it down the length of her body, intentionally grazing the curve of her left breast before it dipped to her stomach. 
 
    “You’re wrong, Sophie.” He lifted his chin to meet her now terrified gaze as he went on. “You’re wrong and you know it. You can do those things and furthermore, you are going to.” 
 
    “How does she feel?”  
 
    Jared dragged his attention from Sophie to meet Daniel’s inquiry. His friend had suddenly come to life as soon as Jared’s hand had started exploring her bound body. 
 
    “Amazing,” replied Jared appreciatively. 
 
    He turned his focus back to Sophie. “You’re amazing; do you know that?” 
 
    Sophie shook her head and bit her lip. Her eyes were welling up with tears, which she blinked away furiously. “Please don’t do this,” she whimpered, apparently making one last ditch effort to reason with him. 
 
    Jared chortled at that. Sophie may have been desperate but her actions only proved how little she knew him. Jared had her now. All those hours of planning had come to fruition, and there was no way he was giving her up. 
 
    “I like you begging,” he told her. “You know I do, but I want you to be quiet now, Sophie. Do you understand?” 
 
    She nodded her head in response, and as he stood and moved away from the bed, one solitary tear slid down her cheek. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    This couldn’t be happening. 
 
    This couldn’t be happening. Sophie was certain it couldn’t, but somehow, the knowledge didn’t make any of the nightmare less real. As Jared rose from the bed and checked the binds at her ankles, all she could think was it couldn’t truly be occurring, the words rolling through her mind like a melody stuck on repeat. 
 
    How the hell had this happened?  
 
    One moment she’d been living an entirely normal and frustrating day in her life, arguing with Jason before packing the children off to school, and now she was tied to her own bed, at the mercy of three complete strangers. Sophie shuddered as that reality washed over her again. 
 
    She was absolutely at their mercy now. Whether she was to be freed—whether she’d survive at all—was now in the hands of these men. Her gaze flitted to Jared. He seemed to be the ring leader, and apparently, he was also the guy she’d been chatting to online for all this time. Sophie squeezed her eyes closed as she recalled all the inappropriate, explicit things she’d told the man. What the fuck had she been thinking behaving that way? If only she’d never looked at that damn website. If only she’d never reached out. If only— 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes flickered open at the sound of her name, her heart racing as she found all three men staring at her. 
 
    Jared took a step back toward her, his expression amused. Sophie didn’t have time to rationalize that glint in his eyes, but she saw it. She saw the gleeful look there, and she could tell how much the guy was enjoying this—relishing the way he was in control. Sophie’s throat dried as the thought bounced around her head. He was enjoying this. Jared had planned all of this. He’d thought through the whole thing—getting into her house and somehow getting her here on the bed. Her brow furrowed as Sophie tried to recall how exactly that had transpired. The last thing she could remember was bringing the drinks up from the kitchen, and then, the next thing she’d known, Sophie had woken up tied to the bed. How had they managed that? She couldn’t recall being attacked, in fact the last thing she really remembered was… 
 
    Sophie gasped as a fragment of a lost memory slotted back into her mind, and in that moment, she could remember. She remembered the way one of them had blocked her exit and then how another one had injected her with something. Oh my God—they’d pumped her full of some sort of drug! It was bad enough that the blond, Daniel, had only just stuck her with another needle, but now a fresh wave of panic washed over her helpless frame. 
 
    “You drugged me!” she hissed in an accusing tone. “How dare you! What did you give me?” 
 
    Jared’s gaze narrowed, the look sending anxiety knotting in her belly. Shit, why had she said that out loud? Wasn’t she in enough shit already without provoking the beast? 
 
    “What did I ask you to do?” Jared’s voice was like a low growl, the sound furling the knot in her tummy until it was painful. 
 
    “Be quiet,” she repeated, pulling in fast, shaky breaths. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Jared was back at the bed, glowering at her. “After all those messages, Sophie, I expected someone more obedient. Someone with more self-control.” 
 
    Her heart pounded in her chest at the dark look in his gaze. 
 
    “Do you need help with obedience and self-control?” 
 
    Sophie shook her head. She was too afraid to speak again, and frankly, she didn’t know what the hell she was supposed to say anyway. 
 
    “So, now she doesn’t want to speak?” said the guy by the door. “That’s pretty funny.” 
 
    Jared scowled, climbing over her body so that he was poised in some sort of impromptu press-up position. “Now would be a good time to explain yourself.” 
 
    Sophie gasped. “I-I’m sorry. I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “It’s a simple enough question,” Jared replied. “Are you going to need help to obey and control yourself?” 
 
    She bit her lip, feeling herself fluster. “No.” 
 
    “No, what?” 
 
    Sophie blinked up at Jared. He was so bloody big and imposing, and right now he looked incredibly unimpressed with her performance. She swallowed with trepidation. Oh God! Did he really want her to say that word out loud? The word they’d discussed at great length over the last couple of weeks. The one that made her pussy dampen like a reflex. 
 
    “No, Daddy.” 
 
    She pushed the final word out, certain Jared would be able to hear the hammering of her heart as she responded. Jared lowered himself over her body, resting on his elbows as his face finally relaxed. 
 
    “There we go,” he said in an approving tone, his eyebrow arching at her show of supplication. “That’s much more like the Sophie I’ve come to know.” 
 
    Anton laughed. “Big deal. So you can get her to concur with your sick little fantasies when she’s bound and threatened. So what?” 
 
    “Not threatened.” Jared shook his head as though he wanted to reinforce the point, all of his attention back on Sophie as the gesture concluded. “Just reminded about what my expectations are. That’s all.” 
 
    Sophie’s chest heaved at his words. 
 
    His expectations. 
 
    Yes, they had talked about those, in excruciating detail actually, but Sophie had assumed it was all just a game. That the flirting was all harmless and exciting. She’d never anticipated this—being bound and powerless. It was like something out of one of her daydreams, except this was real, and so was the imminent danger. She could sense it building in the air around her, threatening to suffocate her altogether. 
 
    “You want to be my good girl, don’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    Jared glared down at her, and as Sophie met his eyes, all she could think was that she should play along and concede. She had no idea if Jared really intended to do all of the things they’d talked about online, but even the mere prospect terrified her. She wasn’t ready for those things. She’d never even been restrained before this moment. No, she needed to give him what he wanted, for the time being at least. She had to keep Jared on her side. 
 
    His blue eyes burned into her face, demanding her answer and she nodded her head. 
 
    “Words, Sophie.” 
 
    “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted closed as she said the D-word aloud again. Oh, God, it was so wrong. This was all so wrong, yet something about the title made her want to pant. Sophie had no idea why, but for some fucking reason she loved using the term. Or, to be more precise, she hated it—she hated what it represented, and she hated how Jared was able to manipulate her into using it—but she couldn’t deny the way arousal was pooling between her bound legs. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    The commanding resonance of Jared’s voice caused her eyes to open again and Sophie found him smiling down at her. 
 
    “Do you know how good that sounds when you say it?” 
 
    Her heart was hammering even faster now, but the worst of it was Sophie wasn’t sure why anymore. Her emotional responses were all starting to blur, her fear mingling with the stark pang of arousal his dominance, and that word, had inspired. 
 
    “You do, don’t you?” 
 
    Sophie sucked her lip between her teeth. “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    Her cheeks were flushing—she could feel the heat rising there and she hoped to God that it was only the embarrassment of her predicament that had produced the reaction. Or maybe her panic? Nothing else though. There could be no other visible evidence of the twisted way her body had reacted to Jared. She couldn’t give him even a flicker of her carnal responses. A man like Jared—a man who already had her tied to her bed—could take that rope and use it to hang her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    If Jared thought he’d been horny at the sight of Sophie bound to the bed, then the moment she’d called him Daddy had splintered that suggestion. Just the way the word tripped from her lips made his balls ache, and the delightful way her cheeks had blushed afterwards had confirmed what he already knew—she had relished it, too. 
 
    “Never mind,” he whispered, lowering his face toward her neck. “You don’t have to admit it to me now. There’ll be plenty of time for that later, Sophie.” 
 
    He watched how she gulped at that, her wrists tugging against the ropes once more, and for one moment, he thought he was going to lose it and just shoot his load right there and then. Sophie was so hot like this. Clearly, she was an attractive woman anyway, a natural submissive whose inclinations had evidently been swept aside by her husband, but as he took in the heat that swept across her expression, Jared knew it was more than just that. She wasn’t just submissive; she was a dirty little thing as well. He’d watched the way her pupils had dilated when he’d demanded she call him Daddy. The woman freaking loved it. 
 
    Shifting his mouth to her lips, Jared pressed a kiss to her supple flesh. Sophie’s body stilled, as though she didn’t know how to react, but he didn’t sense panic in her body anymore. Now, Jared could swear he was picking up the low thrum of her arousal. 
 
    “I think it’s time we got some of these clothes off.” 
 
    Jared’s words seem to echo around the master bedroom and for a moment there was silence, the only noise in the room coming from the woman panting beneath him. Until finally, her voice broke the strained atmosphere. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Daniel’s laughter bounced around the room, but Jared glowered down at Sophie. 
 
    “How do you refer to me, Sophie?” Jared’s voice was low now, like a growling animal. “Didn’t we just go through this?” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a breath, blinking up at him. “I-I didn’t realize that’s how I had to refer to you now?” 
 
    Jared arched an eyebrow at her. Really? Had he not just made this point clear?  
 
    “Well, now you do.” 
 
    “Please.” Her tone was barely even a whimper. “Please don’t make me!” 
 
    Irritation surged through his nerves. “Please don’t make you what?”  
 
    “Daddy!” Sophie blurted. “Please don’t make me call you that.” 
 
    Jared’s lips curled as he shook his head. “You have no choice,” he informed her. “You have no choice about any of this, Sophie, but not to worry. We both know how much you love it—how much you’re going to love it.” 
 
    She gasped, studying him with huge, terrified eyes, but Jared took her silence as agreement. Not that it mattered to him one way or the other. He had come this far already. He’d garnered her trust online, gotten inside her plush detached house and managed to get her bound to the bed. Jared hadn’t manipulated things this far to walk away now and give up his chance to dominate Sophie—to make her his. 
 
    “I’m going to need a hand here, guys,” he murmured, climbing down the length of her body as his gaze flittered between Daniel and Anton. 
 
    “Sure,” Anton replied in an eager tone. “What do you need?” 
 
    “I’m going to have to untie her ankles to remove these trousers, which means someone will have to ensure Sophie’s cooperation.” Jared grinned at her, glancing between the two other men. “How about you each take one leg?” 
 
    Daniel’s gaze narrowed. “Is that really necessary?” 
 
    Jared sighed. Trust Daniel to be the one who argued. “Yes, it’s necessary,” he insisted. “Little Sophie still needs a reminder about her place right now, but give me a few hours with her and I’m sure I can put her right where she needs to be.” 
 
    All of a sudden, Sophie’s frightened breaths filled the air and all three shifted their focus to her again. 
 
    “The sedative will still be in her bloodstream,” Daniel reminded Jared. “She won’t have much fight in her for a while.” 
 
    “I didn’t just bring you along for your medical expertise,” replied Jared with a laugh. “I need the manpower, too.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” Daniel inquired. “Manpower, huh?” 
 
    Jared snorted as the two men exchanged a glance. “Just get over here and bloody well help me.” 
 
    Daniel stalked across, scowling at Jared. “Fine.” 
 
    With Anton holding on to one of Sophie’s tiny ankles, and Daniel securing the other, Jared untied the ropes that were wrapped around her socks, and slowly, he began to strip his gorgeous damsel. Sophie mewled, a strangled noise that made Jared have to catch his breath, but as he pulled the socks from her feet there were no words. It wasn’t until Jared made his way to unfasten the button at her waist and tug the unflattering blue trousers from Sophie’s hips that apparently, she could no longer hold her tongue. 
 
    “Don’t do this!” 
 
    Jared’s hands stilled, his expression hardening. “What was that?” 
 
    Sophie gulped. “D-daddy,” she stammered. 
 
    Jared stared down at her, a sense of satisfaction flooding his brain as Sophie finally submitted willingly to his will. Or, almost willingly. He knew it would take time to earn her real supplication, but in the short term, he’d use the threat of punishment and intimidation to mold her to his liking. Hell, Jared would do whatever it took. An opportunity like Sophie was just too good to miss. 
 
    “That’s more like it,” he murmured, tracing an invisible line along her exposed hip. 
 
    Sophie inhaled at his touch, the muscles beneath his fingers tensing in response to the path of his digits. 
 
    “Now, what was it you wanted to tell me?” 
 
    Anton chuckled. “What is it with all this Daddy shit?” he asked. “You’re one twisted guy.” 
 
    Jared grinned, glancing over his shoulder at his accusation. He wasn’t about to argue with what he knew to be true. He was twisted. He got his kicks from subjugating willing women, and he was in no doubt—Sophie was willing—she just didn’t know it yet. 
 
    “Shut it,” he muttered with a smile. “You’re telling me you’re not loving this?” 
 
    Anton shook his head with a smile of his own. “You know I love the bondage, friend,” he told Jared. “But as for the rest of it, you’re on your own.” 
 
    Jared tutted. So be it. So long as Anton played his part, he would gladly see to the rest on his own. Shifting his attention back to Sophie, he continued. “Sorry,” he said softly. “You were saying?” 
 
    Her lips parted as though she didn’t know what to say, but watching that pretty little mouth opening gave Jared all sorts of perverse ideas. 
 
    “Why?” It looked as though she was having to force the word out. “Why must you strip me?” 
 
    Jared laughed softly. Could she really be this innocent, or was Sophie just in denial about the fate that now awaited her? 
 
    “Come on, Sophie,” he reproached her in a tone that was menacing even to his own ears. “I think you know why…” 
 
    Panic etched into her attractive features. “P-please no—don’t do this.” 
 
    Jared ignored her pathetic plea, pushing down his burgeoning arousal as he eased the fabric down her shins. With Anton and Jared assisting, it was relatively straight forward to free Sophie’s slender legs from the troublesome clothing and Jared gazed up and down the length of her limbs hungrily. 
 
    “What about those panties?” Anton demanded, eyeing the patch of blue cotton covering Sophie’s sex. 
 
    “Later,” Jared answered, chuckling at the disappointed expression his friend threw him in response. “I want to savor Sophie and take my time.” 
 
    “How touching,” sneered Daniel. “Pass me the rope and let’s get her ankle re-secured.” 
 
    Jared flung him the single black length, narrowing his gaze as he met Daniel’s eyes. “Make it good,” he warned. 
 
    Daniel’s nostrils flared. “You can count on me, arsehole.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Things were going from bad to terrible. It already seemed like she had been tied to the bloody bed for hours. Her skin chafed against the ropes, even though they looked like the soft, black ones she’d bought online. As it turned out, even soft ropes made skin sore after a while, and now she’d been bared from the waist down. By some miracle Jared had saved her blushes for the time being and allowed her to keep her underwear on, but based on the lustful look in his eyes and the things he had already told her, Sophie was under no illusions about his intent.  
 
    He wanted her. 
 
    That much was obvious, but oh God…  
 
    Sophie’s throat tightened at the prospect of Jared fucking her. It was like she couldn’t take another breath. 
 
    Oh, God. What was she supposed to do? 
 
    How the hell could she get out of this? 
 
    Sophie’s head strained from left to right, taking in the look of the ropes at her wrists again. Another tug of each reinforced what she already knew. The binds were tight and Sophie was going nowhere. 
 
    She was well and truly his prisoner. 
 
    As Jared threw her clothes aside, Sophie’s mind reeled.  
 
    She’d desired this type of capture-fantasy for so long—too long. So many years had passed and all the while, Sophie had kept the dark, forbidden longing a secret. Telling Jason about her yearning to be tied was the closest Sophie had ever come to divulging the truth, and she remembered just how awful that moment had been. Her husband looked at her as though she was a total freak. Sophie recalled that expression with disturbing clarity, but as she thought of Jason now, her heart began to ache. 
 
    Jason. 
 
    She imagined him at his desk, scowling as a new barrage of emails landed in his inbox. She loved him—of course, she did—yet recently it had become evident that he didn’t understand Sophie, and he didn’t comprehend her needs. That notion had gnawed at her, becoming the catalyst for her internet research on the subject of BDSM in the first place, but as she blinked toward the doorway, Sophie longed to see Jason stride into their bedroom and come to her rescue. Yet there was no hope of that. It was like Jared had reminded her with disconcerting clarity, her husband wouldn’t be home for hours. 
 
    There was no one to rescue her, least of all Jason. 
 
    Whatever was about to happen, Sophie was on her own. 
 
    “Now, how about this top half?” 
 
    Jared landed back over her body, his large thighs straddling her middle as Sophie’s gaze rose to survey his mischievous grin. Sophie swallowed at the dark glint in his eyes. She swore she saw the devil there as Jared leaned toward her, his large hands fiddling with the shiny buttons of her blouse. 
 
    Oh God! 
 
    Sophie squeezed her eyes closed as Jared released each button in turn, and a moment later she felt the fabric of her top being pulled back to reveal nothing but her small blue bra. She could sense his gaze absorbing her pale skin, and the rising and falling of her chest with desperation. She was powerless to prevent Jared from stripping her and of course, in the pit of her belly, Sophie knew that was just the start. Once she was naked, she’d be even more vulnerable—even more helpless—and God, help her, even more filled with morbid curiosity for the dark promise Jared offered her. 
 
    His fingertips grazed over the skin of Sophie’s chest, her flesh goosing in their wake, and she pulled in a shaky breath. It seemed like her body was at war with itself. On the one hand, Sophie was filled with cold dread about what Jared would do. He wanted to fuck her—that much was clear—and she could only guess at some of the other debauched things he had in mind, and she didn’t want those things. 
 
    She couldn’t want them. 
 
    This was a man who had fooled her, tricking her into thinking he was one thing when he was really another, and hoodwinking her into allowing him into her house. He was also a man who had drugged her, tied her to her own bed, and was now removing her attire against her will. 
 
    So, why were her nipples beading inside the blue lacy cups of her bra, and why were her thoughts filled with not only distress, but sin? 
 
    Why couldn’t Sophie just be normal? 
 
    Why did she have to desire such dark things? 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    Her eyes opened as Jared’s soft tone drew her attention from her private musings straight back to her present predicament. 
 
    Her torrid, torturous predicament. 
 
    “You’re stunning.” He paused, taking a moment to absorb the look of her bound upper body. “You know that, right?” 
 
    Anton wolf-whistled at her, striding from his place by her right foot to get a better view of her exposed lingerie. “He’s not wrong,” he mumbled with a smile. “When he told us you had kids already, I have to admit I was skeptical, but wow. Look at you.” 
 
    Sophie could barely take another breath at the perverse compliments. She was nothing special. Anyone could see that. 
 
    Jared’s body leaned over hers. His hands pressing into the mattress either side of her face as he neared. “What do you say?” he muttered. 
 
    She panted beneath him, the hard peaks of her nipples just an inch or so away from his shirt. “Th-thank you.” 
 
    Sophie hesitated, watching as Jared’s expression darkened, and in a second, she knew what she had to say. She understood which word would assuage him, and even though she loathed herself for conceding when she should have fought, Sophie heard the word slip from her lips. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    A smug look of glee etched his features, and Sophie squeezed her eyes shut at the sight of it. 
 
    What had she done? But yet, what else could she do? How could she fight three fully grown men when she was half naked and restrained? She was helpless. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    Her pulse raced harder at his instruction, but somehow, Sophie forced her attention back to his blue eyes, and in that moment their gazes locked. She absorbed the sight of him properly for the first time, taking in his hard, chiseled cheekbones and the small lines that creased under his eyes when he smiled. Jared was an attractive man, and one who may have turned her head on another day. A day when she hadn’t inexplicably been bound to her own bed by him. 
 
    “I know you’re frightened.” Jared’s voice was so low it was practically a growl. “I get that.” 
 
    He tilted his head, gesturing behind him. “We get that, but I also know that deep inside you is a woman who wants to be bound and forced to degrade herself for me.” 
 
    His lips curled into a predatory smile at the thought. “And that is the woman I need you to concentrate on. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Oh fuck. Sophie tried to swallow down the surge of emotions that rose at his thinly veiled threats, but it was impossible. Her throat was parched and tightening with every word Jared uttered. But she knew he expected a response, and she feared the repercussions of pissing him off at this moment. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    There, she’d said it. Yet again, Sophie had replied as he’d wanted and the way he ran his tongue over his teeth gave away his screwed-up satisfaction on the subject. Jared lowered his body against hers, and for the first time, she could feel just how excited the man was. A shot of terror flooded her brain, her senses bursting to life with adrenaline as he ground his erection into her hip. 
 
    “You feel how hard you’ve made me?” he demanded in a taunting tone. 
 
    Sophie bit her lip. Oh God. Every time one of them said that word it sounded more twisted than before. Daddy was a term she’d only ever used in conjunction with her husband in relation to her children and the idea of polluting it this way was making her belly knot painfully, and yet there was no denying the urgency in her clit at the sound of it. It was throbbing with need at Jared’s performance, though Sophie couldn’t say what that was about. Why should referring to a stranger who wanted to force his wicked way on her as Daddy be so alluring?  
 
    None of this should be alluring. It was as simple as that. 
 
    Jared thrust himself against her flesh again. “Sophie?” 
 
    His tone had taken on an imperious quality and yet again she was reminded of the way Jason sometimes spoke to the children when they’d been naughty. Jared was telling her off. Chastising her for not responding, and instead of outright horrifying her, it was turning her on. 
 
    It was official. Her husband had been right all along—Sophie was a freak. 
 
    “Do you feel it?” 
 
    Sophie gasped as he ground himself over her again. She swore his arousal had grown even in the last couple of moments. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She spat the words out as fast as she could, trying to ignore that she’d said them at all, and definitely suppressing how they made her feel. 
 
    Jared’s eyes narrowed, but he didn’t reply. Instead, he rose from her body, glancing over his shoulder to the two waiting men. 
 
    “Time to get the rest of the gear from the van, guys,” he told them. “To be fair, Sophie has most of what we need right here in her drawers, but… bring our stuff, just in case.” 
 
    He glowered down at her then, and Sophie couldn’t tell if he was mad at her, or just horny, but either possibility presented its own potential problems. 
 
    “Don’t do anything while we’re away,” Anton insisted, gesturing for Daniel to go ahead. “I don’t want to miss the show.” 
 
    Jared laughed, and from her position trapped between his massive thighs, he looked like some sort of deviant God. “You won’t,” he assured Anton. “Sophie and I will just have a little pillow talk whilst you boys are gone.” 
 
    He grinned as his gaze flitted from Sophie’s helpless body to his associates. “And make sure you make it look convincing. The house is pretty isolated, but you never know. There might be a neighbor watching. We don’t want any interference.” 
 
    Daniel nodded as he strode through the door. 
 
    “Got it,” replied Anton, following the same route. “Back in five.” 
 
    Sophie twisted her head just in time to see her bedroom door slam shut. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Alone with Sophie at last, Jared settled between her thighs, resting on his elbows as he stroked the stray strands of her soft hair from her face. 
 
    “Please,” she pleaded in a breathy tone that made his cock ache with need. “Please don’t do this. Just let me go. I won’t say anything to the police. I won’t say a word to anyone. I’ll—” 
 
    Jared shifted his hand, pressing lightly against Sophie’s full lips. “Shhh,” he warned. “You’re doing so well, little girl. Don’t go pissing me off now.” 
 
    She blinked up at him, her eyes wet with the tears that were brimming there. 
 
    Slowly, Jared released his finger, caressing the side of her face tenderly. He’d dreamed about doing this, about being here, about having her for so many days. Too many days when his only comfort had been the constant messages they’d exchanged. But now Jared was here, and now he’d take all the things Sophie had promised him with her flirty inferences and probing questions. Today, she’d have to pay. But that didn’t mean he wanted to hurt the pretty little thing. Not really. He would tease her and taunt her, and torment her body in the most delicious ways until Sophie came to realize what he instinctively already knew—she wanted this every inch as badly as he did. 
 
    “You’re going to give Daddy what he wants,” he murmured into her jaw as he lowered his head and planted a line of gentle kisses along the side of Sophie’s neck. “You know that don’t you?” 
 
    Sophie whimpered. It was only a tiny sound, but the resonance spoke directly to his desperate erection, and he ground himself against her again. 
 
    “Don’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    There was a gasp and her lips parted. “Yes, D-daddy,” she mewled. “But, oh God, I don’t want to.” 
 
    Jared smiled down at her. “It doesn’t matter what you want anymore, beautiful,” he reminded her. “Remember we spoke about this in our messages. In this dynamic, you give up your freedom to me, so now I choose what you need and what you want, because Daddy knows best.” 
 
    His smile widened at that. Daddy knows best. It was freaking perfect, just like the stunned and bewildered expression on her face. 
 
    “But that was about a consensual relationship,” she countered. “This isn’t consensual, Jared.” 
 
    Jared’s brow furrowed. “What did you just call me?” he barked. “Do I need to haul you over my lap to teach you some manners before we begin properly, young lady? Because you know I will.” 
 
    “No, please!” she panted, but Jared noticed how her pupils dilated at the mention of a spanking, and mentally he made a note to ensure he punished her later regardless. “I’ll be good.” 
 
    “You’d better be,” he warned. “Because you’re mine now, Sophie, and Daddy knows how to look after you.” 
 
    Jared paused, the full weight of his stare drilling into her flustered face. “Doesn’t he?” 
 
    Sophie’s lips parted, her chest rising and falling below him. Fuck, Jared couldn’t wait to get her entirely naked and explore every inch of her luscious form, and then he was going to start decorating his new property. It was going to be so much fun. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered up at him. 
 
    He smiled. “A little louder, baby. Daddy can barely hear you when you speak like that.” 
 
    Sophie’s brow furrowed, and Jared could see the inner conflict raging within her. She hated him for this—he could see the intensity of her loathing in those soulful eyes—and yet there was a burning desire inside the woman and Jared was tapping into it by demanding her submission. Yet he could see it was more than that—exponentially more. Every time he forced her to bend to his will and address him properly, Sophie got a little hotter. Her cheeks flushed a little redder and between them, her nipples hardened. He’d be willing to bet that if he swept a finger inside those tantalizing blue panties, he’d find one soaking wet pussy waiting for him, too. 
 
    But he didn’t.  
 
    Not yet. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Sophie forced herself to say the words even louder and it was glorious. 
 
    So. Fucking. Good. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” he praised. “And as a reward, Daddy is going to kiss you now.” 
 
    Every muscle below him tensed at the news and her breathing became labored again, but Jared simply shook his head at her. 
 
    “Don’t try and fight me, naughty girl,” he told her. “We both know this is a battle you won’t win, and if you’re honest, Sophie, we know it’s one you don’t want to win.” 
 
    Her eyes widened at his assessment. 
 
    “So, be a good girl and yield. Let me kiss you and I promise I’ll make you feel every moment of it. You’ve never known passion like it, beautiful.” 
 
    A solitary tear escaped from her right eye, but she nodded and Jared’s cock leaped at the gesture. In all the time he’d had her bound and splayed, it was Sophie’s first real sign of consent. 
 
    Jared leaned down, his lips grazing her heated flesh. “I want you so much,” he murmured. “And I know you want me too, though you’re too afraid, or too ashamed to admit it at the moment, but your body, Sophie. Your body betrays you.” 
 
    She mewled, eyeing him as his face neared even closer. “I can’t want this.” 
 
    “Daddy,” he corrected her. 
 
    Sophie pulled in a shaky breath. “I can’t want this, Daddy.” She gulped, flinching at the word that caused her so much trouble. “I’m married. I’m a mother. This isn’t me.” 
 
    “Ah, but it is you, Sophie.” Jared pressed his mouth into hers, kissing her chastely. She tasted delicious, like sweet coffee, and he wanted to possess her there and then, but somehow, he drew away, drawing on whatever self-restraint he had left. 
 
    “This was you before the husband and the children, and this will always be you.” 
 
    She blinked at him wildly, her lashes wet as she appeared to take in his words. 
 
    “But, Daddy, I—” 
 
    Jared swooped then, the sound of his title at her lips without his command making him heady as his mouth crashed back to Sophie’s. This time her lips parted, and unthinkingly he claimed her, snaking his tongue into her wet, warm hole as he dreamed about what it would be like to fuck her, but it didn’t matter. Jared would know that pleasure soon enough, and right now, this connection was enough.  
 
    Right now, this connection was everything. 
 
    She gasped as he pulled away. Sophie looked to be on the verge of tears again. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” he breathed softly, brushing his lips at her jaw. “That was exquisite, little girl and you were perfect.” 
 
    Sophie panted, pursing her lips as she shook her head gently against the pillow. “Oh, God,” she whispered hoarsely. “What have I done?” 
 
    Jared smiled in what he hoped was a reassuring way. He knew without needing to ask what was on her mind and in some ways, he wanted to chuckle at the innocence of the concern. Here she was bound and helpless. Sophie had no idea what he had in store for her, yet Jared could sense she was worried about her husband—worried about what he would think. Worried about the judgment. “Stop fretting,” he insisted. “You can tell him I took it by force.” 
 
    Sophie swallowed at his assertion, but she didn’t counter him, and in the end, the prophecy could yet turn out to be true.  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Anton 
 
      
 
    Anton helped Daniel collect the remaining two bags from the back of the van, placing them inside the hallway of the house before they returned to the vehicle. While he was there Anton tidied the place up in preparation for the next stage of Jared’s plan. Shifting the long rug onto its side, he grabbed one end and Daniel took the other and slowly, they carried the thing inside. 
 
    “Is this going the way you thought?” asked Daniel as they rested the carpet on the floor and locked the front door. 
 
    Anton tilted his head at his friend. He’d known Daniel almost as long as he’d known Jared, but the man stood before him had always been harder to read.  
 
    “Pretty much,” he replied. “Why, are you having a crisis of conscience all of a sudden?” 
 
    “Nah,” Daniel folded his arms across his chest. “Jared is just a little more into her than I realized.” 
 
    Anton snorted. “You think? Why else would he go to all this trouble? He doesn’t just want a taste of Sophie; he wants to take her.” 
 
    Daniel arched an eyebrow at him. “Take her.” 
 
    Anton eyed the numerous family portraits hanging around the entrance way. Somehow, seeing the woman tied upstairs laughing and smiling with her husband and children made tension knot in his stomach. Anton wasn’t an idiot. He knew what they were doing was wrong, but he trusted in his friend’s words and believed Sophie wanted it, or at least, she would—eventually. 
 
    “Keep her,” Anton clarified. 
 
    Daniel’s brow rose in surprise. “I hadn’t realized,” he admitted with a shrug. “I thought this was only another dalliance.” 
 
    “Apparently not,” Anton answered, grabbing the handles of the large bag at his feet. Daniel inhaled. “So, we’d better get up there and enjoy some of the fun before he gets her where he wants her.” 
 
    Anton’s lips curled. The guy may be a doctor by profession, but he was just as mesmerized by the bondage as Anton, and he suspected, as aroused by the weirder shit as well. Perhaps it ran in the family—who knew? 
 
    Leaving the other large bag they’d brought along under the pretense of being workmen where he’d dropped it, Daniel stalked up the stairs, followed by Anton. The two men turned the corner at the landing, following the path around to the master bedroom. Anton could imagine what his friend had been up to in their absence, but as Daniel pushed the door open and they walked inside, Anton was surprised to find Jared sitting beside Sophie, gazing down at her in an almost loving way. He lifted his chin at their return. 
 
    “Been getting to know one another a little better, have we?” asked Daniel as he threw the bag to the floor. 
 
    Jared stroked her cheek as he met Daniel’s gaze. “Something like that.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    With the other two now back, Jared’s expression seemed to harden in front of her eyes. The man who’d spoken softly to her while they’d been gone had been almost caring, and Sophie was ashamed to admit that she’d actually enjoyed the way he’d kissed her. It was the opposite of how she had expected it to be. Jared hadn’t forced himself on her at all. Instead he’d been almost gentle, rousing Sophie until she’d wanted his lips on hers. Her eyes flickered closed at that realization. She had wanted the kiss all right, and the brief intimacy had left her breathless and guilty. She shouldn’t have invited his caress. She shouldn’t have stirred at the way he was making her call him Daddy. It was wrong—just like all of this was wrong—yet even now as she watched the interaction of the three men, Sophie was aware of the moisture pooling at her sex. 
 
    “Did you bring the stuff?” Jared demanded as he rose from the bed and stalked toward the one called Daniel. 
 
    Daniel huffed. “Everything you packed.” 
 
    Jared fell to his haunches and from her place on the bed, Sophie could just make out his attention falling south into what she assumed was the aforementioned bag. Her heart pounded at the thought of what might be in there. God only knew what they would have brought along. 
 
    “Here we are,” Jared mused aloud as he rose back to his full height. 
 
    Sophie’s gaze focused on the items hanging from his large fingers, her eyes widening as she recognized what she thought were nipple clamps. Not that Sophie had ever used clamps before. Christ, Jason would have had a fit at even the suggestion of such a thing, but she’d seen them online during her research, and she recalled a day when she and Carl—or Jared as he now was—had discussed them at some length. He had been keen on the concept, enthusing about how wonderful they made a woman’s breasts look, while Sophie, in her utter naivety, had revealed how much she wanted to try them but was too afraid of the hurt. 
 
    “Oh Christ!” 
 
    The words left her lips before Sophie could stop them, and Jared turned, fixing her with an ominous grin. 
 
    “Uh uh,” he admonished her in a playful tone as he stalked around the bed back toward her head. “That’s not how you speak to me, is it?” 
 
    Jared waved the nipple clamps over Sophie’s head, lowering them so her gaze could take in the look of them. The clamps themselves were small and black, and were connected together by a tiny metal chain. Her breath caught at the thought of how they would feel against her sensitive breasts. 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    There was that tone again. The one that seemed to make her pant on demand. 
 
    “No, Daddy.” 
 
    This time she replied without even thinking, and the fact surprised her. Was she really so easy to placate and humiliate? Apparently, the answer was yes. Just a few ropes and one lingering kiss and Sophie was happy to call him Daddy? Damn it, what was next? If Jared demanded he call her Master of the Universe, would she accommodate that request, too? 
 
    “Better.” Jared smiled. “Do you know what these are?” 
 
    He dangled the clamps over her face. 
 
    “Of course she does,” said Anton in an eager tone. “You just have to look at her expression to see that, mate. She knows exactly what they’re for.” 
 
    Sophie gulped. Fuck, was she truly so transparent as well? 
 
    In all the time she’d conceptualized this capture fantasy in her head, Sophie had never really considered how she would appear to her attacker, but compliant and easy likely wouldn’t have figured on her list. Sophie would have liked to think she’d have put up a fight, turning her head from his advances even if she couldn’t get away—doing her best to resist him—but just look at her! At that moment, she wondered if she wasn’t more disappointed with herself than afraid of Jared and the others. That was until Jared snatched the clamps into his palm and twisted his body to face her. 
 
    “You recall the conversation we had about these?” 
 
    Every ounce of his attention was on her now, those blue eyes burning into Sophie’s flesh. 
 
    She nodded, knowing already that she was going to have to use the ‘D’ word again. Somehow, it hadn’t seemed as terrible when it had only been the two of them in the room, and even a moment ago the word had escaped without too much injury to her pride, but now the mental block was back in place, and Sophie knew she was going to stumble over telling Jared what he needed to hear again. 
 
    “Yes,” she began, her gaze darting to Daniel, and then Anton before falling back over her brooding protagonist. “Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie cringed at the word, her toes curling in response to the fresh wave of embarrassment that consumed her. Jared leaned in, as though he could sense her discomfort. She’d wager the bastard probably could. 
 
    “Tell us what they are.” 
 
    She sighed. Christ, now he was going to make her articulate all of the instruments of torture he no doubt intended to use. “Nipple clamps?” 
 
    Sophie didn’t know why she phrased it as a question. She was certain every person in the room knew precisely what they were called and what they were for. Her buds hardened at the thought alone, the change capturing Jared’s attention at once. 
 
    “My, my,” he began with a smile. “It looks as though you’re eager to wear them right away, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze rose to meet Jared’s, her eyes no doubt conveying her trepidation at the prospect. 
 
    Jared leaned in closer to her bound frame. “Don’t worry,” he purred. They only sting for a while, and after that it’s just one glorious ache spreading throughout your body, goading you, Sophie, and pushing you higher.” 
 
    She bit her lip at his words. Jared made that sound far sexier than she’d have given him credit for, but then, why was she surprised? Hadn’t it been his words which had captured her—long before this peril, and long before she’d even laid eyes on the man? It shouldn’t be surprising that he had the ability to articulate her desire. Sophie had to remember, she’d told him so much about it already. 
 
    Sophie pulled in a shaky breath. She could barely believe what she was about to ask. “But what if it’s too much?” 
 
    Jared raised his brow at her. 
 
    “Daddy?” she blurted, doing her best to ignore the rush of heat to her face as her skin flamed with embarrassment. 
 
    He lifted his palm to her cheek, cupping her reddening flesh. “It won’t be,” he promised. “You’ll bear it for me, won’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    Jared paused, his gaze drilling into her. “Because that’s what Daddy wants you to do?” 
 
    Sophie wasn’t sure if it was the drug they’d given her, the fear and anxiety or her burgeoning sense of arousal, but at that moment, it was as though the man had walked into her home and hypnotized her. For some reason she wanted to obey him, to please him—to seek his approval. As though he could tell she was succumbing, Jared’s lips curled—even before Sophie had responded. 
 
    “I’ll try, Daddy,” she breathed, unable to break the eye contact Jared had initiated. 
 
    On the one hand, referring to him in such a paternal way was excruciating. Jared wasn’t her father, and the things he wanted to do to her were in no way reminiscent of the relationship she’d shared with her dad before he’d died. At least ninety per cent of her was disgusted and appalled at his demands to call him Daddy. But then there was that ten per cent—that troubling minority that seemed to hold such sway over Sophie these days—and that aspect of her was deeply aroused by the title. It was wrong and forbidden, and every time Sophie used it, the taboo nature of the address resonated to her core. There was no logical reason for it, but for some reason, it was really turning her on. 
 
    “There’s my good girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s mouth parted at his compliment, just as Jared’s hand fell lightly to her midriff. 
 
    “This is a pretty little bra,” he told her in an almost wistful tone. “It’s a shame we have to destroy it, but I promise to get something even better in the future. If you’re a good girl, of course.” 
 
    She panted at his words, straining against the ropes at her wrists for the first time in a while as her gaze fell back to her lingerie.  
 
    Jared glanced toward Anton, before turning to meet Daniel’s gaze. 
 
    “Shall I do the honors?” asked Daniel. “Since I’m here?” 
 
    “Thank you,” Jared replied. 
 
    There was silence as the blond dropped to one knee, searching in the bag for whatever it was Jared required. Sophie’s throat dried instinctively, her anxiety pinballing as he produced a large pair of black handled scissors. That couldn’t be a good sign, she reconciled as Daniel held them out for Jared. 
 
    That could not be good at all… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Sophie trembled as he eased his finger beneath her lingerie. He could actually feel her quake at his touch. Fortunately, there was no underwiring in the bra, pretty though it was. He’d half been expecting a battle with the thing, or that he’d need to chop the straps from the bodice and ease the thing down to her belly, but no—Jared couldn’t have asked for more cooperative underwear.  
 
    She began to pant again, eyeing the blades of the scissors intently as Jared stretched the blue silky fabric around them. With one snip the bra fell into pieces, but he sliced through the two straps at her shoulders for good measure, before casting the scissors to the bedside table. Holding his breath, Jared moved toward her quivering body. He could feel the weight of Daniel’s stare behind him and was well aware that Anton was watching from his left, each man mesmerized by the look of the powerless woman before them. And this was it—the moment he’d been fantasizing about for weeks, or at least one of them—the moment he got to bare Sophie. Easing back the lacy cups, he pulled the fabric away from her goosing flesh to reveal her large, round breasts. Even with her arms restrained, Sophie’s assets were ample, and Jared’s arousal skyrocketed as he began to massage the firm mounds. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    The shocked gasp escaped and Sophie bit her lip beautifully as he met her worried eyes. Or, maybe it wasn’t concern he saw in them, maybe it was the guilt she obviously felt about the fact she was enjoying it. How long had she waited for this moment, he wondered? For a man to assert his authority over her? For a man to come along and take what he wanted? She gulped, arching her back as his fingers grasped at her nipples. The buds were already hard, but he pinched them anyway, the deed making Sophie groan. 
 
    “Is that good, little girl?” Jared demanded. 
 
    In spite of everything, a fresh blush bloomed in the middle of her cheeks at the question. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her eyelids fluttering closed as he eased his fingers along the length of her hardening nipples. 
 
    There was no hesitation in her response now, and barely any trepidation in her tone. Little Sophie, it seemed was reveling in the attention, and Jared had to say he couldn’t blame her. 
 
    “She loves it.” Anton’s voice was full of awe as he stepped toward the bed. 
 
    “I told you,” Jared immediately confirmed. “I knew she would.” 
 
    And he had. Jared had chatted with Sophie extensively online, and he’d been amazed by the personal information she’d been prepared to give to a complete stranger. Evidently, Sophie had believed the internet would provide her with anonymity, so that even when she divulged her secrets, she would never have to meet the man she’d spilled them to—she’d never have to face the consequences. Jared smiled down at the bound woman writhing at his touch. Sophie had never bargained on meeting a man like him. A man who was prepared to do more than just listen. 
 
    “Time for these then.” 
 
    Jared reached down to the place the clamps had slipped beside Sophie’s body. He drew them up, intentionally dragging them across her flesh while he continued his assault of her left nipple. 
 
    “This I can’t wait to see,” piped up Daniel from behind him, and Jared glanced up to find Daniel looming next to him. 
 
    “You and me both,” he concurred, easing back the teeth of one clamp while his digits continued to work their magic at her teat. “Ready, Sophie?” 
 
    Her eyes were open then, her gaze first on the clamp and then back on his face. Sucking her lower lip between her white teeth, she shook her head. “I can’t,” she panted. “Please.” 
 
    Jared grinned, ignoring her pleas as he positioned the clamp over her sensitive bud. A moment later, he released the teeth and watched as the clamp gripped at her flesh cruelly.  
 
    “Oh, God!” Sophie winced, pulling against the ropes futilely. 
 
    “Daddy will do,” Jared answered playfully, his attention shifting to her other nipple.  
 
    Working it between his fingers, he lengthened the bud before attaching the second clamp. Sophie bit down on the pain this time, but it registered in her eyes, the expression there sending a bolt of electricity through Jared’s body. Christ, he wanted her. He wanted her so much, and not just to screw right here and right now, but tomorrow, next week and the week after that. Jared was completely captivated by the woman he’d come to know online, and now that he finally had her, he never wanted to let her go. 
 
    Moving away, he took a look at Sophie who now wore both the clamps on her wonderful breasts. 
 
    “Fucking amazing,” growled Daniel in an appreciative manner. “Her tits were made for those.” 
 
    “Right,” Jared agreed and glancing back into Sophie’s eyes, he addressed her directly. “How are they, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes widened at his query. It was as though she was having trouble processing all of the sensations at once and the idea of talking at the moment seemed impossible. “They hurt…”  
 
    Jared was surprised by the clipped tone of her voice. He’d assumed they’d reached an understanding, but apparently Jared had been mistaken. Reaching forward, he picked up the metal chain that now ran between her nipples and jerked it in his direction. 
 
    “Fuck!” she hissed. 
 
    His cock swelled at the pain in her voice, even though he hadn’t been pleased with Sophie’s choice of vocabulary. 
 
    “Daddy doesn’t like that kind of language from his little girl,” he admonished her in a low, gravelly tone. “And he didn’t like the way you spoke to him before then, either.” 
 
    Sophie’s chest rose and fell rapidly as she attempted to register both the pain and the complaints at the same time. “Sorry, Daddy,” she implored him. 
 
    Jared nodded. “You’re forgiven,” he replied. “This time. But don’t forget who can yank your chain, beautiful.” 
 
    She gritted her teeth, nodding at him. 
 
    “She’s perfect.” Daniel was grinning from ear to ear. “Let’s get this party started.” 
 
    Jared sighed. Of course, Daniel wanted to fast forward to the main event, but Jared sought the longer game. He’d waited weeks for this opportunity. Hours of planning and forethought had gone into each moment, and Jared wanted to relish all those small gestures. Each flicker of hurt in her eyes, each fidgety movement—they were all combining to make him harder than he’d ever known. 
 
    “Get the gag. There should be one in her drawer.”  
 
    His voice sounded raspier than he’d intended as he gave the order, and this time Jared didn’t even turn around to check who had responded. All of his focus was on Sophie, on her balling hands caught up in the ropes, on the curves of her breasts, and her long slender neck. 
 
    “Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s tone was urgent, but just the fact that she’d said the word proactively sent his mind reeling. Oh fuck. The way she said that was so good, Jared reasoned she could probably make him come there and then with enough practice. 
 
    “Please, don’t gag me as well.” Her eyes widened while she appealed to him. 
 
    “Why not, Sophie?” He hesitated, tracing an invisible line over her collarbone. “Didn’t we talk about gags?” 
 
    She sniffled. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “And,” he continued. “What did you tell me about them?” 
 
    “I-I didn’t mean it,” she stammered. 
 
    In one swift motion, Jared yanked at the metal chain again. Sophie lurched, calling out as her back lifted from the sheets in an attempt to alleviate the pain. 
 
    “Don’t lie to me, little girl.” Jared’s voice was foreboding now. “I promise you, you won’t like what happens next if you do. Now, tell me what you said about gags when we talked.” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a shaky breath. “I said that I liked them,” she admitted, her gaze flitting between all three of the men before settling on Jared again. 
 
    “Yes, you did,” he agreed. “And we both know that you meant it, too, didn’t you?” 
 
    She nodded her head. 
 
    Jared arched an eyebrow at her. “Words.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Sophie sounded desperate. 
 
    Already. 
 
    And they’d barely even begun. 
 
    “So much so that you bought a pair of your own, didn’t you, girl?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” She bit her lip again, blinking away the fresh tears at her admission. 
 
    “But Daddy preferred to use his own clamps,” Jared went on. “They have a nice bite, don’t they, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie whimpered in response. 
 
    “Found it.” 
 
    It was Daniel’s voice that broke the intensity between he and Sophie, and Jared glanced right to find his friend on his knees, taking apart the remaining contents of her bedside drawer. In his left hand, he lifted a red and black ball gag, holding it aloft. 
 
    Jared reached for the thing, examining it in his hand. It wouldn’t have been his choice, but that was okay. He had others for them to play with later, but for now, it was important that he use some of the items Sophie had bought for herself. It was a symbolic gesture—an implication of her consent—even if she didn’t know it yet. Sophie had these items. Sophie had bought them, so she couldn’t have been appalled by them, could she? At the very least, she was curious enough to have the thing shoved in the bottom of her drawer. 
 
    “When did you buy this one, Sophie?” Jared demanded. 
 
    He raised the ball between his fingers, permitting the leather straps to fall to either side of his hand. 
 
    “A little over a week ago, Daddy,” she admitted, though he could tell just how agonizing it was for her to concede. 
 
    Jared nodded. It sounded about right. He recalled the conversation they had shared about the purchase, yet as he assessed the item now two things were apparent. Firstly, the gag had been removed from its packaging, unlike the ropes which had still been in the plastic and cardboard wrapping they had presumably arrived in. That was interesting. Sophie was obviously curious enough to take the gag out when it arrived and look at it. Jared imagined her touching it and taking in the shape and size. The other thing that struck him was the state of the gag. As he ran his fingertips over the edge, he noticed there were a few uneven blemishes, and a closer inspection revealed teeth marks. Teeth marks on a gag could mean only one thing. Sophie had tried the thing. She’d shoved it in her mouth before and experienced what it was like for herself. 
 
    He closed his eyes as that thought resonated. Fuck. What he wouldn’t have given to have been a fly on the wall when she’d done that. It must have been delightful, but probably not as wonderful as it was going to be now when he got to shove it in for himself. 
 
    “How many times have you played with it since then?” 
 
    Sophie’s brow furrowed, but the furious blush at her cheeks more than gave her away. “I-I don’t know what you mean.” 
 
    Jared’s hand shifted in the direction of her nipple chain, but this time he didn’t even have to touch the thing. Sophie jerked at its approach, dissolving into a confession at the mere threat of another yank of the clamps. 
 
    “Okay, I admit it,” she yelped. “I did try it out. But only a couple of times, I swear it.” 
 
    Jared tutted, reinforcing his disappointment. “What did I tell you about lying?” 
 
    Sophie looked crushed. “I’m sorry,” she blurted out. “I didn’t want to say. I thought you’d be cross with me.” 
 
    Her frantic admission made him heady. Damn, he couldn’t wait to get inside the woman. 
 
    “Of course I wouldn’t be cross,” he advised. “A red-blooded woman like you has needs, Sophie. Needs that clearly haven’t been met until now. There’s nothing wrong with that, but what does bother me is the way you’re prepared to be so dishonest.” 
 
    She blanched, though he couldn’t be sure if it was provoked by fear or contrition. 
 
    “Daddy will be tanning your backside for that mistake later, beautiful,” he promised her, and as he gave the edict, he envisioned her hauled over his thighs. The mental image was nearly his undoing. 
 
    Taking a minute to compose himself, Jared’s attention returned to the gag in his fingers. “But in the meantime, let’s get this back where you like it, shall we?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Her internet research into bondage and submission had revealed many things. It had taught Sophie about the equipment and the expectation of those who played the forbidden games she’d yearned for, but it had explained nothing about the emotions she’d experience. Lying there, Sophie began to wish she could tone down some of those sensory experiences. She was giddy with the trepidation and the lust, and then there was the fear itself, because this was no consensual union, no matter what Jared implied. She may desire the deeds, but Sophie hadn’t agreed to any of this, and in the pit of her belly, an ominous feeling told her she was going to get more than she’d ever bargained for. 
 
    “Open.” 
 
    Jared dangled the ball gag she’d purchased above her head, his meaning more than clear. Sophie lifted her gaze to meet his steely expression. Should she bother begging him some more? Would there be any point, or did she exacerbate her own situation every moment she kept him waiting? With her heart hammering in her chest, Sophie realized the latter was more likely true, and slowly her lips parted. Jared shoved the ball between her teeth unceremoniously, shifting closer toward her as he pulled the straps at either side of her face. 
 
    “Lift your head, beautiful,” he instructed and to her astonishment, Sophie actually did as he asked and raised herself from the pillow as much as she could.  
 
    He was on Sophie in a heartbeat, securing the buckle behind her head. What was she doing? Why was she assisting him in the act of degradation? Sophie clenched her eyes closed as the questions whirred around her mind, the scent of his earthy aftershave washing over her as she panted. Yes, she had no other choice. She was already bound and helpless—Jared was going to take whatever he wanted regardless, but it was more than just that and Sophie knew it. She lifted her head because she wanted the gag. Even though she was rightly anxious. Even though the thought of not being able to speak terrified her. She wanted it. Yes, she’d tried it out on herself, but it wasn’t the same. Sophie wanted to know what it felt like to be completely powerless, and that included the gag. She wanted the supplication—the humiliation—and of course, she’d divulged all of those things to Jared in their many exchanges. 
 
    “Rest now.” 
 
    Jared’s hand urged her back against the pillow once the gag was in place and Sophie tried to adjust to the sensation of the plastic in her mouth. The packaging had insisted the ball was the smallest on the market, and it had holes in it so she could easily get enough air, but as she lay there, exploring the thing with her tongue, the ball seemed absolutely colossal. 
 
    “Fuck, she looks amazing.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted to Daniel, who had made the comment and his eyes were hungry for her. Her sex clenched reflexively at that look. It wasn’t so much that she wanted him, but a response to his obvious lust. It had been so long since anyone had lusted after her. Jason was always too busy, or too tired to pay her any attention these days, and since the children had arrived Sophie had started to feel more like a mother than a desirable woman. She scanned the room, absorbing the look of longing etched into all three men’s faces. They all wore expressions that a part of her had assumed she would never see again, and despite her underlying terror, there was a part of her that loved what she saw. 
 
    “I’ve gotta admit,” Anton said, leaning over the bed in Sophie’s direction. “I’ve never been one for gags, but she does look great wearing it.” 
 
    Jared smiled, his expression almost proud. “Yes, she does,” he concurred, and reaching forward, his fingertips traced a gentle line over the strap that held the gag in place. He shifted, ensuring he was in Sophie’s line of sight before he spoke again. “And now the real fun can begin.” 
 
    She pulled against the ropes at her wrists, an instinctive response to the look in his gaze. Jared looked so serious all of a sudden, so hard and unyielding, and any semblance of the man who’d claimed her mouth seemed to have evaporated. A spike of terror shot through her. What had she done, helping the guy to gag her? What had she been thinking? 
 
    “Please no!” Sophie yelled, or at least, she tried to yell, but in reality, the words were impossible to articulate with the plastic ball trapped between her teeth. 
 
    Jared arched a brow at her. “You’re not so easy to understand now, little girl,” he admitted, “but none of those noises sounded like Daddy.” 
 
    She breathed, knowing already what was coming next and yet completely helpless and unable to resist Jared’s hand as it inched toward the chain which connected the two clamps attached to her nipples. Jared picked it up, yanking at it and the wave of hurt landed at once. Sophie squeezed her eyes closed as she tried to absorb it, but hell—this was a pain she’d never known before—an excruciating sting that developed into a low, rhythmic throb when the clamps were left alone. 
 
    “Sorry,” she was trying to gasp around gag. “Sorry, Daddy.” 
 
    “Open your eyes.” 
 
    Slowly, Sophie blinked open her gaze to find his face right over hers. Jared must have climbed right onto the bed with her, but in her bubble of pain, Sophie hadn’t even felt the mattress moving under her. 
 
    “You’re going to experience pain every time you forget how to address me, Sophie. Nod if you understand.” 
 
    Sophie understood all right and frantically, she attempted to pull hot ribbons of air in through her nose as she confirmed her comprehension with the gesture he demanded. 
 
    “But this isn’t all going to be about pain, Sophie.” Jared’s voice had altered somehow, shifting into some type of alluring purr, or maybe it wasn’t him at all. Maybe it was only her perception that had changed. Her mind was so full of sensory responses now, Sophie just couldn’t be certain anymore. 
 
    “I don’t want it to all be about pain for you.” 
 
    Her eyes widened as he gazed down at her knowingly, and there it was—the lust she’d seen in his blue eyes before—but this time it was more intense, the look more carnal than any she’d ever seen before. 
 
    “You know I want you.” Jared cocked his head at the statement. “I don’t think I’ve made a secret of the fact.” 
 
    Sophie batted her lashes at him. What the hell was she supposed to say to that? Yes, she had a good idea of what his intentions were. The guy wanted sex—she guessed they all did. Why else would they have drugged her and bound her to the bed? Why else would she be stripped? 
 
    Because you want those things. She blinked at the small, nagging voice in her head. That’s why he’s here, that’s why you’re restrained with the ropes you bought, Soph, because you want it. You contacted him, remember? You told him what turns you on. It was all you… 
 
    “No,” she groaned into the gag, wanting to push the snide little voice away.  
 
    “What was that?” Jared snapped, his fingers rising not to the chain this time, but to her right breast. He trailed an invisible line around the mound. 
 
    She eyed him wildly. Oh God, he was going to hurt her again, but what could she do—she could hardly reply to the affirmative? She couldn’t let him know there was any part of her that wanted this. 
 
    “No, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s finger paused. “You don’t know how much I want you?” 
 
    “Maybe you need to get your cock out and show her how much,” drawled Daniel in a sardonic tone. 
 
    Sophie panted at that suggestion, the clamps rising and falling with her every breath. 
 
    “Maybe I do,” Jared replied with a chuckle. “But there’ll be time for that later.” 
 
    She shook her head, wanting to ensure he knew precisely what her thoughts were on that subject—to make sure they all knew. 
 
    “No?” he queried with a wry smile. “You don’t want me to fuck you, Sophie?” 
 
    He was right there with her again, his face only a matter of inches from hers and once more she could feel exactly how much Jared wanted the things he spoke about.  
 
    Lust burned through her body.  
 
    She hadn’t asked for this—not really. Sophie could never have asked for this, yet now that she was pinioned under his weight and restrained beneath the man, she was as hot and wet as she’d been for years. Every time his bodyweight shifted and nudged her chest, a burst of pain and heat erupted from the clamps and she wanted to groan, yet now that pain was morphing into something more erotic. It still hurt like hell, but each new injury spoke directly to her clitoris somehow. The ignominy of being made to wear them, of having no choice but to be exposed to Jared, and to them all, it was so damn hot, and Sophie didn’t have to feel between her legs to know how aroused she was. She also knew that Jared could check beneath her panties and find out for himself any time he liked. 
 
    “No, Daddy,” she made herself say as best she could around the gag. 
 
    Jared chuckled, his lips pressing into her collarbone as he made his way toward her throbbing breasts. She moaned each time his shirt jolted the clamps, flustering as she struggled to process the myriad of emotions she was feeling. 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    He rose back into her line of sight, that eyebrow arching at her again and Christ, the guy looked so good. More like a male model than a psycho who’d break into her house and assault her. Sophie nodded her head. She couldn’t let him know the truth.  
 
    She couldn’t admit it. 
 
    “Then we’ll have it your way, Sophie.” 
 
    Climbing down her body, Jared lifted his face and she met his gaze. His eyes danced excitedly. “I won’t fuck you until you want it.” 
 
    Relief emanated from her pores, and yet she had to confess, the sensation was laced with some disappointment. Somehow, Sophie missed the heat of his body. It had been intense and dare she say it, intimate, and now as he stalked away from her, she was strangely bereft. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Gagged and clamped, Sophie was utterly mind-blowing, and Jared knew it wasn’t going to take much to tip him over the edge. Based on the expressions on his friends’ faces, he guessed the same was true for Daniel and Anton, as well. Still, he wasn’t surprised at Sophie’s responses. She was a middle-aged housewife, after all, and no matter how good she looked, she’d likely been downtrodden and unappreciated for years. This level of male attention was entirely new to her, and he’d been an idiot to think he could just tie her up and seek her consent. That obviously wasn’t Sophie. She was someone’s wife, and no matter how little the prick deserved her, she’d promised to be faithful to him. It was going to take a little more than rope and a few whispered words for that to change, and even though the thought gnarled at Jared, he supposed he could begrudgingly understand it. 
 
    If he wanted to have her—and he absolutely did—then it seemed to Jared that he only had two choices. He could take her by force—that wouldn’t be so difficult in the circumstances—but he’d never much understood the appeal of the act. Why force a woman to submit when it was so much more satisfying to watch her yield by choice? Jared grinned as that thought process led him straight into his second choice: making Sophie want him. Rifling through the bag Anton had brought in, he found the thing that was going to help him with this endeavor, and his friend chuckled darkly as he held his choice aloft. 
 
    “Perfect,” Daniel agreed, his hands landing on his hips as he assessed the wand in Jared’s hand, and Jared had to agree.  
 
    It was perfect. 
 
    Nothing could reduce a woman, who was so clearly already on the edge of dizzying desire to a pool of need better than this type of wand. It was powerful, it could provoke pleasure from even the most aloof of pussies, and glancing down at the growing wet patch on Sophie’s blue panties, he didn’t think her sex seemed so unapproachable. 
 
    Anton and Daniel were not the only ones who had clocked the wand. Sophie’s bewildered gaze was on it, too, and based on her wary expression, Jared thought she’d likely never seen one before. 
 
    “It won’t hurt you,” he assured Sophie as he walked back around the bed to his original place. 
 
    Well, it might, he mused thoughtfully, but only with ecstasy… 
 
    Sophie’s eyes were full of questions, but of course, the plastic in her mouth made all of those queries impossible. Jared ran his tongue over his teeth as he contemplated her quandary. The poor woman had never experienced any of this before; she must be full of the most wondrous conflicting sentiment about her predicament. 
 
    “It’s only to give you pleasure, Sophie.” 
 
    Jared sat down on the bed beside her, raising the wand so Sophie could take in the look of the whole thing. At about ten inches in length it was a solid structure, but was designed for the sweetest torment. 
 
    “Have you ever used a vibrator when you masturbated, little girl?” he demanded in a lower tone that insisted upon her honesty. And frankly, they all already knew the truth. They’d been through all of Sophie’s secret places while she slept off Daniel’s cocktail earlier. 
 
    Sophie’s gaze widened for a fraction of a second, before her gaze fell to her clamped chest as she nodded. 
 
    “Words,” he reminded her. “Or those clamps are going to be biting again soon.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s cock throbbed impatiently at her attempted response. “Good. Well, this is just like that, only a little larger.” 
 
    She tipped her head back to assess the wand again, her expression registering understanding about what Jared had in mind for the first time. 
 
    “The way I look at it is this, Sophie. Since your gag is making your consent pretty difficult to ascertain, we’re going to look for some overt physical signs of consent instead.” 
 
    Her brow furrowed with concern and he chuckled at her intuition.  
 
    “You say you don’t want me to fuck you, and I respect that.” Jared’s fingers caressed the edge of her hip as he continued. “Right now, I have no reason to believe you’re interested in me, save for your dilating pupils and hardening nipples. Hell, I’m not even taking into account that moist little pussy you’re hiding under those blue panties.” 
 
    Sophie panted at his words, a delightful blush creeping up her face again. 
 
    “I’d need something irrefutable to know you wanted me for sure, wouldn’t I?” he wondered out loud. “Something that showed all of us just how horny you were—just how desperate you were.” 
 
    She bit down at the plastic shoved between her lips. 
 
    “Something like an orgasm?” It was Anton’s suggestion that broke the intensity of Sophie’s gaze, but it darted back to Jared almost immediately. 
 
    “Right,” he replied with a grin. “A beautiful orgasm forced from this wonderful body would work very nicely.” 
 
    The hand at her hip slid across her midriff to the waistband of her panties and he swore Sophie held her breath as he ducked just inside the fabric. 
 
    “But you wouldn’t orgasm for me, would you Sophie?” 
 
    His attention was back on her at that moment, his question hanging between them. “You wouldn’t come for a man you didn’t want to fuck you?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes flickered closed as the weight of his errant plan presumably fell over her. 
 
    Jared placed the wand down on the covers beside her hip before he reached up her body, cupping the full weight of her breasts in his hands. Her eyes flew open, her lips wider than even the plastic ball as he massaged the mounds roughly. 
 
    “Would you, little girl?” 
 
    Jared had her there and he knew it. Sophie’s eyes were wild with both the passion and the pain of the possibilities his promises offered, and she didn’t have a bloody clue how to respond. In the end, she did what he supposed was the only thing she could do. She threw herself at his mercy with the horniest little gagged pleas he’d ever heard. And Jared had heard a few. 
 
    “Please,” she begged, though many of the consonants were indecipherable. “Please, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared smiled down at her, releasing her tits from his grasp. “It’s okay, little girl,” he said in a soothing tone. “You don’t have to decide now. I’ll leave it all up to you. The guys and I are going to give you all the attention you’ve needed and all the pleasure you’ve been missing for all these years.” 
 
    Sophie groaned at his words, as though the information was simply too much to absorb. Ignoring her reaction, Jared went on. 
 
    “And all you have to do is lie there and decide—do you want to succumb to the will of that pleasure, Sophie—to my will—or do you want to resist?” 
 
    The atmosphere in the room was shifting and Jared wondered if the other two men could sense it. He was sure Sophie could, her every fiber was focused on him at that moment. Just the way he wanted her to be. 
 
    “If you resist, then I will accept your decision. I’ll release you and we’ll be gone.” Jared edged closer toward her face, his gaze drilling into her flushed face. “You’ll never hear from me again.” 
 
    Sophie blinked at him, her head turning slightly to meet his gaze. If he didn’t know better, those fabulous eyes were enticing him—imploring him—to go on. To give her the rest of her options. 
 
    “But,” he hesitated, allowing his lips to curl. “If you give in to the pleasure and give yourself to me, then I will take that as your consent, Sophie. Better than that actually. It will be your body saying yes.” 
 
    She pulled in a deep breath around the gag, but for the first time in a while she didn’t seem frantic. An odd calm had fallen over his bound little captive. 
 
    “In your mind, you have succumbed to me already, Sophie.” Jared’s voice was softer now, more sensual. “We both know that, little girl.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    There was no hesitation this time, only the exquisite sound of those blurred consonants once more. 
 
    “This is your chance to make it real. To make this real. Surrender to the pleasure now and it means you consent, little girl. It means you need Daddy in your life full-time.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie’s mind was blank, save for the sound of Jared’s voice. It was the most bizarre experience. She knew she was still in trouble, still tied to the bed, still at the mercy of the mad men who had stripped and drugged her. On some level, she acknowledged that—she must have done—but those things were muted now, numbed out by the gravity of the look in Jared’s eyes and the things he was telling her. 
 
    “In your mind, you have succumbed to me already, Sophie.” His voice was like an unyielding purr, soft enough to reassure her, yet hard enough to demand her acquiescence. “We both know that, little girl.” 
 
    She blinked up at him, her eyes surveying his mouth and willing him to kiss her again. That’s what Sophie wanted—now that all the fear and the guilt and the responsibility had been taken away from her—that’s what she needed. To feel the weight of his lips again. To be possessed by Jared. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She spoke around the gag as best she could, no longer caring how humiliating the sounds were. Those excruciating noises only goaded her desire more, each indecipherable syllable making her clit throb with fresh intensity. Sophie had never realized how much she longed to be denigrated this way before, or maybe that wasn’t true. Maybe she had realized it, yet it was another craving she’d learned to suppress, under the weight of the school run and the mortgage. 
 
    “This is your chance to make it real.” Jared sounded so genuine as he continued. “To make this real. Surrender to the pleasure now and it means you consent, little girl. It means you need Daddy in your life full-time.” 
 
    Oh God. That sounded better. So much better than it should, and if Sophie could have bit her lip, she would have done so. She shouldn’t want any of this, and she sure as hell shouldn’t want a man as duplicitous as Jared bringing her pleasure. 
 
    “Do you understand?” Jared tilted his head at her, and for one fleeting moment, it seemed as though he could read her mind and the intensity of all those emotions she was juggling. 
 
    Sophie shook her head and he laughed gently. 
 
    “It’s easy, Sophie,” he replied, collecting the massive looking vibrator from her side and clutching it in his giant palm. “You’re going to lie there and be pleasured, and if you want us to leave you alone, all you have to do is ignore that pleasure.” 
 
    Jared flicked a switch on the end of the huge vibrator and a low thrum filled the air around them. “If you choose the pleasure though, then you consent to me and all the fucked up, sordid things I want to do to you. Alternatively, you can choose me and get the pleasure anyway?” 
 
    Jared winked at her, laughing at his own joviality as he shifted on the bed and lowered the bulbous head of the vibrator down toward her sex. As it pressed against the damp fabric of her crotch, the effect was immediate. The warm, pulsing throb caused her knees to splay wider, regardless of the ropes at her ankles and instinctively her hips rolled forward. Sophie’s body was so tightly wound with arousal after the pain of the clamps and the frustrated humiliation of the gag that even the gentle stimulation Jared offered was astonishing. 
 
    “You like that, huh?” Jared’s voice taunted her, and somehow Sophie forced her mind from the looming pleasure and back to her tormentor. 
 
    Because that’s what he was, and she had to remember that. He was the man who had tricked her, sedated her and done things he had no right to do. 
 
    Remember that, she told herself as Jared shifted the head of the vibrating plastic even closer toward her clit. Remember who he is. What this means…  
 
    Remember. 
 
    Jared added just a little pressure, lowering the angle of the plastic so it briefly contacted with the throbbing center of her world. 
 
    Oh fuck! 
 
    Sophie’s eyes squeezed shut, her outstretched hands balling into fists. 
 
    How could she remember anything when that felt as good as it did? Hell, she’d be lucky to recall her own name by the end of this! Jared wasn’t fighting fairly—surely this wasn’t a just way for Sophie to decide anything? No woman could resist the allure of the pulsing plastic, especially when she was so wonderfully restrained and demeaned at the same time. The sensations were too much. Too consuming. It was going to take every ounce of her willpower to resist the burgeoning hedonism—to stand against the rising tsunami. 
 
    And even then, Sophie didn’t know if she would ultimately drown. 
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    Jared 
 
      
 
    He eased the wand from between her legs, watching as Sophie’s facial expression relaxed. 
 
    “Do you like my wand, little girl?”  
 
    Jared kept using the term for her, and every time he did, he swore his erection hardened a little—if that were possible. Jared was so fucking horny, that even sitting was becoming uncomfortable. 
 
    Sophie lifted her head, panting as she eyed the plastic. Jared swept two fingers idly across the wet fabric stretched between her legs. She was absolutely soaking, and his game had barely even started. 
 
    “Mmmm oooo uch, Raddee.” 
 
    He smiled at her desperate attempt at words, yet it did sound as though she’d tried to address him properly, so Jared took pity on her. Switching off the wand, he edged up the bed and tugged gently at the strap holding her gag in place. He hadn’t buckled the thing tightly, so there was enough slack in the leather for the ball to ease gently out of her mouth. 
 
    “What was that?” he asked mockingly. 
 
    Sophie flexed her jaw. “It’s too much,” she panted. “Daddy.” 
 
    Jared smirked. He certainly hoped so. 
 
    “Come on now,” he answered. “We’ve barely even started.” 
 
    “Please, no.” Her plea was frantic and the reason was obvious. 
 
    Sophie had worked it out. Having tasted just a few moments of the wand, she realized she had no chance. No chance of surviving the test and even less chance of succeeding in thwarting him. Jared was going to have what he wanted, and there was nothing little Sophie could do to resist him—not that he believed she wanted to anyway. Sophie was desperate for his attention. Every message she’d penned and her every animalistic response today had confirmed that point for him, but she’d been indoctrinated into thinking her needs and primal responses were wrong. Not important. Not worthy of her time. That’s what he had to contend with—years of inaccurate socialization—but that was okay. He’d have time.  
 
    Soon, they’d have all the time in the world. 
 
    “Don’t argue,” he warned her with a knowing smile. “I’m sure you’d prefer the pleasure to the punishment, but I can switch if you like?” 
 
    She shook her head violently. “No. I’m sorry, Daddy.” 
 
    He chuckled as he nodded. “I thought so.” 
 
    “Anton, can you help me with this?” Jared picked up the wand and passed it to his friend. “Gently at first. We have to help Sophie with her willpower.” 
 
    Anton laughed as he took the plastic handle from Jared. “Will do,” he assured him with a wicked smile. “It’ll be my pleasure.” 
 
    Jared grinned. “Not too much pleasure, mind,” he told him. “Ladies first.” 
 
    “And what about me?” Daniel’s stirring tone interrupted the friendly banter. 
 
    Jared glanced in his direction. “How about you play with those gorgeous tits?” 
 
    Daniel smiled at the suggestion as he towered over Sophie, evidently in agreement with his friend. “And the clamps?” 
 
    “Your choice,” Jared said, then rose and stalked to the other side of the bed. He watched while Daniel caressed Sophie’s left breast. She trembled at his touch, her gaze desperately flitting back to Jared, now on the other side of her head. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Jared soothed, sitting down next to her bound arm. “The boys are just going to help. I’ll be here orchestrating things.” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip. Evidently, she was completely conflicted, but it was satisfying to see the way she looked to him for reassurance. Satisfying and a little worrying. Wasn’t he the man who had contrived this whole thing? The one who was going to fuck her. The one who wasn’t going to let her go? 
 
    He grinned. Yes, he was, but his little one hadn’t worked out the full depth of her plight yet. Right now, she probably thought this would be a few hours of perverted fun and then she’d make her children dinner. Jared suppressed the amusement that thought elicited. There would be no more mundane for Sophie Bannister at all.  
 
    In fact, there would be no more Sophie Bannister. 
 
    Once Jared had his way, there would only be his little girl, a woman bound to serve her domineering Daddy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Her mouth was finally free, and while it was good to be able to talk again, the liberation did nothing to quell the tension rising in Sophie. As if the vibrator hadn’t been intense enough in Jared’s hands, now he had passed it over to Anton and had seemingly given permission for the other one, Daniel, to play with her breasts. Sophie glanced down at her chest, and at the black clamps which still gripped her nipples. The ache was becoming intense and she wanted the things gone, but she didn’t think she wanted Daniel to be the one to touch her. Whatever was going on here, Sophie seemed to have developed a bizarre type of rapport with Jared. Even though it was wrong, she wanted his touch. But she didn’t desire Daniel’s. 
 
    Jared shifted on the bed to her right, his hand stroking the underside of her chin as he turned to Anton. 
 
    “Go ahead,” he instructed. “Flick it onto low.” 
 
    Anton grinned and seconds later, that low thrum filled the air again. Sophie’s body knew what that noise meant now, and she braced as the plastic loomed, groaning when Anton brought it down over her eager little clit. The thing had a bloody life of its own now, and it was like it was goading her to just to give in.  
 
    Give in and take the pleasure.  
 
    Give in and revel in it.  
 
    This was what she’d wanted for such a long time, after all. Why resist?  
 
    Why fight at all? 
 
    Sophie gritted her teeth. 
 
    “Relax,” Jared murmured. “Feel how good it is to be powerless, bound and clamped and entirely at our mercy.” 
 
    Her lips parted as that pulsing sensation nudged toward her clit. Oh God, it was so good… 
 
    “Isn’t it good, little girl?” 
 
    She turned her head toward Jared’s voice, trying to ignore the touch of Daniel’s hands at her breasts. So far, he hadn’t neared the clamps, but it was only a matter of time before the pain came again, and she didn’t know if she could cope with it. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she replied, fighting for breath as the juxtaposing gratification of the vibrator crashed into the looming fear of what Daniel would do next. 
 
    Somehow, she still couldn’t believe that she was partaking in any of this. She was calling this man—this virtual stranger—Daddy and even more worryingly, she may actually be enjoying it, too. There was something so naughty and illicit about the name, and she could tell how much Jared was relishing the experience. His eager expression and raging hard on had been more than a clue about his feelings. She admitted to having been terrified when she’d first felt his erection straining against her hip, but now she was so horny, the thought of it didn’t concern her half as much as it should. 
 
    Jared could have forced himself on her by now if he’d wanted to. He could have done anything. Sophie had been bound this way for what felt like hours, completely incapable of stopping him from taking what he wanted, and yet Jared hadn’t done anything to hurt her. Well, apart from the God-awful clamps, and in truth, even they had started to turn Sophie on. 
 
    Daniel shifted over her chest, and she turned at the movement to catch his eyes. 
 
    “This is gonna sting, sweetheart,” he told her in a menacing tone. 
 
    Sophie gasped, instinctively searching for Jared, who offered her a reassuring smile as he leaned closer.  
 
    “It will hurt when they first come off,” he explained. “But I’m sure Daniel can do something to help alleviate that pain. Can’t you?” 
 
    Jared addressed Daniel directly then, and Sophie watched the exchange between them from her place on the bed. 
 
    “I’ll do my best,” Daniel answered with a nod. “Brace yourself, Sophie.” 
 
    And that was all the warning she got. Daniel reached for her left nipple, releasing the clamp before dropping it between Sophie’s cleavage. The agony was instantaneous, her nipple screaming as the implement was removed and the blood rushed back into its delicate tissue. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Sophie cried, biting down on her lower lip to stop herself from swearing. 
 
    “Oh, God, that hurts so much.” 
 
    “I know, Sophie.” Jared’s voice washed over her. “Concentrate on that wand. Focus on it.” 
 
    She panted, her mind shifting its attention back to the delicious thrum between her legs and at that moment, Daniel took her nipple in his mouth, suckling on it gently as though his lips were reviving the hurt area. 
 
    “Oh!” Sophie gasped again, but this time the sensation was a good one. 
 
    The heat of Daniel’s mouth, coupled with the insistent pulse of the wand was more than a distraction, and soon the injury of the clamp was a distant memory. 
 
    “Better?” Jared’s amused tone cut through the burgeoning pleasure and she glanced across at him. 
 
    There was that arched eyebrow again, the one that had sent desire spiraling through Sophie right from the first moment he’d stood on her doorstep. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, feeling her back arch under the pressure of Daniel’s suction. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Jared neared, smiling as his lips lowered to graze her nape. 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    This was too much. Now all three of them were focused on Sophie. Anton controlling the pace and direction of the stimulation between her thighs, Daniel at her chest and Jared nuzzling her neck. Sophie had always loved to have her neck and shoulders kissed—another fact she had inadvertently revealed to Carl over the weeks. She was so consumed in the hedonism of all the acts that she never noticed Daniel’s hand roaming to her other breast. Sophie barely even registered the fact he’d released her left nipple from his mouth, such was the power of Jared’s kisses and the goading intensity of the wand, but she sure as hell registered the moment when Daniel released the other clamp. 
 
    “Owww!” she cried out, lurching forward as far as the ropes at her wrists would allow. 
 
    Jared smiled down at her. “Allow me,” he purred, and she watched, spellbound as his mouth descended on her smarting breast and began to suck the hurt away. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Sophie panted. 
 
    She hadn’t meant to swear, but frankly, there was no hope for it. How could she possibly reconcile such extreme emotions? One moment there was so much pleasure, and then there was pain. And now, the waves of taunting carnality washed over her again, teasing her, and tempting her to ride them right to their wonderful, inevitable conclusion. 
 
    And Sophie wanted to ride them. 
 
    God, how she wanted to ride them all the way to heaven, but in the back of her mind, she remembered the truth. This wasn’t heaven. This was Jared’s game.  
 
    A game she could never hope to win. 
 
    A game she was bound to lose. 
 
    The lust of one determined man. 
 
    Sophie lifted her head again, straining her neck to try and see what was transpiring. Her body was alive with sensation. Jared’s mouth at her right breast, the relentless rhythm at her clitoris, and Daniel’s fingers which were tugging and pinching at her sensitized left nipple. 
 
    “You are fucking delicious,” Jared growled as he rose from her chest. 
 
    “Please,” Sophie panted, no longer certain what it was she was even asking for. 
 
    Did she desire the growing intensity to stop? Could she cope if it did? 
 
    Jared smirked down at her. Evidently, he knew he had her just where he wanted her, and it was as infuriating as it was true. Sophie was his at this moment—caught entirely in his trap—restrained by the sensual torment every bit as much as the bondage. 
 
    “Are you close, baby?” he asked in a virtual snarl. 
 
    Sophie eyed him, her gaze flitting to Daniel to find his cock bared as he crouched beside the bed. She watched for a moment, horrified as he fisted the length of his shaft over and over. Oh God, he was pleasuring himself at her helplessness and Sophie didn’t even know how she felt about it. 
 
    She gulped, trying to swallow down all the rushing feelings and compose herself. 
 
    This wasn’t happening.  
 
    She wasn’t going to give in to these sensations. It didn’t matter how good the wand was, or how hot this all had become—it was wrong. She needed to stop thinking about the imminent pleasure and remember her kids, Jason—all the people who loved her, and— 
 
    Without warning, the speed of the vibrator edged up, and the pulsing pace at her clit banished every other thought. All there was now was that sublime intensity and Jared’s smirking face. Arousal gushed from Sophie, spreading down between her outstretched ass cheeks, giving her away, and she hadn’t even climaxed yet. 
 
    “Sophie?’ 
 
    Jared’s tone sounded unimpressed, and some part of Sophie was alarmed at its resonance, but it wasn’t enough to mute out the increasing pleasure. Sophie’s orgasm was coming, and it was going to be sooner rather than later. At this point, she wasn’t even sure she’d be able to breathe through it, let alone avoid it altogether.  
 
    “Daddy!” The word rushed from her lips. “I can’t… I can’t…” 
 
    His fingers traced a line around her dry lips. “Yes, you can. Breathe. You’re going to breathe and listen to your body. This is going to be the most intense high of your entire life, Sophie.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    She closed her eyes, blocking out the mental image of Jared and Daniel and thinking only of the decadence of this moment. It was wicked. Sinful. All wrong, and yet every second of it felt so right. The bondage, the helplessness and the degradation. It was exactly what Sophie wanted—what she’d craved for so long. 
 
    The feeling of the plastic ball at her mouth drew Sophie’s eyes open again and she found Jared’s fingers maneuvering the thing back into place. 
 
    “Let it in,” he instructed. “I want you gagged and bound when you come for me.” 
 
    Sophie couldn’t even think to protest, and as her mouth opened, Jared eased the ball into position, fiddling with the leather straps at either side of her head. 
 
    Her humiliation was complete then. 
 
    Restrained and gagged with the items she’d bought herself, these men were about to bring her crashing to the most incredible climax of her life, and Sophie was powerless to stop them. Not only could she not move to prevent her fate, but she had little inclination to even try. Jared’s earlier warning was far from her mind as her ankles pressed down against the bed and her hips rose greedily to meet the vibrations. 
 
    She wanted this. She needed this orgasm like the desert needed rain. Sophie was that parched land, desperate for the replenishment only the looming pleasure could provide, and as the first wave of it ripped through her body, she was finally free. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Watching Sophie come apart was easily the most erotic moment of Jared’s life. It was like every blue movie he’d watched as a teenager, only amplified a thousand times, coupled with all the bliss and sensation he’d experienced ever since, and it all boiled down to this. 
 
    This moment. 
 
    This one moment with Sophie, and all of the incredible ones he knew he was going to carve out with her from now on. 
 
    She cried out into the plastic ball as the climax hit her, and based on her body’s responses it looked like a powerful one. 
 
    He turned to Anton, reaching for the wand. 
 
    “Give it to me,” he ordered in a raspy tone. “I want to finish her off.” 
 
    Sophie’s body jerked against the wand’s head as he took control. Her eyes were still closed, her body acting purely on animal instinct as she rode the next round of the high for him. Anton opened the fly of his pants to reveal his own swollen need. 
 
    “I’ve gotta come, too,” he announced, stalking to the other side of Sophie’s body to fist his excited cock over her stomach. 
 
    Jared grinned, eyeing Daniel about to shoot his load over her left tit. Let the boys have their fun. Why shouldn’t they? They’d been instrumental in making this dream a reality for he and Sophie, and Jared knew he was going to get his pleasure soon enough. 
 
    The room was filled with breathy pants while Daniel and Anton came over Sophie’s milky skin. Her eyes flickered open at the sensation, but there wasn’t even a groan of complaint. A beautiful flushed rose color painted her cheeks and her body softened in that way women always did after a climax—when they were waiting to be fucked by something hard. 
 
    Jared lifted the wand from her sex, holding it up and assessing her excitement at its head. He brought the thing to his nose, breathing in the scent of Sophie and his already engorged cock hardened yet further. She smelled amazing, and soon—once he’d taken what was his—he was going to eat that pussy for himself and find out, but not now. 
 
    Now was about giving her what he’d promised her from the beginning. 
 
    Now was about acknowledging Sophie’s consent. 
 
    He flicked off the wand, dropping it into the bag behind him as Anton and Daniel grabbed tissues from a nearby box and cleared up their deposits. 
 
    “We need some private time, gents,” Jared told them without making eye contact with either. 
 
    Daniel laughed mockingly. “Your usual five minutes, Jared?” 
 
    Jared shook his head at his irritating friend. “Fuck you,” he replied. “Take the bags with you on your way out.” 
 
    Daniel grinned, nudging past Jared as he strode to collect the items. Within a moment, the two of them had departed, the door to the bedroom door slamming shut in their wake. 
 
    Jared’s gaze fell over Sophie, still bound and now completely supplicant to his desire. She eyed him, her gaze part terrified and part satiated. Quickly, Jared released the ropes from her ankles, caressing the chafed flesh as he climbed between her legs. The binds had served their purpose at her feet, but he wanted her completely open and exposed to him when he took her for the first time. Reaching for the abandoned scissors, Jared’s fingers grazed a line over Sophie’s hip bone. The fabric of her blue panties was utterly drenched, and he wanted them gone. Naturally, he could have slid the underwear from her body earlier when he’d removed her pants, but what would have been the fun in that? Jared intended to send a message to his little girl, and that meant cutting the panties from her hot little pussy. She wouldn’t be needing them from now on anyway. Sophie wouldn’t need panties at all. 
 
    With a careful touch, he lifted the material from her body and slid the blades of the scissors around the waistband. Sophie gasped, straining her neck to see what he was doing, but one glower in her direction seemed to settle her, and her head fell back against the pillow. 
 
    “You won’t be needing these,” he announced as he snipped one, and then two sides of the panties. “You’re my little girl now.” 
 
    Sophie’s breathing accelerated as he tugged at the material and yanked it from under her body before throwing it aside. Now she was bared to him, her ravishing little pussy exposed and ready. Releasing his massive cock, Jared climbed over her yielding body and Sophie groaned in response. Jared unhooked the ball from her mouth, tugging it gently from her teeth. 
 
    “Did you hear what I said? You’re mine now, Sophie,” he growled, unable to conceal the excitement he felt on the subject. 
 
    She panted softly, her eyes large and emotional. 
 
    “Jared.” His name escaped her lips like a prayer. 
 
    “Daddy,” he corrected her, but this time there was no malice in his tone, only awe. He desired her more badly than he’d ever wanted anything before in his life, and having her right here on the bed she shared with her husband was going to be all the sweeter. 
 
    “Daddy.” 
 
    “Do you want me?” he demanded, settling between her thighs.  
 
    Jared angled the crown of his cock over her sodden entrance. Sophie gasped at the contact, another wave of her orgasm shuddering through her.  
 
    Her consent shouldn’t matter anymore. He had already made that point entirely clear—Sophie’s climax was her consent—and yet as he gazed down at the woman, that wasn’t enough. A twisted motherfucker he may be, but Jared needed to hear it from Sophie’s lips. He needed to know that she wanted him—that she wanted this—even if the truth was she didn’t have a clue what she had gotten herself into. 
 
    “I shouldn’t,” she breathed, meeting the intensity of his gaze. “I shouldn’t want any of this, and yet…” 
 
    Her voice trailed away. 
 
    Jared lowered his face, brushing her flushed skin with his mouth. “And yet what?” 
 
    He pressed an inch into her pussy, inhaling as her soft enveloping heat gripped around his crown. 
 
    “And yet, I do,” she ceded softly. Her tone was almost wistful, as though the realization of what that meant had just landed on her. 
 
    “You do what?” 
 
    Sophie’s chest rose and fell as he pressed further into her wonderful sex, and jeez, she was amazing. Even better than he’d imagined during those long nights alone. 
 
    “I do want you, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie blurted the words out as though she couldn’t wait to be rid of them, and then, once they were out, it was like she couldn’t believe she’d said them. Her brow furrowed, and her eyes threatened tears. 
 
    “I shouldn’t, but I do.” 
 
    Jared’s mouth crashed against Sophie’s as his cock buried itself all the way into her sweet depths. His tongue explored the inside of her mouth while his cock withdrew, before slamming hard into her again. A groan rose from her throat, but it was lost to their kiss, their union confirmed by both his tongue and erection at the same time. When Jared finally came up for air, Sophie gazed up at him. He couldn’t tell if her expression was consumed with the longing she’d craved far too long, or with sadness at what she was about to leave behind, but the thought didn’t stop him either way. His passion was burgeoning, his balls tightening with each thrust and each plaintive sigh that escaped her lips. 
 
    Sophie was his now. His to fuck when he liked and how he liked, and as soon as he got her out of this house, he was going to relish his newfound power. 
 
    Stilling his rhythm, Jared grabbed her left leg and hooked it over his shoulder, before shifting to ease her right ankle into the same position on his other side. Sophie eyed his actions intently, but she never said a word. This time when he filled her up, her lips parted in recognition of just how deep that intrusion was. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she panted, her knees splaying between their torsos. 
 
    “Daddy,” he growled, glowering down at her. “Remember what I promised you if you didn’t call me that?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she gasped as he lunged into her again. “Oh, God yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared lowered his forehead against her temple. There would be time for punishments later. Punishments and fucking and every dark whim he’d ever desired, but this moment was only about one thing. 
 
    Their first blissful moments of intimacy. 
 
    His pace increased, each thrust slamming harder and harder into her wetness. Jared filled her all the way to his balls, his body pinning Sophie’s thighs against her body while he possessed her. Small, throaty groans escaped her lips when his climax neared, as though she could sense the significance of each insistent thrust. And maybe she could. Perhaps she could tell. Sophie’s gaze was wide, her pupils dilated, her mouth parted and she was totally pliant while he claimed her. She didn’t try and fight him, hell she barely even countered him, and when Jared finally toppled over the precipice, he captured the look of her face, knowing he would store it in his mind for all time. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Her mind was blurry. There was no comprehension of time anymore, only the ropes at her wrists and the feeling of Jared over her and in her and everywhere. 
 
    He lifted his head, those blue eyes capturing her with a knowing stare. 
 
    “There’ll be more of that.” 
 
    Sophie blinked up at him, unsure if that was supposed to be a warning or a promise. 
 
    “Much more, little girl. Every which way you can imagine, and maybe some you can’t.” 
 
    Jared planted a chaste kiss against her lips. 
 
    “Is it over?” she murmured. 
 
    She hadn’t meant to ask, yet somehow it was the first question that sprung from her mouth. 
 
    Jared laughed, a soft sound that made her want to sigh. “In a way,” he told her. “In a way it’s over and in another way, it’s only beginning.” 
 
    Her brows knitted at that. “Can I be untied?” she asked, glancing right to look at her wrist. It seemed like she’d been bound for bloody hours. 
 
    Jared coughed, drawing attention back to him in a moment and his arched brow informed her of her error at once.  
 
    “I mean, can I be untied, please, Daddy?” 
 
    It felt even stranger calling him that now that the sexual tension in the room had dissipated, and yet even now, it made Sophie feel horny as she was forced to concede the point. 
 
    “Soon,” he promised, nodding at her approvingly. “Soon, you’ll be out of those ropes.” 
 
    Sophie sighed. That sounded good. Studying his face, she wondered if she would ever see him again, or was this going to be just an amazing one-off incident. The best sex she’d ever had at the hands of a man who wasn’t even her husband. 
 
    “What?” he probed. Stroking away the irritating strands of hair that had fallen into her eyes. “I can see you thinking, little girl. What is it?” 
 
    She swallowed. Sophie supposed there was no harm in seeking the clarification at this point. They’d already fucked and frankly, Jared and his friends had done more to her than any man had ever done before. What did she have to hide? 
 
    “I was just wondering if we would ever see each other again, Daddy?” The final word tripped off her tongue with comparative ease this time. 
 
    Jared smirked and a hard laugh left his lips. “See each other?” he repeated in a wry tone. “Of course, we will, little girl. We’ll see each other every single day. I’m taking you with me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Terror pulsed through Sophie’s veins as Jared’s words resonated. 
 
    “You’re taking me with you?” she parroted. “Wh-what does that mean?” 
 
    Jared’s expression hardened at the question, but Sophie pushed the anxiety that caused away. There was no time for that now, no time to process his fucking disapproval. What the man was talking about now was kidnapping her, taking Sophie from her home, and from her children. 
 
    Jared glowered at her. “Did you forget your manners so soon, young lady?”  
 
    Sophie shook her head. “Please, no,” she gasped. “Don’t do this. What about my children? I have to collect them from school soon. Please!” 
 
    Genuine fear knotted in her belly now. This was different from the trepidation she’d felt earlier and even worse than the cold dread that had washed over her when she’d first awoken in the bedroom—this was a fear not only for her, but for her children. They were small and innocent. They didn’t deserve to be left abandoned at school when their mother didn’t show to collect them. Sophie’s chest constricted at the thought, pain reverberating as she imagined little Lucy’s face in the playground when Sophie wasn’t there. Sophie was always there. She’d never missed a day of school runs in her life. 
 
    “Your children are not my problem, Sophie.” Jared’s voice was cold and distant and as she dared to meet his eye, he seemed like a different person to the one who’d just fucked her. 
 
    Oh God, what have I done? 
 
    Her eyes closed as the horror of her reality threatened to crush her completely. 
 
    What the hell had she done? 
 
    She’d given herself to this man, betrayed Jason—a man who loved her and had stood by her— and for what? For a few moments of pleasure. Tears welled in her eyes at her selfish stupidity and she turned her head away from his stare. 
 
    “Please,” she begged him as the tears fell hard and fast, blurring her vision. “Please, just let me ask my mum to collect them and take them home. I won’t mention any of this, I swear, but please at least let me text her?” 
 
    Sophie sniffed as she glanced back in Jared’s direction. His expression was unyielding. 
 
    “What are you going to give me, little girl?” he growled, lowering his body back over hers in an impromptu press up position. “If I grant you this favor?” 
 
    She swallowed, blinking the tears away as best she could. “Anything,” she rasped. “Anything you want, Daddy.” 
 
    It wasn’t half so arousing calling him by the perverse title now, but Sophie saw the flicker of acknowledgment in his dark eyes, and it gave her hope. If she could flatter him, it might be enough to save her children from the trauma that awaited them this afternoon. As for the rest; for the evening, for the days to come when she could possibly be Jared’s prisoner, Sophie didn’t know. She didn’t have any answers. All she could think about at this moment was saving Billy and Lucy from this initial pain. One final act of motherhood, and then, who knew what would happen to her? She drew in a painful breath at the suffocating thought. 
 
    “Anything?” Jared’s steely blue eyes appraised her with new intensity. “Because you know you’re coming with me regardless, right?” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip, willing herself to stop crying. Stop giving in to him. Stop giving him the power. But what choice did she have when the ropes still held her in place and she was powerless? What else was there to do but cede? 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She hated herself at that moment. It was more loathing than Sophie had known was possible and it landed on her chest like an anvil, intent on cutting off her air supply completely. 
 
    “Where’s your phone?” 
 
    His curt words offered a glimmer of hope in the darkness. 
 
    “I-It was in the pocket of the trousers I was wearing,” she stammered. 
 
    Jared didn’t move for a moment, his glower effectively pinning her in place. “You can send one text to your mother,” he told her in a low tone. “But I’m reading it before you hit send, and then you hand your phone over to me.” 
 
    “But what if she doesn’t see it in time?” Sophie countered. “Can’t I just call her?” 
 
    His bodyweight shifted in a heartbeat and resting on his elbow, one of those large hands was suddenly at her throat. Sophie was paralyzed with panic. She could feel his large fingers curling at her windpipe, the threat very real as he glared down at her. 
 
    “You do not argue with Daddy.” Jared’s tone was ominous. “Do you understand, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie knew she was shaking as she nodded her agreement as best she could. Jared wasn’t choking her, his fingers hadn’t clenched, but the mere possibility that they could was debilitating. No one had ever threatened her this way before. In all the years they’d been together, Jason had rarely even raised his voice. This was unknown terror, but the menace was real and as palpable as anything Sophie had ever known. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she gasped. 
 
    The fingers at her throat relaxed, shifting to her jaw. 
 
    “One text message,” he reiterated. “And if you screw me around or try anything funny, I’m going to make you regret it, Sophie.” 
 
    Jared’s gaze was almost as cold as his voice. “You’ve seen some of the pleasure I can give you,” he murmured, shifting his attention to her left wrist as he began to pick at the knots which had held her in place for so long. “But you’ve never seen the pain I can bestow. You won’t like that side of Daddy, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s throat tightened even though his fingers were nowhere near her neck at this point. “I know,” she panted. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Jared’s laughter was dark as he worked at the rope. “Oh, you will be, little girl,” he assured her. “I can promise you that.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze lowered at his words, her attention instead shifting to her left wrist. She watched as he pulled the final bind away from her flesh, his large hand pinioning her arm in place as the rope fell free. 
 
    “Remember what I told you,” he warned. “Any funny business and you will pay for it.” 
 
    Jared’s gaze drilled into her.  
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she mumbled in reply. 
 
    “Keep your arm out where I can see it,” he instructed, climbing over her body to work on the right wrist. 
 
    Sophie nodded, glancing up at the flesh that had been restrained for so long. She could see red marks at her wrists from all the hours of confinement, yet in her current predicament, her mind hadn’t registered much in the way of pain. 
 
    “Okay, sit up.” 
 
    She glanced right to find her other arm freed and slowly, she complied. Sophie’s arms felt like lead as they fell back to her sides and her shoulders screamed with relief. Christ, it was good to be free of those ropes. Glancing down she noticed the state of her bra, now falling from her body where Jared had attacked it with the scissors. Her blouse hung open, revealing her breasts which were still desperately trying to recover from the clamps he’d used on them. 
 
    “Do not move a muscle,” Jared ordered as he leaped from the bed to the place her clothes had been discarded.  
 
    Sophie’s heart was in her mouth as she watched him looking for her phone. Her eyes flitted to the door quickly, and even though she knew it was stupid and futile, thoughts of escape inevitably filled her mind. She couldn’t outrun him. She didn’t have a good enough head start and anyway, just one look at his strong, athletic build compared to her soft, curvy one made it clear which of them was the fitter. And then there was the issue of the other two men, lurking downstairs somewhere. There were no tenable escape routes from this floor, so she’d have to race down the stairs to have any hope, and what would she do then? Rugby-tackle Daniel and Anton to the floor on her way out? It seemed so fucking impossible…  
 
    “I wouldn’t if I were you.” 
 
    She shivered reflexively at the tone of Jared’s warning. 
 
    “That would be a really silly idea, little girl and you’d forego any opportunity to text your mum.” 
 
    Sophie sniffed as she glanced back in his direction. Jared was right. Getting a message to her mum should be her priority now. She had no idea what would happen next, or if any real opportunities to escape would present themselves, but she knew this was an actual chance to look after her children—perhaps the last one she would get? Certainly, the final one for a while. She had to take it. 
 
    “I’m not doing anything, Daddy,” she whispered, though her face heated as she met his gaze. 
 
    Jared knelt at the end of the bed, her phone in his hand. “Glad to hear it,” he said as he rose to his full height. “What’s your password to get into this thing?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes widened. He wanted her password, too? 
 
    “You bet I want it,” he replied as though he’d just read her mind. “And if you want to send this message, then you want to give it to me.” 
 
    She gulped. “One, four, zero, eight.” 
 
    Jared eyed her for a moment before he pressed the digits into her handset. “Your birthday, little girl?” he inquired. 
 
    Sophie gasped. How the fuck did he know that? 
 
    “You told me,” he replied, although she hadn’t vocalized the question. “Don’t you remember?” 
 
    She shook her head. Sophie couldn’t recall that, no, but she’d shared so much information with the man, she supposed it was possible she’d told him. She’d certainly told him far more personal things than that. 
 
    “Here you go.” Jared tossed the phone to her, striding around the bed to watch over her shoulder as Sophie flicked into her contacts to find her mother’s name. 
 
    Her gaze stalled over Jason’s name, her heart racing as she considered trying to send him an SOS text, but Jared was there with her, over her right shoulder, his breath hot as he waited. With a heavy heart, she skipped straight to the message trail with her mum, and flicking a new text open, she quickly typed out what she hoped was a credible message. It had to be urgent enough to make her mum act, but upbeat enough for her not to worry. 
 
    Hi, Mum, 
 
    I’m stuck in traffic in town. 
 
    Please, please can you grab the kids from school and take them to yours? 
 
    She paused. Sophie desperately wanted to include a line about contacting Jason, but she knew that would send alarm bells ringing. Why would her mum need to contact her husband? As far as her mother was concerned, Sophie would be back in an hour or so. 
 
    “Speed it up, beautiful,” Jared growled, and Sophie glanced up over her shoulder to find him glowering down at her. 
 
    Let me know if it’s okay? 
 
    Love you, Mum. 
 
    Sx 
 
    “Okay,” Jared huffed. “Send it.” 
 
    Sophie complied, panting as she watched the message go. 
 
    Please, please let her mum get the message and be able to help. Whatever she did or did not deserve, she didn’t want her kids to be alone. 
 
    “Give it to Daddy.” Jared’s open palm appeared in her line of sight and reluctantly, she dropped her cell into it. 
 
    “Please may I see if she replies?” she asked imploringly. 
 
    “I’ll let you know if she does.” 
 
    Sophie sighed. Apparently, it was as good a response as she was going to get. 
 
    “Now, get up,” Jared commanded. “We need to leave.” 
 
    He stalked back around the bed, picking up items strewn on the floor. “Do you have any medication Daddy should know about? Something you’ll need?” 
 
    Her heart thundered as she edged off the bed. “I do have some tablets, Daddy.” 
 
    “Where?” he demanded. “In here?” 
 
    Sophie turned to him, her feet inching toward the door. “In the cupboard in the en-suite,” she lied. 
 
    Jared’s gaze went instinctively to the door of the adjoining bathroom. 
 
    “Shall I grab them?” 
 
    He sighed. “No, I’ll go,” he huffed. “What medication is it?” 
 
    Sophie probably only had less than half a second before Jared realized she was fooling him, but she took it anyway. The text had been sent, and she hoped her children would be spared the anxiety of her imminent disappearance, but now she had to focus on herself and on getting herself out of this nightmare. Turning for the door, she ran. It was only a couple of yards to the handle and Sophie lurched for it, flinging the door back with everything she had before she darted onto the landing. But somehow, Jared was on her. In her peripheral vision, Sophie had been aware of his change of tact and the way he’d leaped across her bed in pursuit of her, but she never expected him to be this fast. Tackling her to the ground just beyond the bedroom door, she fell onto the soft-pile carpet, screaming as Jared ripped the open blouse from her arms. She kicked and fought with all her might, but it was futile. Jared was so much bigger and so much stronger. It was like trying to fight some sort of dark God. He wrestled her onto her belly, grabbing her wrists in what felt like one strong hand and blistering her exposed behind with two excruciating spanks. 
 
    Leaning over her body, Jared lowered his face toward her. “You just made the biggest mistake of your life, little girl,” he sneered. “You just disappointed your Daddy.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    The fury that had risen in him quickly dissipated into lust as Jared held her down and watched her writhe against the carpet. His recently sated cock stirred at Sophie’s performance and he smiled. He’d always suspected she wasn’t going to be that easy for him to conquer, and that beneath all those flirty, submissive messages and her large doleful eyes, there was a woman with grit. Sophie had proven that point for him when she’d tried to run for it, and even though she didn’t have a hope in hell of succeeding, in an odd way, Jared admired her spirit. Of course, he fully intended to break it. He’d wear her down until she was nothing except for what she was supposed to be—his little girl—open and pliant to her Daddy’s needs, but it was good to know who he was dealing with. Who the real Sophie Bannister was, or at least, who she had been, before she enticed Jared Fuller into her life. 
 
    At that moment, Daniel and Anton came hurtling up the staircase. They stopped as they rounded the corner of the landing to find Sophie trapped under his weight. 
 
    “What happened here?” Daniel’s tone was sardonic as he came to crouch by the side of Sophie’s body. 
 
    As if it wasn’t bloody obvious what had happened… 
 
    “Sophie decided to try and run.” Jared sounded imperious as he glanced in Daniel’s direction. “But don’t worry, she’ll soon understand the error of her ways.” 
 
    She pulled in a trembling breath, her head straining against the carpet. 
 
    “Is it time we hit the road?” Daniel asked, pulling a syringe from his pocket. 
 
    Anton snorted. “Is that all part of the Hippocratic oath? Sedating women your mate fancies?” 
 
    Daniel arched a brow at him. “Not quite,” he answered. “The things we do for friends, eh, Jared?” 
 
    Jared nodded in response. “Yes, go ahead. We’ve stayed here long enough.” 
 
    Falling to his knees, Daniel slid the top from the syringe to reveal the needle. Reaching down for Sophie, he cleared the hair from her neck while she eyed the stick in his hand with abject terror. 
 
    “You’ll remember how this felt from earlier,” he told her. “Just a small sting and then you’ll sleep for a while.” 
 
    Sophie fought then, her legs thrashing against the carpet. “No, Daddy, please!” 
 
    She twisted her head to catch Jared’s eye and something about her tone caused him to raise his palm, halting Daniel’s needle. 
 
    “What?” Jared demanded. 
 
    Sophie’s eyes flitted between the two men hovering over her. “Please. I need to use the bathroom.” 
 
    Jared laughed. “Is that all?” 
 
    “Hang on,” interjected Anton from behind Daniel. “I don’t want her wetting herself all over the van. Some of us are borrowing the thing as a favor, and some of us need to return it as we found it!” 
 
    Daniel rose to his knees, holding the needle away from Sophie. “She hasn’t been for hours,” he mused. “Probably a good idea to empty her bladder while we can.” 
 
    Sophie panted between them, her every fiber seemingly focused on Jared as she waited for his verdict. His cock stirred again as that thought resounded. Jared liked that idea. He liked that idea a lot. 
 
    “So, you’re telling me to let her use the bathroom?” The frustration was obvious in Jared’s voice, despite his burgeoning arousal. 
 
    First her phone and now this? It seemed to be one delay after another. 
 
    “I’m telling you it’s a good idea,” Daniel replied. “If her bladder relaxes during the journey, then we’re going to have one hell of a mess to clear up.” 
 
    Anton glared at him. “No way,” he snapped. “Let her go to the fucking bathroom. Tie her up, go with her—I couldn’t care less—but make sure she goes.” 
 
    Jared smirked. This was typical Anton—always so concerned with the superficialities. 
 
    “Okay, fine.”  
 
    Jared shook his head with irritation as he once again lowered his body toward the quivering Sophie. One cheek was pressed into the carpet, but she eyed his approach with obvious anxiety. “You’re already in for one hell of a punishment after lying to me earlier and making a run for it, girl.” 
 
    Her eyes widened in response and she squirmed under the weight of his stare. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “If you try anything else now, I’ll make your life a living hell. Have you got it?” 
 
    Pulling her lip between her white teeth, Sophie nodded.  
 
    He alleviated some of the pressure at her wrists. “Get up.” 
 
    Jared rose to his full height, yanking Sophie’s trembling body with him. Her breasts bounced beautifully when she finally found her feet, and his cock ached at the reminder of how wonderful they were. 
 
    “Which way to the bathroom?” 
 
    She sniffed. “Behind us,” she whispered, gesturing her head in the direction they’d already come down. “Down to the left.” 
 
    “I’ll take her,” Jared told the others as he spun her body around. “Is everything else ready?” 
 
    Anton nodded. “All locked and loaded, sir.” 
 
    Jared’s gaze narrowed at his friend’s mocking tone. “Marvelous. Don’t go away.” 
 
    He marched Sophie down the narrow corridor, ignoring the small whimpers that escaped her lips at the way he manhandled her. Turning the corner as she’d directed, he pushed back the waiting door to find the family bathroom. 
 
    “In,” he commanded, pushing Sophie forward as he barged into the room behind her. 
 
    Closing the door firmly behind him, Jared pressed his back into the wooden frame, enjoying the way Sophie’s frightened gaze flitted around the space before landing back on him. 
 
    “Well, go on then,” he goaded. “You said you needed to.” 
 
    Sophie edged toward the toilet warily, perching on the edge of the seat as she eyed him. “I don’t know if I can go with you watching me,” she admitted in barely a whisper, her face flaming at the embarrassed admission. 
 
    Jared smiled. Watching her squirm this way was better than he’d anticipated. “You’d better try, little girl,” he warned her. “Because if you make a mess of Anton’s van, you’re going to have to answer to him as well.” 
 
    She quivered at his words, her slim body actually shaking while her gaze lowered to her bare feet. Sophie was so hot this way, all naked and vulnerable, while the three men remained clothed. Fuck, he couldn’t wait to get her home and denigrate her properly. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she mumbled. “I can’t. I just can’t.” 
 
    Jared’s erection swelled at her whimpers and he grinned. “It’s performance anxiety. Stop thinking about it.” 
 
    She lifted her chin to look at him, her cheeks blushing a deep red hue. Ironic really, because that was going to be the color Jared aimed for when he finally got a chance to pull her over his lap. 
 
    “Tell Daddy how much you loved him fucking you earlier,” he suggested, cocking his eyebrow at her. 
 
    Sophie swallowed. “I can’t… I didn’t.” 
 
    He laughed, a throaty sound that seemed to fill up the whole airy room. “Don’t give me that,” he countered. “And what did I say about lying to me?” 
 
    She looked around nervously, nibbling her lower lip in that way she always seemed to. “You said you’d punish me if I lied, Daddy,” she garbled in a breathless tone. 
 
    “Right, and you’ve already got enough of that coming, so don’t make it even worse. The truth, please. Did you like it when I fucked you?” 
 
    Sophie squeezed her eyes closed. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared smiled at her performance. It was clearly painful for Sophie to admit these things, let alone naked while on the toilet, but there it was. This was her new way of life now, and the sooner she got with the program, the better. 
 
    “I know you did,” he taunted. “You were so wet for me, little girl. So wet and obliging. I could tell.” 
 
    Her chest heaved at his accusations, but she didn’t protest. There was no point. Every word Jared said was true. She mewled, a small whimper that yet again spoke directly to Jared’s cock and then she seemed to relax, and a moment later, she was finally able to relieve herself.  
 
    Jared’s lips curled as Sophie buried her face in her hands. 
 
    “What’s the problem?” he asked in a sardonic tone. 
 
    Sophie lifted her head ever so slightly. “This,” she practically hissed. 
 
    “Watch your tone, young lady.” 
 
    That made her gulp and she squirmed against the seat. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “But I’ve never had to do this in front of anyone before. Not even my husband has seen me this way.” 
 
    Her back straightened at the suggestion of her husband and the tension crept back into her limbs. 
 
    “Then I already know you better than he does,” Jared told her. “And that’s how things will be between us, Sophie. I will take you lower than he’s ever done, and I’ll push you up higher as well.” 
 
    She inhaled, looking on the verge of tears again. 
 
    “Are you done?” 
 
    Sophie nodded, grabbing a piece of toilet paper before turning to flush the toilet. She wandered tentatively toward the basin, eyeing Jared as she passed. 
 
    “And where are you going now?” 
 
    She froze. “To wash my hands, Daddy.” 
 
    The way she said that—it made all the blood seem to rush to his groin. 
 
    “Not without permission, little girl,” he chided. “From now on, Sophie gets permission for everything she wants and needs.” 
 
    He took a stride toward her, snaking his arms around her middle and caressing her flesh. Sophie panted in response, eyeing his reflection in the mirror above the sink. 
 
    “Please, don’t…” Her voice was so small and plaintive that it stirred Jared on some primal level—a place in him that was driven by more than just lust. A place that also wanted to nurture and protect the wonderful woman in his arms. 
 
    “What?” Jared prompted, nuzzling his mouth into her nape as he planted more of those hot kisses she’d enjoyed so much earlier. 
 
    “Touch me… there, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared lifted his gaze to the mirror, meeting her concerned expression. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    Hadn’t he touched her everywhere, already? He’d decorated her tits, bound her limbs and secured her mouth. In fact, the ball gag was still hanging around her neck even now. Naturally, there were other places he had yet to explore, but explore them he would eventually, and enjoy them, too. 
 
    Sophie gulped. She seemed so uncomfortable talking about this subject, apparently even more awkward than she’d been earlier when he’d first made her use his new title. Her weight shifted between her feet and all of a sudden, she seemed unable to meet his gaze. 
 
    “My tummy,” she conceded after a few seconds of silence. “Please don’t. I know how awful it is and I don’t like to be touched there.” 
 
    Jared gazed at her reflection in the glass, his eyes drilling intentionally into the area that caused her so much embarrassment, but for the life of him, he couldn’t see what the problem was. Sophie’s body was glorious. She was all feminine curves, and exactly as a woman should be in his view. Sure, her stomach wasn’t the flattest or most toned he’d ever seen, but he’d never even contemplated the idea that it was awful. 
 
    “Let’s get a few things straight,” he whispered into her left ear. 
 
    She gasped, her gaze searching his out again in the mirror as he went on. 
 
    “First things first, little girl. You don’t get to decide how, when or where your Daddy touches you.” 
 
    Sophie trembled at his verdict, but Jared noticed the way her nipples hardened again. Evidently, her body liked the authority he wielded over her. 
 
    “Is that clear?” 
 
    She nodded, turning her head toward him slightly before she uttered those magic words. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    One of Jared’s hands slipped south to her small patch of hair covering her pussy and right on cue, Sophie began to pant. 
 
    “Weren’t you going to wash your hands?” he asked, tilting his head in the direction of the basin. 
 
    Sophie inhaled, her gaze flitting to what his fingers were doing as they stroked over her sex. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Go on then.” 
 
    It seemed to take a lot of effort, but Sophie forced her gaze back to the tap, turning on the water and running her hands under the stream. 
 
    “And secondly, little girl, Daddy has something to tell you.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze shot back to the reflection of his face at once, and slowly, Jared cupped her pussy, easing one and then two fingers between her soft, yielding lips. A shot of desire coursed through him, hardening his cock in one step and Sophie’s body shuddered in response, lurching forward while her wet hands gripped at the basin. 
 
    “Sophie,” he admonished. “Look at me.” 
 
    Puffing over the sink, she lifted her face to obey. 
 
    “Get back up here,” he commanded sensually, edging deeper into her wet glorious sex. “I liked holding you that way.” 
 
    Sophie gulped, forcing herself to rise again. Leaning against his torso, she tipped her head back to gaze up at him. 
 
    “That’s better,” he purred, lowering his mouth to capture the edge of her lips. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Mmmm,” he replied. “I know, it’s good for me, too, but here’s what we’re going to do, little girl.” 
 
    Her lips parted and he chuckled at her performance. One moment Sophie was kicking and screaming to be free and the next she seemed more than happy to be the little fly caught in his web. She was endlessly fascinating. 
 
    “You’re going to stand there and listen while I finish explaining things to you, and all the while I’m going to finger that sweet pussy.” 
 
    Sophie groaned.  
 
    “And if it feels good then I want you to tell me, understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she breathed. 
 
    “Good.” Jared propped her up with the arm still at her middle, pressing his palm against her clit as his fingers stroked her inside. 
 
    “Oh, God.” Sophie fell back against his chest, her hips beginning to rock against his hand.  
 
    Jared turned his head toward her heating face. Was she going to say it? Was she going to address him correctly and say the word that would make him happy? 
 
    “Daddy,” she rasped. “Please.” 
 
    His heart leaped as the word resonated around his head. She’d said it, and without him having to prompt her! 
 
    “Is that good, baby?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she moaned, her hands pawing at his forearms with wet hands as though she didn’t know what do with them.  
 
    “More than you deserve really, when you consider how you ran from me?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes flew open guiltily. “Please,” she gasped. “I’m sorry. Don’t stop, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared smirked at her. 
 
    Sophie was a fucking delight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Time was moving in bizarre, protracted patches. One moment she had been fleeing and time flew as she was wrestled to the floor, fighting for her very survival. Sophie’s heart had thundered, pounding blood around her body in a desperate attempt to give her the strength to fight back. And the next? The next moment, time seemed to stand still completely as she clung to the same man she’d tried to run from, begging him not to stop while he finger-fucked her into a frenzy. It didn’t make any sense, yet it seemed little did since Jared had barged into her life. 
 
    “I won’t stop,” he promised her. “So long as you keep being my good girl.” 
 
    Sophie panted in response, her head falling back against the hardness of his chest. 
 
    Jared’s fingers were sliding in and out of her with the sweetest rhythm, but it was the way he cupped her sex that was truly driving her crazy. She was consumed with him, the scent of his aftershave as it swirled around her nostrils, the heat of his breath against her shoulder and her neck, and the feeling of his fingers lodged deep inside of her. It was everything. It was maddening. It was glorious, and suddenly, Sophie wasn’t sure if her legs could take her weight anymore. 
 
    “Oh, Daddy,” she cried as her knees buckled. 
 
    “It’s all right,” he breathed into the side of her face. “Daddy’s got you.” 
 
    He pulled her tighter against his body, but she didn’t resist. Sophie went with him gladly, relishing the way her every sense was heightened and every part of her was focused on Jared. 
 
    “Eyes on me.”  
 
    That was an order, there was no doubt about that, and somehow, Sophie compelled her neck to take the weight of her head again and meet his gaze in the mirror. 
 
    “I still have something to tell you, Sophie.” 
 
    Her breath hitched at the way he said her name. It had never sounded so debauched before—so dirty—but in that moment, Sophie loved the resonance of it. She eyed his reflection, struggling to focus on his face and not the astonishing sensation his hand was producing. 
 
    “There is no part of you that is awful, little girl.” 
 
    Jared articulated the words slowly as though he wanted her to know he meant them. She blinked at him, her chest rising and falling as she tried to process his words over the top of the amazing sparks of electricity. 
 
    “There is no part of you that turns me off. No part of you that I don’t like, that I don’t want to touch and own.” Jared’s words paused, but the palm at her sex seemed to speed up. 
 
    “I want every single part of you, little girl. Everything. Every. Single. Inch.” 
 
    Jared’s hot blue gaze pinioned her as he accentuated the final few words. “And whatever you’ve been told before, or whatever you thought you knew—I want you to forget all that now.” 
 
    “Oh!” she gasped, flexing her hips forward to meet his wrist. “Daddy, please.” 
 
    “Are you listening to me?” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip, but nodded her head. The very last thing she wanted to do at this moment was piss him off again. She was already in so much bloody trouble. She was being taken over, and she no longer knew if she had the inclination to fight—though she knew she should.  
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she assured him in a raspy tone. “Yes, I’m listening.” 
 
    “Impress me then,” he replied, arching one dark brow. “What have I told you?” 
 
    “That you want all of me,” she repeated, barely processing the words as they fell from her lips. “That you like all of me.” 
 
    Jared nodded. “I more than like,” he corrected. “I adore, Sophie.” 
 
    Her lips parted as she panted up against his body. Catching sight of her reflection in the mirror, she barely recognized herself. Who was the flushed woman blinking back at her? And who was the devilish man fucking her into heaven, staring at her every response? 
 
    Sophie closed her eyes, her muscles tightening as her head fell forward. She could sense her climax was close and it felt powerful. Even more potent than the one the vibrator had torn from her in the bedroom. 
 
    “Daddy,” she whimpered, gripping on to his thigh. 
 
    “Yes, little girl.” 
 
    “Please,” she panted. “I’m going to come. Please!” 
 
    Jared jerked her body backwards, forcing her head against his chest again. “You can come, Sophie, but I want your eyes on me when you splinter.” 
 
    Her eyes flickered open, but in truth, everything was a blur now. There was no single image that drew her attention as Sophie’s brain flitted from one sensation to the next, from her predicament to the pleasure, from the fear to the frenzy. It was like a delirium in her mind, and as her dilemma rushed through her head, her muscles began to contract. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck…” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes were open and she was breathing, but that was all that she could register aside from the wall of ecstasy that was about to fall on her. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    She cried out as the orgasm ripped through her body, her pussy clenching his fingers while wave upon wave of intensity washed over her. It was so powerful that at times, the hedonism actually hurt, but by now, the pain was irrelevant. Sophie’s body interpreted all of it as pleasure, her muscles tightening at the precipice before giving up on her altogether. She sagged forward, vaguely aware of Jared catching her body and easing her back against him, and still his fingers remained in place, bleeding the final fragments of her climax from her sex. 
 
    And then there was silence. In the room, and in her mind as satiated euphoria descended, and it was like nothing Sophie had ever experienced before. 
 
    “I can’t wait to have you again, little girl.” Jared’s voice sounded pained, yet somehow, she couldn’t muster the energy to respond. 
 
    “Daddy.” She lifted her gaze and his smile burned back at her in the mirror. 
 
    “That’s right, baby,” he soothed. “What do you say?” 
 
    Sophie looked at him. This man who had sauntered into her house and turned her whole fucking world upside down. He represented so much. The hope that this feeling could last, and yet also the dread of what was to come. He was going to take her—he had already told her that much, and he’d also promised to punish her. Her chest constricted at the thought of being snatched away from her family, and yet all those desires she’d disclosed to him whirled around her body.  
 
    The two seemed impossible to reconcile. 
 
    Swallowing hard, she pulled in a deep breath, knowing what he wanted to hear. “Thank you, Daddy,” she murmured, and it was just possible that there was a part of Sophie that meant every word. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared held her close. The logical part of his brain was aware of the time. They had to move, and they had to move now, before the mundane aspects of Sophie’s life came crashing through the door and threatened his enterprise. Jared knew that, he was aware of the urgency and yet somehow, all he could do was hold her. Sophie was so tempting, and her body so hot and yielding. He hadn’t planned to pleasure her again, in fact, on some level, he still couldn’t believe that he had, but when he’d heard the way she’d described herself and seen the way she’d responded to her own amazing body, he just couldn’t help himself. Jared had been compelled. He wanted to grant her the pleasure and he wanted to teach Sophie a lesson. A lesson about how beautiful she was—a lesson in self-esteem. He needed her to see herself the way he saw her. For some reason, it was crucial. 
 
    He eased his finger from her glorious sex with a sigh, ignoring the desperate plea of his cock. Lifting his hand into her line of sight he showed Sophie how drenched he was with her arousal. 
 
    “Look,” he commanded. “Look how wet you are me.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted to his hand, a hint of a new blush emerging on her cheeks. “Oh, God…” 
 
    Jared chuckled. She referred to her God so often, he was almost starting to envy him. “Don’t be embarrassed,” he told her. “Don’t ever be ashamed of what this represents.” 
 
    She swallowed. 
 
    “Lick my fingers clean, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie gasped, her twisting to meet his face. “Wh-what?” 
 
    Jared’s arm tightened at her waist. “You heard me. Show Daddy how much you belong to him. Clean your cum from my fingers.” 
 
    “But, I…” she paused, her chest rising and falling again in panic. 
 
    He waved the digits closer to her mouth. “Open.” 
 
    Sophie’s lips parted at the order and they both watched in the mirror as his fingers moved slowly into her mouth. 
 
    “Suck them.” 
 
    Her gaze was wide as he gave the command, as though she could barely process the concept, and in her eyes, Jared could see the battle that was raging in her mind. Sophie was horrified at the prospect and yet he knew there was another side of her—the part she kept buried deep inside—that wanted to comply. That needed to obey. 
 
    Finally, her lips closed over his fingers, her mouth sucking the arousal from them. Her eyes fell closed at the deed, but it didn’t matter to Jared. The sensation of her hot mouth at his fingers, coupled with what the act symbolized was possibly the most erotic thing he’d ever witnessed. His cock screamed at him for relief, but there was definitely no time for that now. 
 
    “Good girl,” he praised, easing his fingers from her mouth.  
 
    Sophie’s eyes opened again, her gaze lowering. 
 
    “Now, you’re going to keep being my good girl, Sophie.” He tugged her body around so she faced him. “Come with me now and let the next chapter of your life begin.” 
 
    Her body trembled as he took her wrist and spun to open the door behind them. 
 
    “I can’t, Daddy,” she whispered. “I can’t leave my family.” 
 
    Jared’s hand tensed at her wrist. “You’re coming with me, little girl,” he replied in a soft tone. “Whether you like it or not. You know that, don’t you?” 
 
    He pulled her out onto the landing. She wasn’t exactly fighting him, but she wasn’t cooperating either. 
 
    “About bloody time,” snarked Daniel. “What the hell were you doing in there?” 
 
    “Just a little tête à tête,” Jared leered as he drew Sophie toward him. “You’re up, Doc.” 
 
    Jared moved behind Sophie, holding her around the waist, just as he had done in the bathroom. “Behave,” he warned her as Daniel approached, needle in hand. 
 
    “Please,” she whimpered, her body coming back to life in his arms. “Please, don’t. You don’t need to drug me. I’ll come. I’ll come with you.” 
 
    Jared smirked. “I know you will, baby,” he murmured into her nape. “Now, hold still.” 
 
    It was then that a small bleep sounded. It wasn’t a noise Jared knew, and he threw an inquisitive glance at the others. 
 
    “It’s my phone,” Sophie gasped, twisting to look at Jared. 
 
    Her phone. Of course! 
 
    Reaching into his back pocket where he’d put her mobile, Jared typed in the passcode again, his gaze scanning over the new message. 
 
    “Good news, little girl,” he whispered into her ear as he switched off the device and slid the phone back into place. “Your mother can collect the children and will give them dinner.” 
 
    Sophie gulped. “Thank God.” 
 
    Jared shifted at that. He’d heard enough. It was time. Opening his arms, he captured the whole of Sophie’s upper body in his grasp, stopping her from preventing Daniel’s advance, but he couldn’t halt her feet, and the relentless way she stamped against the carpet as she tried to free herself. 
 
    “Get it done,” he told Daniel. 
 
    “Need me to help?” Anton offered from the nearby bannister. 
 
    “I’m not sure. Do you need Anton to hold you too, Sophie, or are you going to be good?” 
 
    Her body froze at that, giving Daniel the opportunity he needed to sink the needle into her neck. Sophie screeched, but it was too late. Daniel had already withdrawn the syringe by then, keeping pressure on the spot with his finger as she began to sob. 
 
    “All done,” Daniel announced. “She’ll be out in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Let’s get her downstairs then,” Anton suggested, already heading in that direction. 
 
    Sophie slumped against Jared. She was still awake, but the resistance in her had been temporarily winded and Jared took the chance to hoist her up into his arms. Sophie gasped as she landed against his chest, her teary eyes locking gazes with him for one sublime moment before she collapsed into his body. A strange sense filled Jared. He was getting what he wanted. He was taking Sophie and so far, everything was going to plan—better than he had planned actually—yet he hadn’t reckoned on the way she would make him feel. Naturally, he expected the arousal, but he hadn’t counted on the urge to protect her, and as he strode down the stairs with her sleepy body in his arms, Jared was consumed with a bizarre need to keep Sophie safe. 
 
    “Get her in here,” Anton barked, gesturing toward the outstretched rug. 
 
    Jared frowned. All of a sudden, his plan of wrapping Sophie in the thing didn’t seem as good as he’d thought it would. What if she couldn’t breathe? What if they inadvertently caused her some permanent damage? 
 
    “I’ll just carry her straight to the van,” he replied as he reached the final step. 
 
    “You can’t just fucking carry her, Jared,” argued Daniel from behind him. “Don’t you think someone will notice a naked, unconscious woman being brought out and shoved in the back of a van?” 
 
    He paused, his voice echoing around the hallway. “Looks a bit suspicious, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Right,” replied Anton. “Stick to the plan, mate. It’s worked so far. Get her in here. She’ll only be inside for a matter of moments. Just long enough to get her from here to the van.” 
 
    Anton crouched by the side of the rug, gazing up at Jared as he made his case. 
 
    “I don’t like it,” Jared answered with a sigh. “How the fuck is she going to breathe in there?” 
 
    “She’ll be fine,” Daniel advised as he pushed past Jared and surveyed the rug. “We won’t wrap her tightly. Let’s just get on with it, shall we?” 
 
    Jared pursed his lips, but he could already tell he was going to have to give in on this one. What choice did he have? Daniel was right. He couldn’t run the risk that someone else would see Sophie, and while her house was reasonably concealed from the main street, this was a village. There would be people around, small-minded, nosy people with too much time on their hands. 
 
    “Shit,” he muttered as he moved forward and lowered the sleeping Sophie onto the surface of the rug. “Just make sure it is bloody loose.” 
 
    Anton nodded, settling her limbs by her side as he and Daniel set about winding the rug around her. 
 
    “I’ll take her head,” Jared said as he watched them complete the task. “Anton, get the doors open, and Daniel you take the other end.” 
 
    There was silence as they both complied, but Jared’s heart was pounding furiously. This was it—the moment of truth. The moment when his plan went from average to audacious. Anyone could persuade a housewife to let them in her home. Feigning your intent wasn’t so difficult. It happened all the time. But this—this was something else. This was actual kidnapping. He was removing Sophie from her home after knocking her unconscious. 
 
    This was where the real fun began. 
 
    With the all clear from Anton, Jared and Daniel gently lifted her body. Encased in the rug, Sophie weighed a ton, yet the two of them were pretty strong and they managed to maneuver her out of the house with minimal effort. Anton was waiting inside the van, and took the strain as Jared hoisted her inside. Within another moment, the deed was done. Jared jumped into the back of the van, unraveling the rug to reveal her perfect form. Sophie was fine. Sleeping peacefully and blissfully unaware that she’d just been removed from her house. He smiled at the look of her, memories of the last few hours flashing back into his mind. 
 
    “One of you wait with her while I tidy up in there.” 
 
    Anton nodded. “I’ll wait here, if you’re happy to drive, Daniel?” 
 
    He threw Daniel the set of keys. 
 
    “Sure,” huffed Daniel, catching them mid-air as Jared climbed out of the back. 
 
    “You can start her up,” he told his friend. “I won’t be long.” 
 
    Dashing back inside Sophie’s house, he assessed the hallway. There was little evidence of their visit now that the rug had been removed. He bounded up the stairs, tracing his way back to the master bedroom. Once inside, he straightened up the bed, grabbed the black ropes and the tea tray, plus the remnants of her tattered underwear and other clothes. Taking a deep breath, he looked around. Jared would never forget this place—this room—and the first time he’d fucked his little girl. But now it was time to move on. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie pulled in a deep breath and rolled onto one side. Her head was heavy, as though she’d been in a really deep sleep for too long, or maybe from a nightmare. Her eyes flickered open to reveal shadows. So, it was night time? That was it—she must have had a nightmare—but she didn’t remember coming to bed. In fact, she didn’t recall anything about the evening, putting the children to bed or seeing Jason when he’d got home. 
 
    Why was that? 
 
    Had she been drinking? 
 
    The roots of something like panic burst through her body, threatening to bloom. 
 
    Fuck, why couldn’t she remember?  
 
    Sophie let out a deep breath. 
 
    “There you are, little girl.” 
 
    The sound of his voice sliced through her internal musings, splintering all rational thought and causing that panic to burgeon exponentially. Sophie rolled toward the sound, forcing her body to respond despite its reticence, and it was then that she realized her wrists were bound in front of her. She was bound and she was nude. A cold wave of dread washed over her as she struggled to focus. 
 
    It was dark and difficult to see, but she could make out the outline of someone sitting just a few feet away. A man. 
 
    Jared. 
 
    His name sprang into her mind like an unwelcome memory, and with it came everything that had happened that day: the men, being bound to the bed, the nipple clamps, the gag, the way he’d fucked her, and then ultimately, the way he had done what he’d promised—he’d taken her from the house. 
 
    Sophie’s body straightened and she forced herself to sit up, or at least she tried to, but with the bondage, the deed was almost impossible. The effort made her light-headed and she gasped as she attempted to compose herself. Nausea was stirring in the pit of her belly, threatening to rise as the truth landed on her like a ton of bricks. 
 
    She’d been abducted—by this guy Jared—and taken to fuck knew where. 
 
    All at once her brain began to whir. 
 
    Where was she? 
 
    Where were her children—were they safe? Sophie had a vague recollection that her mother was going to collect them from school, but it was dark now. That would have been hours ago. Oh God… Her stomach lurched as the alarm peaked. What had happened to her kids? 
 
    “Where are my children?” Sophie blurted the question out, though her voice was little more than a whisper.  
 
    There seemed to be no power in her voice at all, her throat arid and tight. 
 
    He chuckled. “Your children?” he repeated. “How should I know? The last I knew they were with your mother. They’ll be fine.” 
 
    Her mother? So, she hadn’t dreamed that part at least? If they were with her mum, then they’d be safe, but Christ, they’d be so upset by now—so filled with worry. She had never missed a bedtime in their life. Sophie’s heart tightened with pain. 
 
    “Where am I?” 
 
    The silhouette of his dark form shifted, looming forward in her direction. Sophie gasped, recoiling at the look of it. He seemed so big and imposing. 
 
    “So many questions, little girl,” he muttered in a disapproving tone that made her pussy clench. “And it seems you’ve forgotten how to address me.” 
 
    “Daddy.” She answered as though the word was obvious—a reflex—as natural as taking in another breath. 
 
    “So, you do remember?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” Sophie breathed. “I… I just woke up and I…” Sophie’s voice trailed away. Her head hurt. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    The outline of his body edged right until she heard a small click and a lamp threw light from the corner of the space. Sophie’s gaze darted away from the unwelcome illumination, her heart thundering as she was finally able to take in some of where she was. And somehow, seeing her fate only made the whole thing worse. She was lying on a pink bed, and yes, her wrists were bound just as she had imagined, but this time the ropes were larger and coarser than the ones she recalled from her house. To make matters worse, they extended down to her ankles, which were also restrained and linked to her bound wrists. She was trussed up like a piece of meat. 
 
    Helpless. 
 
    Sophie panted as she gazed at the bondage, desperately trying to compose herself. 
 
    This wasn’t just a bad dream. A nightmare that she would wake up from. This was real—this was actually happening. 
 
    Jared appeared in her line of sight, his brooding face exactly as she had remembered it. A wave of dark hair threatened to fall into his blue eyes, and as his lips curled, her gaze fell over the stubble that had grown there. She glanced away from him reflexively. This was so odd. In another time, Sophie would probably have considered Jared to be gorgeous, and to her shame, she knew she’d already enjoyed his attention sexually, but this? This was crazy. He couldn’t just march into her house and take what he wanted, and yet, that was exactly what he had done. 
 
    He crouched down in front of her, yanking her body upright into a sitting position. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    Sophie swallowed painfully at his question, her head spinning. “Do you really want to know, Daddy?” 
 
    She cringed as she used the ‘D’ word, but there was no choice. Not now. Not unless she wanted to incur Jared’s wrath and her senses warned her that she truly did not want that. 
 
    Jared edged closer, his hand rising to her knee. His skin was warm against her flesh, his touch drawing her gaze back to meet his eyes. “Of course, I want to know.” His tone was demanding. “Tell me.” 
 
    “My head is killing me,” she replied. “And my throat is so dry it’s painful.” 
 
    The words spilled from her lips like a child telling tales, and she instantly loathed how pathetic she sounded. Sophie was a grown woman, a mother of two, a homeowner—she should be able to handle a little headache and a sore throat, and usually she would have done, but the ominous threat Jared posed made everything seem unbearable. 
 
    “I’ll get you a drink,” he told her in an almost tender way. “It’s the aftereffects of the sedative. It seems Daniel gave you a larger dose than I’d wanted. You’ve been out for hours.” 
 
    He squeezed her knee gently, and her gaze shifted to the large palm out of instinct. 
 
    Sophie’s mind reeled. What was she supposed to say to that? 
 
    What was the social etiquette for this situation? 
 
    It seemed as though Jared was waiting for her to respond, but Sophie had nothing. Nothing but a list of queries, starting with when could she go home? But there was no point in asking that question, because she already knew the answer. Jared had been clear on it even before he took her. He had no intention of letting her go back. Not now, and maybe, not ever. 
 
    “You’ve been through a lot today.” His voice stirred her from her misery. “One way or another.” 
 
    She nodded, her toes curling in preparation for what she knew she had to say next. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared smiled. “Do you like calling me that, Sophie?” 
 
    His hand rose at that moment, shifting to her jaw and stroking the side of her face the way he had done when she’d been bound to her own bed. Her insides contracted at the memory. She’d been so scared, and yet he’d made her so horny. Just like he was doing now. Each gentle caress and softly spoken word a lure, but Sophie knew at any moment he could turn into a monster. A man who spoke about pain and control. A man who intended to keep her. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she admitted, her brows knitting at the admission. 
 
    The fingers at her face tightened a fraction. “Don’t lie to me, little girl. You already have a spanking coming for lying to me earlier.” 
 
    Sophie panted at his threat. A spanking? She’d fantasized about being spanked for freaking years, and yet now that she was naked and vulnerable, the concept just seemed terrifying. 
 
    “I’m not lying, Daddy,” she breathed. “I swear it. I genuinely don’t know how I feel about it.” 
 
    Jared eased forward onto his knees, yet still he seemed to loom over her. “Explain that to me.” 
 
    She sighed, wishing he’d move his hand from her face. Wishing the ropes would disappear from her wrists. Wishing she could just go home and hold her children. 
 
    “A part of me hates calling you it.” Her gaze flitted north to check his responses. Jared seemed calm enough for the time being. 
 
    “It’s so wrong and unnatural, but—” 
 
    “But?” His tone was firmer as he interrupted her. 
 
    “But a part of me loves it, too,” she confessed. 
 
    He grinned. “The part that loves the ropes and the gag?” 
 
    Sophie nodded. “Right, yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what?” There was a glint in his eyes as he insisted she tell him again and heat simmered at her core. Fuck, she hated this. She hated that he had the power to make her say it, but more than that, she hated that he had the power to make her relish it. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    The word stuck in her throat as an arrogant smile rose to his lips. “There’s my good girl,” he purred. “I’m pleased you’ve told me how you feel. There are to be no secrets from Daddy, little girl. Do you understand?” 
 
    Jared’s hand swept back into her hair, and he fisted her locks as he spoke. She winced at the hurt. The pain wasn’t intense. In fact, it felt oddly good as his fingers tightened, but the move was unexpected. 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    He released his hand. “You sit tight,” he instructed as he rose to his full height. 
 
    Sophie craned her neck to look at him. Somehow, she’d never appreciated just how big Jared was, but then, she had been tied pretty much the whole time she’d known him, apart from that humiliating experience in the bathroom when he’d made her come with his fingers. Sophie’s focus shifted to his right hand at the thought.  
 
    Oh God! What had she been thinking allowing him to do that? Begging for him not to stop? It was hardly the actions of a terrified victim, and in that moment, she realized something for the first time. She was culpable for this. Whatever happened next, she was at least partly to blame. Sophie had reached out to him, although she hadn’t had a clue who he really was at that time. She had divulged her most private fantasies, and then, when Jared came calling, she had succumbed to him. She squeezed her eyes closed as the bleak reality of her behavior dawned on her. Instead of fighting, instead of resisting, she had actually enjoyed the way she’d been forced to relinquish control. 
 
    However fucked up Jared was, she was as bad. Maybe she was worse? 
 
    “I’ll go and get you a drink, but when I return I want to find you precisely where I left you.” He strode to the door, pausing as he glanced back over his shoulder at Sophie. “Understand?” 
 
    She bit her lip. Sophie was starting to understand things all too well. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Sophie had drained three glasses of water from the jug he’d brought to the room, and his cock strained against his pants as he made her thank him in the appropriate way after each glass. Placing the drinkware on the large window ledge, Jared eased the pink blinds down before he turned to look at her. 
 
    It was late and she was obviously tired and weary, if not a little stunned, but that didn’t matter. What did matter though was the fact she hadn’t eaten for hours. Sophie was his responsibility now, and as well as fucking and punishing her, that also meant feeding her. 
 
    “Do you like cheese toast, little girl?” 
 
    She lifted her head to reveal the remnants of her blushing cheeks, her expression bewildered. Apparently, that was not what Sophie had expected him to say. 
 
    “Er, yes, Daddy.”  
 
    Jared could tell she was almost having to force the word out, but Sophie was saying it. And for that, he would reward her. 
 
    “I’ll make us some,” he determined, pouring himself some water into the same glass. 
 
    “N-now?” 
 
    He suppressed the smile that wanted to rise at her query. That was the old Sophie talking. The one who was used to the rules and routines of her mundane life. His Sophie wouldn’t need to worry about those things now. Jared was going to take care of everything. He’d be setting the rules and he’d be making the routines. 
 
    Jared poured the water down his throat. “You need to eat, little girl,” he answered. “Whenever and whatever I tell you to.” 
 
    Sophie’s bound hands rose to tuck her hair behind her ears. “Okay,” she mumbled, clearly unsure how to respond. 
 
    Jared put the glass down before he stalked in her direction. Sophie’s eyes widened wonderfully at his approach.  
 
    “Is your hair bothering you?” he demanded. 
 
    She fluttered her lashes at him while shaking her head. “No, Daddy,” she replied. “It just needs a wash.” 
 
    Jared’s hand rose to her hair, running his fingers down the silky length of her blonde mane. It seemed fine to him, beautiful in fact, but now that he thought of it, Jared had the perfect way of dealing with the issue. Turning, he paced toward the only dresser in the room. He’d spent a long time decorating this space, preparing for his little girl’s arrival, and now that she was here, he could barely contain his excitement. Scanning the contents of the top drawer, Jared found what he was looking for and pulled the lilac hairbrush and hair ribbons into his hand. 
 
    “Onto your knees now, Sophie,” he commanded in what he hoped was a reassuring tone. 
 
    Her questioning gaze glanced in his direction, taking in the look of the items in his hand, but she didn’t argue, and instead, Sophie eased herself forward onto the soft white rug. 
 
    “Knees apart,” he instructed as he moved toward her. “Daddy always wants your knees apart unless he tells you otherwise.” 
 
    Sophie shifted her weight as she inched her knees away from each other as much as the ropes allowed. She seemed a little off balance with her wrists bound in front of her, but that was probably just the side effects of the drugs wearing off. Jared was sure she’d be fine. 
 
    Lifting the brush, he began to run it down the length of her hair. It was just past her shoulders and the perfect length in his view. Long enough for him to play with, but not an irritating length. Dividing the hair into two halves, Jared wrapped one of the lilac ribbons around the tresses and tied it into a bow. Sophie swallowed as he shifted to the other side, brushing the remaining hair into a second section and then securing it with the ribbon. He threw the brush on to the bedside table, taking a step back to assess his handiwork. Jared hadn’t spent much time tying girls’ hair in the past, but he had to admit his effort wasn’t half bad all things considered. 
 
    “You look lovely,” he told her as he towered over her kneeling form. 
 
    Sophie blushed harder at his words, her gaze fixed on the space between her knees. Jared looked too, his eyes roaming up the length of her thighs to the place he knew her hot little pussy was hiding. He’d loved his first tastes of Sophie, but he wanted much, much more. One thing for was sure though, the small thatch of hair that covered her pussy had to go. He wanted his little girl bared to him—in every way possible. 
 
    “Look at Daddy,” he ordered sensually. 
 
    With a sigh, Sophie’s gaze met his. 
 
    “Do you like your room?” His eyebrow arched at the question and Jared waited as her gaze flitted around the place. 
 
    “It’s very pink,” she replied. “Daddy.” 
 
    “Don’t little girls like pink?” 
 
    Sophie sucked her lip between her white teeth and he could already see the reply in her eyes. He could see what she was thinking. Yes, little girls tended to like pink, but I’m not a little girl. I’m a grown woman. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, I suppose.” 
 
    He grinned. “Does Sophie like pink?” he probed, taking a small step back in her direction. 
 
    She blinked at him. “It’s not my favorite,” she admitted.  
 
    Jared lowered himself to his haunches a few inches in front of her. “Well, it is now, little girl.” 
 
    Her eyes were as wide as saucers at his words, and for a moment there was a flicker of understanding—a moment when she truly understood the weight of her predicament. Sophie was his little girl now, and that meant she would like whatever he told her to like. 
 
    “I decorated it for you especially,” Jared continued. “I even went so far as to have your bed custom-made.” 
 
    He gestured toward the structure with his head, and she glanced over her shoulder at it instinctively. It was a big bed for a little girl—a double—but Jared had needed space for all of the adaptations he’d made, the built-in bondage and the bars that rose from the side like a crib, ensuring she couldn’t fall and hurt herself. 
 
    Or get away, he reminded himself with glee. 
 
    Of course it was dressed in a satin pink bedspread, so Sophie had no way of knowing about those little improvements he’d made. Not yet anyway… 
 
    “Th-thank you, Daddy,” she murmured, turning back to him. 
 
    He smiled, reaching forward and tugging gently at one of her pigtails. Christ, she looked great this way. He couldn’t wait to hold on to those while he fucked her. It was going to be perfect. 
 
    “Good girl for thanking me,” he cooed as he rose back to his feet. “But this time, Daddy has another way he’d like you to thank him.” 
 
    A glint of trepidation sparkled in her eyes at his words, and Jared watched that emotion shift into fear as he slowly unbuckled the belt at his waistband. 
 
    “It’s nothing too onerous,” he reassured her as he closed the distance between them. “It’s just time to even the score a little.” 
 
    Her gaze flitted to him. “D-daddy?” 
 
    “Well, as I recall you’ve had two pretty decent orgasms thanks to me, little girl, and yet, how many have I had?” 
 
    Sophie flushed as she presumably realized where this line of questioning was going. “Just one, I think.” 
 
    “Right.”  
 
    He reached for her head, drawing her toward his body as he eased his trousers down his hips with his other hand. His cock jutted free at once, hot and eager for her attention. 
 
    “So, don’t you think Daddy deserves at least one more?” 
 
    Sophie stared at his cock as though she’d never seen anything like it before. Her eyes showed a mixture of shock and awe, and he smiled wryly. Surely her pathetic fucking husband had her polish his cock for him before now? This couldn’t possibly be her first time at fellatio.  
 
    “Yes,” she gasped, her body swaying a little as the realization washed over. “I’ll try.” 
 
    Jared gripped a pigtail in his fist, edging her in the direction of his hard length. “Do your best, little girl. Daddy will guide you.” 
 
    Sophie’s attention darted to his face for a second, but then it was back on the matter at hand. Or to be more specific, the matter that was pressing against her lips. Her mouth parted and she panted a little as she got acquainted with his member. Jared watched intently as she began to kiss and lap at his crown. Naturally, her ministrations felt divine, but he wanted much more effort than that. 
 
    “Take me in your mouth,” he ordered. 
 
    Sophie inhaled before she obliged him, closing her eyes as she drew his length to the back of her throat. Jared gasped, his jaw tightening as the heat and pressure of her mouth enveloped him. His hips pulled his cock away, before he lunged forward, filling her up again. The tip of his cock brushed against the side of her mouth and Jared squeezed his eyes closed at the rush of the sensation. Fuck. His balls tightened, inspiring his fist to do the same as he held her head in place while he withdrew again. 
 
    “You feel amazing,” Jared growled, thrusting into her mouth again.  
 
    He opened his eyes to gaze down at the small woman on her knees before him. He’d been drawn to Sophie’s witty little responses online, relishing the way their tastes had seemed so well aligned, but he could never have imagined how bloody gorgeous she would prove to be, and how easily she would make him hard with just a flick of her hair or furtive glance. Whoever the hell her husband was, he’d been a fool to ignore her needs.  
 
    That wasn’t a mistake that Jared was going to make. 
 
    He’d be here to satisfy all of her twisted desires, and then some. 
 
    The next time he thrust forward, he pushed past her tongue and grazed the very back of her throat. Sophie gagged, an instinctive response in the circumstances, but Jared held her head between both his palms, using her impromptu pigtails to keep her steady while he went to work pursuing his orgasm. And it was already close; he could tell by the way his balls had clenched, goading him to press forward and keep going, chasing the looming pleasure. 
 
    Sophie’s eyes watered, but he fucked her face roughly regardless. It was obvious she wanted him to stop, or slow down at least, but there was no way that was going to happen. There would be time for Daddy to be tender later, but now was not that time. Now, Jared wanted what was owed to him, and he was prepared to be greedy about it. His stance widened as his climax burgeoned, and at the same time he guided Sophie’s head up and down his shaft while he lunged into her. The simultaneous stimulation proved to be his undoing, and he pulled away as the first shots of his passion landed over her pretty face. 
 
    She fell back to her haunches, panting. 
 
    “Open that mouth and get back up here,” he growled as he fisted the next load of hot cum over her lips. “Daddy wants you to swallow down everything he has for you.” 
 
    Sophie’s chest heaved as she complied, her tear-stained lashes blinking rapidly as she received everything he had to offer. She seemed to be having trouble with the notion of swallowing down his cum, and Jared watched as she struggled with it. A little leaked from the side of her mouth as she choked, but he noticed Sophie never expressed a word of complaint. 
 
    Either she didn’t want to, or she didn’t dare.  
 
    Jared smiled. It was probably the latter, and that worked just fine for him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Never in her life had Sophie been treated like that. Sure, Jason had asked for the occasional blow job, and she’d done her duty with as much enthusiasm as she could muster, but it had never once been anything like it was with Jared. He was so daunting, shoving his insistent prick down the back of her throat until she couldn’t even breathe, and all that existed in the entire world was his cock. The sight of him, the scent, and of course, the taste, filled up all of Sophie’s senses until he’d erupted on her face and then inside her mouth. She’d wanted to balk at the idea of swallowing his cum, but somehow, she knew that would have been a mistake, so instead, Sophie did her best to obey him, but it had been a challenge. She’d never swallowed Jason’s cum before, and the taste was disconcerting as she was forced to gulp Jared’s back. 
 
    Jared released his grip in her hair and allowed her to fall back against her heels. Sophie inhaled, feeling the impromptu pigtails hang loose at the sides of her face. What was it with the hairstyle anyway? What sort of grown man enjoyed making a woman wear her hair in pigtails? She bit her lip again as the answer came to her.  
 
    Jared did. 
 
    It fit perfectly with everything she had come to experience with him. The way he insisted on calling her his little girl and demanded she call him Daddy, and the foreboding way he appeared to have readied this entire room for her in a humiliating pink hue. 
 
    It was too much, yet a part of her already knew what would come next. 
 
    She lowered her gaze as she blinked away the tears. Sophie didn’t want him to see her crying anymore. She never wanted that to happen again. 
 
    “You did well, little girl,” Jared enthused from over her head. “You pleased Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie lifted her bound wrists and wiped her eyes with the heel of her hand. She sniffed as she looked back to him. She wanted to please him. The rational part of her knew she’d have to keep in his favor if she wanted to survive whatever ordeal he had in store, but there was another side of Sophie which was disgusted she’d gone along with his plan. She glanced at his trouser-clad thighs, trying to make sense of it all. Clearly there was going to be a lot of things in the next few hours that would disgust her, but she couldn’t help wonder how many of them she would also come to enjoy. Hadn’t she loved the bondage at the house, even when it chafed, and hadn’t her pussy been wetter than ever thanks to the cruel bite of the clamps on her nipples? The reluctant answer to both questions was yes. 
 
    “You want to make me happy don’t you, Sophie?” His goading tone drew her attention back toward Jared’s face. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she croaked. 
 
    Sophie was beginning to feel like an obedient puppy with all this ‘yes’ and ‘no’ Daddy rubbish, but she could tell he liked it. His quick smile reassured her on that point. 
 
    “On your feet then,” he commanded, offering her one of his large palms. 
 
    She glanced at him and then back at her bound ankles. “But, my feet are bound?” 
 
    “I’ll help you,” he told her. “Take my hand.” 
 
    Duly, she did as he asked, gripping his fingers as she rose uncertainly to her feet. She could stand well enough, but walking in these ropes was going to be near impossible. 
 
    “They’re necessary,” he said, as though he’d just read her mind. “The last time I left you unbound you made a run for it, remember?” 
 
    Sophie flushed at the memory. She did remember, and as she stood in front of her captor now, she wished beyond reason that she’d managed to achieve her objective. 
 
    Jared moved beside her, and quick as a flash, he swooped, taking her weight and pulling her up against his body. Sophie gasped, although she had been half expecting the move. Somehow, he seemed so strong and he was always so in control. It was infuriating. 
 
    “Time for some food,” he muttered as he carried Sophie to the door. 
 
    Taking her weight in one arm for a moment, he pulled the door back to reveal a dark hallway. She blinked into the new surroundings, half enthralled at the way he seemed able to contain her weight and half petrified. Sophie was not a tiny woman, and she’d put on even more weight since Lucy had been born, despite her best efforts to shed the pounds. How was it possible that Jared seemed able to carry her with such little effort? 
 
    He swept her into the corridor, nudging on a light as they passed a switch in the darkness. Clearly, Jared knew this place then? It was probably his, but where the hell were they? Were the other two guys, Anton and Daniel, here as well? Were they hiding in one of the rooms they passed, just waiting to indulge in her denigration? Sophie glanced around as he stalked them both down the hallway, but she found no clues about the other men or their location. By Jared’s own admission, she had been asleep for a while and in that time, he could have driven her anywhere. The knot of anxiety twisted at the thought. She could be miles away. Miles away from home—from her family. Her mind flitted to Jason as Jared took the stairs two at a time. What was he doing now? Was he worrying about her, trying to call? Sophie had a recollection of Jared taking her phone with him before they left the house, so maybe it was possible she’d find it somewhere, and she could call for help? 
 
    “You’re quiet?” 
 
    Jared’s words garnered her attention and she turned to meet his eye. 
 
    “I don’t know what you want me to say,” she admitted. 
 
    His expression hardened in an instant. 
 
    “Daddy,” she added breathlessly, hoping the afterthought would be enough to save her. 
 
    Jared blinked at her. “You’re going to land yourself in even more trouble if you keep forgetting how you address me, young lady.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she squeaked. “This is all new to me.” 
 
    He ran his tongue over his teeth as he carried her across the half-lit hallway to what looked like a kitchen. Placing Sophie back on her feet, Jared reached for the light switch and the strip lighting flickered into life, confirming her initial suspicions. She glanced around, trying to take in as much information as she could. It was a pretty large space, with work counters and a basin running along the back wall, white appliances fitted to her right and a circular dining table was to her left. 
 
    “Wait here.” 
 
    Jared left her standing as he stalked to the table and pulled out a chair. Sophie eyed it nervously. She could already see the pink cuffs attached to both the arms and the legs of the wood, and fresh panic rose in her chest. 
 
    “Are you cold?” he asked as he strode back in her direction. 
 
    Sophie nodded. “My feet are freezing. Daddy.”  
 
    “Okay, I’ll get the heating going,” he replied. “Can you hobble to the chair?” 
 
    Her gaze narrowed before she realized what was happening. He wanted her to hobble—to humiliate herself further in his ropes? “I don’t know, Daddy.” 
 
    “Try.” Jared stepped back, folding his arms across his broad chest. “And watch those facial expressions, little girl. Insolent looks will be dealt with in the same way as disrespectful words.” 
 
    Her breath caught at his threat, and slowly, she edged her right foot forward, testing out the ropes. There wasn’t much slack in them, and maybe only about eight inches of rope separated her feet at full stretch, but it was enough to shuffle forward, a little at a time, in the direction Jared had indicated. 
 
    “You look good that way,” he said with a chuckle. “Perhaps I’ll have you walking, after all.” 
 
    Sophie closed her eyes at his mocking tone. It took every ounce of her willpower not to shoot him a glare, but somehow, she resisted, sensing all that would earn her was more angst. Finally, after an excruciating journey, she made it to the chair and awkwardly, she turned before collapsing into it. Jared was on her in a moment. 
 
    “Time to swap restraints now.” 
 
    She inhaled, watching as he worked at the ropes at her wrists. Releasing her left arm, Jared somehow managed to leave her right one bound to her ankles and he guided her unwilling limb toward the waiting cuff. 
 
    “I’ll be good,” she implored him. “You don’t need to bind me.” 
 
    “Maybe,” he answered without looking up from the task. “But I want to bind you, Sophie. It makes me hard to see you restrained and at my mercy, and I know it makes that sweet pussy wet.” 
 
    Heat rushed to Sophie’s face at his assertion, but the worst of it was, he was right. She had always found bondage alluring, however frustrating its reality was. 
 
    Within a moment, her left wrist was secured inside the pink cuff, which Jared buckled into place. Sophie tried it out as his focus shifted to the other hand. The restraint only allowed her a few inches of movement, but still the cuff was soft, like one of those large, leather ones she’d seen on the BDSM sites she’d surfed, and while she didn’t want to be bound to the chair, she preferred this somehow. The cuff didn’t bite into her skin the way the ropes had and the leather was less abrasive. It didn’t take long for her other wrist to follow suit and soon, all four of her limbs were restrained to the kitchen chair in the same way. Jared rose, his eyes excited as he appraised her. 
 
    “Do you have any idea how good you look this way?” 
 
    Sophie lowered her gaze, noticing how her nipples had hardened. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    “Well you do,” he insisted. “Fucking amazing actually.” 
 
    Jared wandered closer, his hand grazing over her right breast. “Let’s get this place warm,” he mused aloud. “And then we can eat.” 
 
    She turned her head and watched as he adjusted the thermostat on the wall beside her before he closed the door. Jared glanced over his shoulder, grinning as their gazes met. 
 
    “What did you mean when you said this was all new to you?”  
 
    Sophie pulled against her restraints even though she already knew it was futile. There was no way she was getting out of them without Jared. 
 
    “I…” She hesitated, suddenly unsure. “I’ve never done anything like this before, Daddy.” 
 
    “I know that,” he replied, opening the large fridge in the far corner and reaching for something inside. “You told me that already.” 
 
    Sophie sighed. Of course, she had. She seemed to have shared just about every piece of intimate information with the guy already. God knows what she had been thinking. 
 
    “What else?” he demanded, striding away with what looked like a block of cheese. “What specifically is new?” 
 
    All this Daddy shit, she thought, but the words never reached her lips. 
 
    “The way you want me to call you Daddy,” she murmured, abruptly embarrassed by the way he was making her say the things out loud. 
 
    Wasn’t all of this obvious? 
 
    They’d never discussed any of this age-play stuff online and Jared had never indicated a preference for it. Sophie knew that for sure. She would have remembered and she would likely have been perturbed by the idea. She’d never entertained the concept of calling a grown man Daddy before, unless you counted the times she’d said it to Jason on behalf of her children. 
 
    Jared’s lips were curling as Sophie glanced back to him. 
 
    “But you like it.” That was more a statement than a question. 
 
    “We talked about that,” she whispered. “I have mixed feelings about it.” 
 
    He turned to face her with an arched brow. 
 
    “Daddy.” She added quickly. 
 
    “You’ll learn to love more about it than you despise,” he told her with a confidence on the subject that Sophie didn’t feel. 
 
    Firstly, how the hell could he know that when it was probably the only kink they hadn’t discussed in their messages, and secondly, Sophie couldn’t contemplate the future Jared wanted to project. Sure, she enjoyed some of this attention, but that wasn’t enough. It wasn’t enough to leave her marriage, and it certainly wasn’t enough to leave her kids. She needed to get back to them, and soon. If she could only figure out where the hell she was. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared sliced the cheese, before he grilled it over the bread. Sophie was quiet while he worked. She hadn’t responded to his assertion about age-play, and for once, he hadn’t pushed the point. He had never discussed the fetish with her, and that had been intentional. Amongst the chats about paddles and gags, he hadn’t wanted to go too far and frighten her away. It had been important to set the tone just right, to engage her but not overwhelm her, and somehow, Jared had managed it. 
 
    He checked on the cheese toast, watching it bubble under the heat before he turned the power off. Turning, he addressed Sophie once more. 
 
    “A glass of milk, little girl?” 
 
    She swallowed at his question. “Water please, Daddy.” 
 
    His brow furrowed. He would have preferred to see her drink milk, but water would do for the time being. The key thing was to get some sustenance into Sophie, and of course, to enjoy himself along the way. Transferring her bread onto a plate, Jared cut the piece into small strips, leaving his whole, and then he set both plates down onto the table. Sophie eyed her cheese toast with obvious suspicion, but wisely, she kept her feelings on the subject to herself. Jared returned to the counter and filled a glass with water, before boiling the kettle for himself. He made himself a mug of tea before he carried both drinks to where she was bound. 
 
    “There you go.” He set the water down on the table in front of her. 
 
    Sophie reached for the food, but naturally, the cuffs at her wrists halted her progress. She huffed, looking to him with inquiring eyes. “Thank you, but how I am supposed to eat it?” 
 
    Jared smiled. He was glad she had asked. 
 
    “I’m going to feed you,” he answered with a grin as he took the seat beside her.  
 
    Frankly, it had been one of the parts Jared had been looking forward to the most, aside from the debauched sex, of course. 
 
    Sophie shook her head in disbelief. “Really, Daddy?” 
 
    There was scorn in her voice and Jared didn’t like it. 
 
    He lurched toward her, propping her chin up with his hand. Sophie’s eyes widened at his change of tact, her body tensing under his touch. 
 
    “That was a mighty brave tone of voice for someone who already has the spanking of their life coming.”  
 
    She gulped at his reproachful tone, her expression instantly contrite. “I’m s-sorry, Daddy,” she murmured. “I didn’t mean to be rude.” 
 
    Jared’s hand fell to her left breast and he tugged at her nipple. Sophie yelped at the initial contact, pulling futilely against her cuffs as he helped himself to her exposed and vulnerable body. 
 
    “You have great tits,” he mused as his hand shifted to the other nipple and pinched it. “You can make me very happy, little girl. I know you can, and I can make you happy, too—if you learn to behave yourself.” 
 
    Sophie nodded, biting her lip anxiously.  
 
    “How’s that head now?” he asked in a softer tone. 
 
    “It still hurts, Daddy,” she admitted in a whisper. 
 
    Jared pressed his lips into a hard line. It was time to get some food into his little girl. “Open,” he instructed sensually, reaching for the first strip of cheese toast. 
 
    Sophie’s gaze watched the pursuit of his hand and her lips parted at its approach. Jared’s cock, which had so recently been placated, rose at the gesture. It wanted that mouth to open for it again soon. Sophie’s throat had been magnificent. 
 
    He slipped the piece of toast into her mouth, watching as she bit half of the strip away and chewed on the food slowly. 
 
    “Good?” he probed. 
 
    “Thank you,” she mumbled, her attention flitting to her lap as she swallowed the mouthful down. 
 
    “Look at Daddy,” he goaded. “I want to see your pretty face when I feed you, Sophie.” 
 
    She regarded him with imploring eyes, her face flaming with shame. Evidently, little Sophie hadn’t been fed by hand before and she wasn’t much enjoying it. That was a pity, because Jared was absolutely fucking loving the way the act demeaned her, and he intended to perpetuate it at every meal time. 
 
    “Finish this piece up while I have mine.” 
 
    This time her mouth parted before he reached it, taking the cheese toast from his fingers and chewing on it while he helped himself to his own plate. Jared relaxed back in his seat, relishing the view as he ate. It had been hours since Jared last had anything to eat and he was starving, but it had been worth the wait. A part of him still couldn’t believe what a lucky bastard he was. Every meal was going to be like this from now on.  
 
    Sophie was finally his. 
 
    All those weeks of scheming had paid off, and now, with a little help from his friends, Jared had her. 
 
    He gobbled down his toast, intermittently offering Sophie her small strips. She took them without complaint, but Jared couldn’t tell if it was hunger that drove her on, or the fear of upsetting him again. Either way, he was pleased she was compliant. When she’d taken her final piece of toast, he reached for the glass of water. 
 
    “Time for a drink,” he commanded, bringing the glass to her lips. 
 
    Sophie leaned forward as far as the cuffs would allow and accepted the drink. Jared felt like a proud father as she drank it down in one sitting. 
 
    “Very good, little girl,” he purred, stroking the stray strands of her hair from her face. “You did well.” 
 
    She glanced up at him. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    “Hopefully your headache will improve soon, but if not, a good night’s sleep should help.” 
 
    Her attention shifted to the window before him and instinctively, Jared knew what she was thinking. It was nighttime already, and of course, she was right. It was nearly half past ten, but it wasn’t time for her to sleep again just yet. 
 
    There was still the small matter of her punishment to come. 
 
    “You told me once that you’d never been spanked before, Sophie.” Jared paused, watching her responses carefully. “Was that true?” 
 
    She gasped at the sudden change in conversation, her fingers stretching against the cuffs. “Yes, it’s true,” she murmured. “I never have.” 
 
    Jared grinned at her. “Well, all that’s about to change,” he promised her. “You’ve got a significant punishment coming to you, young lady.” 
 
    Sophie’s body visibly tensed and Jared could see the conflict in her gaze. It was obvious that she wanted to be punished. He knew it had been an irrefutable desire she’d suppressed for too long, But Jared also had an idea how much the concept filled her with terror. She had told him as much during their flirty exchanges—Sophie loved the idea of submitting, but she had no idea if she could handle the reality. The beauty of this moment was that she no longer had a choice. 
 
    “Wh-what will you do, Daddy?” she stammered. 
 
    Jared took a sip of his tea, watching Sophie as he placed the mug back down. She was visibly fraught with anxiety about the things he proposed, and like the sick fuck he was, Jared was excited at her responses. 
 
    “It’s up to me what I do, little girl,” he told her after a moment. “Rest assured, Daddy knows best.” 
 
    Her eyes flitted back to her thighs and Jared was reminded just how vulnerable Sophie was. She’d never had the chance to anticipate any of the things he had masterminded today—she never saw it coming—and as a result, Sophie was desperately trying to keep up with the change of pace, not wanting to displease him. But Jared wasn’t a fool. He knew she’d flee if he gave her half a chance. 
 
    Sophie lifted her chin. “You said you’d take me over your lap, Daddy?” 
 
    Her eyes danced with emotion, but it was impossible to tell if was fear or exhilaration Jared saw there. 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    She sighed. “Will you hurt me?” 
 
    He picked up his mug again, hiding his smile behind it as he considered her question. “I am going to spank you, little girl, and I’ll certainly be tanning your backside until you can’t sit down.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes closed for a brief moment before opening again, and this time there was definitely fear swimming in them. 
 
    “I will hurt you, yes,” Jared continued. “But I will never cause you real harm. Daddy will take care of you—in every way possible.” 
 
    She exhaled and once more closed her expressive eyes. Jared took a large swig of his drink, rearranging his growing erection while her gaze was shuttered. 
 
    “I think we’ll go back to your room for the spanking,” he declared.  
 
    Jared could have spanked her anywhere, of course. He could have untied her and turned her over his knee right there in the kitchen. It was clear to him that Sophie had neither the strength, nor the energy to stop him, but for some reason that wasn’t what he wanted to do. Jared yearned to get Sophie back into her room—that pink space he’d created for her. That room was going to become the center of her whole universe now, and that meant punishment as well as pleasure. 
 
    Sophie’s gaze was back on him. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Draining the remainder of his tea, Jared stacked the plates and took the dirty crockery over to the kitchen sink. He’d deal with the washing up later. He had a naughty girl to manage first. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    The weight of all her competing emotions was exhausting. Sophie was tired anyway. Maybe it was the time of the day, or perhaps the effects of whatever drug they’d given her, but her body was weary. Her mind, though, was alive with trepidation. This whole situation was so perilous. She didn’t know this man—not really—and now she was trapped in this house with him, at the mercy of whatever whim he chose to inflict upon her. Sophie’s breath hitched as she considered her predicament. She wanted to get away. She needed to get back to Billy and Lucy, yet even as those thoughts crashed through her head, the goading arousal between her legs plagued her. The cuffs and the ropes were doing something for her, however shameful it was to admit. And all this talk of spanking sent heat spiking to her core. 
 
    She watched while Jared was busy at the sink, her gaze crawling over his body. Jared still wore the same shirt and denims he’d worn when he’d first arrived at her house, but in the friction of the last few hours, she’d rarely had the opportunity to look at him. Jared had been dressed when he’d fucked her, and he was still dressed when he’d fingered her in her bathroom. She’d never had the opportunity to see those muscular arms, or the rippling muscles of his chest, but Sophie could imagine them. She’d seen the ease with which Jared had carried her, and evidently, the man was strong. Sitting in her chair, she took in the breadth of his back and his perfect behind. Jared was tall and dark and everything she would have fantasized about, but none of that should matter. He was also the guy who’d snatched her from her house and crucially, he wasn’t Jason. She sighed as she thought about her husband again, guilt expanding in her chest. After all these years, Sophie couldn’t believe she’d been unfaithful to him, and even in the extreme circumstances that she’d slept with Jared, she was still ashamed of herself. Jared may have taken what he wanted in the end, but there was little point in denying the fact that Sophie had wanted him.  
 
    It had probably been written all over her face, and it had sure as hell been clear from her soaking pussy. 
 
    Jared turned, stalking back to the place she was forced to wait. He stopped just beyond her, seeming to tower over Sophie. 
 
    “Time we got going.” 
 
    Sophie nodded. There was no point in arguing, and anyway, even though she feared the pain, the concept of being spanked enthralled her. She’d dreamed about it for so long, and Jason would never even entertain the idea. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He smiled, the way he always did when she ceded to his will and the well of heat bubbled in her core. She shouldn’t want him. It was obvious she shouldn’t, so why was she so bloody horny in his presence? 
 
    Jared crouched in front of her, beginning work on her right ankle cuff. “Are you going to be Daddy’s good girl, or am I going to have to bind you again?” 
 
    He lifted his chin, the intensity of his gaze landing over her once more. 
 
    “I’ll be good,” she squeaked. 
 
    Jared smirked. “I hope so,” he murmured, “Because Daddy is going to be really disappointed if you let him down.” 
 
    Sophie swallowed at the way he put that. There was something about the notion of pleasing and disappointing him that was pivotal, and although it made no sense, Sophie was fixated on the idea of gaining Jared’s approval. She didn’t want him to be angry. She wanted to be his good girl. 
 
    “I won’t disappoint you,” she promised, holding the weight of his stare as he shifted to her other leg. 
 
    It only took him a moment to release her left ankle from the cuff. 
 
    “Good.” Jared knelt in front of her, nudging her knees aside as he leaned closer to Sophie’s body. 
 
    He grabbed a fistful of her hair, the feeling of his fingers gripping at her scalp making her pant. “I want to trust you, baby, but I don’t yet.” 
 
    Jared’s face loomed in her direction, and Sophie was forced to take in a breath to steady herself. 
 
    “But if you’re a good girl, then I will be able to and one day we can dispense with all the ropes and cuffs.” He paused, arching an eyebrow at her. “Assuming you want to, of course.” 
 
    Sophie had no clue how to answer that. All she could focus on was the hunger burning in Jared’s gaze. He was like a starving man at a banquet, and as his mouth pressed into hers, the thought occurred that she was about to be devoured. She groaned as her head hit the back of the chair. She was pinioned by the power of Jared’s kiss. Sophie couldn’t recall if she’d ever been kissed that way before. Maybe she had, once upon a time, but she’d certainly not been privy to passion like it for a while, and as he drew away, she could barely catch her breath.  
 
    Jared’s attention moved to the cuffs at her wrists, making short work of the bondage before he rose to his feet again. “Up you get.” 
 
    Sophie shivered at the instruction. It was strange being free of all the binds for a change, but as she stood before him without them, she felt more exposed and vulnerable than ever. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    Sophie dared to meet his gaze. Was she ready? 
 
    “I’m scared, Daddy,” she replied in a tone so pitiful Sophie’s toes curled as she answered. 
 
    For some reason, it seemed easier to call him that now. It was like she was role-playing, and in her mind, she’d chosen to assume this new identity as his little girl. Sophie didn’t know why, but she had a sense it would make the whole spanking easier to process. Jared blinked down at her, the potency of his glare seeming to root her to the spot. 
 
    Oh God. That expression didn’t look good… 
 
    Had she overstepped an unspoken boundary somehow, by admitting her fears aloud? 
 
    “I know you are,” he glowered. Taking a small step closer, he closed the distance between them. “It feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Her throat dried at that, the fire in his eyes telling her that Jared was certainly relishing her fear, but it was worse than that. Sophie could tell how wet she was. The power he had over her at that moment was scintillating. 
 
    She pulled in a deep breath. “Yes, Daddy, but terrifying as well.” 
 
    Jared’s expression finally softened, provoking relief from Sophie’s every pore. 
 
    “You’ll get through it,” he assured her. “And I bet you’ll enjoy it, too.” 
 
    There was silence between them then, an unnerving intensity that made Sophie lightheaded, and just when she thought she couldn’t draw in another breath, Jared swooped. Lowering his body, he grabbed Sophie by the thighs and threw her over his shoulder. She gasped at the sudden change of tact, her head struggling to catch up with events. 
 
    “This is how I’ll get you around the house for the time being,” he advised, and one of those large palms came to rest upon her prone backside. 
 
    Sophie inhaled as best she could, closing her eyes and he strode out of the kitchen. “I can walk, Daddy,” she squeaked. 
 
    He swatted her right cheek, making her pant, although Sophie had an idea it was only a gentle spank. “There’ll be no walking without my permission, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s hands grasped at the fabric of his shirt and slowly, she forced her eyes open. They were on the stairs now, no doubt heading back to the bedroom he’d designed for her, just like he’d promised. 
 
    “But, I weigh a ton,” she protested, disconcerted by the speed with which Jared was moving.  
 
    How could a man of his size be so agile on his feet? 
 
    She was back in the room a moment later, the pink hue of the walls pressing down on her as Jared place her back on her feet. 
 
    “Let’s get something straight.” His tone was foreboding. “You do not weigh a ton, young lady. Far from it.” 
 
    Jared’s expression was fierce as he admonished her. “And beginning now, every time you put yourself down like that, you’ll earn another ten swats from whatever implement I choose.” 
 
    Panic pinballed around her body. 
 
    “Ten?” she repeated.  
 
    Ten on top of whatever he already had planned—surely that was too much? 
 
    That alluring brow rose again. “More if you argue.” 
 
    Her gaze flitted around the room in a vain attempt not to meet Jared’s eyes. “I’m sorry,” she rasped. “It’s just I put on weight after Lucy and it’s been a real struggle to lose it, and…” 
 
    Her voice trailed away. Why was she even bothering to tell Jared this? It was obvious he wouldn’t give a shit. 
 
    “You. Are. Beautiful,” he huffed, drawing his hands to his slim hips. “Just as you are. I don’t want you to change a thing.” 
 
    What? Now she knew he must be lying. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Jared smiled. “Yes, really. Now go and wait for me in the corner over there. Nose to the wall, little girl. I’ll call you when I’m ready to punish you.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze followed the tilt of his head to the corner he intended, and slowly she shuffled away. She’d never been spanked before, and now he expected her to wait naked while he got ready? Well, of course, he did. Jared wanted her naked all the time apparently, and as for making her wait, no doubt that was all part of his fun. Approaching the wall, she paused, peering over her shoulder at Jared. He’d closed the door, his attention now on the contents of the bottom of the large white dresser beside her bed. As though he sensed her stare, he turned suddenly, fixing her with a hard stare. 
 
    “What were you told?” he demanded. 
 
    She gulped. Oh shit. “To put my nose against the wall, Daddy.” 
 
    It was so ridiculous to say the words out loud, yet Sophie was sure arousal pooled when she did. 
 
    “Then why are looking this way?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she sniffed, turning back to the pink wall immediately. 
 
    “When Daddy gives you an instruction then you will obey it, Sophie,” he told her in a stern tone. “Disobeying me will only earn you more punishment.” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a shaky breath. What the fuck had she been thinking watching him? She knew better than that, didn’t she? At the very least she knew what he would do if he caught her. It was like some sort of madness was consuming her and Sophie could no longer think straight. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “And for that refusal to comply, you earned yourself another ten swats, little girl.” 
 
    She trembled at his verdict, her mind clouding. Pressing the tip of her nose against the cold paint, there was only one thing Sophie was certain about. 
 
    She was never going to survive this. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared collected the paddle he’d bought especially for Sophie. It was long, relatively wide and pink—just like every other acquisition he had made. He’d not intended to use it to spank Sophie tonight, but after her recent errors, he’d found reason to call upon the new purchase. Running the smooth surface over his palm, he determined to use the thing for the twenty additional strikes she’d earned. He closed the drawer and turned back to the woman in the corner. She was agitated again, her breaths coming in short, fast pants as her fingers splayed behind her back. Jared smiled at the sight of her, taking in the look of her wonky pigtails. He’d have to get better at arranging her hair, but Jared guessed there would be time for that. 
 
    Settling on the edge of her bed, Jared placed the paddle on the covers. He would start with his palm—like he’d planned. He’d always loved spanking women, but Sophie promised to be the best yet. 
 
    “Turn around and get over here.” 
 
    He kept his tone low and firm and she shifted on shaky legs, following his beckoning finger. Jared wasn’t angry with Sophie, in fact, at this point he was barely even irritated. He meant to teach her a lesson with the penance, but more than that, he intended to enjoy every second of punishing her peachy arse. She came to stand in front of him, her gaze low as she waited for his next instruction. Jared wasn’t sure he’d ever seen Sophie so obedient before. 
 
    And he liked it. 
 
    “What are you here for, little girl?” he demanded. 
 
    Jared hoped he wasn’t going to get some smart-arse response. Based on her evident anxiety and contrition, he doubted it, but still, he could never be sure. His experience had taught him that women reacted to this moment in different ways. 
 
    “To be spanked, Daddy.” Sophie’s voice was barely even audible. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    She jumped at his tone, her breasts bouncing beautifully in front of him. 
 
    “To be spanked,” she repeated, lifting her chin to risk a glance at him for the first time since she’d been summoned. 
 
    “That’s right,” he confirmed. “And why are you going to be spanked, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip, her eyes conveying an imploring message. 
 
    Please, don’t make me say it. 
 
    But her plea was futile, and she knew it. 
 
    Her lips parted. “Because I lied to you, Daddy.” 
 
    She sounded genuinely ashamed as she was made to admit her sins, his cock swelling at her tone. 
 
    “And what else?” 
 
    Sophie panted. “I tried to run.” 
 
    “You did run,” he corrected her. 
 
    She nodded miserably. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “And why will you be receiving twenty extra swats with this?” His hand shifted to the waiting paddle. 
 
    Sophie’s eyes were as wide as saucers as she took in the sight of it. Her breathing was erratic, and it looked like she was struggling to find any composure. “Because I said I was big,” she gasped. “And I didn’t do what you asked of me.” 
 
    She finally tore her gaze from the paddle. “I’m sorry, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared pressed his lips into a hard line, trying to resist the urge to grin at her wonderful admission. She was sorry—or she thought she was. But soon, Sophie would know what it truly meant to be sorry. 
 
    Reaching forward, he took hold of her hand. “I’m crazy about you, Sophie. That’s why I went to so much trouble to have you here.” 
 
    He paused, eyeing her responses carefully. “But I will punish you each time you disobey me.” 
 
    Sophie nodded again, tears welling up in her eyes. 
 
    “Were my requests so daunting?” he asked in a softer tone. “I merely wanted the truth and for you to do as you’ve been told.” 
 
    She sighed, a solitary tear sliding down her face. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    “And I will not accept you putting yourself down, little girl. That’s not what you’re here for.” 
 
    Sophie fluttered her lashes as though she didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “But most disappointingly, you chose to run from me.” He squeezed her palm. “After I’d given you so much pleasure. That hurts.” 
 
    Jared pinioned her with an intense stare. Naturally, he understood why Sophie had tried to flee, but that wasn’t the point. He was going to make sure she never contemplated it again. 
 
    “I-I don’t know what else to say,” she stammered. “Apart from I’m sorry.” 
 
    “There’s nothing you can say,” he concurred. “But you can get over my lap and take your spanking like my good girl.” 
 
    Jared felt the tremble that reverberated through her body. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she replied wearily. “I’ll try.” 
 
    He yanked her to his right side, edging forward on the bed so Sophie would have ample room to hang limp over his lap. “I’m not going to go easy on you,” he promised as he hauled her downwards. “You deserve this, little girl.” 
 
    She landed over his thighs with a gasp. There was no resistance, only tension in her limbs as she settled. 
 
    “We’re starting with my palm.” Jared gazed down toward Sophie’s face. 
 
    Her features were partially concealed by her pigtails which had fallen south, but he could just make out her reddened cheeks. The corners of Jared’s mouth curled. If Sophie thought she was embarrassed already, then she truly had a lot to learn. Soon enough, he was going to ensure her arse was the same hue as her face. 
 
    He ran his left palm over the flawless skin of Sophie’s back, bringing it to a halt just before the curve of her behind. Jared’s cock was throbbing with need at the mere feel of her flesh. Sophie was really something. Lifting his other hand, he paused, taking a second to relish this moment in time. Sophie whimpered, clearly sensing what was about to happen, her body fidgeting over his lap. 
 
    “Keep still, Sophie,” Jared warned her. “Trust me, you don’t want any more strikes added.” 
 
    She stilled at once, pulling in a deep breath and that was when he struck. Jared’s palm landed against her backside, catching both of her cheeks. Sophie gasped again, and as he glanced down, Jared could see her hands had balled into small fists. He smirked at her response, delivering another five hard swats in fast succession. By the time the fifth one landed, Sophie was mewling. 
 
    “What was that, little girl?”  
 
    “Nothing, Daddy,” she whimpered in response. 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    Jared spanked her delicious ass again, alternating between her cheeks as the smacks rained down. “While you’re being punished I want you to think about why I am having to spank you.” 
 
    The idea of having to spank Sophie was ridiculous. Jared had been desperate to get her over his knee from the first moment she opened the door, but of course, she didn’t know that. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice sounded croaky as her chest rose and fell against his thigh. 
 
    “I don’t want to have to spank you this hard, young lady.” 
 
    That was bullshit, too. Jared was absolutely reveling in the act. He watched the way her cheeks reverberated with each impact, and the pink color that had already started to develop. 
 
    “But when you act up that way, you give me no choice.” 
 
    He peppered her arse with fresh swats, running his free hand along her back to her shoulders. Jared could feel the tension collecting there. Later he would rub that tightness away. Shifting the target of his palm, he sent his other hand crashing down against Sophie’s sitting spots. She yelped at the change of tact, writhing over him. 
 
    “What did I tell you to do over my lap?” he barked. 
 
    “K-keep still.” 
 
    “Correct.” Jared spanked her upturned ass again, ignoring the insistent pulse of his erection. “So why am I having to tell you again, little girl?” 
 
    “But, it hurts so damn much!” 
 
    Jared grinned at her words. “What did you expect?” His voice was imperious. “You’re here to be punished, not petted.” 
 
    Sophie let out a low sob. “I know. I’m sorry, Daddy.” 
 
    “I thought you were going to take your spanking like a good girl?” 
 
    She hesitated, and Jared could actually sense the conflict in Sophie before she answered. “I want to be,” she ceded. “I just don’t know how.” 
 
    Sophie’s voice broke at the admission, her head resting against the fuchsia carpet with resignation. That’s what he wanted to see—some of the fight slipping from his little girl. Jared knew he was going to have to break her down before he could build her back into the version of Sophie he desired. 
 
    The hand delivering her spanking stilled, and he pressed it against her warm cheeks. “Then let me help you,” he replied. “You lie still and receive your swats. That’s it, Sophie.” 
 
    Jared paused. “Do you think you can manage that?” 
 
    Her chest heaved. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Spread your legs for me.” 
 
    Her knees slowly eased apart at the order. Jared’s hand slipped over the curve of her arse and down into the nest of her soft hair. As expected, her pussy was drenched with her arousal. However much Sophie tried to feign her pain and protest, her body gave her away. This may well be the most excruciating moment of her life, but there was no way she wasn’t enjoying it. Sophie’s body betrayed her with its very obvious desire. 
 
    “It looks as though my little girl is enjoying her punishment?”  
 
    Jared ensured his tone sounded unimpressed at his findings, though secretly, he was thrilled. The fact that Sophie was aroused by his show of dominance was even better than he’d dared to hope. 
 
    Sophie shook her head against the carpet. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    “No?” He slid one finger into her wetness, his cock hardening further at the incredible sensation. Sophie panted, moaning at the intrusion.  
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    She buried her face into the soft fibers. “It hurts,” she insisted. “It really does.” 
 
    Jared chuckled lightly. “Of course, it hurts, little girl. But just feel how much you love it when I inflict that hurt. I’ve never found you wetter.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” she whimpered, her voice full of misery. “What’s wrong with me?” 
 
    His finger swept from her pussy and he swatted her right cheek firmly. “There’s nothing wrong with you,” he chastised. “You, Sophie, are fucking perfect the way you are, and I’m going to spend forever proving it to you.” 
 
    Her toes curled at his words. “Forever?” 
 
    Jared spanked the other cheek even harder. Her skin had begun to redden under the brunt of his strikes. “Sorry?” 
 
    “Daddy!” she blurted, although Jared had the sense that Sophie no longer even knew what she was replying for.  
 
    It was obvious she was telling the truth. Despite her gorgeous wetness, Sophie had never been spanked before and she was struggling with the pain of the ordeal. Jared considered that for a moment. Did he want to take pity on his little girl and move straight to the paddle, or should he make her take some more? 
 
    The conundrum was electrifying. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Forever? 
 
    Had he just said forever? 
 
    The word echoed around Sophie’s mind like the chimes of a death bell, and for the first time in a while, she could feel the nausea begin to rise again. Not a great prospect when she was effectively upside down over someone’s knee. 
 
    Sophie’s thoughts were in free-fall. Jared had inferred he wanted to keep her, but he’d never said anything about wanting her forever. She stretched her fingers out against the carpet. The color of the floor was so bright it was virtually giving her another headache. What the fuck was she going to do? She had to escape somehow. She couldn’t stay in this madness—however amazing the sex was. Forget Jason and forget fidelity. This was about Sophie’s sanity. 
 
    His palm landed against her vulnerable backside again, reigniting the existing hurt. Sophie could only imagine what her arse looked like at this point. It felt about three times its usual size, and he hadn’t even picked up the paddle yet. Panic bloomed in her chest about what that would be like. After all of this spanking would she be able to take the intensity of an implement like that? 
 
    “Yes, forever,” Jared confirmed in a gleeful tone. “Did you think I was just going to take you for the week and then give you back to your inadequate husband?” 
 
    The knot of anxiety in her tummy twisted. “I-I didn’t know.” 
 
    “Well. Now. You. Do.” Jared punctuated each word with a harsh slap to her aching behind, and she closed her eyes as the sensation washed over her. 
 
    This was all too much. Taking her against her will, the little girl thing, and now the pain of the spanking. Sophie had been wrong about that, too. The idea of being hauled over a man’s lap and taken in hand for a firm spanking had always been so alluring, but the reality just wasn’t keeping up with the fantasy. This hurt in a very real and persistent way. None of her fantasies had ever considered that factor before. 
 
    “How much more, Daddy?” she croaked. 
 
    Sophie had no idea if he would punish her more for asking, but somehow that didn’t matter. All that mattered at this moment was alleviating the pain—sooner rather than later. 
 
    “Until I say so,” he snapped, swatting her trembling ass again. 
 
    She swore the strikes were getting harder every time his palm connected with her flesh, or maybe it was just her tolerance getting weaker. 
 
    “Naughty little girls who run, and lie, and disobey and put themselves down will be thoroughly punished.” 
 
    Jared spanked her again, but this time his palm caught the edge of her sex. Sophie winced at the new and unexpected hurt, trying to rise from his lap altogether. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t,” Jared snarled as his hand pressed down into her back. “You’re staying right where you are unless you want more strokes with the paddle?” 
 
    Fury raged through her and the ferocity of it took Sophie by surprise. How dare he do this! How dare this man take her and treat her this way. Okay, she had been a fool relaying so many private thoughts and fantasies to him, but that didn’t give him permission for any of this. Nothing gave him permission for that except her consent. 
 
    And Jared didn’t have that. He’d never even asked for it. 
 
    “Sophie.” His tone had hardened, but so had her will. “Apologize for trying to get up from your spanking.” 
 
    She gritted her teeth. There was no way she was apologizing. 
 
    No fucking way. 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    Her name resonated around the room, but she squeezed her eyes shut, willing herself not to cave in to his demands.  
 
    “Have it your way then.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes flew open just in time to hear the impact of a new spank, the sound echoing like a thunder clap. And then her brain processed the fresh pain. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    That wasn’t his palm! 
 
    “If you won’t apologize, then you earn the extra swats with the paddle anyway.” He sounded smug, the thought making her hands ball again. “And that means thirty with the paddle, not including the warm-up.” 
 
    Jared struck her again and Sophie had no choice but to gasp. God, it stung. The feeling was like nothing else she’d ever felt before. The impact of the thing was so much more intense than his hand had been. It was such an obvious point—of course the paddle was worse—yet Sophie hadn’t had time to contemplate the way it would make her feel. 
 
    “So, let’s get started.” His voice was almost a growl. “You’re going to count each stroke for me, little girl. Do you understand?” 
 
    Count them for him? Was he fucking kidding? 
 
    The paddle hit her again, and this time the blow nearly took her breath away. Sophie blinked at the gaudy pink room around her in shock. Apparently, Jared wasn’t kidding… 
 
    “Yes, I understand. Daddy.” Sophie could hear the change in her reply with her own ears. She no longer sounded humbled or contrite. There was obvious anger in her tone, laced with the resentment that was threatening to spill over at any moment. 
 
    Jared pressed the cool surface of the paddle against her tender cheeks. “What the hell was that?” 
 
    Her heart pounded in her chest. “I answered you, Daddy,” she told him with a huff. 
 
    Fear was building in Sophie’s chest once more, but her rage was so intense that she was having trouble letting it go. Whichever way she looked at it, there was no justification for the way Jared was treating her. This was all so fucked up and wrong, and if she was enjoying it on any level, then there was only one conclusion to draw—she must be fucked and wrong, too. 
 
    “That is not how you speak to me,” he hissed, landing another smack with the paddle. 
 
    Jared’s palm pressed down in the middle of her back, pinioning her in place. Sophie had no choice but to take it. 
 
    “Where is this insolence coming from?” His voice was venomous. “Where has my good girl gone?” 
 
    Sophie panted over his lap. Her ribs were starting to ache where she’d been flung over him for so long, but that was nothing compared to the sting of her flaming behind. 
 
    “I was never your good girl,” she screeched, kicking her toes against the carpet. “I was never yours to start with.” 
 
    A low growl escaped Jared’s mouth, a sound that should have sent genuine terror around Sophie’s body, but she was so far down the rabbit hole of fury now—it was impossible to feel anything but indignation. 
 
    “Oh, you’re going to pay for that,” he assured her in an ominous tone. 
 
    She balked at that concept. Pay for it. Ha! What the hell was this if it wasn’t paying her dues? “Go on then!” 
 
    She was literally screaming at him now. “Make me pay. Do it, Daddy. Just fucking do it!” 
 
    Jared’s arm appeared under her chest at that moment, and with one smooth action he pushed Sophie back from his lap. She landed in a heap on her knees. 
 
    “You bloody well asked for it,” he snarled, rising from the bed and grappling with his belt buckle. 
 
    Sophie blinked up at him. She was paralyzed with fear. Terrified that she’d pushed him too far and now Jared was going to use his belt on her as well as everything else. She eyed the thing in her panic. It was leather and wide, and one thing was for certain, there was no way Sophie was going to be able to tolerate it. Flustering, she glanced over her shoulder to the door, considering her next escape route. 
 
    “Don’t even think about it.” Jared strode around her kneeling body in a heartbeat, cutting off her exit. “Get your arse over the bed.” 
 
    Jared pointed to the place he meant, but for one moment Sophie was suspended there. Too afraid to speak and too angry to move, she just glowered up at the man who had ripped right through her life in a single day. He dropped to his haunches, his gaze mirroring the intensity Sophie felt coursing around her body. 
 
    “Do I have to throw you there?” 
 
    She pulled in a deep breath. No one was freaking throwing her anywhere. “I’m going,” she snapped. “But just so you know, if you use that belt on me, I’ll never feel anything for you, Daddy, apart from fucking contempt.” 
 
    Sophie’s voice was practically a sneer as she fell forward and crawled the short distance toward the hideous pink bed spread. 
 
    “Oh, is that right?” Jared was on her immediately, the denim of his trousers grazing against her tender ass. “Are you sure, little girl?” 
 
    She twisted her body, glancing behind her to try and throw Jared from her body, but that pursuit was hopeless. He was so much bigger and stronger, Sophie knew she had no chance, but still, she couldn’t seem to stop fighting. His hand grabbed at her hair, grasping at one and then the other pigtail before he yanked both of them back at the same time. Sophie gasped as her head was forced back into an uncomfortable arch. 
 
    “Tell me again how much contempt you have for your Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie grappled with the covers, trying to ease the strain on her neck, but that was futile, too. Jared’s massive fist had her just where he wanted her. Cocooning her body, his face came into her peripheral vision. Her gaze flitted to him, trying to decide which emotion was evident from his features, but she wasn’t sure. He could be horny or just about to lose his shit completely. 
 
    “I don’t want this,” she breathed, eyeing him as best she could while he fisted her hair. 
 
    “That’s bullshit,” he growled into her ear. “We both know how wet you are and how long you’ve waited to be taken in hand.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes squeezed closed at his accusation. “Not like this.” 
 
    His weight shifted all of a sudden, and one hard wallop landed against her right buttock. Sophie yelped as the strike awoke the old hurt.  
 
    “How do you speak to me, girl?” Jared sounded enraged. 
 
    He tugged harder at her hair and tears sprung from her eyes. 
 
    “Not like this.” There was still defiance in her voice, though Sophie knew she was close to breaking. 
 
    “You’ll learn to take what you’re given, darling,” he whispered into her nape. “And right now your naughty behavior is driving me fucking crazy.” 
 
    Sophie heard the buckle of his belt again and she braced, expecting its no doubt agonizing kiss at any moment. With his hand holding her head in place Sophie could barely move at all, but she gritted her teeth, trying to imagine how awful it was going to be. 
 
    Could she cope with his belt? 
 
    How many would he demand she take with it? 
 
    She was so consumed with the idea that she didn’t notice the way Jared had shrugged his pants down his hips. The first she knew about that was when the crown of his cock nudged at her pussy. She inhaled at the sensation, trying to make sense of it all. 
 
    So, now he wanted to fuck her? 
 
    Hadn’t he just been punishing her? 
 
    Sophie could barely keep up. 
 
    “You have no idea how much Daddy has wanted to have you this way,” he rasped, tugging harder on her pigtails as he impaled her pussy in one smooth movement. 
 
    A groan left Sophie’s lips as Jared filled her up. 
 
    She hadn’t intended for it to. She hadn’t planned it, but there was no choice but to acknowledge the sweet intrusion of his cock. Sophie hadn’t wanted this. She hadn’t asked for it, and if someone was to ask whether she consented, she truly didn’t know what she would have said, but right here, right now—at this moment—she couldn’t remember sex ever having been better. 
 
    It had never felt this way with Jason, or with the couple of lovers she’d had before him. It had never been so primal, so urgent, so animalistic, and as Jared slid from her body before filling her balls deep again, she realized it had never been so right. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    He hadn’t planned to fuck her. 
 
    Not now, not like this. 
 
    Jared was supposed to be punishing her, giving Sophie her first proper spanking, teaching her a lesson about obedience, but there was just something about her boldness and defiance that tightened his balls and hardened his cock more than anything else. Naturally, he loved dominating her, humiliating her, restraining her, treating her like a child. This was, after all, Jared’s show—his fantasy—but when he’d conjured it, he had never taken Sophie’s spirit into account. He had assumed she’d put up a minor struggle, but then concede, accepting she had no choice. Accepting that he was too fast, too strong, too powerful to go up against, and accepting her fate. 
 
    But not Sophie. 
 
    Her body showed acquiescence. The gasps and mewls that came from her lips and all the signs of arousal that she had given him, but her head—her head was another matter. Sophie’s mind was stronger than he’d given her credit for, and right now it was telling her to protest. It was giving her the will to fight him, and it was giving her strength. 
 
    She tensed around his cock as he lunged into her pussy again, the gesture threatening to splinter him far too early. Jared had to get into that mind and screw with it just as successfully as he was screwing her body. He had to show Sophie there was nothing to be gained from her insubordination. Nothing but more punishment and misery. 
 
    But first he had to have her again. He had to possess her.  
 
    Even though it made no sense to take her this way. It wasn’t going to show Sophie how to endure her penance, and it wasn’t in line with the consistency he’d planned on delivering, but somehow, it was right. It felt right, and as he slammed into her again, Jared pressed his lips into her nape. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing to me?” he demanded. 
 
    Jared’s hand relaxed, allowing her head to fall forward, and she shuddered at his question. “I’m… I,” she panted in obvious confusion. “I haven’t done anything, Daddy.” 
 
    His arousal swelled further as she used his correct title again, and Jared’s hips stilled, burying his erection deep inside her hot little body. 
 
    “How can you say that?” He grazed his mouth to her right lobe. “You did it all.” 
 
    Sophie’s face rose, her bewildered features turning to meet his gaze. “I-I didn’t do this.” 
 
    He ground himself into her sex, groaning at the way she clenched around him. “You,” he whispered. “You have done it all, little girl.” 
 
    “Oh God,” she moaned in response, arching her back as she pushed back against his intrusion. 
 
    Jared was heady at the gesture. He had never asked Sophie for consent, but that one small act of supplication told him everything he needed to know. She was relishing his possession of her body every inch as much as he was. Maybe even more. 
 
    “Who got in touch with me?”  
 
    Her eyes fluttered closed at his query and she bit her lip as he thrust into her pussy again. 
 
    “Who did that, Sophie?” 
 
    “I did, Daddy,” she conceded in a throaty tone. “I did that.” 
 
    “Yes, you did,” he agreed as his hips picked up their rhythm once more. “You contacted me, little girl. Don’t you ever forget that.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean this though,” she panted as his lunges grew faster and more insistent. “I didn’t mean any of this.” 
 
    Jared wanted to laugh at her plaintive words. She may not have intended for any of this to happen, but that was what she’d got when she’d poked around with things she had no experience with. Sophie had gotten in way out of her depth with Jared, and now there was no way of crawling out of the web he’d spun for her. 
 
    She was his. 
 
    “But this is what you’ve got, little girl. A Daddy who wants to worship you.” 
 
    Sophie’s orbs locked with his again, her eyes swilling with emotion. “Worship?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” he confirmed, pounding against the punished skin of her arse as her head fell back to the covers. “Don’t you call this worship, young lady? How many other women have I looked at since I laid eyes on you?” 
 
    He yanked at her hair again, capturing both pigtails as he gazed down into Sophie’s face. Her expression was one of rapture, but Jared could see the conflict in her gaze. She wanted this, yet she didn’t. She was afraid, yet she wasn’t. She wanted to succumb, yet she couldn’t. The whole thing seemed to be one giant quandary for his little girl. One enormous riddle to solve, but even that evaluation underplayed how completely screwed she was now. Jared meant what he’d said. He fully intended to spend the rest of time worshiping Sophie. Loving her, degrading her, deciding what she ate and how and when she spoke. His balls contracted at the image those things painted in his head, pushing him closer to the ecstasy he was nearing. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she whimpered. “I don’t know, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared scowled at her. “Yes, you do,” he countered. “No one else, Sophie. There is no one else, and there will never be anyone else. Not now that I have you.” 
 
    “B-but,” she stammered. “I’m not yours. I’m married to someone else. I belong to someone else.” 
 
    He grinned at her words, filling her so deeply that they both cried out in unison. “Is that how it feels?” he inquired, his head falling south to the beautiful skin of her shoulder. “Is that how it feels right now as I fuck you?” 
 
    Sophie drew in a deep breath. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s hand tilted her face in his direction. “What was that?” 
 
    She blinked back at him, her eyes ablaze with passion. “No, Daddy,” she breathed. “It’s not how it feels.” 
 
    A wave of triumph washed over Jared. 
 
    “How then?” he demanded. “Tell me how it feels, little girl.” 
 
    Her lips parted at his question, as though she knew the answer, but was too ashamed—or afraid—to vocalize it. 
 
    “Fucking tell me,” he snarled, slamming into her hot, wet pussy over and over again. 
 
    “Fuck,” she rasped, locking gazes with him again. “It feels like I’m yours.” 
 
    Sophie’s voice was weak as she made the admission, but that didn’t matter. She’d said it. She’d said the words Jared wanted to hear. 
 
    “It feels like I belong to you, Daddy.” 
 
    The confession pushed him right to precipice, her guttural gasps sending him straight over the edge and in the euphoria of his orgasm, Jared was finally satiated.  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    What the hell had she done admitting those things to Jared? She collapsed against the pink covers as he came, panting while he pumped his cum into her sex again. As Sophie’s eyes flickered closed, she was thankful once again for the injection Daniel had administered. The last thing she wanted to do was get fucking pregnant in the middle of all this crazy shit. 
 
    The fist in her hair disappeared completely, and his hands pressed down into the bedding either side of her head as Jared lowered his body toward her. 
 
    “That was amazing,” he told her in that low, gravelly tone that compelled her to squeeze the remaining pleasure from his cock. “You are amazing, Sophie.” 
 
    Her eyes were wet with tears as she buried her face into the covers. The weight of all the pleasure, and the guilt and the shame was overwhelming her as Jared eased from her body. His finger trailed a lazy line down the length of her body, beginning at her shoulder and concluding at her punished cheeks. 
 
    “What do you say?” 
 
    Sophie lifted her chin, blinking away the tears. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    And the worst of it was, she could even have meant it. That was definitely the best sex she’d ever had in her life. 
 
    “Good girl,” he praised, pressing a hot kiss into her shoulder before he rose to his feet. 
 
    “Now you stay right in that position while Daddy finishes your paddling.” 
 
    She gasped, rising from the covers altogether. Surely, she’d heard wrong? He couldn’t mean to paddle her now? Not after all that passion? 
 
    “Back into place, young lady.” Jared sounded unimpressed. 
 
    Sophie edged back into position miserably. “You’re still going to use the paddle on me, Daddy?” 
 
    “You’re damn right I am,” he told her. “Thirty strokes and you’re counting them.” 
 
    She saw him reach for the implement. 
 
    “Spread those legs and stick that arse out, Sophie,” he ordered with glee. “You’ve well and truly earned these swats.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared had never much been one for God. He’d considered a number of different faiths, before looking around at the world and deciding whichever God did exist wasn’t worth the time and attention. As he towered over Sophie’s gasping body now though, it was God that flitted into his mind. Not that he believed in one, but this must be what it felt like to be one. To be able to determine the fate of another—to wield that power and control. That is how Jared felt as he slammed the pink paddle down against Sophie’s arse. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She screamed into the covers. 
 
    “Count it, little girl,” he demanded. “Or we continue until you do.” 
 
    Sophie struggled to suck in enough air to obey. “One. Daddy.” 
 
    The paddle spanked her again, her toes curling at the impact.  
 
    “I want you to remember why you’re receiving Daddy’s paddle.” Jared’s voice resonated around the room. “You could have just had my palm, Sophie, but it was your attitude and behavior that led to the paddle.” 
 
    “Two, Daddy.” Her voice was strained, caught somewhere between disbelief and indignation. 
 
    Jared crouched down beside her. “Did you hear me?” 
 
    Sophie turned her head to meet his gaze. She looked exhausted and overwrought with emotion and, fleetingly, a pang of guilt reverberated in him. Jared wanted to punish her, but not at any cost. The urge to protect Sophie was almost as strong as the one to claim her, and seeing her so forlorn stung. 
 
    “I heard you,” she whispered in a hoarse tone. 
 
    He nodded, rising back to his full height. “Let’s get this done then. We both need sleep.” 
 
    Jared spanked her with the paddle over and over, alternating cheeks and pausing to allow Sophie to name the strike. She was crying again by the seventeenth, her fingers grasping the bed for dear life, but she never once tried to move and she never asked him to stop. As the twenty-ninth strike rung out, Sophie pulled in a deep breath before she spoke. 
 
    “How many more to go, little girl?” Jared demanded, running his hand lightly over her reddened behind. 
 
    If Sophie had really never been spanked before, then she was well and truly going to feel this in the morning. 
 
    “One more, Daddy.” There was angst in her voice where Jared had expected relief. 
 
    His brow knitted. “That’s right. Just one more.” 
 
    Taking aim, he landed that final spank, before dropping the paddle to the floor. “Name it, baby.” 
 
    “Thirty, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared took a seat on the bed next to Sophie’s face. His hand fell to her heated cheek and eased the hair away from her nose and mouth. “You got through it.” 
 
    It was less a question and more a statement of fact. Sophie lifted her chin, eyeing him intently. Jared met her gaze, shocked by what he found there. Yes, there was pain, and no doubt still some fury, but her orbs were ablaze with something else. Something he hadn’t expected at this stage. 
 
    Need. 
 
    Jared’s brow rose at the finding. What did his little girl need after everything they had been through today? 
 
    “How was Daddy’s paddle?” 
 
    Those eyes fell closed for a moment. “Agony,” she admitted. 
 
    “But?” he prompted, sensing her tone. 
 
    Sophie blinked at him. “But I liked it in the end, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared grinned. That was one hell of an admission to make. “Did you?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes. How messed up is that?” 
 
    His thumb stroked her temple tenderly. It was pretty messed up, but he was freaking ecstatic at the idea. 
 
    “It’s perfect,” he told her in a soft tone. “You’re perfect.” 
 
    Sophie sniffed, glancing away. “Can I tell you something, Daddy?” 
 
    She wanted to talk now? 
 
    This was just getting better and better. 
 
    “Of course, little girl,” he soothed. “I expect you to tell me everything.” 
 
    Her gaze shifted back in his direction, her lips pressed into a determined line. “I’ve thought about this for so long.” 
 
    Jared inhaled. “Being spanked?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie had told that much already, but hearing it from her hot little lips so soon after her first punishment was astonishing. This was the point he would have expected her fury and resentment, yet now all she seemed was calm and dare he say it, appeased by the experience. 
 
    “And?” he probed. “How did the real thing compare to all those fantasies?” 
 
    The fire in her eyes flared. “It was…” Sophie’s voice trailed away. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “More painful.” 
 
    Jared laughed at that. “And?” 
 
    “And humiliating and awful, but…” She hesitated, her brow furrowing as though she was searching for the right words. “But I’ve never felt more alive than this. I swear I haven’t.” 
 
    Her gaze locked with his again. “But I can’t stay, Daddy,” she murmured in a quiet, emphatic tone. “I have people who need me. Children who need me.” 
 
    Tension knotted in Jared’s stomach. Things had been almost perfect. Sophie had just admitted to relishing her first spanking at his hand—to feeling more alive than she’d ever known before—and then she had to go and ruin it all with the quip about her family. 
 
    “The children have their father.” His tone was curt. 
 
    “They need me. Children need their mother.” 
 
    Jared tilted his head at her assertion. “I need their mother.” 
 
    Sophie swallowed. It was obvious she was working hard to control her emotions, no easy feat when you were as exhausted as they both were at this point. 
 
    “Didn’t you need your mother?” she asked. “When you were younger?” 
 
    She seemed resigned to using his title, a fact that pleased Jared immensely, but he was less impressed with her current line of questioning. Naturally, he could see where it was going and it was smart. Getting him to put himself in the place of her kids and imagine how they felt without their mum—it was an intelligent move—but it wasn’t going to work. Jared was no empath. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter what I needed when I was younger.” His tone was resolute. “Nothing that happened before yesterday matters anymore, little girl, apart from the correspondence we shared.” 
 
    Watery eyes blinked at him, Sophie’s expression shocked. “But, Daddy—” 
 
    Jared lowered his face to within an inch or so of Sophie’s, his sudden proximity effectively halting whatever she was about to say. 
 
    “But nothing. You belong to me now, Sophie. You’re my little girl, and I don’t want to hear about husbands or children or anything else. Got it?” 
 
    Her lips parted as she nodded, and for the first time Jared recognized the look of real terror in her eyes. She had been afraid before, concerned about what he would do, but he’d never registered that expression before. It was like the penny had dropped and her mind had finally caught up with everything that had happened—the day’s events decompressing with his prior sentence, and now she understood. 
 
    Yes—that’s what her gaze was telling Jared as he stared into it—now Sophie understood. There was no getting out of this. No talking him down, no persuading him to change his mind. This was it. Her new reality. Her life. 
 
    And it was an epiphany. 
 
    The sweetest epiphany Jared had ever known. 
 
    He took a moment to enjoy it, absorbing the flicker of emotion in her beautiful eyes. The silence stretched out around them, lapping at the intensity between the two people staring at each other on the bed, and still, neither of them spoke until Jared broke the spell by pressing a chaste kiss on her forehead. 
 
    “You need some cream on that arse,” he whispered. “Before bedtime.” 
 
    Sophie gasped, as though she had been holding her breath underwater and had just come up for air. 
 
    Jared rose from the bed, wandering to the dresser. In the top drawer he found all the lotions and creams he’d purchased, and choosing the arnica, he squirted a good portion between his fingers and returned to the place she knelt. 
 
    “This might be tender.” He crouched behind her delectable arse, assessing the growing redness. “But it will help. Be a good girl and stay as you are.” 
 
    She pulled in air between her teeth as he began to work the arnica into her skin. Glancing up, Jared could see the tension in her shoulders again, but her head hung forward and for the most part, his little girl just looked beaten. Beaten down by the weariness she so obviously felt, beaten by the brunt of his paddle, but more than all of that he suspected, she was beaten down by the stark realization she’d just experienced. 
 
    “Relax into the covers,” Jared commanded, kneeling up behind her. “Let Daddy get rid of some of that stress.” 
 
    Sophie’s head jerked at that comment, and for a split second he expected some snarky response, most likely pertaining to the fact that he had been the cause of most of the stress in the first place, but to his surprise, that remark never came. Instead, Sophie complied. Resting her face back into the covers as his hands moved to her shoulders and gently, Jared began to ease some of the tension away. He scowled at how knotted and stiff her muscles were. Sophie’s body would need a lot of massaging to truly relax it, but that was okay. They had time—plenty of it. 
 
    “How’s that?” he asked, twisting his body to gaze down at what little he could see of her face. 
 
    “Th-thank you,” she mumbled, pressing her left cheek against the bed. “Daddy.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. You see, Daddy can be gentle.” His hands caressed the length of her back. “He can reward good behavior, little girl.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.”  
 
    She sounded reconciled to his words, but Jared wasn’t fooled. He’d seen enough petulant tantrums from Sophie in the last day to believe she was really compliant. Most likely, she was just too tired to fight anymore. 
 
    “But you should remember that Daddy won’t hesitate to spank you if you deserve it, young lady.” 
 
    Sophie’s muscles tensed under his hands again. Evidently, she was well aware of that threat already. 
 
    “Up you get now,” he ordered as he rose to his feet. “Let me look at you.” 
 
    Sophie glanced over her shoulder, catching his eyes before she slowly joined him on shaky legs. Jared’s gaze fell over her and her attention lowered to the pink carpet at their feet. Her face was wet and blotchy where she’d spilled more tears, the ribbons he’d tied into her hair were almost fallen from her pigtails completely and dare he say it, Sophie looked almost contrite. 
 
    “Hands behind your back, baby,” he cooed. “I want them there whenever you present yourself.” 
 
    She pulled in a deep breath while she obeyed, the deed making her luscious breasts jut out before his eyes. Jared smiled. She was incredibly gorgeous. 
 
    “That hair will need to go,” he whispered, reaching down to tug at the nest of soft hair at her sex. 
 
    Sophie gasped, her chin rising to meet his gaze. “But—” 
 
    “But nothing,” he admonished. “What are you now?” 
 
    She blew out a small breath. “Y-yours, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s lips curled. “My what?” 
 
    “Your little girl, Daddy.” 
 
    His free hand rose to her chin, stroking the skin there before he lifted it toward his face. “That’s right,” he confirmed. “You’re my little girl. And my little girl will be bare.” 
 
    Sophie gulped at his pronouncement. 
 
    “I’ll shave you tomorrow before Daniel arrives.” 
 
    Her eyes widened. Clearly, she recalled that name. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said in what he hoped was a reassuring tone. “I just want him to check you over and make sure you’re all right medically.” 
 
    “He’s a doctor, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared nodded, spearing her with his gaze. “That’s right. He gave you the birth control shot, remember?” 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “And the other drugs?” 
 
    “The sedatives, yes.” She was so fucking adorable like this and Jared could feel his cock stirring at her small, plaintive replies. “That’s why I want him to check you. Just to make sure you’re unscathed.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze lowered as far as his hand would allow. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good.” Jared regarded her with a small smile. “Turn around now, let Daddy see that sore bottom.” 
 
    She flinched at his choice of words, but slowly, Sophie moved, spinning so she faced the corner again. Taking a step backwards, Jared’s attention shifted to her backside. It was certainly red and warm, but there were no breaks in the skin. Sophie would be fine after a day or so—assuming she didn’t earn anymore punishment in the meantime. He grinned at that thought, closing the distance between them as he whispered into her ear. 
 
    “It’s bedtime now, little girl.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-One 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    His breath was hot against Sophie’s skin and despite every fiber of her body that told her she should resist, Sophie wanted to lean into his body as he told her it was time for bed. She’d never much been into all this age-play stuff, and she sure as hell didn’t like being treated like a child, but she was so tired. Her head was heavy with the emotional turmoil. The angst at being taken, at being separated from her children. The guilt that lurked whenever she thought of Jason. Yes, she had been snatched away against her will, but in spite of all the messed-up things Jared had done to her, Sophie would be lying if she said she hadn’t enjoyed at least some of them. She gulped as that thought reverberated. She had enjoyed some of it. The way Jared had tormented her, the way he’d commanded her body to come against her will at the house, and the way he’d pleasured her in the bathroom… Her eyes fluttered shut at the memory. That had been hot. And then there was the spanking he’d just given her. Even though it had hurt like fuck, her pussy had still been wet for him, and it was the most bizarre thing, but Sophie was sure she’d been settling into the rhythm of that paddle. Toward the end the strikes had registered, yet the pain seemed to have morphed into something hot and tight that pulled at her core. 
 
    What was that about? 
 
    How could a grown woman be turned on by something like that? 
 
    Sophie’s mind was still whirring with the unanswered questions when Jared swept her up in his arms. She yelped at the change of tactic, gripping on to his body instinctively as he carried her the short distance back to the bed and laid her down on it gently. She winced as her arse hit the soft covers. 
 
    “Sore, baby?” Jared’s voice was goading as he highlighted the cause of her hurt. 
 
    She nodded, swallowing back the humiliation of having to admit she was sore, praying inwardly that he wouldn’t make her tell him why again. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    The corners of Jared’s lips curled. “Perhaps you’d like to sleep on your tummy tonight?” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip. Maybe he was right, but there was another issue that seemed even more pressing at that moment, and her belly furled as she realized she’d have to address it with Jared. Again. 
 
    “Daddy.” She screwed her face up at the pitiful sound of her voice. 
 
    Jared glanced down at her. “Hmmm?” 
 
    His blue eyes were so intense and something about them caused her throat to dry. “I need to…” Sophie pulled in a breath as she tried to think of the best way to put it, but in the end, there was no good way. What grown woman had to ask to use the toilet? 
 
    She squirmed as the answer came to her like a thunderbolt. 
 
    She did. 
 
    “You need to what, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze rose to his tentatively. “Please may I use the bathroom again, Daddy?” 
 
    The muscles at the apex of her thighs clenched as the question left her lips. She hated that she had to ask. She hated that he had this power over her now, yet at the same time, her arousal bloomed because of it. Being forced to concede—to bend to his will—was making her hornier than she’d even known was possible. 
 
    Jared exhaled. “I was wondering when you’d mention that.” 
 
    A smirk spread across his face. “We don’t want you wetting the bed now, do we?” 
 
    Sophie flustered at that idea. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    He laughed. “Right. The only place Daddy wants you wet is that sweet pussy of yours.” 
 
    The blush at her cheeks grew larger, and she wrung her hands out in her lap, trying not to aggravate her behind as she waited on Jared’s verdict. 
 
    “You may use the bathroom,” he decided after what seemed like an excruciating wait. “But like before, little girl. I’m coming with you.” 
 
    Sophie nodded. She’d expected that much. Apparently, privacy was not something she was to be permitted anymore. 
 
    Jared thrust his large palm out in front of her. “Up you get then,” he ordered. 
 
    She reached for his hand, clinging on to it as she climbed to her feet and a heartbeat later, Jared moved, reaching for her hips and throwing her over his shoulder—just like he had earlier. Sophie gasped, grasping at his body as they stalked from the bedroom. He turned left outside the door, striding down the shadowy corridor toward another room. She blinked as he switched on the light in front of him, and finally, he settled her back on her feet. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    Sophie nodded, trying to find her bearings. In truth, she was a little bit dizzy, but she wasn’t about to tell Jared that. “Yes, Daddy,” she replied. 
 
    He gestured behind her. “Go on then. I’ll wait here.” 
 
    She turned slowly, taking in the look of the bathroom for the first time and it was nothing like the way she would have imagined it to be. Jared, she assumed, was a bachelor. And Sophie had an idea in her head about how a bachelor’s bathroom would look, but Jared’s was nothing like that at all. The place was pristine, the white fixtures practically gleaming in the overhead light as Sophie stepped toward them. As she approached the toilet, one thing became crystal clear. Either this bathroom was rarely ever used at all, in which case it would likely be covered in dust and cobwebs, or, the person who did use it, also cleaned it, thoroughly and often, to a standard she had rarely seen before. 
 
    “I’m waiting, little girl.” Jared tapped his foot against the white tiles as he glowered at her. 
 
    She swallowed as she perched into position, doubting she would ever get used to having to use the toilet with another adult around. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Staring into space, Sophie tried to block Jared out from her peripheral vision, her thoughts returning once more to the odd cleanliness of the place. On the one hand, Sophie really appreciated it. Jason had always called her a hygiene freak, and she’d be the first to admit, she liked her home to be clean, but she doubted any of the rooms in her house had ever come up to this standard. This bathroom was immaculate, like something out of a show home, and now that she thought about it, the kitchen had been the same way as well. What did that say about Jared? What kind of a man dedicated himself to keeping his house in this condition? Sophie’s chest tightened as the queries rose in her. 
 
    There was only one conclusion she could draw to her own questions. The kind of man who planned things meticulously. The kind who wanted things to be just so. The kind who always got his way. Panic bloomed within her at the answers her mind had conjured, and reflexively, she glanced across at Jared. 
 
    “Unless you want another date with my paddle before bed, little girl, I would advise you don’t keep me waiting any longer.” His voice was almost as stern as his unimpressed expression. 
 
    “S-sorry,” she replied. 
 
    In all her analysis, Sophie had almost forgotten why she was here in the first place. Using every ounce of her will power, she forced her body to relax, and within a moment she flushed the toilet, shuffling over to the basin to wash her hands. Sophie could feel the weight of Jared’s stare drilling into her back, and as she lifted her gaze, she caught sight of him in the mirror above the sink. He leaned against the wall, his arms folded across his chest in a display of just how he felt about her performance. 
 
    Remembering what he’d said before, she pulled her hand away from the tap. “May I wash my hands, Daddy?” 
 
    It was obviously the right thing to do as his arms dropped and he nodded. “Yes, you may.” 
 
    After lathering and rinsing her hands, she turned off the taps. “I’m done, Daddy.” Sophie said, forcing the words out as she turned to face him, making sure the hand towel hung straight on its rack. 
 
    “At last,” he responded, beckoning her forward with his index finger. 
 
    Sophie edged toward him, her chest rising and falling as she went. Suddenly, she felt nervous again. It was as though the discovery of his bathroom had shed a new and even more terrifying light on the man who had abducted her. To find a man who took such pride in his surroundings was rare, but to find one who kept his bathroom in this condition had to be exceptional. It was not normal, but as Sophie gazed up into Jared’s demanding face again, the thought crashed down upon her. 
 
    He was not normal. 
 
    This was not normal. 
 
    And as things stood, there was absolutely no way she could get away from his fastidious clutches. 
 
    “If it’s going to take you that long to use the bathroom, then I am going to have to find other ways to deal with the problem, little girl.” 
 
    Jared’s brow arched as he spoke and right on cue, she started to pant.  
 
    Other ways? What the fuck did that mean?  
 
    The look in his eyes gave little away but his words inferred one of a number of horrendous outcomes to Sophie. Would he make her use some type of commode—or worse? All of a sudden, it was difficult to pull the air in and out of her mouth. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she insisted. “I’ll do better next time, Daddy. I swear it!” 
 
    His lips curled in that way that instantly riled Sophie, but she was in such a spin about his threats, that the thought barely registered.  
 
    “You will, huh?” he replied, pulling her nudity against his body. Jared was still virtually dressed. His shirt was unbuttoned, revealing a honed and muscular body and his denims hung open at his hips, yet somehow, he had managed to remain clothed during the entire time he’d been fucking and spanking her. 
 
    “You won’t make Daddy wait anymore?” 
 
    Sophie shook her head against his chest. Jeez, she’d train her body into going in Olympic world record times if it meant she could avoid any of the awful consequences he’d implied a moment ago. 
 
    “Okay then,” he said with a laugh, taking her face gently between his hands. “Daddy believes you. You can have one more chance tomorrow.” 
 
    Relief emanated around Sophie’s body. Thank God for that, and yet instantly she despised herself for feeling it. So, now she was grateful to be able to use a toilet? Come on… what the hell was happening to her? 
 
    “Back to bed now,” he told her with a smile, and in one fell swoop, he threw her panting body back over his shoulder. 
 
    Sophie blinked as she looked around, trying to catch her breath as the light in the bathroom was switched off and Jared transported her back to the horrendous pink room. She was back on the bed again a moment later. 
 
    “Onto your belly then.” 
 
    She glanced up at Jared as he gave the instruction, crawling reluctantly onto her front. He pulled back the duvet, tucking it beneath her limbs as she shimmied into place against the sheet and it was then that Sophie caught sight of the restraints. Her heart thundered as she acknowledged them, her gaze unblinking. There were pink cuffs, like the ones attached to the chair downstairs, and there was one at either side of each of her pillows. 
 
    “Face down,” he continued, swatting her backside gently in encouragement. “Lie on the side nearest the wall.” 
 
    Sophie startled at the gesture, landing flat against the cool sheet as he requested. There had been no real force in it, but her arse was sore enough already not to need any new impetus. 
 
    “You like your bed cuffs?” 
 
    She turned to meet his wry smile. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy saw you looking.” 
 
    Sophie flushed at the way he made that sound, as though she had done something illicit. As though she was in the wrong. “I don’t need them, Daddy,” she whispered, though she really didn’t know why.  
 
    It was obvious Jared was going to restrain her again. The period in which he’d spanked her had been the only one in which she hadn’t been bound all day. 
 
    “You don’t get to tell Daddy what you need, little girl,” he chided, already forcing Sophie’s left wrist up along the cotton sheet toward the cuff. 
 
    For one fleeting moment she considered yanking her hand away and making a run for it. There were no other binds on her legs and Sophie could run, but she didn’t have any idea of the layout of the house. Where to hide, or where to escape, and she didn’t even know where the hell he had taken her. It could be freaking miles away from her house. 
 
    Jared’s hand stilled. “Not thinking of doing anything stupid, are we?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyelids flickered. In her intense train of thought, her gaze had inadvertently shifted toward the door, giving her intentions away. 
 
    Shit!
“No,” she mumbled, but the look on his face told her Jared didn’t believe her, and he tugged the cuff into position, buckling it quickly before she could act on her impulses. 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart was pounding again now, anxiety spiking at the way Jared’s expression had hardened. “You don’t need to do this, Daddy!” 
 
    He shifted onto the bed, straddling her legs and for one moment Sophie couldn’t see him at all. The first thing she really knew about Jared’s position was the hard slap that landed against her arse cheeks, and the wave of hurt that crashed over her as a consequence. 
 
    “One more word, little girl.” Jared leaned down over her now, his sneering face just in her line of sight as she turned her head toward his voice. “Just one more and Daddy will gag you, too.” 
 
    He looked angry all of a sudden. His eyes steely as he gestured for her right hand. No part of Sophie wanted to offer him that wrist proactively, but the combination of the injury his hand had reawaken at her backside, and the stern look in his gaze compelled her to move. Slowly, she drew her hand in the direction he required. Jared grabbed it, pulling it up toward the cuff and securing it into place. Next, he moved down her body, and Sophie felt him securing her ankles into place. There were obviously more of the bloody cuffs at that end of the bed, too. 
 
    Of course, there were. 
 
    It must have taken him less than five minutes to get her from the bathroom to being strapped down face first on the bed. Sophie’s gut wrenched at the reality. Her resistance was apparently futile. Jared was stronger, and faster, and always one step ahead of her. 
 
    Sophie felt him climb from her body and the next thing she knew, the duvet landed on top of her. The fabric was cool against her skin and she shivered as Jared pulled it up to her shoulders.  
 
    “Do you want your pillow?” He still sounded pissed with her, but she tilted her head to meet his eyes. 
 
    “You said I wasn’t supposed to speak, Daddy” she admitted in a painfully small voice. 
 
    That made the corners of his mouth twitch. “You can answer.” 
 
    She eyed the pink pillow lodged between her restrained wrists, unsure if she would be more comfortable with or without the thing. The reality was she had very little chance of sleeping either way. “I’m okay like this, thank you.” 
 
    Jared nodded, reaching for the small lamp on the dresser. “Then get some sleep,” he ordered. “We both need our rest.” 
 
    He flicked the switch, throwing the room into the pitch black before he paced toward the door. Sophie lifted her head, following the sound of his footfall against the carpet, and then she heard the door closing behind him. An oppressive silence fell over the room, and all Sophie could hear was the raging sound of her heartbeat and the dozens of futile questions pinballing around her brain. 
 
    How had she let this happen? How the hell was she going to get away? Where was she? How were the children? 
 
    Sophie’s mind froze over that last query, its significance numbing out all other considerations. Oh God, her poor children. They’d be worried sick without her, and even Jason might be starting to worry by now. Sophie tugged at the cuffs, as though her wrists would somehow just slide out of them now that Jared was no longer here. 
 
    “Fuck it!” she hissed into the sheet at her face. “I’ve got to get out. I’ve got to get away from here.” 
 
    But hard as she tried, there was no getting away. Jared had her bound and spread-eagled to the heinous pink bed, her arse flaming after her spanking and her mind as bleak as she’d ever known it. He had her. The fucker really had her, and right at that moment there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. 
 
    That realization landed on Sophie like a tsunami, and her head crashed back down against the mattress. 
 
    This was really happening. She was Jared’s now. 
 
    Sophie squeezed her eyes closed just as the tears began to fall. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared lie in his bed, stroking his cock through his sweatpants. He’d changed out of his clothes in an attempt to ease away the passion of the day, but somehow, it hadn’t helped. He was aroused again, though that shouldn’t even be possible. Jared had only recently satiated that need inside Sophie, and his erection throbbed at the memory, but still, he wanted her. He had the feeling there would never be too much of a good thing where his little girl was concerned. Rolling onto his side, his gaze fell over the monitor by his bed. The screen showed an image of Sophie, her wrists bound above her head against the soft pink sheets of her bed. Jared knew her legs were splayed beneath the duvet, her ankles in their own cuffs and his cock ached at the sight. She was a vision, and not for the first time, he was glad he’d taken the time and paid the additional expense to set up the monitor in her room. It meant he could see and hear everything that was going on in there without having to be present, although as he watched the woman sobbing into the mattress, Jared began to wonder if perhaps he shouldn’t go and comfort her. 
 
    He sighed as he rolled onto his back again, staring up at the pure white ceiling of his bedroom. Sophie’s responses were not surprising. In fact, so far Jared had been pretty impressed with the way she’d reacted to his authority. Minus a couple of notable deviations, his little girl had submitted well and tried to do as she was told. His erection strained against the fabric as he recalled how wet she had been for him, not just here, but back at her house as well. Even though Jared had discussed the notion of being bound and taken with Sophie online before they met, he had never expected her body to be so willing—so wet and compliant—but it pleased him immensely that she had been. Being left alone though, had apparently allowed her other natural reactions to surface, and he turned his head back to the screen to find Sophie’s face still buried into the pink bedding.  
 
    “If you keep crying like that you’re going to make yourself ill, little girl,” he whispered in a disapproving tone. 
 
    Jared’s brow knitted as the sound of her sobbing intensified, and he rose to a sitting position. 
 
    Why couldn’t Sophie see what he was trying to do here? Sure, there were bound to be some teething issues as they both acclimatized to their new dynamic, but Jared was trying to give her what she’d always wanted—to give Sophie her fantasy—and all she could do was lie there and bawl her eyes out. Jared had been planning this for a long time. Years before he’d stumbled into Sophie online he had been dreaming about her—or a woman just like her. One who wanted to yield, one who craved the surrender—a little girl who needed a Daddy. And while it was true that Jared hadn’t broached the subject of age-play with her directly during their many conversations, Sophie had given him all the signs that she was game, and every time he’d inferred some aspect of his desire, Sophie had responded with eagerness and excitement. 
 
    His hands rose to his temples as he contemplated what to do about the sobbing Sophie. He could leave her there and teach her a lesson about what it meant to be Daddy’s little girl. Sophie would always be at the center of his dark world, but he couldn’t actually be with her twenty-four hours a day. After all, she was perfectly safe. Jared could see that for himself, but somehow, listening to her crying her heart out was more emotionally taxing than he’d thought it would be. Reaching for the monitor, he turned the volume down. The sound of Sophie’s despair was starting to cause his arousal to ebb. 
 
    He rose from his king-sized bed, stalking to the large bay window at the other end of his room. It was early April, but the weather was still cool and Jared watched the endless black sky of the night overhead. He needed to be more like that sky. His patience needed to be that endless. After all those years of dreaming and scheming, he finally had his little girl, and now he needed to take the time to show her what was required. Jared caught sight of his reflection in the glass and he grinned. He was in pretty decent shape for a man in his forties, and he certainly knew his way around a woman’s body. He knew he could make Sophie happy—if she’d only take a breath and calm down enough to notice. His gaze wandered across the land that backed onto his house, although there wasn’t much to see in the darkness. The property was miles away from the nearest neighbors, and there were acres of old English oak trees between them and the main road. It was the perfect location to train Sophie. Isolated enough not to arouse unwelcome attention, but near enough to civilization should he need anything. 
 
    Jared turned, sauntering to the door of his bedroom. He stilled in the entrance, straining his ears to listen for Sophie. Right on cue, a low sob sounded from across the corridor, and Jared shook his head as he walked the short distance to her door. Pushing it ajar, he twisted his head around the corner. The room was in darkness, but Sophie was there, her sobs subtler now, but still audible. 
 
    “You’re going to make yourself ill,” he whispered toward the place he knew her bed to be. 
 
    Sophie gasped and Jared imagined her head rising from the sheets again. He edged forward, turning the dial so only a low light spread across the pink room. Sure enough, her red, swollen face greeted him, her eyes puffy from all the tears. 
 
    “Look at you,” he chided gently as he collected a box of nearby tissues and paced in her direction. 
 
    Sitting on the edge of the bed beside Sophie, Jared dabbed the tissue around her eyes. 
 
    “I have a headache, Daddy,” she told him in a mournful tone. 
 
    Jared lifted his palm to her forehead. As suspected, her face was burning hot, no doubt a consequence of her agitation. “I’m not surprised.” 
 
    She seemed to settle at his touch, her face falling back to the wet sheets, but for the first time in a long time she wasn’t crying. 
 
    “Can’t sleep?” It was a callous thing to ask in the circumstances, but Jared hardly cared.  
 
    Sophie should easily be tired enough to sleep again by now. He knew he certainly was. 
 
    “No.” Her voice was hoarse. “Every time I close my eyes I see the faces of my children.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fluttered shut, her brow furrowing as the hurt washed over her again. 
 
    Shit. There was nothing Jared could do about the emotional loss of her kids. He didn’t have children, but his heart wasn’t made of stone and he could at least attempt to understand what she was going through. The problem was, when he used to fantasize about finding a little girl of his own, she never already had a family. But that was Sophie’s reality, and while Jared could snatch her from the life she’d built, he couldn’t cut those emotional ties. 
 
    Maybe he never would be able to. 
 
    The thought depressed him. 
 
    “Do you need Daddy to stay with you?” He hadn’t intended to ask, but the words slipped from him before he’d had a chance to think them through. 
 
    Sophie’s eyes flickered open at his suggestion. “Would you?” 
 
    Well, that was one for the books. How many kidnap victims actually sounded reassured to have their abductor with them? Probably not many, Jared assumed, but it only went to reinforce what he already knew. This wasn’t just a regular abduction. He hadn’t truly taken Sophie against her will. He had just tipped the balance, pushing her into a life she’d secretly wanted, but had always been too afraid to ask for before. 
 
    “If it will help calm you down?” Jared’s hand eased through her hair and down past her shoulders, tugging the duvet down to her waist. 
 
    Sophie’s body temperature seemed to have risen exponentially and now her previously cool skin was hot and clammy. 
 
    “I think so,” she replied. “Daddy.” 
 
    Jared glanced down at her reply, noticing how she sucked her lower lip between her white teeth. He smiled at her coy performance. She loved calling him that, even if she’d never actually admit it. 
 
    “Okay then.” He flicked on the lamp sitting at her dresser and strode quickly to cut the main light before he shrugged out of his sweatpants to reveal his nudity. Turning, Jared wandered back to the bed to join her. 
 
    Sophie rose to her elbows as best the cuffs at her wrists would allow, her eyes grazing over his naked torso and then lower, to his rousing cock. 
 
    “Like what you see, little girl?” Jared’s tone was sardonic, but he was forced to grin at the way her gaze lowered. “You can look,” he reassured her. “You’ll be seeing a lot more of Daddy’s body in the coming days and weeks.” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath as her chin rose to acknowledge Jared again, offering him a weak smile. Jared pulled back the remaining covers and sank into the bed beside her. It was the first time in his life he’d ever had to slip beneath a pink bedspread, but still, he didn’t regret his choice. It was perfect for his little girl and helped to set the tone he wanted. 
 
    “You never answered my question.”  
 
    Jared slid down the sheets until he was lying next to her. He reached for her restrained arm, running an idle finger along the length of the limb. Every single inch of Sophie was beautiful, and he intended to keep perpetuating the message. 
 
    “Daddy?” She sounded breathy as his finger rose to her shoulder, before dipping to stroke the side of her breast. 
 
    “Did you like what you saw, young lady?” Jared smiled, knowing already from her body language that she had liked the view, but wanting to hear the confession from her lips anyway. 
 
    Sophie swallowed. “Yes,” she rasped. “I hadn’t seen you without your clothes before.” 
 
    Jared eyed her knowingly. “Right,” he agreed, tracing small circles around the delicate skin of her breast. “You’re usually the only one who’s naked.” 
 
    She nodded, biting her lip in that way she seemed to do whenever she was anxious—or horny. “Thank you for staying with me, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared propped himself up on his left elbow, gazing down at Sophie’s face. “I don’t want to see you that way,” he replied. “Your punishment is over and that means it’s my job to comfort you now.” 
 
    Sophie blinked at him. “You seemed cross with me? Before you left?” 
 
    He sighed. “Not cross,” he corrected. “Just impatient and irritated.” 
 
    But even as the words escaped his mouth, Jared knew that wasn’t good enough. Not if he wanted to do this thing right—not if he wanted to be a proper Daddy to her. He needed to learn more patience, take a deep breath and coax Sophie; help her to understand his reasoning. 
 
    “Because I didn’t want the restraints?” 
 
    Jared smiled. Sophie was even more intelligent than he’d realized. The thought made him happy. “That’s right,” he soothed, running his hand down the length of her back to the curve of her behind. 
 
    His palm paused there for a moment, and he eyed her responses carefully as it inched over her punished arse. “How is this?” 
 
    She inhaled. “Sore, Daddy.” 
 
    A small blush bloomed at the admission. 
 
    “Good,” he told her in a soft tone. “Daddy wants it to be sore, little girl. Do you know why?” 
 
    Sophie rested her head against the damp sheets. “To teach me a lesson?” 
 
    Jared grinned at her answer. “More like to remind you of the consequences if you disobey Daddy’s rules.” 
 
    She sighed, but it was more like a sound of contentment than despair.  
 
    “What are your rules, Daddy?” Sophie’s gaze met his again. “I mean, I know what you spanked me for, but what else should I know?” 
 
    He chuckled. “You want a list?” 
 
    “I guess.” The corners of her lips curled. “I’ve never done this before.” 
 
    Jared already knew that much, but the admission still made his cock throb again. “We’ll talk about it more tomorrow,” he promised. “Right now, we both really do need some sleep.” 
 
    He took in the sight of the dark circles around Sophie’s eyes and an unexpected pang of guilt hit him. Jared may not be responsible for all of her weariness, but he knew the last twenty hours certainly hadn’t helped her youthful complexion. 
 
    “Is that an order, Daddy?” Sophie almost giggled as she asked the question and Jared couldn’t resist joining her. 
 
    So, this was all she needed then, he mused as he stretched out beside her. Just a few gentle words and caresses and Sophie was not only calm, but dare he say it—playful? 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered directly into her face while his palm grazed over her punished behind. “Yes, it is an order, little girl, and you should watch that sarcastic streak around me.” 
 
    Her gaze flitted away from his face guiltily for a moment. “I’m sorry,” she murmured. “Old habits and all that.” 
 
    Jared nodded. “I know. There will be changes for us both.” 
 
    He squeezed the right cheek of her behind, relishing the way she winced at the sudden hurt. “You’re fucking beautiful, Sophie. You know that, right?” 
 
    Sophie shook her head, and there was just a flicker of something wistful in her gaze again. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    A surge of anger rose in his chest. “He never told you, I suppose?” 
 
    “It wasn’t like that,” she said in a pleading tone. “Real life isn’t like that. Sometimes, you just have to get on with it.” 
 
    Jared was shaking his head as he reached to flick off the bedside lamp. There’d be no getting on with it where he was concerned. Sophie was everything he’d wanted for years, and he intended to let her know that every single day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-Three 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie lie awake long after Jared had dozed off beside her. She had no idea why, but oddly, she did seem calmer now that he was near again, though she was well aware how absurd that notion was. This was the man who had plotted to take her. The man who had sought entry to her home under false pretenses, the man who had arranged to drug her on more than one occasion. He was also the man who was holding her hostage in this house. The man who had kept her either in his bondage, or under his watchful gaze since she’d woken up in this very spot. There should be no reason for that man to provide reassurance. None at all. Yet just his mere presence and the touch of his feathery caress had halted her tears, quieting her mind enough to even risk a moment of joviality before he turned out the light. 
 
    She blinked into the darkness. This—this dynamic—this situation was like nothing she’d ever encountered before. It was dark and it was dangerous, but Sophie couldn’t deny the spark of electricity between them, or the lick of heat furling inside her at Jared’s proximity. She’d never known that before, that deep-rooted desire for someone where rational choices became irrelevant. The closest thing she could equate it to was the unconditional love she felt for her children, but naturally, that was different. That was innate. Her need to nurture and protect those people she’d brought into the world was inborn, and it was also the reason Sophie knew she had to get away. 
 
    She let out a long sigh at the quandary. Her mind was exhausted, so why couldn’t she just sleep? 
 
    “Still awake?” Jared sounded groggy as he rolled toward her, but his voice speared her thoughts and sent Sophie’s heart rate racing into a spin. 
 
    She swallowed down the frantic rush of nerves that surfaced. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    It was still strange saying that—calling him that—yet after all the hours of practice Jared had forced her to endure, it was becoming easier. Sophie’s brain didn’t trip over it each time it came to her lips. She didn’t have to push each word out. 
 
    “Little girl.”  
 
    He sounded unimpressed, and her body tensed as his hands pawed at her. One trailed a line down her left thigh, while the other massaged the orbs of her tender arse. Sophie panted, his hands reigniting the hurt. 
 
    “What am I going to do with you?” 
 
    She turned to him in darkness. Sophie couldn’t see his face, but she knew he was there—as real as the oxygen in the air around her. “I c-can’t sleep.” 
 
    “Too much on your mind?” 
 
    That was one way of putting it. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she sniffled.  
 
    “Need me to help put you out of your misery?” he asked in a quiet tone. 
 
    Adrenaline pulsed around Sophie’s body. What the hell was that supposed to mean? “Daddy?” Her terror was evident from the tremble in her voice. 
 
    Jared laughed darkly. “Not like that,” he replied wryly. “Never like that, little girl. I was thinking about something you’d enjoy more.” 
 
    The hand at her backside slid down between her cheeks, his fingers dipping between her labia. Sophie groaned. His touch was so good. It was like Jared knew her body in some instinctive way. He knew just where to caress, how to hold her. He knew just what she needed. Jared’s fingers slipped into her pussy. She was wet—she was always wet now—and a low growl escaped his throat in response. 
 
    “You missed me.” 
 
    That was another statement, but she answered anyway, enraptured by the sensation his fingers were creating as they continued their pursuit inside her. 
 
    “Yes,” Sophie gasped. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Jared shifted, his hand slipping from her sex as he climbed between her legs. It was wrong, but she missed that hand, and she missed the magic she knew it could inspire, but Sophie refrained from vocalizing the point. Every moment was perilous—she could sense the tension. Would she do something to meet his approval and receive the pleasure her body so badly wanted, or would she slip-up and make him irate, drawing his wrath like a bee to a petal? Sophie had no way of knowing what would happen next. Only two things were certain in her head. The first was that she wanted his touch and attention. She wanted the promise of the pleasure Jared could deliver, and the second was that she knew she shouldn’t want any of it. 
 
    It was a heady and perplexing combination. 
 
    He moved on the bed, but from her bound position and in the darkness, Sophie had no way of knowing what Jared was doing. The first she knew was his hands at her calf, his fingers drawing an invisible line to her ankle, and then, while he found the buckle that bound her leg to the bed, the feeling as he unfastened her. Sophie gasped as her right leg was freed, Jared’s focus shifting to the other ankle. 
 
    “I’m unfettering you, baby,” he murmured, as though he had somehow read the excited questions in Sophie’s mind. “Don’t disappoint Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s tone was hard, making Sophie gulp, but she nodded her head against the covers as he liberated her left ankle. 
 
    “I won’t,” she promised. 
 
    He was back up the length of her body then, straddling her thighs as he leaned forward over Sophie. Her eyes fluttered closed at the sudden proximity. It was so intimate, and somehow the darkness just made the whole thing even sexier. She couldn’t see him, but she could feel him. The heat of his legs as they moved against hers, and the sensation of his balls as they brushed against her sore behind. It was like something from one of her erotic dreams. 
 
    And then he was gone, the warmth of his body disappearing. 
 
    “Bring your knees up and under you,” Jared instructed sensually. 
 
    Sophie didn’t ask any questions, though she had many. Instead, she obeyed, pressing her bodyweight against her elbows as she drew her legs up as Jared wanted. His hands were on her again, skimming across her hips as he clarified her obedience. 
 
    “Good girl,” he purred. “Face down now and knees as wide as you can. Daddy is going to pleasure you.” 
 
    Pleasure her? Oh fuck… Had any man ever made that sound as tempting as Jared had? Sophie pulled in a deep breath as she complied, trying to brace herself for whatever was to come. But she couldn’t. How could she? She had no idea what he was about to do. No way of knowing if he would really let her come, no idea if it even mattered. She shouldn’t be here. She shouldn’t want this… 
 
    The feeling of his mouth at her sex splintered that thought, along with every other thought in Sophie’s mind. Jared kissed her labia, those large palms spreading her tender cheeks apart, giving him full access to whatever he wanted and all she could do was lie there and receive. Sophie panted as his tongue swept up the length of her sex, beginning at the throbbing bundle of nerves that seemed to dictate so much of her conscious thought these days, and up into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Her cry was weak, but it was heartfelt. 
 
    Sophie meant it. No one had ever done this to her before. Even Jason would never get on board with the concept, despite the numerous times she asked for the favor. 
 
    “Shhhh.” Jared’s voice both soothed and taunted her as it wafted up and over her body. 
 
    “I-I can’t, Daddy,” she mewled. “It’s too much.” 
 
    He pressed a kiss into her inner thigh. “It’s fucking incredible,” he corrected her. “Little girl, you make Daddy harder than he’s ever been before.” 
 
    “Oh.” Sophie didn’t know what else to say. 
 
    There was nothing else to say. Words were useless now. They had no power here in this room. Now there was only Jared. The touch of his hand, the heat of his body and the flick of his astonishing tongue. Sophie pulled against the cuffs at her wrists as he buried his face between her legs. It wasn’t only her words that were powerless now. She was too. The only thing with any control in this place was the man exacting such sweet pleasure on her body—the man who had taken her—the man who was playing her body like a six-string guitar. 
 
    Jared. 
 
    Daddy. 
 
    She gulped as her own mind corrected her, panting harder as his mouth pressed against her lips again. Instinctively, Sophie arched her back, giving him what he wanted. 
 
    What they both wanted. 
 
    “Please,” she moaned, “please Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s tongue flicked against her excited little nub, eliciting another gasp from Sophie. The feeling—that feeling—it was amazing. Intense, yes, but good, so unbelievably good, and Sophie could sense how easily those ministrations were going to tip her into a boundless orgasm. 
 
    He lapped at her, over and over again, driving her closer to her goal, and all the while, all Sophie could do was remain passive, face down and bound to the crappy pink bed. When Jared’s mouth shifted from its position, she wanted to cry out, the frustration burgeoning in her like a force of nature. She was close, so close, that she couldn’t believe he could be this cruel—to take her so far and then leave her hanging? But Sophie needn’t have worried. Jared was back with her in a moment, his hand replacing his mouth as he climbed up the length of her body. Jared was on her left side now. The heat of his body pressed against her, his lips at her nape as his hand curled around her needy sex. 
 
    “You want me, Sophie?” His voice was a low whisper. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was frantic. She wanted him and she wanted her climax. “Yes, I want you. I want this. Give it to me, please!” 
 
    He laughed, the sound laced with his own obvious need. “You can have it, little girl. You can have all of it, but first you have to earn it. First, you have to work for it.” 
 
    Sophie’s breath caught at that. It sounded so good, whatever it was he was promising. She wanted to work for it—to earn it—although she had no idea how to do so. 
 
    “Don’t worry.” 
 
    His lips pressed into the side of her neck and Sophie turned her head reflexively. “I’m going to help you. I’m going to help you to earn it.” 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    She gulped at his words, ready to give him whatever he wanted—whatever he demanded. 
 
    “Tell me, little girl. Tell me what you want. What you need…” 
 
    His lips were at her neck again, nipping at her sensitive flesh and nuzzling her when the sensation became too much. It was like every horny dream Sophie had ever had, except this was happening now. It was real. Each carnal touch burning into her mind for all time. 
 
    “I need you, Daddy,” she whimpered, hoping desperately that it was the right answer.  
 
    Because it was true. At this moment she needed Jared’s touch more than she needed oxygen. It was urgent, hot and primal. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And to come.” Now she just sounded pitiful, but Sophie didn’t care. Her desire was too great for pride to stand in the way. “Oh, God, I need to come. Please.” 
 
    Jared chuckled. “I like it when you beg, baby. Beg me some more.” 
 
    She inhaled, her chest tight with humiliation, yet she knew—she already knew—that was she going to do it. She was going to give him what he wanted. 
 
    “Please, Daddy,” she pleaded. “Please may I come?” 
 
    “How badly do you want to come, little girl?” 
 
    “So badly, Daddy.” 
 
    Two of his fingers slid into her sex at that, the remaining fingertips wrapping beneath her, and brushing her clit. 
 
    “Is that good?” 
 
    Sophie’s body trembled as Jared’s digits eased out and then pumped back into her. 
 
    Oh God. That was more than good… 
 
    “Sophie?” 
 
    She tensed at his sudden clipped tone, clenching around his fingers. “So good, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie had never known strain like it. Her body was fraught, a tightly wound device which seemed to exist only for his pleasure. The need within her began to boil… 
 
    “If I keep fingering you, are you going to come for me?” he purred. 
 
    She gasped, her eyes flickering as she tried to process the sensations Jared was creating. “Yes. Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good.” Jared pushed his massive erection against her hip. “I want you to come, little girl, but first I want you to beg some more.” 
 
    Fuck.  
 
    His fingers were working her into a frenzy and it was becoming harder and harder to breath, let alone think. 
 
    “Beg me, Sophie,” he repeated. “Beg for your pleasure.” 
 
    “Please!” Sophie practically screamed the word.  
 
    The fingers at her clit grazed over the sensitive nub, circling it relentlessly until there was nowhere to go—no way to escape the looming weight of the crescendo. 
 
    “Beg me.” His voice was insistent, and all of a sudden, his fingers delved deeper, curling inside her until they reached a place that threatened to topple Sophie straight into the hedonistic abyss. 
 
    Sophie groaned. Too much. It was all she could think. This is too much, I— 
 
    “Beg, Sophie,” he warned. “Or all of this goes away.” 
 
    She panted, the thought of losing this intensity was a loss she knew she could never bear. 
 
    “Daddy, please.” Christ, she sounded desperate. But she was—more desperate than she’d ever known before. “Please let me come?” 
 
    “Good girl.”  
 
    Sophie heard the smile on his lips and his fingers moved around her clit, pinching it gently as his other digits filled her. Her hips bucked, needing more of both sensations. 
 
    “Again,” he demanded.  
 
    His voice echoed around her head as though he were everywhere in the room at the same time. “Say it again.” 
 
    “Please, Daddy.” Sophie lifted her head as much as she could, turning to search for his face. 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    His fingers picked up their pace, goading her into the promise of pleasure. More pleasure than Sophie could conceive. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “Daddy, please.” 
 
    “Scream it, baby.”  
 
    His voice was a growl in her ear, and all the while those fingers continued their relentless task, slipping in and out of her pussy, dictating the pace and terms of her pleasure. 
 
    Sophie pulled against the restraints, reveling in her helplessness. “Daddy, please! Please let me come.” 
 
    That time she really did scream it, the sound bouncing around the room. Sophie’s body was alive with passion. She was so close to detonating—so damn close—and Jared held it all in his hands. The power to please her. The power to punish her. 
 
    All the power in the world. 
 
    “Come for me!” 
 
    Sophie’s body seemed to respond to his order in its own right. She threw her head back, calling out as the pleasure ripped through her. She was lost to it, her body functioning without her instruction. Her pussy spasmed around the fingers inside her, while she thrust forward furiously to gain the friction the others provided, and it was sweet, sweet bliss. Sophie’s head fell forward as she rode the wave, but all of a sudden, Jared’s face was there with hers, his mouth grazing the side of her face. 
 
    “How was that, young lady?” His tone was sardonic. 
 
    She fought for breath, still spasming around Jared’s hand. 
 
    “Oh, Christ.” She squeezed his fingers and he chuckled darkly. 
 
    “Do you think you’ll be able to sleep now?” 
 
    Sophie glanced in his direction and as though Jared knew precisely where her lips were, his mouth crashed down onto hers. His tongue snaked into her, mirroring the action of his fingers still lodged between her legs. Sophie groaned. She could taste herself on his breath, and the reality was so fucking erotic, it nearly pushed her back toward another climax. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy,” she breathed as he drew away. “I think I can sleep now.” 
 
    Jared laughed harder, a hearty sound that made Sophie’s lips curl. 
 
    “Oh, neither of us is sleeping right now,” he assured as his hand slipped from her sex and he shifted back into position between her trembling thighs. “Not until I’ve had you again.” 
 
    She sighed as the tip of his cock nudged her sodden entrance. There was no longer a question of whether she should be doing this, of whether it was right. None of this was right—that much was obvious—and somewhere, buried deep below the depths of her desires Sophie knew she needed to escape. She needed to get away from this man who threatened to swallow her up altogether. She needed to get back to her children. But that need wasn’t strong enough to extinguish the heat of this passion. 
 
    Jared impaled her with one long thrust and the sound of their guttural moans mingled in the air. 
 
    “We’ll sleep soon,” he promised, cocooning her with his body as he whispered into her nape. “But I promise you one thing, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie gasped as he withdrew from her pussy. “What’s that, Daddy?” 
 
    He lunged forward, filling her up until the sensation was almost overwhelming. “Daddy will be right here in the morning.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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