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CHAPTER 1 *Annabella*



 


Alive. I don’t think I’ve felt this alive since
Father’s death two weeks ago. And although I’m afraid of what’s to come, I
welcome the feeling. It’s better than the numbness I’ve been living in. Anxiety
was a constant knot in my stomach these days. The fear of not knowing what was
to come was the hardest to deal with. My heart was pounding so hard against my
ribcage that I was almost sure the driver could hear it as well.


Tearing my eyes away from the lush green hills, I turned my
focus back on Logan. When he’d picked me up from the agency in Seattle, he said
that his boss, Mr. Stone, had sent him to retrieve me. Now, I have not met my
future husband yet, but I felt a pang of disappointment when it had sunken in
that he did not turn up to meet me himself.


I had dressed my part to the best of my abilities, a yellow
sundress with white polka dots that came to a stop slightly above my knees
along with a pair of simple white flats. A lady at the agency had even helped
curl my usually straight, long raven hair, tying it up in a white bow to match
my dress. I started to second-guess my choice of wardrobe after noticing the
look the driver had given me, mumbling something about how “you don’t look like
what the boss usually orders”.


One thing I could assume, just from my driver, was that my
husband-to-be must be a very, very rich man. Coupled with the fact that this
was one of the nicest cars I’d ever seen in my life and overhearing John at the
agency say that I’d fetched a higher price due to the fact that my virginity
was still intact. I wasn’t trying to hold on to it, really, I just never got a
chance to have a life outside of my family. Growing up in Mexico City, Father
and Mother rarely let me out of their sight, which was understandable from some
of the horror stories I’ve heard over the years. My father did his best to keep
me hidden away, even going to the extent of having Mother homeschool me.


After Mother was killed by Mexican drug cartel when I was
fifteen, I took on her role in the family. Father loved her dearly and was
utterly destroyed by her passing. He merely existed, and I often felt that he’d
only kept on living to keep me safe. That was up till two weeks ago where he
had suffered a massive heart attack, causing my perfect little world to come
crashing down.


Alone.


I am completely alone in this world. That loneliness was
probably the main reason why I was in this car to begin with.


I sat at Father’s bedside for three whole days before he’d
finally slipped away. I had absolutely no idea what I would do without him by
my side. I’d never been so terrified in my life. The thought of returning home
without him, without his protection, it just wasn’t going to happen. I could
die, or worse. While Father might not have let me out of the house much, I
could still hear the screams, the gunfire and the police sirens from the
outside every day. Father said they left us alone because he’d paid his dues,
whatever that meant. I have no money, my Spanish isn’t fluent, and my bright
blue eyes give away the fact that I’m not one hundred percent Mexican.


When I had shared my fears with Father’s nurse from the
hospital, she gave me a man’s card. A man who could get me out of Mexico and
give me a whole new life in America. Mother was American and often spoke
wonderful things about her country. I grew up speaking English, with Spanish as
my second language. Mother always said that we would move to America together
one day, but that dream died the same day she did.


And that was how I found myself faced with this choice. I
kept asking myself if this made me a whore. While I might not be selling myself
to a different man each day, I was still selling myself to one. I wonder what
he’s like. My parents’ marriage was a beautiful one. They loved each other
deeply and I longed to have that with someone someday; to make a home and fill
it with children, to love without living in fear each day. While we might not
have had much, Father and I had love, and now, I have no one. I should be
thankful I had even made it out alive. I am never going back.


Father said that I was the most stubborn person he has ever
met. I drove him crazy with my constant chatter and my need to always have
things done in a certain way, but he always said that I would make a wonderful
wife one day. I made it my goal to make Father smile after Mother passed away.
Nothing made me happier than when I could get a laugh from him. I’m not sure if
I ever truly did though. Maybe if Mother was still alive, he might have fought
harder to stay, to live.


I was determined not to lose the battle this time. I will be
a wonderful wife—that was the plan, anyway. I talked to some of the girls at
the agency before I was picked up. I asked a lot of questions about what I
should do and what American husbands would like from their wives. Most of the
things they told me were sex related but I took as many notes as I could. After
all, most of the women there were call girls. If anyone knew how to make a man
happy, it would be them. The agency not only did mail-order brides, they also
housed women who men could rent by the hour. Some of the women tried to talk me
into staying, saying that I would be freer there than being trapped in a
loveless marriage. I had my U.S. citizenship because of my mother, but I also
wanted protection. And love. They laughed at the idea of a happy-ever-after,
claiming I was naïve, and that if a man had to get a mail-order bride then
there must definitely be something wrong with him.


I figured that maybe he was just lonely. But what if he’s
a cruel man? my mind kept asking me. Logan, the driver, seemed nice enough.
We might have only spoken a few words to each other but he puts me at ease.
Would such a nice man take me to someone who would potentially cause me harm?
Maybe I really am naïve…


Drawing my eyes up to the rear view mirror, my gaze met
Logan’s. Embarrassed at being caught staring, I went back to looking out the
window. The sun had almost fully set by now and instead of vast green fields,
there are now hundreds and hundreds of trees blocking everything else out.


“We’re almost there, sugar,” Logan said in a slow drawl,
pulling my eyes back to him once again. “You sure you wanna do this? You look
like you’re about to bolt from this car. You must be new. I’ve never seen you
before.”


 Returning his stare, I was unsure of what he meant. Has my
future husband been married through the agency before?


“Has Mr. Stone been married before?” I asked, curiosity
getting the best of me.


Logan released a bark of laughter along with a forceful no.


I guess that means he’s been using the call girls then. I’m
not sure which was more unsettling, the thought of my husband using call girls
or that his driver thinks the idea of him getting married was laughable. These
thoughts weren’t doing much to help settle the pounding of my heart.


“Here we are. Welcome to Creston Falls.”


Logan slowly pulled the car up to a big black gate that
looked to be about fifteen feet tall. Rolling down the window, he punched in a
code and the gate opened with a creak. As we pulled up the long, rocky drive, I
took in the majestic sight. The mansion resembled a castle out in the middle of
nowhere. If this were to be my home, I have no idea how I am ever going to keep
this place clean.


Stepping out of the car, I tried to settle my thoughts. Out
of the corner of my eyes, something moving by one of the windows caught my
attention. Stepping forward to get a better look, I saw a shadow of a man
backing away from the window.


Turning to Logan, I asked, “Was that Mr. Stone?”


“He’s the only one home right now, so I reckon it was. Go on
in, I’m sure he’s waiting for you. I’ll park the car in the garage over there,”
he said, pointing to a large building to the left of the mansion. “When you’re
done, have Mr. Stone call me or walk on over and I’ll take you back to the city
if you like.”


Before I could ask him what he meant, Logan hopped back in
the car and drove off, leaving me to my fate. Taking a deep breath, I took the
final ten steps to the door and slowly opened it.


 
















 


CHAPTER 2 * Griffin*



 


I hate the wait more than anything else. The anticipation of
having someone unfamiliar see my face for the first time. I used whores because
even though I shouldn’t care about what women thought of me, I still do. I
paced back and forth in my bedroom, wearing grooves into the carpet, constantly
looking out the windows to see if Logan is back with the latest one yet. It’d
been months since I last called the agency, and I was on the edge. I hated this
part of myself. This need for release I can’t seem to take care of myself.
Sure, I could get by with jerking off for a few months, but it left me feeling
so goddamn empty. Fucking a whore who probably didn’t give a shit about me was
much better than fucking my own sorry, scarred-up hand.


Looking down at my hands and seeing those mangled scars did
nothing to ease my anxiety. I knew the looks this new whore would give me.
Pity, disgust, revulsion… At least until she remembers what I am paying to have
her here for the next few hours. Most of the time, they just focused on the
dollar signs. I’m not an idiot. I know what I look like. A beast.


I paced the room once again to check the windows. It’s raining
and  slowly getting dark outside.


Running my hand down the right side of my face, I felt the
familiar jagged lines. Pushing the onslaught of images away, I tried to block
the memories from my mind and focus on the present. I had enough to worry about
without adding onto my stress.


Light flooded the room and I looked down just in time to see
Logan pulling up in front of the manor. I watched the car carefully to see if
it’s the same blonde from the previous time. At least a familiar girl wouldn’t
spend half the time I paid for pretending not to stare at me. Moving the
curtain to the side, I tried to get a better look. The car door opened and a
dark-haired woman stepped out.


My chest tightened and I was momentarily stunned by her
beauty. As her head lifted up to look towards where I stood, I was shaken out
of my daze. Stepping away from the window, I clutched a hand to my chest.


“Fucking hell.”


She was the most beautiful and innocent thing I had ever
seen in my life. I barely caught a glimpse of her, and yet I felt breathless,
overwhelmed. Beauty. So pure and perfect.


Who sent that woman to me? Was this some kind of a sick
joke? The agency must be pissed at me for going so many months without placing
an order. This had to be their idea of a good fucking laugh. Send the
scarred-up freak a new girl. Well, fuck them. I’ll send this girl back ruined.
I’ll show them the monster they’re laughing at.


Bursting through the double doors of my bedroom suite, I
stomped down the hall and made my way down the stairs with a mighty roar. I was
breathing hard, angry as hell by the time I had gotten to the main entrance.
Jerking the front door open, so hard that it slammed against the wall, the
dark-haired angel standing outside my front door let out a small sound of
shock. I guess nobody let her in on the scarred monster joke.


“Get inside,” I bellowed, captivated by her perfection and
livid that this was just a game. I intended to get my money’s worth and show
the agency that Griffin Stone wasn’t a man they could fuck with.


Sidling past me on shaky legs, trying to stay as far away
from me as possible, she made her way through the door and into the foyer. She
stood there with big fearful blue eyes, looking at me as if I was about to
spontaneously combust. She’s not that far off the mark.


I slammed the front door closed and prowled towards her. She
backed up further into my home, and I stalked her, step for step. Lowering my
head to gaze down at her, I could feel the menacing smile forming on my face.


“They didn’t warn you about the freak at Creston Falls, did
they?”


Keeping quiet, she continued to back up, slowly and
cautiously, as if trying not to make any sudden movements. I raked my gaze over
the innocent yellow dress she’s wearing several times. I knew she’s a paid
whore, but she pulled off the virginal look really well. Her dark hair, long
and soft. If I weren’t so fuming mad, I would have smoothed my fingers through
it. I wanted to nuzzle her and breathe her in. But all I could see now was her
beauty mocking me, and it made my blood boil.


“What’s your name?” I growled out.


“Annabella,” she squeaked out, barely above a whisper.


“Well, Annabella, it looks like you’ve been sent here as a
statement. But I intend to make one of my own tonight.”


My anger flowed like molten lava through me, but I couldn’t
help but feel this incredible pull towards her. I felt like I should be
protecting her from myself, like she’s mine to watch over and not simply just a
paid whore.


She continued to back up and I met her step for step, and
soon enough, the back of her legs hit the bottom of the staircase. I had
successfully steered her to where I wanted her. Now it’s time to quit this game
of cat and mouse and get down to why she was here. She stopped in her tracks
when her feet could go no further and peered up at me with wide eyes.


“Turn around and go up those steps, Annabella. You’re about
to get what you came here for.”


I could see her chin begin to tremble, but she took a deep
breath and squared her shoulders. I could see she had made the decision to be
tough and to do as I say. A small bit of pride wormed its way into my chest
when I saw that there was still some fight left in her. Turning around, she
strode up the steps with her head held high. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d
still be holding her head up high when I’m through with her.


I followed her closely up the stairs and grabbed her upper
arm once we reached the top. A jolt passed through me when my hand touched her
skin for the very first time. It was the strangest feeling. A scarred up hand
touched that perfect skin of hers and all of a sudden, my soul was shaking with
need. I ignored the prickle of her gaze on me. I knew she was staring at the
grotesque scars on my face. Everyone stared. Why would she be any different?


Not pausing to give my mind time to think about it, I pulled
her towards the wing my bedroom was located in by her arm. I always took the
whores to a guest room as I didn’t like to mix them with my private life, but
something about Annabella made me want to have her as a part of my life. I’ll
have plenty of time to think about the repercussions of this decision after she
leaves. But at this very moment, I need her in my bed.


The double doors were still wide open from when I burst
through them earlier. Stalking across the room, practically dragging her along
behind me, I pulled her in front of the four-poster bed and released her arm.
Jerking her arm away from me, Annabella raised her chin in defiance. I am
always ready for a good fight. I felt the urge to shout my injustice at the
world for having someone so beautiful and perfect sent to me as a goddamn joke.


“Don’t you ever put your hands on me in anger again!” she
cried out.


I was a little shocked that she had spoken at all. The
whores don’t usually speak. They do their job and then they leave. I could see
that Annabella was different though. I could feel how different she was.
I could also feel how fucking hard I was, so fucking hard I could barely walk.
I love the fire and the sparkle of challenge I could see in her eyes. This
night might not be so bad after all.


“You can drop the innocent act, Bella. I plan on getting
what I paid for. Now.”


Her eyes widened in shock and her soft, full lips parted in
a silent gasp.


“Take your clothes off and get on the bed, Annabella. I’m
tired of this bullshit act and I need to fuck. It’s been months since I’ve had
any pussy and I’m planning on fucking you through the floor with that attitude
of yours.”


She looked stunned by my words, as if she hadn’t been talked
to that way before. I could see tears starting to form in her eyes, but she
didn’t let them fall.


“Is that how this is going to be then?” she questioned
softly. “Is that what you want from me?” she whispered, and I could see her
fighting not to let the tears fall.


“I said drop the act, Annabella! This is not some fantasy I
requested. The agency clearly sent you as a joke. They’ll know better than to
fuck with me once I’m done.”


Finally, one lonely tear made its way down her cheek, but
she nodded and began to take her dress off. A part of my heart broke when I saw
that she was upset by my words. I knew this was just some elaborate scheme
though. It had to be. I needed to remember she’s being paid well for this act.


Slipping her dress off, Annabella stood before me in a white
strapless lace bra and white lace panties. Absolute perfection. Her gorgeous
body and flawless, sun-kissed skin had not a single mark in sight. She had a
small waist but was full and curvaceous everywhere else. Full breasts and wide
hips. I’ve never seen such a beautiful body in my entire miserable life.


“Take the underwear off as well,” I rasped out. I didn’t
realize how chocked up I got just from looking at her.


Annabella unhooked her bra silently and let it hit the
floor. Her breasts were perky and ripe, her dark pink nipples hard and erect.
My mouth began to water. I was going to enjoy this more than anything I could
imagine. Bending over, she slid her underwear off awkwardly, and I couldn’t
help but wonder if her unpracticed skill was yet another act. When she straightened
back up, I took in my fill of her pussy. Smooth and free of hair, I couldn’t
wait to get inside her. It’s been a long while since my cock had been inside
the warm sheath of a woman’s body, but something about this beauty standing in
front of me has me aching like never before.


I pulled my eyes away from between her legs as she turned to
climb onto the bed. I let out a groan at the sight of her round ass. It was
curvy like her hips and had that unbelievable sexy cup where her ass met her
legs. An ass like that belongs in a goddamn shrine. I’d definitely be fucking
her doggy-style tonight. And if we had time before she took off, I might even
try and get inside her ass. I hadn’t done that with anyone from the agency
before, but surely it’s on the menu?


Climbing onto the bed, Annabella laid down in the middle. I
couldn’t take my eyes off her as I made quick work of my clothes. Pulling off
my dress shirt and slacks, I threw them haphazardly behind me before walking
over to the side of the bed and tugging my boxer briefs down. I could feel
Annabella’s gaze on me and I knew she only saw my scars. They started from the
right side of my face and continued down to my right arm and torso. I felt her
gaze land on my dick.


“Looks like the girls forgot to tell you about something
else as well.”


My cock is big. I know it is. I’ve scared away enough of
them to know that not all women believe that “bigger is better”.


“Please, Mr. Stone. I’m…I’m… I don’t have any experience,
and you look so big and angry.”


I smirked. If this was the role she wanted to assume
tonight, I was more than willing to play along.


“So you’re the innocent virgin and I’m the big, bad wolf who
is here to take you, eh? Is that scene we’re acting out tonight? That’ll work
well since I can’t wait to eat you up, my dear. And you can cut the ‘Mr. Stone’
shit. It makes me sound like my grandfather.”


Climbing onto the bed, I made way between her legs, grabbing
her ankles and jerking them apart roughly. I needed to see all of her.


I never, ever went down on any of the women from the agency
before. I felt that it was fair since I had never asked them to go down on me
either. Usually, I just got in a quick fuck before they ran out of here as fast
as they could.


I do not like the touch of others. It’s been years since I’ve
had a woman who was not of a paid professional, and I couldn’t remember when
was the last time I had placed my mouth on a cunt. But this delicate
beauty—this angel who was laid out before me—had the most perfect pussy I’d
ever seen. I ran the tip of my index finger down her soft, puffy lips, which
were covered in a thin sheen of shiny dew that made my mouth water. Her scent
was intoxicating. She smelt like sweet peaches and cream and I couldn’t stop
myself from breathing her in. I stretched out on the bed and shouldered my way
between her long, shapely legs, my hard cock pressed into the mattress and I
began rocking my hips as I lowered my nose to her delicious pussy.


Taking a deep breath, I filled my lungs with her heady
scent, feeling my eyes roll back in bliss. “Fuck. You smell good.” I
felt her legs tensed as she tried to close them, but my wide shoulders forced
her thighs to stay open for me. “Relax, Bella. I need this. I promise I’ll make
it really good for you. But if I don’t bury my face in your sweet pussy right
this second, I might just die.”


The moment her slick petals touched my lips, I ate it like I
stole it. I felt as though I couldn’t get in close enough or quick enough.
Wrapping my arms under her firm ass, I pulled her hips down, closer to my
mouth. I needed her entire pussy in my mouth and her sweet nectar covering my
face. I licked, sucked, nuzzled, and devoured every inch of her. I had this
overwhelming fear that she’s going to take my treat from me and so I did
everything I could to attach her pussy to me.


I heard her moans of pleasure as her hips tried to undulate
to my chaotic rhythm. Feeling her run her fingers through my hair, I smiled,
feeling her previous hesitancy being thrown out the window. Here was a woman
driven by her pleasure and she was letting her body follow my lead.


Her cries were growing louder and I held her tighter to my
mouth. Focusing on her clit, I sucked it into my mouth, caressing and flicking
my tongue across the little button several times before finally biting down
onto it lightly.


“Oh God!”


That did the trick. Her orgasm seized through her body, and
she tightened her thighs, pushing her pussy further onto my mouth as she let
out a loud moan while tugging on my hair as she grinded out her pleasure
against me.


Leaving her sticky-sweet honey covering my face, I slid up
her sinful body, prepared and ready to fuck the life out of her. The urge to
kiss her was there but I knew it was a line I couldn’t cross. The girls from
the agency have a strict “no lips to the face” rule, which I had to abide by.
Instead, I lowered my body on top of Annabella’s, using my forearms to support
most of my weight before leaning down to nip at her ear. I was consumed with
the need to sink into her silky warmth as soon as possible, but I also craved
the intimacy, the closeness. I wanted more. I could feel the energy pulsing
between us like a beat of a drum. Reaching down, I nudged my cock against her
entrance.


“Be sure and shout Griffin next time, baby. As a matter of
fact...feel free to scream it.”


With that said, I slammed into her with every bit of
strength I could muster up in me. In a split second, I was buried balls-deep in
her tight warmth and I realized two things at once.


One: She was a virgin.


Two: I am so fucked.


 
















 


CHAPTER 3  *Annabella*



 


Any lingering pleasure from my orgasm was wiped away the
moment Mr. Stone rips through my flesh, forcing all eight inches of him into
me, filling me to the brim. Unable to control myself, I leaned forward and bit
down onto the flesh between his collarbone and neck while screaming out his
name in pain.


“Fuck!” he grunted. “I’m going to owe you one.”


I bit down harder at his words, not knowing what he meant,
causing him to let out a louder grunt. I could taste a hint of coppery blood on
my tongue and felt tears streaming down my cheeks. He stiffened against me,
drawing his hips back to thrust into me twice before coating my walls with his
warm seed. Releasing his neck from between my teeth, I let my head dropped back
down onto the bed, trying to come to terms with how all of this happened so
quickly. Griffin’s body went completely lax, pushing me further into the bed.
He was making it hard for me to breathe and I shifted around, trying to get out
from under him. He tensed.


“Trying to get away from me already?”


I felt his cock growing hard once again inside me, causing a
jolt of fear to shoot through my body. The throbbing ache between my legs had
lessened but I didn’t think I could go for a second round.


“Please, Mr. Stone,” I pleaded.


“A fucking virgin. They sent me a goddamn angel virgin!” he
cursed as he slid his semi-hard cock out of me, causing my inner walls clench
at the loss of his big, hot girth. I needed space. Bringing my hands to his
chest, I pushed as hard as I could, catching him off guard and he half fell off
the bed. Taking that moment to put some distance between us, I moved off in the
opposite direction, using the giant bed as a barrier between us.


“Fuck you, Mr. Stone! You very well knew that I was a
virgin; you even paid extra for that privilege. How dare you treat me like
this?”


“Like what? Like a common whore? Isn’t that what you are?
Don’t pretend that a perfect woman like you would willingly be with a man who
looks like me unless she was getting paid for it,” he gritted out between
clenched teeth.


Taking a step forward as if about to move around the side of
the bed, I mimicked Griffin’s movement to keep the distance between his anger
and I. I could feel his cum slowly trickling down my thighs. Was this how he
truly saw the mail order bride deal? That I was just a whore for him to use and
enjoy? And to top it all off, it seemed like my looks just pisses him off.


Darting my eyes around the room, I scanned for an escape
route. I needed more space. Spying a bathroom to my left, I got ready to bolt.
Pulling my eyes back to Griffin, I met his gaze and what I saw in his eyes
cooled off some of my anger. While his words and actions were that of anger,
his eyes told a whole different story. All I could see in his bright emerald
eyes was pain. Pain was an easy emotion for me to spot; maybe it was because I
saw it in Father’s eyes every day after Mother had passed away.


While I could still feel anger simmering inside me, I didn’t
want to make any decisions right now. I could take Logan up on his offer to
grab my things and return to the city or maybe I could even get the agency to
help find me another husband. But the flash of pain in Griffin’s eyes and his
gruesome scars told me that there was more to this man than meets the eye, and
for some unknown reason, I wanted to know what it was that he was so
desperately hiding.


Uncaring of my nudity, I placed my hands on my hips, trying
to make myself seemed more confident than how I actually felt. “I think it’ll
be best if you sleep in another room tonight, Mr. Stone. Maybe even the
backyard. Do you have a doghouse back there? It seems fitting. If you’re going
to act like a beast, then maybe you should sleep like one too.”


“I’ll show you a beast.” He growled seconds before he lunged
over the bed, making a grab for me. I was faster though, and I made it to the
bathroom first. Slamming the door shut, I clicked the lock in place just before
Griffin started banging on it, causing the frame to rattle.


“Open the fucking door, Annabella, or I’ll knock it the fuck
down,” he yelled, giving the door, what I believed to be, another hard punch.


It was all so overwhelming, I felt suffocated. A sob escaped
my lips and with that, the dam broke. The facade of my confidence had now
completely disappeared. God, I didn’t want him to hear me break down. I didn’t
want him to know that he had gotten to me. It felt like every suppressed
emotion from over the past few weeks were rushing out all at once and I
crumbled under the pressure. Sinking to the cold bathroom floor, I tried to
muffle my sobs with my hands, which instead caused me to sob even harder.
Griffin was trying to say something to me through the door, his voice now soft
and soothing, but I couldn’t hear anything over my hitching breaths. I cried
for all that I had lost, for the decisions I had to make, and most importantly,
I cried because I had no one. No one to hold or comfort me while I cried.


Alone once again.


 


~ ~ ~ ~


 


Stirring, I slid my palm across the silky bed sheet,
shifting slightly on the softest bed I had ever slept on. I had never felt this
free or light in forever. I didn’t think I’d ever slept this well or deep
before, I don’t really remember. Opening my eyes, memories from the day before
came flashing into my mind, along with the throbbing pain between my legs. I
didn’t recall leaving the bathroom last night. Someone must have carried me
back out to the bed.


Stumbling to the bathroom on wobbly legs, the throb between
my legs decided to make itself more known. Looking down between my thighs, I
could see the evidence of our coupling. No, the evidence of our fucking. I was
fucked last night, and he even called me a whore a couple of times to remind
me. Drawing a bath, I sank into the hot, soothing water, washing and scrubbing
away at the blood and semen that was left on my body. This man confused me. One
second, he was calling me a whore and the next, an angel. One thing was clear
though, there was a lot more to Griffin than meets the eye and I had this
overwhelming need to figure him out.


I want this to work. I came to America to get
married, make a family, have a husband, and maybe children as well. Could I
tame this beast? If I could give him what he needs, then maybe he could give me
what I need as well. He has to be lonely too. Why else would he use the agency?
Some of the things he said to me last night made me believe that he found
himself unlovable, undesirable. I was not ignorant of my own beauty but I never
found it to be important.  It could be, that with a soft hand and kindness, I
could draw this man out. The man that was surely hidden beneath the beast.  All
I needed was a plan.


Finishing up my bath, I found my clothes from the night
before laid out on the couch in the bedroom. They seemed to have been cleaned
and pressed to pristine condition, including my underwear. Dressing quickly, I
headed downstairs in search of the kitchen. I marveled at the architecture of
the mansion. It would probably take me all day to explore every single nook and
cranny. Wandering down the hallway, I finally came across the kitchen. I’m not
even sure if that was what it should be called. It was so huge that you could
probably cook for a crowd of fifty in here.


Opening up the fridge and taking a peek inside, it seemed
like they really might be cooking for fifty. It was overflowing with food.
Pulling out some eggs and bacon, I started breakfast. I’ve been cooking for my
father for so many years that it came as second nature to me. Nothing took me
away from my problems like cooking did. Making up two plates, I set them on the
breakfast bar in hopes that Griffin would join me. If this man was going to be
my husband, I had to try and get to know him better. No sooner had I taken my
first bite did he come strolling into the kitchen with a scowl on his face.


“Looks like you made yourself right at home,” he clipped,
moving to the coffee pot to pour himself a mug.


“Morning to you too, Mr. Stone. Would you be joining me for
breakfast? I made you a plate,” I chirped in my sweetest voice. Maybe some of
my sweetness would rub off on him.


“I do not eat breakfast. Would you like me to call Logan for
you?”


I was not sure what he meant by that. Call Logan to take me
away or call Logan to have breakfast? His pinched look and clenched jaw wasn’t
much help either.


“If you wish.” I flashed him a smile. “I’ll also take a cup
of that coffee while you’re at it. Two sugars, no cream, please.” Before he
could retort, I said a quick thank you before dropping my eyes back down to my
plate. A thrill of excitement ran up my spine when I heard him start on my
coffee, but it died quickly when he went ahead and called Logan up to the
mansion after placing my coffee in front of me.


Logan came strolling into the kitchen two minutes later.
Logan’s a handsome man; I might even call him pretty. He was exactly how I
pictured a typical American man to be; blond wavy hair, bright cerulean eyes,
and completely relaxed. I couldn’t help but compare the two men standing in the
kitchen. While Logan was a few inches shorter than Griffin, he was much leaner
and toned.  Griffin was broad and all consuming. There was no missing his dark,
commanding aura when he was in the room. He’s the first man I’d ever been with,
but when he loomed over my body last night, I felt like a caged animal that
couldn’t escape him. I might have been terrified but I’d never felt more alive.
Flashes of last night brought a blush onto my face and I wondered if anyone
noticed. Looking back and forth between the two men, I found them staring at
me. Logan smiled while Griffin scowled even harder, which I didn’t think was
possible.


Breaking the silence I asked, “Does everyone come running
when Mr. Stone calls?”


“Generally so. What is that wonderful smell?” Logan smirked.


“I made breakfast. Feel free to sit next to me, you can have
this plate if you like. You can keep me company while I eat. Mr. Stone isn’t
much of a conversationalist.”


Griffin slammed his coffee cup down on the table and I
snapped head up to look at him. I was stunned to see the shattered remains of
the cup. “Anna, stop with the goddamn Mr. Stone shit, and no, Logan will not be
sitting next to you eating my goddamn breakfast.”


Rolling my eyes, I caught Logan smothering his laughter and
I couldn’t resist prodding the beast once more. “But I thought you don’t eat
breakfast, Griffin? There’s no need to let it go to waste. You don’t like to
share?”


Stomping over to the breakfast bar, Griffin plopped down
onto the chair next to me and began shoveling food into his mouth, cleaning his
plate in record time. I’m amazed he didn’t choke. Pretending to take a sip of
my coffee, I hid my grin behind the cup.


“There. Are you happy now, woman? I ate your fucking
breakfast.” I was actually quite happy but I think I’ll keep that tidbit to
myself.  Griffin didn’t seem to like that I was giving Logan my attention and
it warmed my stomach. I couldn’t help but crave more of his possessiveness, and
so I tried again.


“Well, it looks like you enjoyed it, with how fast you ate.
Logan, can I whip up something for—”


Turning in his chair to face me, Griffin interrupted my
question. “Logan has work. That’s what I pay him to do. And when I pay for
something, I expect those people to do their jobs.”


“On that note, Boss, I’ll be out back if you need me,” Logan
said, half running from the room.


I could see that we were back to that whore thing again.
Maybe I had pushed him too far, or maybe I should push him even harder. I
thought back to my conversation with the girls at the agency; they had told me
about the things men like, and how sex usually turns them into docile little
kittens. Well, he had sex last night and he doesn’t seem all that docile.


“Isn’t sex supposed to make a man happy? Did you not get
what you wanted last night? Did you not get your fill?” I questioned, trying to
bait him a little more. A thrill of excitement rushed through me every time I
gave him a tiny jab.  Rising from my chair, I leaned over his shoulder,
grabbing his plate while giving him a nice look down the front of my dress. If
it’s a whore he wants, then it’s a whore he’ll get.


Walking to the other side of the breakfast bar, I placed the
dirty dishes in the sink. I felt the warmth of Griffin’s body as he stalked up
to stand behind me, pressing into my back and pushing me up against the
counter. I could feel his hard-on nudging against my ass through our clothes
and my body began to respond to his close proximity.


Brushing my hair off my right shoulder, he brought his lips
close to my ear, whispering, “I think it’s clear after last night that you can’t
handle me, sweet Bella. If I were you, I wouldn’t bait me. Or is that what you’re
trying to do?”


Leaning in, he licked and nipped at the shell of my ear,
causing me to shiver in delight.


“Maybe I should flip your dress up, rip your underwear off,
and get my fill.”


While his words were crude, they seemed to shoot straight to
my clit. When I had first arrived at the mansion last night, Griffin’s harsh
commands had terrified me yet turned me on at the same time. There was just
something about his rough and dominating demeanor that gets my body heated up and
my pussy creaming. I like it yet I hate it. But I wanted to play with the
beast. I want to feel alive again.


Slowly turning around in his arms, I craned my neck up to
gaze into his captivating eyes. I hadn’t really noticed how tall he was until
this moment. He had to be at least 6’3 or maybe 6’4, giving him almost a whole
foot on my 5’2 stature. Griffin quickly turned his face to the side the moment
our gaze met, showing me the unscarred side. My heart clenched in pain for what
he’d been through.


Griffin opened his mouth to say what I was sure to be
something nasty again, but I was onto his game now; whenever he felt
vulnerable, he lashed out like a child. Cutting him off, I asked, “What
underwear?” While it was a lie, the question fell easily from between my lips.
I took a step closer and he took a step back.


What a turn of events. It seemed like I’d be the one doing
the stalking today. I could tell that he didn’t quite know how to react to my
actions by the look on his face. He pushed and lashed out, in hopes of getting
me to back away from him. He wants me; I could see it burning in his eyes. But
only on his own terms so that he could maintain control of the situation, so
that I couldn’t get close enough to hurt him. I wanted to shatter his control.


Running my hands down his broad, firm chest, I dropped to my
knees in front of him.


“What are you doing, Bella? Stop your little games and stand
up this instance.” He growled.


Ignoring his command, I reached for his belt, unhooking it
and letting it hang open. He made no move to stop me.


“I thought you wanted a whore, sir?” I questioned innocently
as I flicked the button on his pants open. “I know I’m new at this, but the
girls at the agency told me what to do. They even made me demonstrate on toys
for them.” Peering up at Griffin through my long lashes, I slid the zipper
down, the sound unseemingly loud in empty room. Giving his waistband a slight
tug, Griffin’s hard cock sprung free, hitting me in the face, leaving a smear
of pre-cum behind. “I see I’m not the only one not wearing underwear today.” I
couldn’t help but tease him, even though I did have my panties on. I’m soaking
through them though.


I glanced up at his face, wanting to see his reaction. I
could hardly believe what I was doing but seeing the feral look on his face
made every second worth it. His eyes were wide with hunger, his chest heaving
with each deep breath he took. More. Wrapping my hand around his silky
length, I gave it a firm squeeze before stroking his cock, drawing a soft moan
from his lips.


“Are you telling me that a cock has never crossed those lips
before? No one has ever fucked this sassy mouth? Filled you up with cum?”
Griffin grunted as he thrust his hips into my hand.


“No matter what I say, I doubt you’d believe me anyway.”
Using my free hand, I tugged his pants lower before reaching in and rolling his
balls between my fingers, playing with them.


“Fuck, Bella. Please, just say it,” he rasped. Did he like
knowing that he’s my first? Was he turned on by my innocence?


“You’ll be my first,” I whispered shyly. Leaning forward, I
used my hand to bring his cock closer to my mouth. Before I could have my first
taste, Griffin twisted my hair around his hand and tugged my head up firmly.


“Your only, Bella.” He rumbled deep in his chest.


Nodding my consent, he loosened his grip on me. Taking a
deep breath of his musky scent, I flicked my tongue over his slit, tasting his
salty pre-cum before taking the tip of his cock into my mouth to better taste
him.


“God, Bella. Your mouth feels so good. Take more of me in.
Now.” He groaned, rolling his hips. Relaxing my jaws a little more, I slowly
sank down onto his length, taking him further into my mouth. I felt his fingers
tangling into my hair, wrapping it around his hand and holding my head in
place. His touch was so unlike last night, soft yet firm. I took him in deeper
and deeper until he filled my mouth completely, hitting the back of my throat.
I could feel his soft curls tickling my nose and my lips stretched as far as
they could around his girth. Giving small, short thrusts, his cock bumped
against the back of my throat and I swallowed repeatedly, trying to keep my gag
reflex down. Griffin pulled back a little as if afraid that he might choke me.
Removing the hand on his balls, I moved to cup the firm cheeks of his ass,
kneading them lightly before pulling him fully into my mouth. Griffin let out a
loud moan. Taking that as encouragement, I tightened my lips around his cock,
sucking harder and flicking my tongue over his slit while bobbing my head up
and down his length, slowly picking up speed.


“Bella, stop!” he cried, grabbing onto one of my shoulders
while tugging at my hair gently but firmly, trying to pull me off of him.


I ignored him.


“If you don’t stop right this minute, I’m going to cum in your
mouth.” His words came out in such a rush, I almost couldn’t understand him. I
moaned around his cock, letting him know that that was what I had wanted, and I
felt his thighs tense from the sinful vibrations. I wanted him to lose control.
I wanted him to lose himself in me. I wanted to take away all the anger and
sadness he was carrying, even if it was only for just a moment.


“Or is that what you want? You want my cum? Alright I think
you’ve earned it.”


His cock swelled up slightly, stretching my lips even more
before it pulsed in my mouth as he gave one particularly hard thrust. I felt
spurts of his warm cum coating my mouth as it hit the back of my throat, hard
and fast. Swallowing quickly, I relished in his musky flavor, using my tongue
to lick him clean, stopping to nibble and nip at his balls. Feeling him soften,
I slid his cock from my mouth and gave the tip of his cock one final kiss
before standing up. I felt my heart sink when I saw the look on Griffin’s face.
He looked as livid as before.


Feeling crushed, horny, and frustrated, I turned some of my
anger on him. “Well, if I’m done being a whore for the moment, I think I’ll go
explore the house.” I snarled, turning to leave the room before he could see
the tears swimming in my eyes.


 
















 


CHAPTER 4  *Griffin*



 


I watched as Annabella left the room. I made no move to stop
her. Reaching down, I tucked my now spent cock back in my pants. I had no idea
where that mind-blowing blowjob came from but all it did was just confuse me
even more. The women I usually hired from the agency were always in a rush to
leave as soon as the fucking was over. Granted I paid for 24 hours of service,
but it never bothered me when they left before it was up. Annabella was the
only one to have ever stayed the night.


She was the only woman I had ever allowed to sleep in my
home, much less in my bed. I couldn’t help but think back to last night.


I sank down outside the bathroom door, giving her a moment
to cry in peace. Every sob that fell from her lips tugged at my heartstrings,
slowly melting the ice around my stone cold heart. I imagine losing one’s
virginity to a beast like me must have been traumatizing. After her cries had
quietened down, I went to retrieve the skeleton key from my bedside table and
unlocked the door. There she was, lying on the bathroom rug, curled up into a
tiny ball, soft huffs of breaths ruffling her hair as she slept. Cautiously, I
slid an arm around her back and the other under her knee, tugging her into my
chest, loving how right she felt in my arms. I gently picked her up and carried
her to my bed.


Laying her down on the silk sheets, a dried patch of blood
between her thighs and on the bed caught my eye. A jolt of panic washed over me
as I tugged at my pants, looking down at my cock to find a trace of blood there
as well.


“Fuck,” I breathed out heavily.


We hadn’t used a condom. I wasn’t worried about STDs though
since the agency was always meticulous about having their employees and clients
tested. I’m sure she was on some kind of birth control as well as it was
another rule for the escorts. There was nothing for me to worry about. I just
couldn’t believe that I had forgotten to use one. I had never forgotten. Never.


In my entire life, I had never been bare with a woman
before. I felt my lips tugging up into a wolfish grin when it clicked that I
had taken her raw, that I had filled her with my seed. It pleased me more than
it should have.


Pulling the blankets over her body, tucking her in, I ran my
fingers through my hair. Sliding my hand down my neck and over my shoulder, I
winced at the sharp pain I felt there. Walking to the bathroom, I looked in the
mirror. She had bitten me on the unscarred side of my body. It felt strange to
have a mark on the side that I deemed perfect. She had bitten through the skin at
some parts, and it was red and a little bloody. It might scar but I like the
idea of having her mark on my body permanently though. It will always remind me
of the very first moment I drove into her every time I see it. Perfection.


Walking back into the bedroom, I stood over her and watched
as she slept. The bedside lamp cast a gentle glow over her, and she seemed to
resemble an angel. So fragile, so beautiful and all mine. Debating my choices,
I convinced myself that I needed to make sure she didn’t wake up alone and
afraid in an unfamiliar environment. Lying down next to her, making sure not to
touch her but close enough to breathe in her soothing scent, I settled down to
watch over her. Never once taking my eyes off of her perfection, I tried to
imprint this moment into my mind so that I would never forget her.


When the first ray of sunlight shone through the bedroom
windows, I left her alone in my bed. Showering in one of the guest rooms, I got
dressed for the day. I wasn’t sure what to say or do after last night. She
angers me, and makes me feel vulnerable. I hated her, yet I was attracted to
her.


I still couldn’t understand why the agency would send me a
goddamn virgin. I knew what a monster I was and I suspected they sent her just
to torture me. But why give me an innocent…her? Was it meant as a punishment
for her? Maybe she wasn’t a part of their joke. Maybe she was just as much of a
victim as I was in this. She seemed so honest and sincere last night. I was
used to being treated as a monster and it’s been hard for me to open up to
anyone, or anything. I felt a sharp pain in my chest as I thought back to how I
had treated her since she arrived. I needed to make this right.


Standing in the kitchen where she had left me, I was
absolutely clueless as to how to handle this situation. I had no idea where in
the manor she could have gone to, but I was sure one of my staff could direct
her.


Pulling out my cell, I called Logan.


“Yeah, Boss?”


“If she asks to leave before the twenty-four hours are up,
tell her no,” I growled into the phone.


“Sure thing, Boss.”


“And stay the fuck away from her.”


I hung up before he could respond and made my way to my
office. I needed to get in touch with the agency and let them know that I
wanted an extension on Bella. I also needed to figure out what the fuck they
were playing at by sending her to me, and how to make it up to Bella after last
night.


Plopping down behind my desk, I called the agency’s director
on her personal number. I’m a high paying client even if I took a few months
off here and there.


“Hello, Mr. Stone. How may I assist you today?”


“Cut the shit, Sheila. Why don’t you explain to me why the
fuck you sent me a goddamn virgin last night?”


Sheila Black was one tough bitch and I knew she wouldn’t
appreciate my tone, but I was beyond caring because I knew that, in the end,
money talks louder than her attitude.


“Excuse me, Mr Stone. I am not sure what Candy told you, or
what fantasy she may have been acting out, but I assure you, you were sent a
trained professional as per your usual request last night.”


“Candy? The blonde? No. You’re mistaken, Sheila. A brunette
called Annabella was sent to me last night. Or at least that’s what she said.”


I heard the rusting of papers and fingers tapping rapidly
away on a keyboard before the line went silent.


“Sheila, did you fucking hear me? I do not feel like
repeating myself. I am calling to find out why and also to request an extension
on her. I want more time to—”


“Mr. Stone,” she cut me off, “there has been a huge mistake.
I need more time to investigate further in to how this mix-up happened, but
you, sir, were not supposed to receive Annabella last night. Another client has
already purchased her as his bride. She is to remain untouched until her
wedding night.”


“What?” I roared. My hand tightened around the phone and I
felt it creak in protest under the pressure. I felt a surge of rage bubbling up
inside me when the fact that she had been promised to another man registered. I
might be damaged and even slightly bent, but she was mine.


“I am so sorry, Mr. Stone. I had no idea. Candy was your
usual request. There must have been a mix up. She reported in last night but
made no mention of being sent to a new client.”


I remained silent, unsure of what to say. Still white
knuckling my phone, I had no idea how to process the situation.


“I can assure you that this has never happened before, Mr.
Stone, and it will never happen again. We will issue you a full refund for any
inconvenience caused. We’ll send a driver out to collect Annabella immediately.
I deeply apologize for the confusion. I understand if you wish to discontinue
our services.”


Her words shook me out of my silence, and a tickle of panic
crept up my spine at the thought of someone taking Bella away from me. In a
matter of hours, I had gone from being suspicious of her to not wanting her to
ever leave my side. Giving myself a mental smack, I pulled myself together and
spoke as smoothly as I could.


“Let’s not be so hasty, Sheila.” All I could think about was
Annabella was meant for someone else. I knew she would leave eventually, but I
wanted more time with her. I needed more time with her. I craved her.


Keeping my voice cool and casual so as to not raise any
suspicion, I continued, “Since the girl’s no longer a virgin, and that seemed
to be her selling feature, I’m willing to pay for another night of service with
her. After all, she’s already here so there’s no need to send someone new.”


I might have almost convinced myself as well after that
statement.


“That will not be necessary, Mr. Stone. Her buyer will still
want her immediately regardless of—”


“How about I quadruple your normal rate for another 24
hours?” I interrupted. “I’m sure you have enough on your plate today,
explaining to your other client how his virgin bride is no longer…pure.”


It made me physically sick just thinking about the other man
who was going to touch my angel. I won’t allow it. I wasn’t sure how everything
changed this fast, but just thinking about how this might be the last time
Bella and I would be together pulled at my stone cold heart. She had awoken
something deep inside of me that I thought was long gone.


I could hear the hesitation in her voice. “That would be
beyond our policy, Mr. Stone, and highly inappropriate. This is something that
might damage our reputation, if it were to get out.”


Oh I heard her loud and clear.


“Exactly, Sheila. This is something we need to keep between
just the two of us. I can wire you the funds immediately, and you just have to
leave the paperwork for another 24 hours. We can call it a bonus. It’s gratuity
for your discretion over the years.”


There was a long pause and I knew I had her. Sometimes you’ve
got to throw some money at the problem.


“Very well, Mr. Stone. I will send the driver tomorrow
evening to retrieve Miss Annabella. Thank you for your understanding.”


My thoughts kicked in at the use of her title ‘Miss
Annabella’ and I quickly amended my stipulation.


“Sheila, while I am wiring the funds, I would appreciate it
if you would send Annabella’s file over to me. I would like her full work-up,
seeing as how she’d be staying in my home for yet another night, and I wasn’t
fully informed of her history before allowing her entrance.”


The small threat was there, and I knew Sheila was a smart
woman. She wouldn’t refuse the information I was asking for as I was holding
all the cards. I could ruin her business with just a few well-placed phone
calls.


“Of course, Mr. Stone. I will email the documents to you
immediately.”


I smiled into the phone. “Until next time.”


Hanging up, I finished transferring the money. I’m willing
to bet good ol’ Sheila would sell me her grandmother for the bonus she’s about
to get. I clicked over to my email and hear the ping of a new message. Sheila’s
email contained only the file and a cursory signature at the bottom.


I opened the file and waited for it to download onto my
computer. Knowing Annabella was destined to be another man’s bride made me ill.
Maybe her file would give me some insight as to why she would sell herself in
the first place.


Her file contained basic information with a few other
details. This was something any of the agency’s clients could request. It seems
my Bella’s file is a little longer than the ones I’m used to. I wonder if it’s
because she’s meant to be a bride? The women I usually pay for only have the
basics listed. Height, weight, hair color, and sexual abilities; nothing more.


Bella’s file started off with her picture. I traced my
finger over the screen, trying to touch her beauty. Her full name is Annabella
Marie Blanco. It says that she’s only 20 years old. I knew she was young but I’m
almost 14 years older than her. I guess as time passed, age difference won’t
matter too much. That thought made me stop short. The image of a future with
her kept appearing in my mind. I had no idea where these feelings were coming
from. Shaking my head to clear my thoughts, I read on.


Height 5’3, weight 140, half Hispanic half American. No
family listed, and under sexual history in bold letters were the words “VIRGIN”.
I grinned wolfishly and thought to myself, not anymore.


It stated that she had heard of the agency from a nurse who
cared for her deceased father. There was also a letter of citizenship present;
I’m guessing this was to show she wasn’t relying on her future husband to get a
citizenship. Flipping through the pages, I found an IQ test. Jesus, how
thorough were these people? It seems like my Beauty had the brains as well. At
the back of her file contained her most recent physical along with her blood
work, stating that she was disease free. But the bottom portion had me raising
my brow though.


Birth Control: None 


I might have gotten her pregnant last night. My chest warmed
and I had this sudden and overwhelming urge to go find her. I felt my dick
harden at the thought that she might be carrying my child. This is crazy.
Images of her being bound to me, round with my child came flooding into my mind
and I couldn’t help but swell with pride. I had to find her and make up for
last night. I also needed to explain to her that I wasn’t her intended husband
and that I would not let her leave me. I had to convince her to stay, to choose
me.


 


~ ~ ~ ~


 


An hour later, I found Annabella outside in the gazebo. It
was a long way from the mansion and I felt a tickle of annoyance that she was
out here on her own, unprotected. She must have seen the annoyance on my face
as she rolled her eyes when she caught sight of me before turning back to look
out at the water. I wasn’t used to people ignoring my anger or the harsh looks
I shot at them. She acted as if they were nothing more than a pesky fly, that
they had no effect on her. It drove me crazy but it also made me want her more.
Here was a woman who was able to turn me into a docile kitten. Fuck, it’d only
been a few hours and yet I was ready to do anything she asked of me… Anything
other than letting her go of course.


The gazebo was built out on a large pond that was a half
mile wide with a small dainty wooden bridge leading to it. Benches sat around
the edges, and soft fairy lights lined the interior at night. Striding across
the bridge, I stood at the entrance of the structure, silently asking for
permission to join her.


I watched her sit on one of the large seats, her knees
pulled up to her chest, staring at the ducks swimming by. Golden rays of
sunlight streaked through her hair and I was at a loss for words to describe
how beautiful she looked at that very moment. I rubbed at my chest, trying to
calm my racing heart.


“Who’s Claire?” she asked, still not looking at me. I felt
the bite in her question and I wondered if I had heard the bite of jealousy
there.


“May I join you?”


Looking at me, she nodded her head in ascension.  I walked
over and sat directly at her feet, facing her. Reaching my hand out, I ran it
gently up and down her calf. I couldn’t seem to stop myself from touching her.
I saw a small plaque with an inscription that I’ve read a thousand times in
front of her.


 


To my precious wife Claire,


“By night, Love, tie your heart to mine, and the two
together in their sleep will defeat the darkness.”


With all my love, forever, Griffin


 


Annabella traced the plaque with a finger, waiting on my
answer. No one but the staff came this far out on the property so I never had
to explain my past before.


“Claire was my mother. My father’s name was Griffin as well.
He had this built for her. This was her most beloved place to be. In your exact
spot, actually.”


Annabella’s eyes met mine and I could see a mixture of
relief along with more questions. I was a little relieved to see hesitancy and
perhaps jealousy in her gaze as well.


“What happened to them?”


“My parents were killed in a car accident a long time ago.
It’s not something I like to talk about.”


Taking a deep breath, I looked down at where my hand was
still stroking her calf. Gently, she reached her hand down and entwined her
fingers with mine.


“It’s okay, you don’t have to tell me. My parents are dead
too.”


She gave me an out, but suddenly, I didn’t feel like taking
it.


“I was in the car at the time. That’s why I don’t like to
talk about it. I was trapped in the back, that’s how I got my scars. I was able
to get free, but I wasn’t able to save them.”


I looked up and saw tears in her eyes. It touched my heart
to know that she cared so much for a stranger she didn’t know.


“I apologize for how I treated you and how things have
turned out between us.”


She rubbed her thumb across my hand, keeping silent.


“I want you to know I asked for your file. I wanted to know
more about you, to understand your want to be here.”


She stiffened but didn’t respond to my confession.


“I want you to trust me. I want to show you that I’m a man
worthy of you. Will you spend the day with me? Will you let me show you the
grounds and keep you company today?”


I nearly choked on my words trying to get them out. I sat
there, tense, waiting on her words of rejection. I needed to remind myself that
she still thought that I was her husband-to-be. I had this driving need to hold
on to her. To please her, and to own her. This dilemma weighed down on me and I
wasn’t sure how I should handle it. To Bella, I was her life now. I didn’t want
to deceive her, but maybe if she could fall for me like how I was falling for
her right now, she might not want to leave.


“I would really like that, Griffin.” She flashed me the most
beautiful smile I had ever seen. Out here, in our own perfect world, with the
sun shining down on her perfect face, I could pretend that she was truly mine.
And in that moment, I felt my heart bound to hers.


 
















 


CHAPTER 5  *Annabella*



 


Something had changed. Most of the anger I’d seen every time
I looked into Griffin’s eyes had faded. He half-smiled at me, making the scars
on the side of his face scrunch up slightly. Catching me looking at his scars,
he turned his face away so that all I could see was his good side.


“Please don’t do that,” I pleaded softly.


Shifting to face me, he asked, “Do what?”


“Turning away from me so that I can’t see your scars.”


He remained silent, as if contemplating my words. I reached
up, slowly and gently caressing his cheek. Closing his eyes, he leaned further
into my touch despite the pained expression on his face. Leaning forward, I
scattered butterfly kisses onto the most puckered scar and I felt his body
tense up and his eyes clench shut. I wish I could ease away some of his
self-consciousness. Bringing my lips up to his ear, I whispered, “They don’t
bother me, Griffin. And if they bother other people, then that’s their problem,
not yours.”


I leaned back to try and look him in the eye, to let him see
that I had meant what I said. Opening his eyes, he flashed me an even wider
smile that made my heart race and I wondered what it would be like for him to
kiss me. Despite having shared such an intimate and physical moment this
morning and the night before, he has yet to kiss me. For a moment before he had
entered me last night, I thought he would. I want to taste myself on his lips.
Heat crept up my neck and my gaze dropped to his lips.


“Can I kiss you?” I rushed out breathily. Despite my bold
behavior earlier, I still felt shy asking such a question. A kiss seemed so much
more intimate, as if it would bring us even closer than before. I could see the
shock of my question on his face. I wanted nothing more than to kiss him at
this very moment. There was just something special about him that was pulling
me towards him, pulling us together. I might not have been around many men in
my life but I felt it. The connection, the sparks. I wonder if he felt it too.
Many people had fallen in love at first sight before. Why couldn’t it be that
way for us?


“Annabella, I—” Afraid of his rejection, I lunged towards
Griffin and pressed my lips to his. He let out a soft growl and hauled me onto
his lap, taking control of the kiss. He pushed his tongue deep inside my mouth,
devouring me, clashing our teeth together and dominating the kiss. Pressing
into his warmth, molding my body to his, he slowed down the kiss, as if he
finally realized that I wouldn’t be pulling away. His tongue slowed down to a
soft gentle exploration. I’m not sure which I liked more, his rough, dominating
kiss or his gentle, possessive kiss. Pulling back, I dropped a kiss on the scar
that catches the corner of his lip, trailing kisses all the way up to his ear.


“I think you’re beautiful, Griffin. You hide behind your
anger and keep people away. Please let me in. We can make this work. We could
be happy. If you let us be.”


No sooner had the words left my mouth did I feel Griffin
pick me up and carry me out of the gazebo. Startled, I let out a squeal of
shock, immediately wrapping my arms and legs around him tightly. I probably
resembled a monkey right now. He laughed lightly and lowered his lips over mine
once again. Lost in his lips and his taste, I felt him lowering me and soon
enough, my back touched the grass. Laying me down, Griffin maneuvered himself
between my legs all the while keeping our lips locked. Pulling back to catch
his breath, he looked down at me.


“Stay, Bella. Please.” His voice husky, filled with emotion.
“I don’t want to be angry anymore. I want to heal and move on. Will you stay
here and teach me? Please don’t go back to the agency. I’ll make this right. I’m
so sorry for the way I’d been acting. You deserve better. You deserve
everything. Please, let me give you everything.”


I felt Griffin steal a piece of my heart as the words left
his mouth. We both had some healing to do. While they might be different, we
could still do it together. In response, I tilted my head towards him, offering
him my lips once more. With a groan, Griffin lowered his head and accepted the
kiss. For the first time since arriving at Creston Falls, all of my fears
disappeared.


“Angel,” Griffin breathed out, nipping my ear. His stubble
tickled the side of my face.


“Mmm, Griffin. Please,” I moaned, wanting him to kiss me
more, anywhere, everywhere. I needed his touch. I lifted my hips, trying to get
some friction. Sliding his hand between us, he stroked my thigh before moving
under my dress, cupping my mound.


“I see you were lying about not wearing panties earlier. Don’t
tease me, Beauty. I’ll spank that sinful ass of yours the next time.”  He
continued to stroke my pussy over my panties and my hips began to rock slightly
against his fingers.


“Are you sore, Angel?” He nibbled on my bottom lip as he
yanked my panties to the side, dipping a finger inside. “I don’t want to hurt
you. I never want to hurt you again.”


I was tender but it felt so good having him inside me once
again. Arching into his touch, I feel myself growing wetter as his thumb rubbed
my clit. “More,” I managed to gasp out as he added a second finger.


“God, you’re so fucking wet. I barely even touched you. Is
all this cream for me?”


Thrusting his fingers harder into me, he rubbed my clit a
little faster.


“Do you like what I’m doing, Angel? Do you want more? Do you
want me to slide my big, hard cock inside you and give us what we both want?
Fuck my fingers, Bella. Show me how much you want me to fuck that pretty little
pussy of yours. Show me how much you want me to slide my big fat cock inside
you. “ He growled, raking his teeth across my neck. I didn’t think he meant to
pose them as questions but I doubt I could answer him if I even tried.


His words were killing me. Who knew words could set your
body on fire like this. “What are you doing to me? Oh god. I… I just … please,
Griffin. Please…” With his other hand, Griffin tugged hard at the top of my
dress causing my breasts to spill out. My nipples harden instantly under his
hungry gaze. Dipping his head, he licked and placed kisses all around my left
breast before sucking my nipple into his mouth fully.  Each tug, nip and lick shot
straight to my clit and I felt my orgasm slowly building. I knew this one was
going to blow last night’s out of the water.


 “Not yet, Angel. This time I want you cumming around my
cock. I want to feel your pussy milking my cum out of me.” He rumbled, removing
his hand from between my legs.


“Just hurry, please. Griffin, I need you.” My words seemed
to set him in motion. He leaned up, unbuckling his belt and freeing his cock. “Oh
god!” Even with our bodies no longer touching, I couldn’t stop myself from arching
up towards him, needing to feel his weight back on top of me. I needed
something to ease the throbbing between my legs. I was so close.


Griffin’s breathing seemed to turn uneven and rapid.
Grabbing his cock, he roughly stroked it up and down, sliding his thumb over
the tip and smearing precum all over as he stared ravenously at me spread out
deliciously before him.


“Angel, I know you aren’t on any birth control. You could
already be pregnant after our night together, but you might not be. I have a condom
if you want me to use it this time.”


“Why would you need that?” I asked, wondering why he would
suggest it. We were to be married soon. We didn’t need condoms. He didn’t use
one last night so why would he bother using one now.


Griffin gave me a long look, which seemed almost pained. “I
don’t want to force you, Angel. It’s your choice if you want me to use one or
not.”


“I’m going to be your wife, am I not?” I questioned,
reaching for his erection only to have him jerk away.


He studied me for a second as if trying to read me. “You’re
saying you’re okay if we don’t use protection? You’ll risk having a baby?
Because I fucking loved having you bare last night.” Sliding my dress up
higher, he caressed my stomach.


“I want it all, Griffin. I want to fall in love, and to have
your babies.”


“I want to be inside you without a condom. I want to fill
you up with my cum and get you pregnant, because, yes, you’ll be my wife.”


His words sent pleasure racing all over my body, filling me
up with warmth and a sense of peace. I could feel it seeping into my heart. I
wasn’t alone anymore. I have a family now.


Griffin leaned down and yanked off my panties, tossing them
haphazardly behind him. Crawling back up, he wrapped me up in his arms while
lowering his mouth to mine. His fingers sank deep into my hair and he kissed me
hard, dominating me. Feeling more than a little desperate, I fought back
against his questing tongue and lips, causing the both of us to let out a moan.
Breaking the kiss, he slid his hand down between my legs, spreading my wet
lips. Griffin grabbed his cock and tapped it against my clit a couple of times
before nudging it against my entrance, teasing me, bringing me to the edge even
more. Glistening with need, I raised my hips in an attempt to try and get him
to slide deep inside me.


I could see Griffin’s face tighten with restraint as he
fought to control his desire. I could see it in his eyes that he was fighting
not to hurt me like he had the night before.


“Take me,” I encouraged him. “I’m yours.”


Hesitating for only a split second, he took his cock and
slid it between my pussy lips as few times before he nudged my entrance once
more, slowly pushing inside. I could tell he was still holding himself back. I
wanted all of him deep inside me. I wanted him to connect us and fill every
part of me. Determined, I locked my legs around his waist and thrust my hips
up, sliding him even deeper and impaling myself onto him. I wanted my hands all
over his rock-solid body but he still had his shirt on. Moving my hands, I
tried to rip off his clothes with a frustrated whine. Griffin captured both of
my wrists in one hand and pinned them above my head as he started to thrust
faster and harder. Before I could protest against not having my hands on him,
he took my mouth in the most tender and gentle kiss I had ever experienced.
Gently sliding his tongue against mine, it felt like he was worshiping me.


Letting go of my wrists, he braced himself on one arm, using
the other to coast down between my legs and to my clit, stroking me as he
continued thrusting deep and hard. I felt myself become slicker and I couldn’t
help the buck of my hips.


“God, you’re so tight, Bella, so fucking perfect. It’s like
you were made just for me.” He grunted, picking up speed.


“Yes, for you. I was made just for you.” The confession fell
easily from between my lips. It felt right. He seemed to lose all his control
at my admission and began slamming into me at full force.


“Say it again, Angel. Tell me you’re mine. Every part of you
belongs to me. Tell me you want me to cum deep inside of you, to fill every
inch of your tight pussy with my cum.”


“Yes, Griffin. Please. I’m yours, all yours.”


The “beast” was in control now and the fact that it was I
who had made him lose control had my orgasm ripping through me like a freight
train. Throwing my arms around him, I bit his shoulder, muffling my scream of
pleasure.


“Fuck!” he roared, and I felt his cock grow slightly larger
and pulse as his warm seed splashed against my walls, filling me up. “God, you
get so fucking tight when you cum around my cock.”


Dropping down to his elbows so that he didn’t crush me, he
gave me a slow, lazy kiss.


“You’re going to be my wife.” It was clearly a statement.


I smiled and nod my agreement.


Claiming my mouth once more, he slid himself out of me and I
moaned at the feeling, my pussy already clenching at the loss. Sitting up on
his knees, he tucked his still semi-hard cock back in his pants. “I just had
you and now I want you again. I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you and
your delectable body, Angel.”


A wave of shyness washed over me as he looked down at me,
practically naked, and I tried to close my legs, which was impossible with him
still on his knees between them. Grabbing my thighs, Griffin yanked my legs
open fully and stared greedily at my freshly fucked pussy.


“Don’t you ever hide that from me,” he commanded, taking his
finger and running it between my lips. He brought his finger back up and I
could see it glistening with our combined juices.


“I could stare at your pussy all day long, Bella. This is
how a wife’s pussy should always look. Freshly fucked and dripping with her
husband’s cum.” Leaning forward, he brought his finger up to my lips. Knowing
what he wanted, I took his finger into my mouth, swirling my tongue around his
finger seductively, enjoying the explosion of our combined flavor on my tongue.
I gave his finger a tiny nip as he pulled away.


“Angel, I’m starting to think that you’re a biter.”


I love it when he calls me that. “Why do you call me Angel?”


“Because you’re so goddamn perfect, there’s no way you’re
not an angel.”


I heard footsteps coming from the other side of the bushes
we were next to a minute too late.


“Boss, you got an important—” Logan’s voice penetrated the
bubble of bliss we were in. Sitting up fast, I scrambled to cover myself.
Griffin was up at lighting speed, grabbing Logan by the shirt and pulling him
up to be nose to nose with him. Turning my back on them, I pulled my dress up
to cover my breasts. Luckily, everything else seemed to be in place.


I heard Griffin growling at Logan and I turned around.  “You’re
lucky I won’t rip your fucking head off. You better not have seen her naked!”


Lifting his hands to show Griffin that he wasn’t a threat,
Logan placated, “Boss, I swear I didn’t see anything.”


“If I ever so much as catch you looking at her, you’re out
of here. Do you understand me? She. Is. Mine. Got it?”


Griffin’s reaction seemed a little over the top but I couldn’t
help but love how possessive he was over me. I felt truly and utterly safe for
the first time in my life. Thinking back to this morning, I cringed at the
thought that I may have provoked this pissing match with my teasing at
breakfast. Rushing over to them, I grabbed Griffin by the arm, trying to calm
him down.


“Sweetheart, please, it was just an accident. We were
fooling around in broad daylight; anyone could have stumbled upon us and see
us. Or is it normal for you fool around with women out here?” I pouted,
dropping my face to stare at the ground, trying to get his attention back on
me.


“Of course not, Angel.” He released Logan, framing my face
with both hands, gently tilting my face up to look up at him. “Only you.”


Standing on my tippy toes, I reached up for a quick kiss.
Griffin didn’t seem to stand for it though as he deepened it. Logan cleared his
throat and Griffin growled once more. Jesus, I think Logan has a death wish.
Turning my attention to him, I could see the confused look on his face. I guess
Griffin didn’t usually act like this. That thought brought a smile to my face
and all the warm, fuzzy feelings from before heated up my stomach once more.


“What’s so important that you’re still standing here, Logan?”
Griffin demanded.


“I’m sorry, sir, but you have an important phone call that
can’t wait.”


“Fine. I’ll go up to my office in a little bit. I’m going to
walk Bella back to the house so tell them to hold or I’ll call them the fuck
back.”


“Sure thing, Boss,” Logan agreed as he all but ran back
towards the house.


Turning to face me, Griffin looked down at the ground and bent
over, grabbing my lace panties and stuffing them into his pocket. After they
were safely tucked away, he grabbed hold of my hand and gently tugged me in the
direction of the house. “I don’t want you to be out here all alone again,
Bella. Something could have happen to you.”


“Don’t be silly, I’m fine out here. What could possibly
happen?” I replied, trying to slip my hand from his. I would rather much lie
out here in the sun if he was going to be working. When I was still living in
Mexico, I didn’t get to be outside much. My parents had always kept me hidden
away.


“Bella, please, I won’t be able to get any work done if I
know you’re outside, wandering around all alone.” Stopping in his tracks,
Griffin turned to look at me with a pleading look in his eyes.


“I know we don’t know a lot about each other yet, Griffin,
but please do not keep me caged inside. I’ve been locked away for so long and I
don’t want that kind of life here. I don’t want to live that way anymore.” I
could see him struggling to come to a decision after hearing my words. I wasn’t
sure what he was so worried about. We were out in the middle of nowhere. I didn’t
see how anything could happen to me out here.


“I’m sorry, Bella. I’m not sure what’s wrong with me. You’re
making me feel things I’ve never felt before and the idea of you slipping
through my grasp is simply terrifying. I know this is something we will need to
talk about but please, just come back into the house for now. I’ll get some
stuff straightened out and then I’ll take you anywhere you want to go. I
promise. Please.”


The look of vulnerability on his face softened my resolve. “Okay,
sweetheart, if it means that much to you. I’ll explore the house today and get
a better feel of the kitchen. I love to cook. I think I’ll cook something up
for dinner tonight.”


I could practically see the tension drain out of him and
relief flashed across his face as he started to drag me back towards the house.
Maybe I wasn’t not the only lonely person around here.


 
















 


CHAPTER 6  *Griffin*



 


As Annabella and I walked into the house, she leaned in,
giving me a quick peck on the lips. I wanted more and my hungry hands squeezed
her hips, pulling her against my now fully hard cock. With a hand on her neck,
I deepened the kiss, slipping my tongue into her mouth, coaxing hers out to
play as I began to slowly grind against her. Wrapping her arms around my neck
with a sigh, Annabella melted into me.


I had just had her on the ground in the middle of the day
like an animal not too long ago, and now, I needed her again. I couldn’t seem
to satiate this primal need for her.


“Just once more, my Angel. Just one more quick fuck and I’ll
concentrate on something other than getting inside of you.”


Sliding my hands under her thighs, I lifted her and her legs
automatically locked themselves around my waist. I love how trusting she was
and her body was always so willing to accept me. Turning, I entered the first
room we came across. Kicking the door shut behind me with my foot, I turned our
bodies so that her back was up against the door. I pinned her against the door,
using my hips to hold her there. My fingers ran up her neck and tangled in her
hair, something I just couldn’t get enough of. I grabbed fistfuls of the dark
waterfall and crushed my mouth against hers, wanting to taste her once more.
Tonguing her mouth, I moved on to lick her earlobe, sucking it into my mouth,
nibbling on it lightly. I continued to lick down her neck as she rubbed her
whole body against mine like a cat in heat.


Reaching between us, I freed my throbbing cock. I smiled
when I remembered she wasn’t wearing any panties at the moment and drove home
in one slick, hard thrust. My sweet beauty let out a whimper.


“That’s it, Bella. Take my cock. Fucking take what I give
you.”


Unleashing my inner beast, I fucked her sweet pussy hard and
fast purely just for my pleasure. I pounded her luscious ass against the door,
and relished in the loud thuds and wet slaps that echoed throughout the
otherwise silent room.


“Perfect, Angel. So fucking tight. And so sweet. I can’t get
deep enough.”


I drove into her harder and harder, trying to fit all of me
inside her, to imprint myself onto her. My hands were roaming all over her
sinful body. I cupped her breasts, loving how they filled and spilled over my
palms, pinching her nipples through her dress, tugging firmly on her hair,
before reaching down to squeeze her luscious ass. My sweet beauty was laid out,
spread for me. She was giving me everything, her heart, her body, her soul. I
could feel the power she was laying in my hands. But I needed more.


Grabbing ahold of her ass, I turned around while she was
still impaled on my cock and knelt down, laying her on the plush carpet. Not
pausing or slowing down my pounding, I reached down to rip open her dress and
pull off her bra, baring her to me. I was a beast possessed, and I wanted her
at my complete mercy.


“Griffin!” Annabella screamed, arching her back off the
floor as her fingers immediately went to her nipples, pinching and tugging on
the erect buds. She was as wild as I was at this moment. I tore my shirt off
and pushed her hands out of the way. Laying my chest against her naked flesh, I
thrust even harder and deeper into her warm, slick pussy. I had this
overwhelming desire and urge to plant my seed deep inside her, to get her pregnant
and round with my child.


“I want to get you pregnant right this second. I want to
fill your pussy all the way to the brim with my cum and have my seed take root.
I want to breed you and keep you by my side. Forever.”


“Yes, Griffin. Please. Give me your cum. I need it. Please.
My pussy feels so empty.”


I felt the tremors wrecking through her body as her
breathing sped up and I knew her orgasm was close. I raised my hips slightly to
get a deeper and better angle so that I could stroke her clit with my dick
every time I drove into her. Her moans of pleasure slowly turned into screams
and I saw tears sliding down from the corners of her eyes. Leaning in, I licked
up one side of her face, tasting her salty tears. My name became a chant as she
screamed her pleasure for the world to hear. It was music to my ears.


“That’s it, my beauty. I can feel your sweet little pussy
rippling around my cock. Squeeze me. Milk me. Take my seed. That’s it, Angel.”


I gave one hard thrust, holding it, pressing my cock in as
far as it could go. There wasn’t a millimeter of space between my cock and her
pussy and I released my load deep inside her. Throwing my head back, I roared
her name. I wanted everyone to hear me. The staff, the neighbors, the whole
goddamn world. I felt my cum pulse into her, load after load, coating her
walls. I rocked into her slowly, milking and giving her every last drop before
collapsing on top of my love, taking care to keep some of my weight off her.


“Marry me today, Annabella. I need you to be mine, right
now, right this moment. I can’t take any chances of you leaving me.”


She reached up and wrapped her arms tightly around my body,
enveloping me in her scent. Her legs were still clinging to my hips and I was
still buried deep inside her snug channel. I knew I was probably crushing her
with my weight but she didn’t seem to mind.


She sighed contentedly. “Griffin, I’m not going anywhere. I’m
so happy we get the chance to share the kind of love that I’ve always been
dreaming of.”


Pulling back, I gazed into her eyes. My thumb stroked her
cheek, and I could feel it. I’d fallen deeply in love with this angel. I couldn’t
say the words. Not yet. I needed to make sure that she would never be able to
leave me. I needed to bind myself to her before baring my heart and feelings to
her.


“I know these things take time, but I feel like this could
be so much more, Griffin.”


“Yes, my beauty. With time, anything is possible. But for
the moment, why don’t I see to that urgent phone call, and I’ll let you take a
peek around our home.”


I pulled out of her heat and tucked my spent cock back into
my pants. Helping Bella off the floor, I tried to piece her torn dress back
together only to realize a few minutes later that it’s been rendered useless.


“Why don’t you go to my closet and see if you can find
something to wear. I don’t think this dress can be worn anymore.”


“Not after you ripped it open.” Bella giggled.


“It was an in-the-heat-of-the-moment thing. I didn’t think
about the fact that you wouldn’t have any clothes to wear afterwards.” I smiled
down at her, kissing her cheek.


I gave her my shirt and she slipped her arms into it,
covering up her torn dress. I liked how she looked in my clothes.


“There, that should cover you enough to make it back to our
room. We need to remedy this clothes situation immediately. I think a shopping
trip is in order.”


She smiled at me shyly and I could tell the idea of a
shopping trip excited her. I doubt she had ever been spoiled before and I
intended to make up for lost time.


Unable to stop myself, I leaned down and took her lips
captive once more, kissing her hard, and she leaned into me with a happy sigh.


“We better leave this room before we decide to go for a
second round,” she suggested with a waggle of her eyebrows as her hand came up
to cup my now semi-hard cock.


I growled into her mouth and pulled her closer. “Don’t tease
me, Beauty. I’ll have you bent over gripping your ankles, with my cock filling
up that tight pussy of yours before you can catch your breath.”


She let out a soft whimper and I knew right then that she
liked the idea.


“Later, Angel.”


I turned her around and smacked her on the ass. She looked
over her shoulder and grinned at me. I smiled back. I never knew happiness
could be like this. So playful, so erotic, so heady.


I led her out of the room and up the stairs, making sure she
found her way to our room before grabbing a new shirt for myself.


“I’ll be down in my office. If you get lost exploring, I’ll
come find you in a little bit.”


I gave her a quick kiss as she nodded her head in response.


“I think I’ll have a bath before going to find you.” She
gave me a wicked grin and winked as she stripped off her scraps of clothing and
walked seductively to the bathroom, sashaying her hips.


She heard my growl of frustration and let out a tinkle of
laughter.  A ghost of a smile came to my lips as I left the room, closing the
door shut behind me before descending the stairs and making my way to my
office.


The smile was wiped off my face when I saw the red blinking
light on my office phone, indicating that someone was still waiting for me to
pick up. A surge of irritation came over me at the thought of someone waiting
for me to finish fucking my Angel.


“What?” I roared as menacing as I could make my voice sound.


“Mr. Stone, thank god I finally got to you. I was worried
you were never coming to the phone but your assistant, Logan, said you would,
but I was so afraid you’d forget...”


“What is it, Sheila? We made our arrangement. We agreed
until tomorrow night.” I was angry but in truth, this worked out well. I needed
to go ahead and make the deal permanent to keep Annabella.


“Yes, Mr. Stone, we did, but somehow Miss Annabella’s
original buyer found out that she was sent to you by mistake and now he wants
her back. He knows you and said that he is on his way to claim his bride. I’m
so sorry, Mr. Stone, I will send a full refund immediately.”


“Excuse me? Someone is on their way here to take my
Annabella?” I shouted into the phone. I was beyond giving a shit about
pretenses. Bella is mine! “You call the other buyer. Now. And you tell
him that there has been a mistake. She’s going to be my wife. I took her
innocence. She belongs to me!”


“I’m sorry, Mr. Stone, but the contract spec—”


I hung up. I was getting nowhere with that bitch. I had a
situation on hand to handle here.


“Logan!” I shouted through the house, storming from room to
room, shouting for him. I could use the cell in my pocket but I felt like
shouting right now.


He came around the corner and I barely stopped myself from
slamming into him.


“Yo, Boss. What’s up?”


“Someone is on their way here now to take my Bella. Get all
the security in place. Seal the gates. I want this place on lock-down. Right
now!”


I saw his eyes widened but only for a fraction of a second.
He acted instantly and started rattling off orders into the headset. I didn’t
bother trying to make out what he was saying. I had no idea how much time we
had before someone arrived. I needed to find my Angel.


Running back through the east wing, taking the stairs two at
a time, I burst through the double doors to our suite and strode directly to
the bathroom. I gave the door a hard shove and it slammed against the wall
behind me with a loud thud. I expected to find a surprised and naked Bella in
the tub but what I found was an empty bathroom.


I turned and ran through the master room again, thinking
that maybe I had missed her in my hurry to get to the bathroom.


“Annabella!”


“Angel! Answer me!”


I tore through the room and closets, panic slowly beginning
to set in. I ran back through the hall and down the stairs. Maybe she was in
the kitchen, cooking up dinner like she said she would. I called her name as I
stalked through the house, searching for her, every possible grim scenario
flashing through my mind.


As I was running back through the main entrance of the
house, I saw him. The man who had come to take my love from me. The man who has
starred in every single one of my nightmares for years. The man who gave me my
scars. I knew instantly why he had come for my beauty. And today was the day I
would finally have my revenge.


I stopped in my tracks and turned to face him fully,
allowing him to see me in all my rage.


“Where is she, Vincent?”


The motherfucker had the audacity to smile at me.


“Calm down, Griffin. Wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself.”


I growled low in my throat and took one slow step towards
him. I knew what he did to my family. I knew he was the one who had tampered
with my parents’ car the day we left to go on vacation. I knew it was him who
caused the crash that had killed my parents and left me in a scarred heap on
the side of the road. I saw him, that day, walking away from the wreck.
Thinking I was dead and that he was going to inherit everything my family had.
I was young, no one wanted to believe me. Everyone convinced me that it was all
in my head. So I played along, even though I knew. I knew what that bastard had
done to us.


My very own flesh and blood had left me to die. My father’s
brother. My beloved uncle and godfather. The man who had helped raise me was
blinded by greed and jealousy. And now, once more, he wanted what I had. What
he couldn’t possess, he decided to take from me.


I took another slow step and spotted my Angel from out of
the corner of my eye. One of Vincent’s men had an arm around her neck and a gun
pointed to her head. She was thankfully dressed in one of my long button up
shirts, but her legs and feet were bare. My sweet beauty was sobbing silently
and I could see the terror written all over her face. “Let her go, Vincent. Let
her go this instant and leave our home. Maybe I will let you live.”


“Our home?” He sneered. “Just a day with my bride-to-be and
already, you are playing house.”


I looked over to Annabella and saw her eyes widened. The
shock of his statement must have been clear on my face as well because a
crooked smile crept onto his face.


He looked over at her smugly. “Oh, you didn’t know, did you,
sweet child? You were meant to be my virgin bride last night. But by some odd
coincidence, you were sent to my nephew instead. No worries though. He may have
taken your innocence, but I still want my prize. You’ll make an excellent
addition to my staff as the house whore. All the help are looking forward to
it. I was going to be the first to fuck you, but now that you’ve been broken
in, the guards can have their fun. They do enjoy group activities.”


I could see the panic in Annabella’s eyes and she started to
cry harder. Reaching up, she clawed at the arm holding her neck, trying to
break away but to no avail. The man merely smiled before pushing the gun closer
to her head.


“Stay calm, Angel. I won’t let anything happen to you.” I
tried to keep my voice even and calm, willing her some of my strength. Inside,
I was a fury of wrath that was yearning to unleash my hate.


I caught a small movement out of the corner of my eye. I
thought it was another one of Vincent’s men at first, but at a second glance, I
realized it was Logan. He was slowly making his way around the perimeter of the
house, trying to stealthily move into position behind the man holding Annabella
hostage.


Logan signaled discreetly to me that he had his gun and
intended to use it. I didn’t have mine on me so it looks like I get to kill
Vincent with my bare hands instead. I was going to enjoy that. I made a motion
with my hand to let him know that I understood his plan and was on board.
Meanwhile, I kept my eyes on Vincent. The motherfucker was going to die,
preferably today.


I needed a distraction to give Logan time to set up his
plan. But I also needed to know the truth. “It seems like it’s quite a ‘coincidence’
that Annabella was meant for you but ended up here instead.”


“Ah. Perhaps I had a little something to do with your mix
up. Your usual whore, Candy, was more than willing to divulge some personal
information for a small fee. She was happy to pay me a visit and sell you out.
Poor girl. She should have kept her mouth shut. Some whores just don’t know
what their mouths are for.” He was smiling when he said that, and I couldn’t
help but wonder if Candy was now a casualty of Vincent as well.


“I am giving you one last chance to end this and walk away
with your life, Vincent. Let Bella go, and you will live. But try and take what
is mine from me and you will die here today. I have waited a long time to get
my revenge for what you did to my parents. Protecting my Bella will just be the
icing on the cake.”


His smile slipped and I knew he was afraid. He should be.


“I never forgot what you did that day. How you killed my
parents and left me for dead. Today is the day you pay for what you did.”


Logan crashed through the doors at that very moment, taking
out the man holding Annabella with a single shot. He went down instantly,
taking Bella with him. Vincent lunged at me but I was stronger and faster, and
I grabbed his neck with my bare hands, cutting off his air. He went to his
knees immediately, grappling at my hands, trying to pry them off. “You were the
reason why I was left alone in this world. Your greed and your jealousy,” I
seethed through gritted teeth, squeezing with all my strength, taking pleasure
in the fear that bloomed in his eyes. “It wasn’t enough to leave me without my
parents. You had to come and take her too.” Blood vessels burst in his eyes and
his lips started to take on a hue of blue. I glared right into his eyes as the
light started to leave them. “You will never take anything from me
again.” With that said, he finally stopped struggling and went limp in my grip.
I felt the moment when the light left his eyes and life drained out of him.


I dropped his dead body to the ground, and I stood, frantically
looking around for Bella. She was on her knees a few feet away, eyes wide and
tearful, a deer in headlights expression etched onto her face. She had
splatters of blood on her but I knew that they were from the dead man who had
previously held a gun to her head. Logan stood behind her, his cell phone to
his ear. I could vaguely hear him speaking with my security before calling the
cops. I just stood there, rooted to the ground with my dead uncle at my feet;
my heavy breathing and pounding heartbeat filled my ears. I never took my eyes
off my Angel’s. I was terrified of what she had just witnessed and what she
must be thinking of me right now.


I trudged over to her slowly before falling to my knees in
front of her.


 
















 


CHAPTER 7  *Annabella*



 


Griffin’s expression was one of pure agony as he dropped to
his knees in front of me. Everything had happened so fast. I could still feel
the splatters of warm blood.  When his eyes met mine, the turmoil and sorrow I
saw in them were my own undoing. He looked so lost and so alone. I still
remembered the words he had uttered earlier, “you were the reason why I was
left alone”, and I wanted him to know that he would never be alone again. 
Without hesitation, I threw myself at him. Catching me, Griffin pulled me onto
his lap and I clung to him, breathing in his musky scent. He buried his face
into my neck and I could feel him shaking, his breathing hard and uneven. I
held him tighter to me, letting him know I wasn’t going anywhere.


“It’s okay, you saved me,” I tried to assure him, I could
hear the shakiness in my voice.


Slowly, he got to his feet with me still clinging onto him
like a money and started barking orders at Logan.


“Call my lawyer. Get this shit cleaned up and I swear to
fucking—” I felt a tremor of pure unadulterated rage shake through his body. It
was practically pouring off of him in waves. Peeking out from within his
embrace, I took a glance around the room. Bodies littered the floor, blood
slowly seeping out of the bodies, coloring the pristine white marble floor a
crimson red. I could see many of Griffin’s helpers standing around, drawn by
the commotion and gun shots, with looks of shock etched onto their faces.


Loosening my tight grip on Griffin a little, I leaned back
slightly to look at him. Maybe I could try and calm him down a little. His hold
on me tightened as I moved away and he let out an actual growl.


“Griffin,” I whispered, trying to get his attention on me. “Please
get me out of here.”


Nodding, he turned and took the stairs two at a time. Stopping
at the top, he commanded, “Logan, no one is to come into my room. I don’t give
a fuck who they are. I’ll be back shortly once I take care of my Bella.”


A grin came to my lips at his possessiveness. Making his way
down the hallway, Griffin headed straight through our room towards the master
bathroom and into the shower. I let out a slight scream when the icy, cold
water hit me. Before I could protest, Griffin’s mouth was on mine, dominating
me. His kiss was hard, consuming, and filled with so much need that I found
myself matching his passion.


“I almost lost you,” he rasped in between kisses. “I can’t
lose you, Angel. I’ve only just started to live. I can’t go back to the dark.”


“I’m here, Griffin. I’m not going anywhere. You’re not alone
anymore. I’ll always be here with you.”


“I have to get you clean,” Griffins rambled on, as if
talking to himself.


Dropping my feet to the ground, I started to unbutton his
soaked shirt, sliding it off his shoulders before letting it hit the shower
floor.  Placing both his hands against the wall, towering over me and caging me
in, his rapid breathing finally started to finally slow. I continued to undress
the both of us until we were completely naked. Grabbing the soap, I washed and
scrubbed away the remaining blood.


“I’m so sorry, Angel. I should have told you the truth about
you not being mine. I just…I couldn’t. I—”


“You need me.” It wasn’t a question. Leaning forward, I
traced the scars that ran up his body with my fingers. I heard him take in a
sharp breath but did not say a word. I peppered kisses on them, stopping to
drag my tongue along one. Rising to my tippy-toes, I took one of his nipples
into my mouth and started to suckle gently. Nipping at it with my teeth before
soothing it with a lick, he jerked back.


“Your biting fetish is quickly becoming a favorite thing of
mine,” he whispered huskily. I could feel some of the tension leaving his body.


Releasing his nipple, I slowly made my descent down his
stomach to his hip bone, kissing, sucking and biting on my way down until I was
on my knees. Smiling up at him, I ran my tongue along his hard shaft which was
standing at full attention. I took the head into my mouth, suckling him gently,
and Griffin groaned, grabbing me by the upper arms and pulled me to my feet.


“I’m sorry, Angel, I don’t have any control right now and I’m
afraid I’ll choke you. I need to be inside you now. Right now.”


“Take me, Griffin, I’m yours. All yours.”


Gripping me by my hips, Griffin turned me around to face the
shower wall.


“Brace yourself, Angel.”


Grabbing ahold of the shower bar for leverage, he entered me
hard and fast. The sharp pain of entry was swiftly washed away by the pleasure
that followed.


Sliding one hand from my hip up to my breast, he used his
thumb to tease my nipple until it was fully erect. Griffin placed wet bites on
my shoulder and I knew I would be able to find marks there later.


“I wish I could say I’m sorry for being so rough but I’m
going to fuck you hard, thoroughly, and until you can’t walk because you are
mine and I’ll do with you as is pleases me. You’re just so fucking hot and
tight. “ He grunted as he continued to thrust deep inside of me and I could
feel him filling every inch of me. “I just need you. I need to know that you’re
here. That no one can ever take you from me again.”


“Don’t stop,” I panted. “I can take you. Fill me with your
cock, Griffin…with your cum. Give it all to me.”


“Fuck, I love it when my little Beauty talks dirty.”


“And I love when my husband-to-be fucks me like a beast.” I
moaned, my body tensing up as my orgasm approached.


Releasing my breast, Griffin slid his hand down to my pussy,
spreading my lips and with one touch to my clit, my orgasm broke free and I
screamed.


“Fuck! That’s it. Milk my cock, sweet Bella. Pull every drop
deep into your pussy.” He grunted, filling me once again with his seed.


Lifting me back around, he held his forehead to mine, our
breaths mingling intimately as we tried to calm our racing hearts.  After a few
moments, he grabbed a wash cloth and started to clean me up. 


Pulling me out from the shower, Griffin dried me off, his
touches lingering over my breasts and between my legs before scooping me up
into his arms. Carrying me over our room, he placed me on the bed.


“Don’t we need to go back down and handle everything?” I murmured,
suddenly feeling exhausted from the events that had occurred today.


“No, Angel, you’re done with all of that. Never will I let
darkness touch you again. You lie here and get some rest. I’ll come right back
up once I get all of this taken care of. Promise me you’ll stay put.”


His words had an overwhelming effect on me. “I will not let
darkness touch you again.” And I knew he would keep his word. For the first
time in forever, I felt utterly safe and protected in my life. With that, I
drifted off into a dreamless sleep.


 


~ ~ ~ ~


 


God, that feels so good, I thought to myself as my
eyes flickered open. Lying on my belly, two enormous, callous hands gripped my
hips, bringing my ass higher up into the air. I felt broad shoulders spreading
my legs further apart and my pussy clenched in lust. Griffin.


His roughened tongue took long, slow licks from my clit to
my ass, causing my whole body to throb and tremble in pleasure.


“Please, Griffin, I—”


I gasped, unable to complete my sentence as one of his hands
on my hip slid down to my ass. His tongue and finger seemed to be fighting for
entry. Taking turns. Griffin slowly licked, caressed and finally breached my
tight entrance.  My fingers clawed at the bedding as his finger finally won the
war and his tongue went straight to my clit. The pleasure was instantaneous and
intense. Gone were the slowly teasing licks as he went straight for my clit,
sucking it into his mouth with hard pulls, dragging his tongue along it as his
finger continued to thrust shallowly into my ass. Soon enough, my climax was
quickly ripping through me.


Griffin’s tongue breached my body as he parted my pussy
walls. Using his other hand, he lifted my ass higher up in the air, trying to
get his tongue deeper inside me.


“Griffin, oh god. I can’t take it anymore,” I begged.
Griffin sawed his tongue in and out of my pussy and I clenched up in pleasure
as he lapped up my juices before he withdrew fully and climbed up my body. The
heat in his eyes made me quiver in anticipation.


“I had to make sure I got every precious drop of your sweet
cream, Angel,” he said, placing soft kisses around my neck, pulling me back to
his chest to spoon me, draping himself comfortably around me. “I could eat that
sweet little cunt of yours for hours if you let me and I’ll still be wanting
more.”


Giggling, I relaxed against Griffin, enjoying and relishing
in the warmth and security of being in his arms.


“Is everything okay? I mean do I—”


“Shh, Angel. Don’t worry about a thing. I’ve taken care of
it.”


“But how? I mean—”


“Enough, Angel. Trust me. I’ve got money and know the right
people. If I tell someone I don’t want them talking to you then trust me, they
will not be talking to you. Just put it out of your mind, Bella. Rest. I will
never let something like that happen to you again.”


“It’s okay, Griffin. I’ve heard and seen much worse where I
came from.”


Grunting, Griffin rolled me over so that we were both on our
sides, facing each other.


“I know, my Beauty. After I found out about the mix up, I
had Logan get all the info he could find on you.”


“When did you find out? That I wasn’t who you thought I was?”
I questioned.


“Well, it wasn’t until after your little show in kitchen
this morning and some well placed calls that it finally registered in my mind.”
Sighing, he leaned in, placing a soft kiss on my lips. Flicking my tongue out
and licking my lips, I could taste him on me.


“I was drawn to you the moment I saw you step out of that
damn car. You were a soft, sweet beauty that I’d never seen before and I had
thought I could never possibly have you. An angel.”


“Oh, Griffin,” I whispered, taking my hand and placing it on
the scarred side of his face. I wanted him to know that his scars didn’t bother
me. In fact, I couldn’t imagine him without them.


“Let me finish, Bella. I want to get this all out so you’ll
understand.”


Nodding, he continued.


“I was so mad, Angel. Here was the most perfect woman I had
ever laid my eyes on and I knew right then that I wanted you. I wanted you so
fucking bad I couldn’t stand it. I thought a woman like you would only be with
a man like me because she was paid to. Here today, gone tomorrow. I was, as you
said… A beast to you. I called the agency to request more time with you. I
couldn’t let you leave. Once I found out about the mix up, that you wanted a
husband, I had a new goal. Even after the way I had treated you on your first
night here, you were still so sweet to me. You were going to stay. I thought
that maybe a soul as sweet as yours could fall in love with one as twisted as
mine. Stay, Bella. Choose me to be your husband, Angel. I needed time to show
you, so I tried to get more.  Seems like my time is up now, my sweet Bella,” he
whispered my name against my ear, his warm breath tickling me, his musky spicy
scent filling my every pore, sending pleasurable shivers up and down my spine.


“I will spend every day for the rest of our lives trying to
make it up to you if you’ll let me. I read the file about your life in Mexico.
I can’t understand how you still seem to be dripping with sweetness despite all
the sadness and evil you have seen. You’ve been through so much but here you
are, trying to ease my pain.  I want you to stay, Bella. Be my wife, make me
whole again. I’ll protect you, give you everything you could ever want for, and
I promise, I’ll love you more than anyone else in this whole goddamn world.”


Flinging myself at him, I landed on top of him with an “oof”.
Straddling his hips, I peppered kisses on every inch of him I could reach. I
could feel his cock slowly hardening beneath me and I squirmed.


“I take that as a yes then?” Griffin laughed heartily.


“I love you too, my Griffin. I’ll stay and be your wife, but
under one condition,” I teased. Lifting up slightly to align his cock with my
opening, I slowly slid down his length.


“Angel, I don’t think there is a thing on this planet you
could ask for when you’re wrapped around my cock, that I wouldn’t give you.”
With that said, he thrust up into me, burying himself balls deep into me,
filling me to the brim.


Moaning, I told him my final demand. “Just don’t lose all of
that beastly-ness you have inside of you, I kind of love him too.”


“Is that right, my Beauty?” he grunted, thrusting hard and
picking up his speed. “You want some of my beast? Then you’re going to get him.”
He growled, nipping my neck. Flipping us both so he was now on top of me, he
rammed himself deep into me and let himself go.


“Yes, Griffin, let him loose. Give him to me,” I panted,
letting out a tiny whimper with each hard shove, feeling him pound away. “Give
me all of you.”


“You’ve owned every part of me since you stepped out of the
car.” He crashed his lips to mine, slipping his tongue into my mouth, licking,
claiming and dominating every inch of me.


Alone. Neither of us will ever be alone again.
















 


EPILOGUE



 


I woke up feeling her soft, warm lips wrapped snugly around
my cock, her tongue gently laving at my slit. I groaned in the back of my
throat as I gently thrust my hips up into her mouth, pushing myself deeper. I
felt Annabella’s hand cradle my balls as she gently played with them. Humming,
she swallowed me deeper, allowing me down her throat. I could feel her
swallowing around my cock, almost pushing me over the edge. Fuck.


“Turn around and place your pussy on my face, Bella. You
know how much I love to start my day with the breakfast of champions.”


I felt her laugh around my cock and the vibrations sent
chills of pleasure running up my spine. Moving, she shifted her body over mine,
letting her knees fall splayed on either side of my head, laying herself
vulnerable and bare above me. I loved how much she trusted me. Her breasts
rubbed against my stomach and I let my hands wander down her back and across
the tops of her perfect round ass. Squeezing the firm globes once, I gave her
ass a hard swift spank, watching in satisfaction as her flesh jiggled under my
touch. Bella continued to work at my cock, lightly squeezing my sac as I stared
at her soaking pussy mere inches from my mouth. Grabbing her ass cheeks, none
too gently, I pulled her down to seat that juicy nectar completely on my face.
The taste of her was heavenly as always, sweet like peaches and cream. I couldn’t
drink her in fast enough.


It’s been 16 years since I had my first taste of her sweet
heaven and I still couldn’t seem to get enough of it.


“Happy birthday, my Griffin,” she breathed out against my
throbbing cock, placing a smacking kiss on the tip. 


“If this is how turning fifty feels, can I celebrate my
birthday every day?”


She leaned up and looked back at me over her shoulder with a
sly grin on her face. Sitting up, Bella pushed her pussy down on my mouth.


“Get back to work, Stone. I want to come on your face before
you fuck me.”


I growled against her, my stubble tickling against her
sensitive flesh and doubled my efforts. I needed to be inside her tight little
body. Using her hand to stroke my cock, she didn’t make a move to bend back
down. Instead, Bella rocked her hips against my mouth, letting my tongue fuck
her before moving on to lick and suckle on her clit. I kept a tight grip on her
ass and helped her keep her rhythm as she started to tremble and shake. She was
near.


She worked herself down on me harder, almost bruising my
lips with her rapid thrusts. She screamed my name as I felt her walls tighten
around my tongue and I felt my cock starting to leak pre-cum.


I felt a mild panic welled up inside me when Bella pulled
away from my face, thinking that the kids might have woken up from the racket.
Annabella lifted her body up and turned around, moving her soaked pussy towards
my cock. She saw the pinched look on my face and smirked at me.


“Relax, Griffin, they are with Logan’s kids at the cabin
this weekend, remember?”


“In that case, let’s make some more noise, Beauty.”


I smiled. Flipping her onto her back, I forcefully pushed
her legs apart, baring her glistening pussy to me. I growled. Grabbing my cock,
I thrust deep inside her, all the way to the hilt, causing her to scream out in
pleasure.


“That’s it, Angel. Let me hear how much you like my cock.”


Thrust.


“Tell me how much you love this cock.”


Thrust.


“Who owns you?”


Thrust.


She gave me the most devilish smile and I couldn’t help but
smile back. We both knew she owned me. Body, heart and soul. And every little
thing in between.


Pounding into her warmth, I leaned down to kiss her.
Cradling her face in my hands, I devoured her mouth. I will never get tired of
kissing this beautiful angel.


“Come on, Angel. It’s my birthday. At least let me think I’m
in charge for just one day.”


She laughed lightly and I kissed the breath out of her once
more. I moved my hips to hit that spot deep inside her, knowing that I would
have her crazy in seconds.


“Griffin!” she whimpered and I knew I’d struck gold. Angling
my hips, I pounded away at that exact spot and I felt her walls starting to
quiver around me.


“That’s it, Griffin. Don’t stop. Please”


I whispered against her lips. “Never, Angel. Never.”


Her climax ripped my own from me, and I roared Bella’s name
as spurts of my warm cum bathed her pussy walls. I keep thrusting into her
until every last drop was milked from my dick. Rolling us over, I stroked her
back as we caught our breath.


We laid there spent and breathless, enjoying the quiet when
Bella leaned up. Propping her chin on her hands, she gazed into my eyes. I
tucked her dark hair behind her ear, taking in her beauty. My heart squeezed
and clenched as the love I felt for my beauty welled up inside of me.


“How was that for a birthday present?” she asked.


Flashing her my biggest smile, I sat up, tossing her off me
and flipping her over. I jerked her ass up in the air and pushed her chest down
on the bed. I was still smiling as I grabbed my hard cock and slammed into her
once more from behind.


“I’d say it was a good start. Now be a good girl and tell me
who owns you.”


I heard her tinkling laughter as I started thrusting. This
was going to be a great day. I didn’t bother about the number of ways I had to
fuck her; she will say it by the time I’m through with her. We’ve done this
countless of times for years and she still hasn’t admitted it yet. Even if she
did, we both knew it would be a lie.


 Pushing back to meet my thrust, Bella let out a moan. “We
both know I own you, Griffin. Keep trying to fuck it out of me though. You know
how much I like that.”


With that, I grabbed her hips and gave her what she wanted.
Just how she wanted it.


“I love you, my Beauty.”


“And I love you, my Beast.”
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CHAPTER 1 * HALEY *


 


The smell of musk was the first thing I became aware of. The
second was that I couldn’t move my hands or legs—they felt heavy. Wait, no, I
think I’m bound. I shifted around, seeing if I could free myself, but the soft,
ribbon-like material held tight. “Where am I?” I whisper to myself. I shift
harder, trying to free myself from the blindfold.


BAM! A door slams maybe a few rooms away.


I still.


Should I call out? A chill runs up my spine and I suddenly
become very aware that I’m naked. Except for what feels like something drying
on my chest. As my breathing picks up, the musky smell seems to grow. What is
that sound? Steps. Someone is coming. I hear the footsteps shuffling closer.
Maybe, just maybe, if I’m quiet enough they’ll just pass. The steps grow louder
and louder, then stop. I hold my breath for what feels like forever. They start
up again, this time moving away from me. Releasing the breath I was holding, I
lay my head back down on the mattress. Think, Haley, how did I get here? What
do I remember last?


William.


 


-The night before- 


“I’d like to thank everyone for coming here tonight to
celebrate my little Haley graduating.”


I don’t think I’ve ever seen my father so happy before. He
keeps talking about how I’m a big girl now. It’s time for me to grow up, he
says. “Enough living in that head of yours, Haley.” He even went as far as
cleaning out my room last week, removing all my stuffed animals, my baby dolls
that I’ve had since before I can remember, hiring William’s construction
company to paint over my beautiful pink walls. Now the room is an ugly blue
that makes me stomp my feet every time I enter it.


“She’s not my little girl anymore. She’s a young woman ready
to enter the world, and I’m sure she will do great things. I love you, Haley.
You’ve made me a very proud father. I wish your mother was here to see you now.”
Cheers break out and I rush to hug my father.


I know he means well, but the thought of growing up and
being a woman terrifies me to the core. I need to get some air. It’s too hot in
this house and I’m starting to feel like I can’t breathe.


As I make my way down the hall I see William leaning against
the backdoor. William, the man that makes me tingle all over at just the sight
of him. He has the broadest shoulders and the most thickly muscled thighs. He’s
all man. I’ve had a crush on him for what seems like forever. Though for the
past year he’s avoided me like I developed leprosy.


He used to come around all the time, he was, after all, my
father’s best friend. Picking me up from school when Father had to work late,
or staying over and putting me to bed when Father couldn’t make it home. I
remember curling up in his lap while he read me bedtime stories; I could always
talk him into reading a second.


“Please, Daddy William, just one more.”


“One more, sweetheart, and that’s it. Do you understand
me? I don’t want to have to turn that little bottom of yours cherry red.”


Back then, that threat just made me giggle, thinking about
it now made my panties grow wet.


William stood up from his position against the door as I
grew closer. His dark black hair was starting to become peppered with gray, and
it only added to his appeal. Could men tell when a girl got wet? Just the
thought of William knowing this about me made my face heat.


“God, Haley, you have the sweetest blush I’ve ever seen,” he
says, running his finger down my cheek, and I can’t help but blush harder. He
quickly drops his hand, as if remembering the leprosy. Looking at me with that
same gaze he’s been giving me lately. I can’t quite figure out what it is. I
missed his touches. He never touches me anymore. In fact, he hardly even looks
at me, and when he does his face is hard—no longer the Daddy William I used to
know. He’s also made it very clear that I am to stop calling him that,
correcting me every time I use the name.


“Daddy William, do you want to play checkers with me?” I had
asked one night.


“It’s William, Haley. Now say it.” I just stared at him. I
didn’t want it to just be William. He was my Daddy William. “Say it, Haley,” he
pushed.


“Forget it, Williammm!” I said, drawing out his name
in hopes of pushing him a little. “I don’t want to play checkers with you
anyway.”


I’ll never forget him grabbing me by the arms and pulling me
close, flush against his broad chest, dipping his head right down next to my
ear, his stubble brushing against my soft skin.


“That’s good, little Haley. It’s best you don’t play with
me at all.” His nose pressed to my neck and it felt like he was breathing me
in. Then he was gone. That was the last time William touched me… A year without
his touch. Until this very moment.


“Good evening, William.” I can’t stop the sarcastic way
I say his name now. It’s like a little paper cut each time I say it, and I want
him to know this. Or maybe I just want a reaction from him. Something. Anything
to get a little bit of his attention. I see the tic in his jaw and I can’t help
but smirk at my little victory.


“So glad you could pull yourself away from whatever it is
you’re up to these days to come to my little graduation party. God knows you
don’t come around to see us anymore.” Cheese and crackers! That came out way
whinier than I intended it to. I’ve never actually seen William with another
woman, but I can’t help the thought that that’s what’s been keeping him away
from us… From me. It slices through my heart.


“We all have lives, Haley. Like your father keeps saying,
you’re a big girl now and it’s time you started acting like it.” 


My shoulders drop at his words. There it is again, I’m a big
girl now.


Softly I whisper, “Maybe I don’t want to be a big girl.”


He mumbles something I don’t quite catch, and the
temperature in the room seems to rise.


“Fuck, Haley, I can’t deal with this right now. Get your
little ass wherever you were going.”


I feel the lump rise in my throat; I can’t let him see how
he’s affected me.


“Then why don’t you move your stupid face away from the
door!” I scream at him.


Hopefully the anger will keep the tears at bay for a few
moments longer until I can make my escape.


“Now, now, Haley, don’t you go thinking you’re too old to be
bent over and have your panties pulled down for me to spank that sweet little
ass of yours.”


I can’t control the gasp that leaves my lips. How dare he! 


That helped push those tears back and I feel my anger grow.
He ignores me the past year then thinks he can just come in here and boss me
around? I don’t think so, Daddy William. I straighten my back, trying to make
myself somewhat taller but he’s got a whole foot on me, so I’m not sure it’s
working


“I’d like to see you try…Daddy William.” No sooner have the
words left my lips than he grabs me by the waist, turns me around and pushes me
against the door he was leaning on moments before.


I snap my face up to look at him through the veil of my
lashes; this is a look I’ve never seen before. His eyes seem to change in the
light to the deepest green I’ve ever seen. He slides one of his legs between
mine, bracing his left hand next to my face and his right onto my hip, making
it so I have no escape. I’m totally trapped. He wouldn’t hurt me, would he? The
hand he has on my hip tightens, causing a sharp pain that seems to go right to
my core. Oh god, the tingling between my legs is back in a way that I’ve never
felt before. I swear I can feel my pulse down there, and I feel liquid leak
from my girly parts. I’ve never had a boy—no, a man—on me like this before.


The only experience I have is the one time my best friend
Molly talked me into going to her brother’s basketball game. Molly is boy
crazy, and being as we went to a private all-girls’ Catholic school we never
got to be around boys. After the game, her brother Tim caught me by the
bleachers and tried sticking his slimy tongue down my throat, which was
completely gross. When I came home and told my father about it he hit the roof
and started making me get birth control shots from the doctor. I tried to
explain, but he was too freaked out to listen. Luckily I didn’t tell him it was
Molly’s brother, or he probably wouldn’t have let me hang out at her house
anymore.


This moment, however, wasn’t gross at all. What would he do
if I moved so my girly parts sat right on his thigh? Would he feel the wetness?
Would he notice it if I just moved back and forth a little? Why did I want to
move back and forth? What good would it do? But I want to. I have to.


I see his eyes drop to my lips. I bet William’s kiss would
be nothing like Tim’s. I lick my lips, wondering if he’ll do it. Kiss me,
I beg with my eyes, knowing there’s no way I can say the words. 


William starts to lean toward me and I freeze. He’s going to
kiss me, but right before he gets to my lips his face turns and he buries it in
my neck. I feel something warm and slick slide up my neck and a moan slips from
my lips. He licked me. Oh my god, he totally licked me.


“You taste like pure innocence,” he tells me. At his words I
let my girl parts slide down onto his thigh. The pressure feels so good. It
feels like something is building. Something is going to happen…


“Haley!” I hear my father yell.


The next thing I know I’m standing and William is across the
room, leaning against the wall like nothing happened. Is he that unaffected by
me? The very idea crushes me, but who am I kidding, I haven’t the first idea
how to attract a man like William.


Maybe my fantasies are starting to make me go crazy and I
imagined everything that just happened. It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve had
vivid thoughts about William, and I’m sure it wouldn’t be the last. I just can’t
seem to shake him from my head. He dominates my every thought, and maybe even
owns them. What would it be like to be owned by William? The thought should
scare me, but it only excites me.


“Haley, there you are,” my father says, breaking me from my
thoughts.


“Molly and her brother Tim just got here. You should go and
greet your guests.”


I take one last look at William before rushing from the room
to find Molly, hearing my father yell after me, “No running in the house, Haley!”


After that, I try my best to avoid William for the rest of
the night. If he can pretend like nothing happened, so can I.


I spend most of the evening hanging with Molly and her
brother Tim. I was surprised to see Tim here with Molly. Since he kissed me a
few months back he’s pretty much stayed away from me. Tonight, however, he
seems overly attentive. He keeps asking me about my plans this summer and
making sure my drink stays topped off. It’s actually kind of sweet, but some of
his lingering touches make me feel uncomfortable.


I know I should try to move past this stupid crush I have on
William, maybe even go on a date. No way would William ever want to be with
some chubby girl like me who can’t even kiss a boy without wanting to run away.
My father would probably kill us both, to be honest. Going to an all-girls’
school the whole “going out with boys” conversation never really happened.


As the evening progresses, the more I try to avoid William
the more he seems to be watching me. He keeps giving me disapproving looks. I
also can’t help but notice that Jane—an employee from my father’s office—is
hanging all over him. The sight of them together makes it feel like I have a
weight on my chest. I’ve heard my father say she’s a gold-digger that will
sleep with anyone, whatever that means. I can’t stand to watch them, but I
swear anytime I walk into another room, William is there two seconds later,
followed by Jane.


I really need a moment alone to get myself together. I’m
feeling a little dizzy and really, really tired. I also need to change out the
soaked undies I still have on from earlier. 


Slipping up to my room I inwardly cringe at the stupid blue
walls. I head to my dresser, digging to find a new pair of underwear—I would be
so embarrassed if anyone knew what I had done in them. Just the thought of what
had taken place with William earlier had me soaking them further. Maybe I
should see a doctor. This can’t be normal.


As I’m slipping the panties down my legs, my door suddenly
swings open and I tumble back with the underwear wrapped around my legs. Tim
catches me.


“From the state of those panties it looks like you’re
starting without me, sugar,” Tim drawls.


I pale. What does he mean, starting without him? Starting
what?


“Tim, you shouldn’t be in here. My father will hit the roof.”


“You know you want me, sugar. You’re a big girl now and you
can’t hold on to that cherry forever. I’ll make it good for you.”


The dizziness is hitting me harder and the room starts to
spin.


“No, Tim, please stop. I’m just going to go to lie down for
a minute. I’m just so tired,” I slur.


Tim slowly helps me over to the bed. I can’t seem to get my
legs to work.


“You think I didn’t notice the way you were looking at that
William guy? Is that the problem? Only want to spread those thighs for older
men? How about you let me break you in for him? Besides, I saw that woman all
over him downstairs. Why would he want a little, inexperienced, chunky thing
like you?”


His words cut deep and I feel him tugging at my dress,
causing my breasts to spill out.


“These are a little big for my taste, but I’ll make do.
Since I’ll be the first to slide into this tight little cunt of yours, I’ll
overlook it. You really should be thanking me. Maybe I can show you a thing or
two about how to please a man,” Tim says with a smirk on his face.


I try to cover myself, to tell him to stop, tell him this
isn’t right, but my hands are so heavy. I can’t lift them. I start to close my
eyes, then I hear a loud crash, and William is standing over me.


“Someone has been a very bad little girl tonight, haven’t
they, little Haley. It seems you can’t take care of yourself after all. Rest
now, Daddy’s got you.”
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