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 CHAPTER ONE

COLTON

My dick pushes against the front of my uniform pants at knowing what’s coming, and I don’t mean my cock. Today I get a taste of my sweet little Rose. I’ve been planning this for weeks. I laugh at the thought of the word “planning.” Planning is putting it mildly. It’s more like obsessing, and invading my every thought. Being sheriff of Kirksville, Nebraska, only makes this that much easier to do.

I don’t care how much she fights this; I know she wants it. I hope she fights; it will only make my cock harder and her submission so much sweeter. By the end of this weekend, she’ll know who she belongs to. Her life will begin and end with me, and I’ll take nothing less.

Glancing over, I pick up the naked pictures I took of her. It’s easy to slip the little camera around her bedroom and bathroom, without her knowing. Of course I always have my eyes on her; she’s mine, after all. She’s been mine since the day I first saw her. A fresh-faced second-grade teacher over at the elementary school. So innocent and pure. She needs me just as much as I need her. I can protect her, because if anyone else felt a tenth of what I did for her – I squeeze the pictures in my hand just thinking about anyone else wanting her. I grind my teeth together in anger. No one else can have her.

The photos range from her in the shower, a few of her changing out of her clothes, and one of her masturbating. In that picture she’s tempting me with her pussy, making me want it. My blood boils thinking that it wasn’t me making her cum, even if that someone else was her. It’s crazy that I’m jealous she got herself off, but it doesn’t matter at this point, because I’ve gone past crazy when it comes to her. There is no going back. At least I know what she was thinking about when she touched herself. Innocent and pure little Rose has dirty fantasies. I’ve read all about them in her diary she thought she’d hidden away so well. I’m going to give her what she wants, even if she begs me to stop, and trust me, there will be all kinds of begging. I can already hear her pleas in my mind, making pre-cum leak from my cock.

Kissing one of the photos, I stack them back together and place them in my glove box with her diary. I slide out of my cruiser, closing the car door behind me, with a smile on my face. She walked right into my trap. 


Each day when she leaves the school, she takes the same route home. In the country, many of the houses are spread out and hers is one of them. She takes a shortcut, but the road she uses is all farmland and not paved. It’s just loose gravel that cracks under my boots as I eat up the distance to her.

The summer just started and today was her last day until the next school year begins. I knew she’d be working late, and I used it to my advantage. I’ve waited long enough for this day, and she’s going to make it up to me with her pussy, her mouth, her ass, and her complete submission. I’ve been hanging on to a thin rope with her, and I can feel myself cracking. I need to touch her, bury myself inside her, and cool some of the raging desire she causes.

She did this to me. Never in my whole life have I felt this need for someone. She woke this beast inside me, and she’s going to take him. Only she will do. Since the day I first saw her, the thought of another woman only pisses me off. She worked her way into my system, and now she’s going to stay and give me what I need. What we both need. She’s going to wrap her sweet mouth around me, and milk all this lust from my body. I’m going to fill up every one of her holes until she’s dripping with my cum, then maybe I can calm down. 


When I reach her car door, I give two hard knocks to her window, forcing her to roll it down. Her big sea-green eyes look up at me, her bottom lip pouting, and it drives me crazy. Her whole look says “innocent,” and I can’t wait to turn her into my little slut. The things she’s going to do to me, for me – and no one will ever know. It will be a piece of her that only I possess.
 “Sir?” The single word seems to stroke my whole body.
 “Ma’am, I’m going to need you to step out of the car.” Without waiting for a response, I reach my hand in through the window to open it from the inside, making the lock pop up and the door open. Tentatively she unhooks her seatbelt and steps out of the car. She’s hesitant, but complies. Her sweet vanilla smell fills my lungs as she exits the vehicle, and it’s all I can do not to lean in. I don’t give her much room, so she has to sidestep me and slide further down the side of her car so I can slam the door shut.

The blue and red lights from my cruiser light up the dark warm summer night, giving me a good view of her. She’s wearing a pink sundress that makes her milky skin look like silk. I wonder if my cum would show on her skin, or if it would just blend in like it belonged there. She’s all woman, soft and curvy with generous breasts that I want to taste, and round hips I’m dying to feel against me. Her midnight-black hair is down in big waves that make me want to grip it in my fist. I want to use it to pull her toward me and claim her mouth. 


I love and hate that fucking dress on her. I love that I can slide my hand between her legs and her pussy will be right there for me, but I hate that someone else might have the same thought. I don’t like that her pussy is so easy to get to. Just a rip of her panties and you could be deep inside her warm cunt, and no one besides me will be doing that.
 “Sir,” she starts again, “I’m not sure what I did that made you pull me over, but whatever the reason I apologize. What is it I did exactly?”
 “Nothing,” I say, watching the confusion wash over her face. “Turn around, hands on the vehicle,” I say, indicating that I’m going to give her a pat-down.
 “But – ”
 “It’s best you follow orders, my Rose, it will make things a lot easier for you.” Her eyes snap up at my use of “my Rose” but she slowly turns around, doing as I command.

Kneeling down, I start with her ankles, slowly moving my hands up as I go. When I reach her thighs, I hear her breathing pick up, and it’s coming out in little gasps. That panicked sound is the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard.

When I reach mid-thigh, I feel her body go completely still. “Please don’t,” she says in a shaky whisper. She may not know what’s coming, but she knows something is off. 


Leaning in, I place my mouth against her lush full ass, giving a soft bite through the material of her dress, and hear her let out a squeak. She tries to jerk away from me, but both my hands lock around the inside of her thighs, keeping her in place for me.
 “Don’t move again. You’ll only hurt yourself, and I don’t want that. You can’t fight me off, so don’t try. Now, be a good little girl and be still until I’m done.”

Rising up, I push her body into the car with mine. I rub my erection against her ass, trying to cool my lust, but my balls only feel heavier, dying to get a release inside her. I reach around to her front, and bunch up her dress. I move my hand down and cup her pussy, feeling how warm she is.

She’s so tiny compared to me, at least a foot shorter than my six-three. Leaning over, I bury my face in her hair, hoping that between holding her pussy and the scent of her, I can calm down. But when I feel a slight wet spot on her panties, all my control snaps.



 CHAPTER TWO

ROSE

I feel complete terror running through my body. I’m pressed against my car, and the cop has his hand on my pussy. 

 “Oh god, please stop,” I breathe. 


I shouldn’t want this. Shouldn’t be turned on by this. What is wrong with me? 


I feel his face pull back and suddenly I’m turned around, so I’m facing him again. I look over at his badge and see the last name Colton. 

 “Officer Colton,” I begin, but he interrupts me. 

 “Sheriff Colton. But you can drop the sheriff title.” 

 “Please, this has been some kind of misunderstanding. I’ll get back in my car and we can pretend this never happened.” 


He reaches down and grabs my wrist so fast I don’t see it coming, until I’m being pulled around the back of my car. I see he wants to take me to the other side where it’s darker, and I panic. 


He’s a big guy, and well over six feet tall. He’s all solid muscle too, so not only is he big, but he’s strong. His dark hair and eyes were so sexy at first. I had thought for a second that I might flirt with him a little, but when he asked me to step out, I knew something was different. 


My fight-or-flight instincts kick in as he takes me around my car, and I pull with all my might. He’s so much bigger than me though, and I can’t do anything to stop him. I’ve never had any self-defense classes and I’ve never been in a fight. I start to scream, but he senses it, and drags me closer to his body. He gets in my face and I try to pull away again. 

 “You can scream all you want out here, sweet little Rose. No one will hear you,” he says and grabs me by the waist. 

 “No! Help!” I scream, but he’s right. There no one out here for miles and miles, and no one will come down this road again until morning. I try to grab on to the side of my car, but he pulls me to the ground and climbs on top of me.

Oh god. He’s really going to do it. 


I feel his hot breath on my neck and his tongue starts to lick across my collarbone and up to my ear. He smells like cologne and I’m ashamed of how much I like the dark scent. I know he felt the dampness in my panties earlier and I wanted to deny it was because of him. But I couldn’t. 

 “Fuck, you taste so sweet, Rose.”
 “Don’t do this,” I beg, and start to flail my arms and legs. I don’t know what I’m doing, but I’ve got to try and fight. I’m kicking my feet and punching at his chest and he leans up and smiles at me. It’s a wicked evil smile that sends a chill down my spine. 

 “I always hoped you’d struggle. It makes me so hard.” 


One of his hands grabs one of my wrists and pins it to the ground. My other hand is free and I strike, making contact with his lip. Instantly I regret it when I see the drop of blood. 

 “I’m sorry. Please don’t be mad. I didn’t mean it. Just let me go and I swear I won’t tell anyone.” 


Fury crosses his face, and he grabs my other wrist, holding both of them down with one hand.
 “Just for that you get a fuck in the ditch like the teasing slut you are. I wanted to be gentle the first time, but you did this. You’re making me fuck you in the dirt like an animal. Are you happy, Rose? Is this what you want?” 


I kick my legs and try and break free. I can’t make it easy on him. I have to fight. 


He knees my legs apart with his and reaches down with his free hand to unbuckle his belt. I watch as he pulls out his cock and it’s so big and hard. It’s an angry shade of red and I swallow in both fear and amazement. My eyes widen at the thought of him fucking me with that. 

 “Please,” I start to beg, but he reaches up and puts his hand over my mouth. 

 “Hush. You fucking lie here and let me take the edge off.” 


I feel his hard cock push against my panties and I scream into his hand. My legs are spread wide by his hips and he keeps thrusting against me, my thin panties his only barrier. 

 “Oh that’s it, Rose, make me fight my way in. I can feel how wet you are, and how bad you want it.” 


He keeps pushing against me, and I’m wearing out from the struggle. I’m not a strong girl, so anything physical for longer than a few minutes and I’m done. 


Suddenly his hand is gone and it’s between my legs, moving my panties to the side so his cock can get in. 

 “Don’t. Please,” I try again, but then I feel his hot cock thrust inside me. His slick entrance inside my pussy is my shame. I shouldn’t be wet for this, but I am. 

 “Oh Rose,” he moans, and locks eyes with mine. “You felt that, didn’t you? You felt how fucking soaked you are for my big dick. My dirty fucking slut. I’ve got you pinned down in a ditch and just raped your pussy, and you’re soaked for it.” 


I turn my head to the side so he can’t see humiliation. 

 “You can fight it all you want, but every inch of your sweet flesh is mine now. Mine. I’m the only one that makes this pussy cum.”

He grabs my face and makes me look back at him as he starts to thrust in and out of me. “No no, baby. Look at me. You know what’s better than me fucking you and you loving it?” he asks and continues to slide in and out of my wet pussy. “When you cum on my dick. Your orgasm will be the real treat for me,” he says, and the evil grin on his face is his promise. 


I feel his grip on my wrists tighten, while his other hand moves down to play with my clit. 

 “No!” I shout, but it does nothing to stop him. He strums my clit and before I know it, I’m on the edge of orgasm. Shame burns through me. 

 “You with me, Rose? I want us to cum together. That’s how I always pictured this.” 


I’m so embarrassed when my pussy floods with cream, and I feel myself orgasm with him. I feel his hot cum splash inside me as my own orgasm squeezes my pussy and makes me grit my teeth. I refuse to let him hear me shout in pleasure. 


Once he’s finished cumming inside me, he leans down and tries to kiss my lips. I try and bite him when he gets close, but he just grabs my jaw. 

 “You’ll kiss me properly after I make love to you, or you’ll pay the price.” 


Not wanting to find out what that is, I close my eyes, and he presses his lips to mine. I should hate the feel of him on me after that, but I don’t. His full lips are gentle, almost tender, as he kisses me. After a few seconds he pulls away and looks at me kindly. 


Then, as if a switch is flipped, he pulls out and stands up. He tucks his still-hard cock back in his pants, and goes to fix his uniform. His knees and hands have a little dirt on them, but other than that he looks like nothing happened. 


He reaches down to help me up, and once I’m on my feet he pulls me close. 


“Now the fun begins,” he says, and terror once again grips me.
 



 CHAPTER THREE

COLTON

I slam the door closed behind me, the sound echoing in the room. Rose jumps at the noise, then glances around, taking in the simple cabin. A small kitchen lines one wall where I’ve stocked up on all her favorite foods. I look forward to cooking some of it for her, then having her sitting on my lap while we feed each other. Maybe my cock will be buried deep inside her while we eat.

The rest of the room is pretty bare; just a desk, a table with a couple of chairs, and of course a bed. I made sure the bed was small, but had posts so I could strap her to it. She’ll have to sleep on top of me, or we’ll have to be right against each other. Her curvy ass will nuzzle my cock. I can bury him in between her ass cheeks. I can roll on top of her all through the night, rut into her over and over, and she can’t stop me. Every time my cock gets hard, I can just slide her legs open, and take what’s mine. Because Rose is mine. Now it’s just a matter of her realizing how true that really is. 

 “How long are you going to keep me here?” Her breathing is ragged as she says the words. Her gaze bright, intense green eyes focused sharply on me now, and not the room.
 “Long?” I question. Because we can’t stay at the cabin forever. This is just a means to get her submission. Bury myself into her skin like she has mine. Soon I can take her back home with me.
 “When are you going to let me go?” she asks.
 “You think I’ll ever let you go?”

Her breathing becomes a little faster at my words. I clip them out harsher than I mean to. The idea of letting her go does nothing to cool the beast raging inside me.
 “The only way I’d let you go is to chase you through the woods. Then when I caught you, I’d rip that dress off, and slam my cock inside of you. I’m really starting to think you like being fucked on the dirty ground. Is that what you like, Rose? Because if you ask I’ll do that for you.”

I see her nipples harden through her dress at my words, proving to me once again how much she likes this. She bites her bottom lip and shakes her head no. Her denial is fine, for now. That’s why we’re here, after all, but it won’t take me long to get her to beg me.

She looks like a fucking wreck. Mud smeared all over her pink sundress, her black hair wild with that just-fucked look, and traces of dirt sprinkling her cheeks. Knowing I did that to her makes my cock just as hard as it was when I was inside of her wet cunt. I want to wash her and ruin her all over again.

I approach her like a Viking about to claim new land. “Lift the dress, I want to see it,” I growl, needing to see her. She makes no move to comply “Don’t make me do it myself, Rose. You’re just making things harder than they have to be. I don’t want to hurt you, and if you make me, it’s only going to piss me off.”

With shaking hands, she grabs the hem of her dress and slowly brings it up, showing more traces of smudged dirt on her thighs. “Higher,” I say, needing to see her pussy. When her cotton panties come into view, I fall to my knees in front of her to get a better look. 

 “Please don’t do this,” she begs, and it only makes me harder. 


My cum is all over her. Branding her as mine. It’s leaking down her thighs, and there is a wet spot on her panties from it. I know all of that can’t be me. It’s hers too. I can’t stop myself from leaning in and burying my face in it. I take deep breaths, smelling my Rose and me together.
 “God, we smell perfect together. Just like I knew we would. I love you so much, my Rose,” I say before burying my face against her again. Reaching up, I grab her panties, and slide them down her legs. “Step out, baby,” I say, and she does as I ask, this time without putting up a fight. She’s learning.
 “Please,” she says in a shaky voice, but I ignore her. 


I get up and go to the door. Next to it there’s a nail sticking out and I hang the underwear there. I’ll keep them, and it’ll be a reminder of this night. I hope the smell never fades from them, but I could always make her put them back on and do it all over again. When I turn back to her I see her eyeing the door. I have no intentions of locking it. She can run if she likes; she’ll learn fast there is no escaping me.

But if she does want to run for it, I want to clean her up first, so I wreck her all over again.
 “Time to clean you up,” I inform her before grabbing her by the wrist, dragging her into the small bathroom. 


She starts to pull away from me, when she sees where we are headed. “Stop, please don’t do this. Please just let me go. I swear I won’t tell anyone.”

I smile at her and lean in close. “You’ll do as I say, or this will get painful.” Locking eyes with her, I can see she is terrified of the idea of pain. After another moment of hesitation, I reach out and touch her face. “I don’t want to hurt you, my Rose. Just do as I say and this will go so easy.”

She drops her head in defeat, and gives a small nod. 

 “Good girl,” I say and pull her towards the bathroom again. 


I turn on the shower, and step back to let the water get warm. I pull her sundress over her head, leaving her completely naked for me. Quickly I remove my own clothes and pull her into the shower with me.
 “You just stand there, love, I’ll take care of you. I’ll always give you what you need.” Kissing her on the nose, I grab the soap and start to lather her up, massaging her as I go. I cover every part of her, and nothing goes untouched. Next I do her hair. Working the shampoo in and rinsing it out for her. I feel the water start to get cold and, not wanting her to get chilled, I maneuver so the water is only hitting me. I wash myself off quickly before pulling her out and wrapping a towel around her, then drying myself.

She is utterly silent. I know she’s mixed with fear and embarrassment because she came so easily for me. Her mind says one thing, but her body says another. I wasn’t lying when I told her I’d always give her what she needed, and what she needs is me. Because no matter what she says, she liked being fucked in the ditch like a little whore. My little whore.
 “Sit on the bed,” I tell her in a voice that isn’t to be disobeyed. Grabbing a brush, I make my way over to her, brushing out her silky black hair until all the tangles are gone. She closes her eyes, leans her head back, and enjoys the brush strokes, just like she did when I bathed her.

After a few moments, when she’s fully relaxed, I take her by surprise and rip the towel from her body. I toss it on the floor behind me, the action causing her to squeal.
 “I was going to lay out a list of rules for you, but I know you’ll fight me on them, so I’m just going to show you why there is no fighting me. Hands and knees in the center of the bed,” I say and point to the mattress. 

 “Please, don’t do this.” Her voice comes out panicked, but her nipples harden. “I don’t know what I did, but please, I’m sorry. Don’t.” 


I drag my eyes down to her bare pussy, and a smile pulls at my mouth.
 “Are you talking to me, Rose? Because your pussy is clearly begging for my attention.”
 “It’s from the shower,” she says, not making eye contact, but her tone isn’t very convincing. The dew on her lips defying her words. 

 “Rose, my love. Don’t make me tell you again,” I say with an edge in my voice.

She watches me for two beats, eyeing my hard cock before reluctantly getting on the bed.
 “Just please don’t hurt me,” she whines, and starts to move into place. 

 “I want your tits pressed to the mattress. That ass high in the air, offering all of your holes to me,” I say, getting on the bed behind her.

Using my knees, I spread her legs wider for me. Grabbing her ass cheeks with both hands, I spread them, imagining taking her back entrance. I would eat her ass until she begged me to fuck her there. We’ll get to that, but for now, I’m going to fuck her pussy, and I’m going to make her beg me for it.

Leaning over her, I pull her hair to the side, so I can see her face that is half pressed into the mattress. I bring my fingers to her lips. “Suck it.” Her eyes pop open at my command but she sucks the two fingers into her mouth, making my cock jerk against her ass. Fuck I can’t wait to have her mouth on me.

Once they’re nice and wet, I pull them from her lush lips and bring them to her clit. I start slow lazy circles and she closes her eyes again tight. I can see her fighting her body, but I just keep stroking her. With my other hand I line my cock up to her pussy, only putting it in an inch, but make no move to thrust into her.
 “Please wear a condom,” she whispers, scared to make a demand. 

 “What happened to your pills?” I ask, already knowing the answer to the question. “Oh yes, Rose. I know everything there is to know about you.” I took them from her bathroom when I took her diary. “Did they go missing? Hmm, strange how that happened, isn’t it?”

She turns her head a little and her eyes lock on mine, my words clicking into place.
 “Oh god,” she cries out, knowing that I’m the one who took them. She closes her eyes and then opens them again, giving me a pleading look. 

 “I could get pregnant.” 

 “Are you trying to make me cum?” I say, making her eyes go wide, but before she can say anything I press my fingers harder into her clit. Giving her more of the pressure she needs, her body giving a soft jerk.

I can feel her cunt getting wetter for me and the need to thrust all the way in is beating down on me like a tidal wave. 

 “Please,” she begs, but doesn’t jerk away from me. 


Her pussy contracts, begging to be filled. Her breathing picks up, and I know she’s about to cum. I pull my finger back, not giving her what she needs, making her release a strangled cry.
 “Please,” she begs again, but it’s not enough for me. She’s going to have to take it.
 “My Rose, this cock is yours to take. All you have to do is press back, and fuck yourself with it.”
 “No.” She grits out the little growl, and it makes me smile. 


She may say she doesn’t want it, but her body pushes back a little, making me sink another inch into her. Watching my cock disappear inside her is almost more than I can take. I have to fight myself from cumming.

I keep strumming her clit, making her so needy she has no choice but to try and find relief. Her body is betraying her words, and her hips start to shake a little and my cock sinks deeper. 

  “That’s it, Rose. Go ahead and take my cock like a little slut. Coat my dick in your sweet pussy juice.” Her cunt clinches around me at my words again. It takes everything I have not to thrust back, to make her lush ass slap against me.
 “Please,” she whines and closes her eyes so tight. “You’ll get me pregnant like this,” she says, but my fingers don’t let up. 

 “Just feel how thick I am, Rose. Feel how my big dick stretches you as I rape this pussy, and yet you still cream yourself for it. Jesus, I knew you’d want it, but look at you trying to fuck me.” 

 “Oh god,” she moans out, sinking further down, until her ass is fully pressed against me. “Stop, please.”
 “Love, you’re the one fucking me, milking my cock, begging for me to release inside you. I haven’t moved. You’re the one needing to get off so bad your slutty pussy is dripping for me.”

She starts to pull off at my words, but I lock an arm around her, holding her still. She’s completely seated on my cock, and I use my other hand to grab her by her still-wet hair, and make her sit on my lap. She lets out a cry, but doesn’t fight me. Her back to my chest, my cock buried deep in her. I wish I could see how we looked from this angle, but I’ll just have to wait and replay it on one of the cameras I have recording right now.

Pulling her hair, I bring her neck to my mouth, licking my way up to her ear. “I’m going to release your hip, and you’d better not move. Nod if you understand me.”

She gives a slight nod, and I release her hip, but keep a firm hold on her hair. I run the fingers of my free hand over one nipple, then the other, giving it a soft pull.
 “Ask me to make you cum,” I whisper in her ear. 

 “No,” she says, but we both know she doesn’t mean it. 

 “Ask for it.” 


When she doesn’t respond, I bite down hard on her neck, with every intention of leaving a mark. Every time she sees it, it’ll remind her what happens when she doesn’t do as I tell her.

I release my teeth from around her neck and say it one last time. “Ask for it.” 


I feel her defeat, even at the little amount of pain, and she takes a deep breath, deciding her fate. 

 “Make me cum,” she finally says.
 “Such a good little whore. You want to cum all over my cock? To please me?”

She’s silent for a beat, so I pinch her nipple hard. “Yes!” she cries out. Her words shutter out and once again her pussy clinches; she even does a slight rock, her body wanting me to move.
 “Tell me you love me.”
 “I can’t,” she begs. 

 “Oh you can, and you will,” I say and move to her other nipple, pinching it harder than the last. She cries out from the pleasure/pain, and takes a breath. 

 “I – I love you.” It’s so soft I can barely hear it, but I don’t care because we both know she said it.

Sliding my hand down her belly, I go straight for her clit.
 “I’m going to stroke you until you cum. This pussy is going to latch on to my cock, and when it does she’ll milk every drop from my balls, filling your unprotected womb. So if you don’t want that to happen you’d better not cum. But if you do cum, I’ll know you wanted it, your greedy pussy sucking me, taking it all.” 


At my words her pussy starts to pulse, and she does just that. She cums from just my dirty words, and her pussy latches on to me, my own climax triggering. It’s so intense it’s almost painful, her pulling every drop from me. 


I release her hair, and her body falls forward onto the mattress, my dick slipping free from her. I can only stare as I watch my cum leak from her pink pussy. 

 



 CHAPTER FOUR

ROSE
 “I’m not through with you yet,” he says behind me, and I tense. He can’t be serious. I just gave him what he wanted, but he won’t stop.

I roll over and push myself up to the top of the small bed, trying to get as much distance between us as possible.
 “Please don’t, Colton.” I use his name to try and plead to his sane side. If there is one. “Please just let me go. You got what you wanted, and I gave it to you without a fight. Please just let me leave now.” 


He gives me that evil grin again and reaches out, snatching my ankle. I’ve finally had enough and I try and kick out at him. I’ve got to try and fight. As terrified as I am of pain, I have to try and break free. I can’t keep allowing him to just take me and not do anything to stop it. 


When his big hand grabs my foot, I try and kick with the free one. I make contact with his shoulder, but he laughs at my attempts and grabs that one too. 

 “Looks like I get to use the restraints after all,” he says, and pulls my body down the bed. 


I’m twisting and turning and trying to break free, but all I’m doing is wearing myself out. I start to scream, thinking that maybe someone is close to this cabin. I didn’t see anyone on the way in, but maybe there’s a hunter close by. 

 “Help! Someone help me!” I shout. 


I feel him secure my ankles at the end of the bed, and then he crawls up my body to do the same to my wrists. The he grabs my jaw and makes me look at him. 

 “If you don’t stop that screaming, I’m going to stuff something in there to keep you quiet.” 


I stop screaming and close my lips tightly, not wanting to give him any ideas. 

 “Oh, Rose. Maybe that’s what you want. Is it?” he asks, and leans down to lick the side of my face. 


A chill runs down my body and I close my eyes. It’s like he’s reading every scary thought in my mind and making them happen. 


I feel him climb up my body and straddle my chest. I open my eyes and see him lean down and spit between my tits. Oh god. 

 “Please. I’m sorry, I’ll stop. I won’t scream anymore, you don’t have to do this.”
 “But you want me to. Don’t you?” he says, and squeezes my tits around his fat cock. He pushes them together roughly and starts to fuck them. My body’s still shaking my previous orgasm and feeling his weight on top of me while he thrusts between my breasts is humiliating. He’s taking his pleasure out on top of my body and I can’t do anything, with my arms and legs tied, to stop him. 

 “Please,” I beg, but I know it’s useless. I strain against the ropes but I’m powerless against him. 

 “I told you to be quiet. Now open up that cunty mouth of yours and let me show you what it’s good for.” 

  “I’ll bite it off,” I say with more power than I feel.

He gives me a hard look, and shakes his head no. “No you won’t, my love. You’ll open up and take my cock in your mouth and you’ll be a good girl. Because if you don’t there’ll be consequences.” 


I tighten my lips and shake my head back and forth, not giving him a chance. 


He lets go of my tits and reaches behind him to my exposed pussy. Suddenly I feel a slap across my clit and I yell out in pleasure/pain. “Fuck!” I scream, and try and breathe through it. 


He turns back around and give me a hard look. “Open up your fucking mouth and suck my cock. Suck it like you love me, Rose. Give me the best blow job of your life, or I’ll smack that slutty pussy all fucking night.” 


His dark words shouldn’t make my pussy clench but they do. Shame is a powerful thing that hangs in front of me, and I just can’t seem to shake it. 

 “Do it, Rose,” he says, and leans forward, pressing the head of his cock roughly to my mouth. I close my eyes tightly and open up.
 “Oh that’s it, my love. Take me deep; all the way to the back. Now suck the head. Jesus Christ, that’s so good.” 


I feel his cock go all the way back, and I do as instructed. I suck and lick and try to get him off this way, knowing that if he cums like this then I won’t orgasm too. 


He starts to shake, and I know he’s close. His body is on edge and I suck harder as he thrusts against my mouth. Suddenly I feel him pull out and slide down my body a little, so he’s sitting just below my breasts. He grabs his cock with his right hand and starts to jerk off, while he puts his left behind him and plays with my clit. 

 “No!” I shout, not wanting to cum like this. I can’t move my arms or legs, so I’m just wide open to what he wants. 

 “Oh, yes, Rose. I want you to cum while you watch me jerk off to you,” he says, and pinches my clit. 


I try to bow off the bed, and I let out a helpless cry. 

 “Just let go, my love. Your body is so primed and ready to go again. Cum for me.” 


He pinches my clit again and I do. The way he’s using me, the way he’s manipulating my body against me, has me cumming at his command. 


As I reach my peak I open my eyes in time to see his cum splash across my breasts and down his cock. Big thick spurts shoot out and my orgasm goes on and on at the sight. I shouldn’t be turned on by this, but I am. This is so dirty and wrong, but I can’t seem to stop my body’s reaction to him. What is wrong with me? 


As he gets off the bed, and looks down at my body, he continues to rub his hard cock. Jesus, does that thing ever go soft? 


I turn my head in the other direction because I don’t want to look at him. I don’t want to see what he does because it turns me on. I’m embarrassed by how I’ve reacted to this and I want to crawl in a hole and disappear. 


I feel the bed dip and I close my eyes tighter. 

 “Please, no more. I can’t. Not again.” 

 “My sweet Rose,” he says, and pets my legs. “You’re going to take so much more from me. We’re just getting started. I’m going to make love to you in every way imaginable. Then I’m going to really fuck you dirty.” 

 “Oh god.” The words tremble from my mouth. I can’t wrap my head around what he has planned. 


I feel him crawl between my legs and he kisses the inside of my thighs. 

 “No! Please no! Anything but that!” I cry out, but he doesn’t stop. He keeps kissing up my thighs and I know where his mouth is headed. 

 “Why, my love? Why don’t you want my mouth here?” he says, and he’s centimeters from my pussy now. 

 “It’s too much. Please don’t. It’s too intimate. I’ll do anything else. I’ll suck your cock, or you can fuck me, just please don’t do that.”
 “Listen to you. You’re becoming such a fucking whore, just offering up everything to me. I knew you would love it. It didn’t take as long as I thought.” 


I feel more shame flow through me at his words and my pussy clenches in response. 

 “Fuck. I can see your pussy dripping already at the idea of how many ways I’ll fuck you. But I’m going to eat this cunt, Rose. I’m going to taste our cum mixed together, and I’m going to get your scent all over me.” With those filthy words, his mouth descends on me, and I’m crying out. 


He licks and sucks me, and all I can do is lie there and pull against my restraints. I beg and plead, but he’s relentless, and within minutes I’m on the cusp of another orgasm. 


My poor pussy and clit have been worked over and abused so much in the last hours that my body is giving up an orgasm without much of a fight. When he bites down on my clit I lose the battle and let out a shout of pleasure. He’s taken something else from my body that I didn’t want to give up. 


Once I’ve come down from my peak, he crawls up my body, kissing me as he goes. I can’t face him so I keep my eyes closed and my head turned to the side, but when he pushes his nose against my cheek, I can smell my pussy on his face, and I can’t stop the aftershocks of my orgasm from making me twitch with need again. 

 “Now where’s my kiss, Rose? Remember, we always kiss after we make love.”
 



 CHAPTER FIVE

COLTON

I wake up more aware of her body than my own. Her arms wrapped around me, her leg spanning my belly, her hair everywhere. I am completely surrounded by her. I took her repeatedly through the night. It was like I couldn’t cool the raging lust I had for her. Having her spread-eagled, tied to the bed, I’m sure wasn’t helping. Months of planning this, and she was finally here, spread out for my taking whenever and however I wanted. And I did. Fuck, if my heart didn’t want to leap out of my chest just looking at her wide, frightened green eyes, her lush body laid bare for me.

When my cock finally went down, I crawled on top of her, my knees beside her head, and made her taste the mix of us together. I wasn’t selfish enough to not share that with her. Eating her pussy with my cum dripping out of her was pure heaven, and I wanted her to have a piece of that too. When she got my cock all clean, I was hard once again, and I figured she might as well just finish. She made me hard, so she should take care of it. 

 “That’s it baby. Now moan around my cock so I know how much you like sucking my dick. I bet you were trying to get me hard. You got a little taste of my cum, but you wanted a whole mouthful, didn’t you? I’ll give it to you. I’ll give you anything you want,” I say, thrusting into her mouth.

My cock slides in and out between her lips. Her big green eyes are wide and when she finally moans around my cock, I can feel it all the way in my balls. I fuck her face faster, my breathing growing hard with each deep plunge into her mouth.

Time seems to blur, and I have no idea how long I spend with her mouth around me. It could be three minutes or three hours. I am completely lost until I explode.
 “Take it all,” I grunt, still pumping into her face. “Drink every drop down.” My cum spurting down her throat.

Pulling my soft cock from between her lips, I run the tip along them, smearing a little bit of cum on her lips. She immediately licks her lips, and seeing it causes more of my cum to leak out. Greedy. “Stick your tongue in the tip, Rose. Get all the cum out, and clean the little hole.”

She latches on to the tip of my cock, getting every drop. I can feel her tongue going inside the tip of my cock and sucking me dry. “Such a good girl, my Rose.” 


I lost count of how many times I took her last night, and there’s no counting how many times I made her cum. One time I actually passed out on top of her. Then I woke up with her pussy contracting around me, pulling my cum from me like a greedy little whore. She can protest all she wants, but her body couldn’t get enough of me.

When I finally untied her, she wrapped herself around me. She might’ve been sleeping, but it just shows how much her mind and body are fighting each other.

I hate pulling myself from her, but my love need some care; my cock is almost raw from her tight pussy and I’m sure she isn’t doing any better. Heading to the bathroom, I grab a warm washcloth and some cream before I make my way back to her. She’s rolled to her back with her legs spread wide for me. Her deep breathing letting me know she’s still sleeping. She’s lucky I don’t climb on top of her again and get my fill, with her baiting me like she is, but I have to do what’s best for my girl.

Running the warm washcloth softly between her legs, part of me loves seeing my cum coating the inside of her thighs, and I hate that I have to clean it away. Once I get her all cleaned up, I apply a cream to help with any discomfort she might be feeling. I want her to feel what I’ve done to her body, but I want it to be a sweet burn, not one that hurts her. When I look up, I see her staring at me with a strange look in her eyes. She’s still sleepy, but there’s something else there. 

 “Morning, love,” I say, tossing the washcloth and cream on the nightstand table before leaning down to kiss her. I’m shocked when she responds by kissing me back. Her tongue stroking into my mouth, sliding over mine, making a bolt of electricity shoot through me. How could I ever live without this? I can’t. 


This woman was made for me; she’s my other half. She craves what I want to give her and she’s come to see that. That I can be her everything, and fulfill any need she’s ever had. No more writing out in her diary the dark things she craves, because I can give them to her. I crave doing this to her, and only her.

Hearing her stomach growl reminds me I haven’t fed her. I sigh; it takes everything in me to pull back from her.
 “I’ll make us something to eat,” I say.
 “Okay, I need to use the bathroom.” 


Nodding okay, I grab her by the hand, pulling her from the bed. The room has a slight chill to it so I grab my bag off the table and fish her out one of my shirts to wear, sliding it over her head. She practically swims in the thing.
 “Hmm – thank you,” she says, a light blush creeping across her cheeks, making me want to pull her to me. I’m sure she’s going over the past twelve hours in her head. Remembering all the times I made her come, and got her to tell me she loved me. Maybe turning over in her pretty little head how much she liked it.
 “Go on.” I nod to the bathroom door. “Leave the door open, and don’t wash yourself. If you need a shower I’ll clean you, but first I need to feed you.”

When she enters the bathroom I take my chance to head out to the car and grab some stuff. When I walk back into the cabin, she’s just coming from the bathroom. Making my way over to the table, I pull a chair out for her, indicating she should sit. When she does, I toss the contents of my glove box on the table. The naked pictures I’ve had of her, and her diary. 


I hear her gasp, but I just make my way over to the kitchen area and start to make our breakfast. I give her time to let everything sink in, and let her see how far this all really goes back.
 “You read my diary!” she shouts from behind me. 


A bark of laughter belts out of me, and I shake my head. “Love, we’ve done just about everything in that little book. Have I missed something?” I say while cracking a couple eggs into a bowl.
 “Why are you doing this?” she whispers so softly I almost don’t hear. 


I turn and face her, and her deep green eyes meet mine. “Because I want to give you everything you could ever dream of.”
 “What if I want to leave?”

My eyes shoot to the door that I intentionally left wide open when I returned from my cruiser. She follows my line of sight.
 “I’ll give you everything in the whole goddamn world, Rose. Sometimes I think the only reason I exist is because without you I’d be nothing. The day I saw you my whole world changed. I’ll give you anything you want, but what I won’t give you is freedom from me. You’ll always be mine. You’ll have to kill me to be free of me, Rose. Can you do that?”
 “Why won’t you just let me go?” she whispers, and I smile at her. 

 “All right, how about this. I’ll give you a thirty-second head start. If I catch you, you’ll stop fighting me so much. Not completely, because we both know how much your fighting gets us off, but you’ll stop being so cold to me. If I catch you, you’ll stop making me drag ‘I love you’s from you. It breaks my heart every time you make me do that.” 

 “And if I get away, you’ll let me go? You promise?” she says with a little hope in her voice. 

 “I’ll give you a thirty-second head start, but I promise there will never be any getting away from me. If you make it to the clearing on the other side of the woods, I’ll drive you back to your car and we can pretend this never happened. But if I catch you, then we come right back here.”
 



 CHAPTER SIX

ROSE

My heart is beating out of my chest. I remember seeing the clearing on the other side of the trees when we got here yesterday. Hope creeps in my heart and I think I can do it. Thirty seconds isn’t long, but I’m fast. I’m not strong, and I’m little, but I’m quick. 


I look down at my bare feet, and think this could be problematic, but I don’t pass up this chance at freedom. 

 “Okay,” I say with more confidence than I feel. I stand up and walk to the open cabin door. “Thirty seconds,” I confirm and look back over my shoulder. 


Colton puts the bowl of uncooked eggs on the counter and wipes his hands off. He lowers his chin in agreement, and a devilish grin creeps across his mouth. 


I nod and turn to face the outside world. This is it. My one chance to make a break for it. I take a deep breath and sprint off the porch. 


I’m counting in my head as I bolt from the cabin. One, two, three…my feet feel the gravel in the driveway, but I don’t pay attention to the pain. I push my legs as fast as I can and I have my sights set on the clearing. 


Ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen…when I reach the edge of the woods, my feet hit the leaves and sticks just as my lungs start to burn. Adrenaline and panic are flooding my body and making my body push harder than I thought. I can see the sun breaking through on the other side of the treetops, and I feel like I’m going to make it. I’m going to beat him and he’ll let me go. 


Twenty, twenty-one, twenty-two…suddenly I’m being wrapped up from behind and tackled to the ground. When he catches me from behind, he twists so he hits first, and takes the brunt of the fall. 


My lungs are on fire, and I kick out with my legs as he wraps up my arms with his. “You cheated!” I scream, but he only laughs. 

 “I changed my mind is all, sweet Rose. Don’t be mad,” he says, hauling me up from the ground. “I saw how fast you were, and didn’t want to take the chance.” 


He picks me up and throws me over his shoulder fireman-style as he carries me back to the cabin, my bare ass exposed. I try to pull the shirt back down to cover up as he carries me back inside, but he just smacks my ass and laughs again.
 “Baby, there’s no one around for miles. You think I’d let anyone see what’s mine? Never.”

He walks into the cabin and tosses me down on the bed. I lie back, defeated from my getaway. This wasn’t supposed to happen. I was supposed to make it. 


Colton climbs on top of me and looks down into my eyes. “Don’t be so sad, baby. Now we get to spend the rest of the night together,” he says with a wicked look. 


He climbs off the bed, and cleans my feet, putting medicine on all the little cuts I got from the woods. After he deems me patched up, he goes back to making me breakfast like nothing happened. 


I don’t remember how many times he reached for me last night, but I do remember that when I finally passed out I clung to him. My body was so physically exhausted, and my mind so mentally spent, that I needed the comfort. I needed the tenderness of affection after such an intense day. I don’t know what flipped in my mind, but after feeling what he did to me, and how obsessed he is, I knew that he would give me the comfort I needed. I knew that when I rolled over and put my arms around him, he would accept me with an open heart. 


Colton may have done many things to me, but he would never deny me the physical love that my heart and body craved last night.

When we are finished eating, he washes me in the shower, just like yesterday. He is tender with my body, and lovingly washes my hair. Afterward, he applies medicine to my feet again and puts cream on the tender flesh between my legs. 


It’s embarrassing being spread open and having him there, but there’s an intimacy to his touch like I’ve never felt before. It’s confusing, but my body responds to it.

He pulls back and looks down at my exposed pussy, and sees my wetness leaking. He cocks his head to the side and bites his lip. 

 “I think it’s time you gave me your ass, Rose. Your pussy is sore, and I’m in need again,” he says as he strokes his erection. He’s been rock-hard nonstop since he woke up, and I’ve been waiting to see what he has planned next. A chill runs down my spine and I start to draw my legs closed. 

 “Please,” I beg, and try to scoot away. 

 “Oh, Rose. We were doing so good. Don’t make me hold you down.” 

 “Please don’t,” I plead. “You’re too big, you’ll hurt me.” 


He smiles and grabs my ankles, pulling me back down to the end of the bed. “You should know by now I would never hurt you, my love,” he says, and flips me over on my stomach. I try to kick my legs free, but he’s so much stronger and I’m still so tired after my sprint in the woods. I feel the rope circle around my feet and I cry out. 

 “Shhh. Calm down. I won’t hurt you, and it’s going to be so good. You’ll see,” he says, and ties off my other foot. 


He roughly grabs my hips and pulls them so my ass is on display in the air. We’re still naked from our shower, so I’m fully exposed, and shaking, knowing that any second he’s going to fuck me in my ass. Hard.

I feel his warm tongue circle my tight bud, and I cry out from the shock. I just expected him to shove his cock inside me, and this gentle touch is confusing. 

 “Just relax, my love,” he says, and pulls back. 


Suddenly I hear him spit, and feel the cool saliva on my asshole, and the tip of his cock at my back entrance. “Oh god!” I shout, because this has gone from sweet and gentle to quick and dirty too fast. “Please stop. Please don’t do this,” I beg, and try to pull away. He has one hand around my hip, holding me in place, and he’s using his other to guide the head of his cock into my ass. 

 “That’s it, Rose. Make it nice and tight for me. I want to feel that tight ring strangle my cock. Clench your asshole as hard as you can for me.” 


I feel the hand around my hip move, and his big fingers start to gently stroke my clit. 

 “No,” I moan, because I know what’s coming. He will manipulate my body against me. Use my pleasure to make me want this. 


It’s as if my body is wired to his touch, and I start to move my hips with his fingers. I’m rocking against his hand and I’m starting to get close to an orgasm. 


I feel the pressure against my asshole, and my hips rise in invitation. I bury my face in the bed, because the shame of what I want is real. I want this. I want him to fuck my ass and make me cum. I want him in the darkest part of my body, and I’m so humiliated by this realization. 

 “My dirty fucking slut,” he says as his cock bottoms out in my ass. “Look at how easy you take my dick back here. Your hips are pushing against me, begging for more. You want it rough, don’t you, Rose? You want me to fuck your ass hard? I got you baby. Just be still and I’ll take care of you.” 


I feel him spit on my ass again and I whine into the mattress. It’s too good, and I hate myself for loving it. He pulls out and then pushes back in hard, causing me to cry out and bear down on his hands, seeking pleasure with my pain. 


After a few more hard thrusts, I’m on the edge, and I can feel he’s close too. We are so in tune with each other’s bodies that we are going to cum together. 


Colton puts hard pressure on my clit, and then pinches it as he thrusts one last time, sending me over the edge and into pure sexual bliss. My ass tightens up and clenches around him while I shout my release into the mattress. 


I feel his cock pulse as he empties into my ass, and I can’t think of anything other than how wonderful that felt. After a beat, he lies down across my back and kisses the side of my face. 

 “I love you,” I whisper, and I can feel the smile spread across his face. 

 


 

The rest of the day and night are spent entwined with one another. Colton doesn't have to tie me up anymore to get me to do what he wants, and I don’t think about running away anymore. 


When morning light floods through the cabin, he begins to pack up what little he brought, and I put on the pink dress I walked into the cabin wearing. 


As we walk out on the front porch, he takes my hand and kisses my knuckles, and I look up and meet his eyes. 

 “We should get going,” he says, and I nod my head in agreement. 

 “The kids will be happy to see us after a weekend at your mom and dad’s,” I say. 

 “Please, you know they spoiled them the whole time,” Colton says on a laugh as we walk out to his cruiser. 

 “Maybe we can do this next weekend too, only this time it will be your fantasy.”
 “My sweet Rose, anything you want is my fantasy. Always has been. Always will be.” 


I blush while leaning up and giving my husband a kiss on the lips. Could life get better than this?
 






EXCERPT FROM
TAKING THE FALL
 
 
 



 “What the fuck are you doing here, Cherry?” Carter growls and stands up from a metal chair.

I’ve never seen this look on him before. Well, not directed at me anyway. What should I expect though? The man is in prison and has been for four years, and still has another four to go.

I haven’t seen him since that night. The night I can’t remember. The reason I’m here.
 “Did you get my letters?” I ask, ignoring his question. I sent hundreds over the years and never once did he respond.
 “Yeah, I got them,” he fires back.
 “But…you never...” My words trail off as the force of what he’s saying hits me. He got my letters; he just didn’t care enough to write back. The first ones started off asking what had happened, because I had so many questions. All I have is this giant blank spot in my mind driving me insane. One second I have a perfect life and the next I wake up in the hospital covered in bruises, with my mother missing, along with my bodyguard. Poof! No more Mom and no more Carter. For some reason, the loss of Carter hurt the most. After that my once-loving father turned cold. Others might have called my father cold before on account of his dealings with the dirtier elements of society, but I never thought he was…until now.
 “Ever think there was a reason I didn’t respond? I threw them out. I don’t want you here.” Carter has always been blunt and to the point but he was never intentionally cruel, and never with me. He had been my bodyguard for six months before that night. I couldn’t turn around without tripping over him. Anytime I was allowed to the leave house, he was at my side like a shadow. 


Shifting uncomfortably, I take him in. He’s huge. I remember him as always being big, but now he seems massive. His six foot four frame looks like it’s been chiseled from stone and could bust the seams of his prison uniform. I don’t recall him having so many tattoos either, but now every inch of exposed skin is covered in them, peeking up around the neck of his uniform. I also don’t recall ever wanting to lick them as I do now.

Slowly moving my eyes back to his face, I see his jaw is hard from clenching it. His eyes lock on mine, so green they almost look like colored contact lenses. Those blazing emeralds snap away and do a head-to-toe sweep of my body. My breath catches in my throat at the look he gives me. It was hard and deadly before, but now it appears hungry and consuming. He makes me feel naked, completely stripped.

In three long strides he’s in front of me, lifting me into his arms. Caught completely off guard, I gasp. He wraps his free hand in my long hair and pulls my head back, claiming my mouth. My fingers grab the fabric of his shirt and try to pull him closer. I feel like my whole body has just come alive. My body is overcome with all the passion and fervor I’ve felt all these years, but I don’t exactly have any experience to guide me. I’m twenty and I’ve never been kissed. But this doesn’t feel like any kiss I’ve ever imagined. It feels like he’s devouring my body with his mouth, his teeth, his tongue. It feels like Carter is ravishing my soul.

Going to an all-girls’ school kept me sheltered. I even took all my college classes online after I graduated. The only dick that was ever near me was hired by my father. His men were either deadly scared of him or had too much respect for him to touch me—probably a little of both.

I follow Carter’s lead and return his kiss. I’ve wanted this for years. Before he was taken away, I used to try to get his attention and shamelessly flirt with him. I think I was terrible at it because never once did he touch me. I never cared that he was ten years older than I was. I wanted him. I even had this silly idea that if I waited for him, he could be mine. That’s why I wrote him those stupid letters that he clearly didn’t give a shit about. Feeling my anger rush back at the reminder, I go to push at his chest, but we’re ripped apart suddenly. A guard has me in his arms and my feet are still off the floor. It takes three other guards to wrestle Carter down onto one of the tables.

His hands grip the side of the table, his white knuckles betraying his iron grip. “Fuck, Cherry, never thought I was the jealous type,” he says, his voice rough with a touch of fury and possession. “Until you.” His glare moves to the guard holding me. “Now get your fucking hands off her.”

I’m stunned by his words. He’s pinned to a table by three guards and he’s giving orders? I guess some things never change.
 “Get. Them. The. Fuck. Off,” Carter barks again as he starts to rise from his position, even as the guards try to push him down.
 “This is my prison, Carter. You may get some leeway because of who you are, but there are cameras in here,” the guard holding me says as he places me back down on the floor.
 “I just came for answers,” I whisper, hoping he doesn’t catch on to my lie. I want answers, but I want him more.
 “I got no answers for you here. I don’t want to see your little ass in this place again, Cherry.” ‘Cherry’, the name used to make me smile. Now it’s starting to piss me off.
 “Says the man who just had his tongue down my throat,” I shoot back, feeling my anger boil over. Hell, I shouldn’t have said that. I don’t want him to know I care, but how can he not after receiving all those stupid letters? Letters that had started off as questions but slowly turned into a diary. I sent him my every thought. But, as time went on, they morphed into love letters to him. Maybe he doesn’t know what they contained. Maybe he threw them out before reading them. I’m grasping at straws. He may not know it, but he is all I have left.

After my mother disappeared, my father turned as cold as she had been. I had always been a silly child who just got in my mother’s way. She was too busy going to events and maintaining an image to devote any time or attention to me. I can still remember her offhand comments about my weight and frenzied red hair. I just always seemed to be in her way—a disappointing nuisance. Now my father can barely look at me. Does my father love me? Yes, I believe so. Family is everything to him. 


But does he show it? Can I feel it? Not anymore. Now I’m put away on a shelf, having to sneak away to come here.
 “I haven’t felt a woman’s body in years, can’t blame a man for taking opportunities as they arise,” he says cockily as the guards slowly let him up. He drops down into a metal chair. He seems completely unfazed by what has just happened. I guess that was all it was to him—a man needing a fix. He didn’t possess my mouth, my soul for those few moments because he needed to touch me. No one touches me.
 “I see I don’t have anyone now. Looks like I can go,” I say flatly, all emotion leaching from my voice. Hell, if no one else wants to show me any tenderness, why should I give any?
 “Good. Get gone,” he snarls through clenched teeth, but I see his eyes soften for an instant before being replaced by his usual stoniness. Or maybe I’m trying to convince myself and it was never there.

Pulling the picture I have from my pocket, I let it drop to the floor and I take one last look at the man I’ve been thinking about every night for the past four years. I don’t want the reminder of him anymore if he doesn’t want me.

I’m done living in a world that seems to feel nothing while I feel everything.

I have the quarter million I took from Daddy’s safe before I gave the guards the slip. I’m starting my life over, a life with no more holes in it, a life where I can find people who want to feel with me.

I turn to make my way to leave. Behind me I hear Carter rise from his chair, the metal scratching across the concrete floor. Opening the door to leave, I toss my final words over my shoulder. “Don’t you worry, Carter. No one will be seeing me around anymore.” The door slams behind me and I hear all hell break loose on the other side.

I square my shoulders and keep on walking. I only have one feeling in my heart now.

Freedom.
 

Out Now




OTHER TITLES

Taking the Fall: Vol 1
 

Taking the Fall: Vol 2
 

Taking the Fall Vol 3
 

Falling In: Vol 4 (Taking the Fall)
 

Owning Her Innocence
 

Their Stepsister
 

Owning the Beast
 


cover.jpeg





images/00004.jpg





images/00003.jpg
EY





