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    Chapter One 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    In the beginning, the reassurance of the warm bedding, and the soft light spilling from somewhere behind her was enough to lull Sophie. Enough to ease her eyes open in a slow, gradual way; enough to delude her. But when her gaze flickered open, the illusion was shattered in an instant. Tension knotted in her belly at the stark fuchsia colors that met her eyes.  
 
    Pink.  
 
    Pink everywhere, like her daughter, Lucy’s bedroom, but this was pink on steroids, like a blushing room from hell. In that moment, everything that had happened to Sophie in the past twenty-four hours came flooding back into her brain. The panic, the sorrow and the excruciatingly hot sex all collided in her mind, and she gasped. Pulling against the cuffs at her wrists, her limbs tried to scramble for freedom. 
 
    A body stirred beside Sophie, the width of a broad, firm palm tracing a line over her back and down to her tender behind. It paused there, hovering over Sophie’s tense muscles, as though acting as a warning. 
 
    “Good morning, little girl.” Jared’s voice vibrated over her left shoulder, ratcheting up the anxiety in her body to the next level. 
 
    Jared. 
 
    Just the resonance of his tone was enough to rouse her, causing the muscles of her sex to clench on demand and her heartbeat to pick up its pace unconditionally. This was the man who had lulled her, who had taken her, who had humiliated her; yet in her head, Sophie also knew it was the man she had confided in, trusted—given herself to.  
 
    This was her Daddy. 
 
    Slowly, she turned her head in his direction. A part of Sophie was almost afraid to take in the lines of his face again. So far this morning, she’d been able to fool herself that this was all just a hot nightmare. Nothing more than that. Nothing more than just a recurring bad dream, an insistent creation of her torrid and troubled mind. But turning now and seeing the man in the flesh would confirm what deep down she already knew. This wasn’t a dream. This was real life.  
 
    Sophie’s reality. 
 
    Sophie was really here in the hideous pink bedroom. She was really tied to the bed and Jared had really abducted her. 
 
    This was really happening. 
 
    Sophie met his blue eyes, and if there were any doubt that what she was seeing was desire for her burning within their depths, the way he ground his erection against her hip made the point clear. “Good morning.”  
 
    She hesitated, stumbling over that damn word that Jared kept insisting she use. The one that made her cringe. The one that made her horny and embarrassed in equal measure.  
 
    His brow rose at the delay, and her heart raced faster.  
 
    “Daddy.” She forced the word out in the end, just as she’d needed to plenty of times before.  
 
    Jared’s expression relaxed, the hand at her bare arse squeezing her left cheek. “How did you sleep, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie blinked at him for a moment, not because she didn’t understand the question, but because in that second, she was merely trying to comprehend her own body’s response to it. Something about the way he called her his little girl sent a tingle of electricity along her spine, and it was real. For every inch of duress she’d undergone, for every facet of the experience that had been screwed up and wrong, that feeling—the chemistry between them—was real. And even in her guilt-ridden mind—the places that resided with her husband, and more compellingly, with her children—Sophie could not deny the fact. She’d wanted Jared. She still wanted him, and every single time he’d claimed her yesterday, she succumbed a little more to his brooding will. 
 
    “Okay, I think.” Her voice was a hoarse whisper as that realization fell over her. She had wanted this. She did want it. “Daddy.” 
 
    He smiled, sliding closer, his cock trying to bury itself between her arse cheek and his hand. “I’m glad,” he replied. “You were in quite a state last night until I came to comfort you.” 
 
    Jared’s palm trailed a line down Sophie’s thigh, leaving his erection to lunge against her bared behind, and all the while she remained there, still cuffed at the wrists. Still unable to prevent his exploration of her body. Still paralyzed with the guilt that knew she didn’t even want to prevent it. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” The apology fell from her lips in a rush. “I couldn’t help it, Daddy.” 
 
    It seemed a little easier to force the D word out that time, but heat still bloomed in her face as she said it. It still felt wrong.  
 
    Dirty.  
 
    And hot. 
 
    He pressed a chaste kiss onto her forehead. “I know,” he told her. “And you know Daddy didn’t mind being here with you. Otherwise I wouldn’t have come. I wouldn’t have given you more pleasure.” 
 
    Sophie definitely blushed that time, the heat unmistakable while his eyes bored into her. 
 
    “We both needed it, little girl. It was affirmation.” 
 
    The hand at the back of her knee drew north up the length of her body, skimming her sore behind and rising to her aching shoulder blades. 
 
    “Affirmation, Daddy?” 
 
    “Mmmm.”  
 
    There was a fire burning in his gaze. A dark, dangerous fire that threatened to burn down everything Sophie had known and worked so hard to nurture and protect. The way Jared thrust his cock against her flesh already told Sophie that he wanted to fuck again, and she bit down on her lower lip, considering whether it was even worth trying to dissuade him. Jared had her, after all. He well and truly had her. Sophie was not only tied to the bed, but she’d been well and truly humbled the day before. Taken over his knee after a good dressing down, she’d been spanked soundly, but she’d also been fed by hand and forced to relieve herself while Jared loomed in the corner of the bathroom. There was no hiding from the man now—he’d literally taken every aspect of her life and molded it to suit himself. 
 
    “Affirmation about how I feel.” Jared paused, pinioning her with the weight of his stare. “About how we both feel, little girl.” 
 
    Oh God.  
 
    Sophie’s breath caught at the way he made that sound. 
 
    “All those tears yesterday,” he continued. “And for what? You’re still my little girl, Sophie. You’re still bound in the bedroom Daddy made for you. And today, you’re going to learn all about your new life here with me. Nothing has changed. For all those tears, nothing is new.” 
 
    She gulped at that. Jared made the whole thing seem so fatalistic. Like she was destined to be his little whore in pigtails. Like her whole life had been building up to this moment, and worse, like there was nothing she could do about it. But that wasn’t right, and Sophie knew it. She had a husband at home, but more importantly, she had two children who needed her desperately. Two children who would be missing her—two children her heart ached for. The faces of Billy and Lucy popped into her mind, but Sophie pushed them away. She couldn’t go back to that dark place now. She couldn’t crumble in front of Jared again, but what she could do was use her children as the impetus she needed to get out of this.  
 
    Somehow, Sophie had to get the hell out. 
 
    “I-I don’t know what to say, Daddy.” And Sophie didn’t. All of the emotion she’d borne, the tears she’d cried for her children last night had been heartfelt, but the morning light brought the reality and that meant more than just frustrated fear. 
 
    It meant the fight not just for her freedom, but for her very survival. If Sophie the woman wanted to make it out of this experience, then she’d have to fight. She may not be strong enough to push back physically, but she would have to find the will from somewhere. She had to remember who she was, before Jared consumed all of her.  
 
    She had to get back to her children. 
 
    “Then don’t say anything.” Jared shifted on the bed so that he was on top of her. Nudging her ankles open with his feet, he settled beneath her thighs, his palms pressed either side of her shoulders and his cock rubbing between her arse cheeks. “Daddy doesn’t need you to speak anyway.” 
 
    Sophie gasped while he lowered himself gently down against her warm flesh, his cock slipping between her cheeks as though she had been designed for the purpose. 
 
    “Daddy.” She pressed her face into the hideous pink bedding, loathing the way she was panting, yet apparently unable to control herself and completely incapable of resisting his touch. 
 
    “Mmmm.” His mouth was at her nape now, his hot kisses shifting to the side of her neck. 
 
    Oh Christ. Sophie’s eyes fluttered closed. Jared’s lips were so good against her skin, in another time and place she might actually have believed that there was some feeling in them. Some tenderness. Yet she knew better than that. Sophie had listened to the things Jared had told her yesterday, and she’d received his carnal passion. She knew this whole thing was based on nothing more than lust, and whatever perverse idea of keeping her Jared had contrived in his head. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Her breathing was fast and exaggerated. “I need to use the bathroom, please.” 
 
    Yet again, she hated that she had to ask Jared’s permission at all. The idea that a grown woman should need to be allowed to use the toilet was preposterous to her, and yet, she was there, bound to the bed in what she assumed to be his house. Sophie needed his consent in a very real way, and even though it troubled her to admit it, she also knew being made to ask was making her wet with need. This was one of the things she had always secretly fantasized about. Being made to wait, being made to beg, and now as it played out in front of her, her brain could scarcely conceptualize what was taking place. 
 
    Jared’s body stilled. “Now?” 
 
    He sounded more irritated than angry, yet she couldn’t help the shiver of nervous energy that coursed around her at the sound. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. I’m—” She was going to apologize again, but what would be the point? 
 
    Didn’t she sound pathetic enough having to ask his permission? Did she really have to lower herself further? 
 
    Jared sighed. “Can’t you hold it?” 
 
    Sophie turned toward him as best she could, pressing her left cheek into the cool bedding. “I’m not sure,” she murmured, aware of the fresh heat spreading on her face. “I don’t want you to be cross with me.” 
 
    He blew out a breath. “I’m not cross,” he said, though his tone was unimpressed. “I just want you again, little girl.” 
 
    She screwed her face up at his words, pushing her mouth back into the bedding in the hope that Jared wouldn’t notice her response. Of course, Sophie had been expecting those words from him, his massive, nudging erection had made the fact more than clear, yet somehow, hearing them had been more difficult to process than she’d realized, and worse, if truth be told, Sophie wanted him, too. In spite of her every rational protest, the cuffs and the captivity were doing something for her. Sophie was wetter and more wanton than she’d ever known with Jason.  
 
    Then she’d known with anyone. 
 
    “I’ll hold it.” Sophie mumbled the words into the mattress.  
 
    “What was that?” He seemed to move in a heartbeat, his left-hand fisting Sophie’s hair and unceremoniously yanking her head back. 
 
    She winced at the sudden hurt, pulling in air through her teeth as her gaze flitted to try and meet Jared’s. “I’ll hold it, Daddy.” 
 
    His face was right there with Sophie’s a moment later, those blue eyes flashing a direct warning to her. “Yes, you will, little girl,” he growled. “Yes, you fucking will.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared noticed her hands ball into fists as he impaled her, but no complaints left Sophie’s lips. Not that it would have mattered. She was his now—his little girl—and he would certainly fuck her whenever he wanted to, yet still it pleased him enormously when the only thing that escaped Sophie’s mouth was a low, guttural groan. 
 
    “Good girl, Sophie.” Jared loosened the tension in her hair, allowing her head to fall back to the bedding once more. 
 
    She was wet for him again. Maybe she’d been wet all night for him—the idea curling his lips as her heat enveloped Jared and his cock pumped in and out of her slick pussy. “This is how I intend to start every morning, but then, you’d already guessed that hadn’t you, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted to his as best she could face down and bound to the bed. Her eyes conveyed the power of the sensations she experienced every time he lunged into her glorious sex. Jared was rock hard for her again, and he had no intention of being gentle. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she panted. 
 
    Jared grinned down at her wryly. She was just too fucking perfect. “Up onto all fours, Sophie.” 
 
    He pulled her up from the hips while he gave the instruction, slamming back into her pussy as she scrambled to find her balance. “Now, that’s more like it.” 
 
    Jared drew back, smacking her right arse cheek before he filled Sophie up once more. She was so good. So snug around his shaft, so hot and inviting. Sophie was everything he had craved for so long, and now he finally had her. His balls tightened as the excitement of that thought loomed. 
 
    He truly did have her. 
 
    She whimpered as he claimed her over and over, her alluring mewls threatening to push Jared over the edge completely. With his pleasure imminent, Jared pulled from her body and leaped from the bed to stride around to the place Sophie’s mouth was waiting. 
 
    “Open up, little girl.” 
 
    She glanced north, her gaze darting from his no-doubt expectant expression to his monstrous cock. Obediently, her lips parted and she shifted on the mattress, apparently to permit Jared space to lunge into her throat. He wasted no time at the invitation, filling it balls deep and reveling in the strangled noises that filled the air while he pounded her face. Glancing down, Jared could see Sophie’s eyes filling with tears, and with some reticence, he finally drew away, leaving her gasping for breath.  
 
    “You’re going to drink up Daddy’s cum,” he commanded, fisting the length of his hard cock over her open mouth while delivering the order. 
 
    Sophie’s gaze fluttered to him, blinking away the water as she nodded in response. Jared smiled down at the desperation in her eyes. Sophie was adorable. She was clearly in turmoil, wanting to please him, yet wanting to be satisfied herself; reveling in the binds at the same time she so obviously craved her freedom. Sophie’s quandary unfurled in his mind, but it was the plea in those large eyes and the alluring, compliant mouth waiting to receive his orgasm that were finally his undoing. After another moment, Jared pumped his climax directly onto her face, depositing a good majority straight onto her obedient tongue. 
 
    She was something beautiful alright—a contradiction—but that fact didn’t matter. It made Sophie no less his. In fact, in many ways, the reality of how conflicted she was about the whole experience made her all the sweeter for Jared. It always had done. Sophie was smart and she was reasonably savvy. He could tell there was still a part of her that couldn’t even believe this had happened to her in the first place—a part of her that was still numb with shock—but it was fighting to be heard over the two dominant voices in her head. The one that sobbed for her release and longed to go back to the dull monotony of suburbia, and the other voice—the one that excited Jared the most—the one that absolutely bloody relished his treatment of her. The one that was always silently begging for more. 
 
    That was the one he was speaking to. 
 
    “Swallow it down, little girl,” he said in what sounded like a snarl even to his own ears.  
 
    Even in its satiated state, his cock throbbed while he watched her comply, her tongue disappearing to consume his cum. Reaching down, Jared’s index finger wiped the remainder of his pleasure from around her lips and he presented the digit to her. With only one wanton glance, Sophie wrapped her lips around the finger and sucked his digit clean. His balls contracted painfully at the scene. 
 
    “Good.” Jared yanked the finger from her mouth and stroked the side of her face in an almost tender way. 
 
    Sophie had impressed him, so now he was inclined to reward her.  
 
    “I’ll untie you.” He ushered her away with a flick of his free wrist, watching while she scrabbled across the sheets as far as the cuffs would allow, before he seated himself on the bed beside her. “And then I’ll take you to the bathroom.” 
 
    She was silent while he released her tiny wrists from the cuffs, her body slumped against the bedding. His bespoke bondage had done an excellent job of holding his little captive prisoner for the night, but it was time she was freed. Jared had a whole host of plans for his little one today, and that started with getting her cleaned and thoroughly shaved. His lips twitched at the thought. 
 
    “Remember the things you were told last night, Sophie.” 
 
    She lifted her chin at the warning in his voice, but her lips remained sealed. 
 
    “Do not do anything stupid. You may be free, but you’re still not as strong or as fast as I am. If you run, I will catch you and I will punish you.” His tone had lowered and she recoiled at the timbre. 
 
    Sophie shivered reflexively. “Yes, Daddy. I’ll be good.” 
 
    Their gazes locked for a moment, all those unspoken needs burning in Sophie’s eyes. Jared was in no doubt about it. She wanted all of this—all the subjugation and attention. Sophie was made for this, but Jared wasn’t foolish enough to think she’d stay because of the threats and the bondage. If he turned his back or let his defenses down, Sophie would run. In his heart, he knew she would. 
 
    “You had better be good, little girl, because you won’t like Daddy when he’s angry.” 
 
    Sophie nibbled at her lower lip, nodding her head before her focus fell back to her freed wrists. She rubbed the flesh absentmindedly, seemingly hypnotized by the sudden liberation. 
 
    Jared rose from the bed. “Up now.” 
 
    The order was curt, but it worked. Sophie crawled to the edge of the bed before large eyes returned to him.  
 
    “Should I walk, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared’s cock stirred at the way she’d asked for the clarification, reminding him that he was also naked. Finding his sweatpants on the pink carpet, he reached for them, pulling them up and concealing the lower half of his body. It had been fun being naked with Sophie in bed, but he wanted her to be in no doubt. During the day, she would be naked, or decorated however he chose to embellish her, while he would be dressed as normal. The distinction needed to be made clear. 
 
    He pinioned Sophie with the full weight of his stare. “Since you’re my little girl now, I don’t think walking is in order.” He mused the words out loud, enjoying the way she physically flinched at his conclusion. “Usually I would carry you, but perhaps it’s time you got around on your own.” 
 
    Her head lowered, as though Sophie could sense where this was going. 
 
    “Onto your hands and knees.” 
 
    Sophie gulped at the order, before she slipped from the bedding, landing gracefully on her knees before him. Her breasts bobbed wonderfully at the small impact, the look of her sending a fresh wave of desire to his groin. Damn, the woman was so gorgeous. 
 
    “You’ll crawl by me, little girl.” Jared smiled while he gave the order. “And I expect you to keep up the pace. You’ll stay by my feet the whole time.” 
 
    She lifted her chin, revealing huge, concerned eyes, but whatever her queries, Sophie remained silent. He was almost proud of her. 
 
    “Do you understand what Daddy has told you?” He took a step toward her, his fingers playing with the loose strands of blonde hair brushing against her chin. 
 
    “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Let’s see you crawl to the door then.” His voice was softer now, but Jared could hear the growing arousal traced in it. It seemed his recent orgasm had been insufficient, a condition he suspected would become incurable with Sophie around the house bound or naked all of the time. 
 
    She pressed her palms into the carpet and moved away slowly, her head falling as she made the journey toward the door. Jared’s cock strained at the look of Sophie. The way her delectable arse wiggled as she crawled away made him heady. 
 
    “Legs apart.” He called the order from behind her, watching with glee while she complied.  
 
    “Remember what I told you.” He closed the distance between them in a couple of long strides. “Your legs must always be open for me now.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her response was immediate, although she didn’t raise her head to give the answer. 
 
    No matter though, Jared assured himself. She had given the answer, and correctly. 
 
    “We need to get a beautiful little princess plug in that arse,” he told her matter-of-factly.  
 
    Sophie’s body stilled and Jared could see the tension in her muscles. Slowly, she lifted her chin. “D-daddy?” 
 
    “Hmmm?”  
 
    Of course, he knew precisely which comment had inspired Sophie’s trepidation, but he was just having too much damn fun. He wanted to see the anxiety on Sophie’s face; the quiver in her voice was making his balls ache. 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean.” Sophie’s face flooded with heat at the admission, her gaze flickering to his feet at the same time. 
 
    Jared snickered. “A princess plug, little girl,” he repeated, scrutinizing her responses. “A pretty little butt plug to fill and stretch that arse until I’m ready to fuck it.” 
 
    She gasped, the sound audible despite her obvious efforts to mask it. 
 
    “Come on now,” Jared chided. “We chatted about this online, and you knew I was going to want to pound that backside. It’s just too fucking beautiful to ignore, and the plug will not only keep you open for me, but it will be a constant reminder about who owns that arse now.” 
 
    Sophie stared at the fuchsia carpet as though her life depended on it. 
 
    “Sophie.” Jared ensured his voice was stern, and the tone worked, her gaze darting to him immediately. “Who owns that arse?” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath, but the answer was right there on her lips. “You do, Daddy. You own it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    She couldn’t believe she’d said it. Sophie had just told the guy who’d drugged and snatched her from her home that he owned her. What the fuck was that about? What precisely was she thinking at this point? But then, there were lots of things Sophie had said in the last twenty-four hours that had left her shocked and startled. And this was no different. The most recent admission was just the latest in a long line of humiliating concessions Sophie had been forced to endure. Jared’s lips curled at her words. He leaned forward, dropping to his haunches while the hand at her hair slid down into the full length of her locks. He fisted the hair roughly, the hurt pricking tears in her eyes. 
 
    “That’s right, little girl.” Jared’s voice had become almost hypnotic. “I own it, and don’t you ever forget it.” 
 
    Sophie nodded as best she could with his hand immobilizing her hair so effectively. “I w-won’t, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared inched closer, holding her in place as his face neared. “I own it, Sophie. Just like I own the rest of you. Your hot little pussy, those gorgeous breasts and this dirty little mouth.” 
 
    His free hand traced a line around her lips and instinctively, Sophie began to pant. It wasn’t just the way he held her that produced the response, but the sheer intensity in his eyes. It was like Jared could see into her soul. The man seemed to know the depth of her every filthy fantasy, and every time she thought she could get no lower, Jared was there to ensure she was humbled anew. Of course, this was more than partly Sophie’s responsibility. She had reached out to Jared, or Carl, as she’d known him, and shared many of her most depraved scenarios, but she’d never imagined this. She’d never contemplated being taken against her will and made to submit to his overpowering Daddy fetish. Even more disturbingly worse, Sophie had never conceived the extent to which she seemed to relish it. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    It was only two words yet Sophie’s entire body recognized the power in them. 
 
    “You own…” she hesitated, wanting desperately to tear her gaze from his face and yet completely incapable of doing so.  
 
    Jared’s eyebrow rose, the gesture sending a jolt of electricity through her. “Go on.” 
 
    “You own all of me, D-daddy.” 
 
    The self-satisfied smug expression Sophie had seen yesterday lit up his face once more, and her belly churned in response. She’d done it again. Sophie had succumbed, giving him exactly what he wanted on demand, and she was wretched for the effort. But, what else could she do? She had to keep Jared on her side, at least in the short term. If he were pissed off with her, he’d no doubt make her life even more intolerable and reduce her opportunities to escape to virtually zero. 
 
    “Good.” Closing the inches between them, Jared’s lips skimmed over her mouth, the scent of his cologne lingering even when he moved away. 
 
    He rose to his full height, looming over Sophie. “Let’s get going then. We don’t want you wetting yourself, now do we?” 
 
    Jared laughed at the assertion, but a cold wave of dread washed over Sophie. She recalled the ominous inferences he had made about her use of the facilities the night before and the thought of what he might have in mind terrified her. Her hands and knees scrabbled to coordinate as he moved away, opening the bedroom door to reveal the darker, cool air of the hallway. 
 
    “Don’t forget to stay by me.” Jared’s voice echoed down the corridor while he turned left in the direction she remembered the bathroom to be. “I don’t much have a thing for pet play, little girl, but if you force my hand, I will keep you on a leash.” 
 
    Sophie gasped, struggling to move faster while the sound of Jared’s amusement filled the air. It was colder here, and her nipples hardened in response, but the truth was she was so flustered by his threats that Sophie barely even noticed. The journey down the plush carpet of the hall seemed to go on forever, but in reality, it was probably only a couple of minutes later that she halted by his feet, waiting for Jared to push the door to the bathroom open. Pale light flooded her senses as he did, the memory of her visit here the night before returning all at once. Sophie recalled how clean the room had been, how spotless and uncharacteristic of a single guy it was and while he motioned her forward to the center, her gaze confirmed that every recollection had been true. This place was like something out of a showroom. 
 
    “Up onto the toilet,” Jared ordered and she glanced over her shoulder to see him close the door behind them. “And you’ll do wise not to keep me waiting this time, Sophie.” 
 
    She hurried into position, nodding her assent, though Jared’s words, combined with his penetrating stare did nothing to aid her objective. 
 
    He tapped his foot while she sat perched on the seat. “Little girl…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy.” Christ, she sounded as desperate as she felt. She dreaded to think what he would do if she kept him waiting too long this time. Sophie had only just appeased him the previous time she’d used the toilet here. “I am trying to go.” Sophie glanced up to his darkening expression.  
 
    “I meant what I said before,” he continued. “I have alternatives which are quite suitable for little girls who need to learn how to use the toilet properly.” 
 
    Panic swelled in her chest at the warning, and despite the way her throat seemed to be closing, somehow, she managed to relieve herself.  
 
    A cruel smirk painted Jared’s face. “Just in time, beautiful.” 
 
    His attention turned to the large tub behind him and Sophie flushed the toilet while he began to fill the thing with water. She loitered in the middle of the room, unsure if she was allowed to wash her hands or even if she should be standing at all. She was so exposed and vulnerable in the near-perfect bathroom, and all of a sudden, she wanted nothing more than to reach for one of the towels and cover her body, but that was futile. Concealing herself at this point would only anger Jared. 
 
    As though he could read her thoughts, he turned back toward her. “Problem, Sophie?” 
 
    She shuffled on the spot, feeling every inch the naughty schoolgirl. Jared’s gaze raked over her curves, his gaze appreciative and hungry. 
 
    “I didn’t know if I should wash my hands, Daddy.” It was absurd that she even asked, and it was even more insane how hot and needy the act had made her. 
 
    Jared ran his tongue over his lower lip. “Have you asked my permission?” 
 
    Slowly, Sophie shook her head. Of course, he knew very well that she hadn’t asked, but then, this was all part of the game, wasn’t it? The demeaning way he was patronizing her and treating her like a child. This was all part of the head-fuck. 
 
    And it’s working, the niggling little voice reminded her. Look at the way you’ve reacted Sophie. The way you’ve begged him for more—the way your body has invited and welcomed him. The way you cried and he came running. You have led him on every bit as much as he’s inflicted the deeds on you.  
 
    You’re to blame. 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath at her self-analysis, focusing on the weight of Jared’s expectant stare. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    The corners of his lips curled. “Then the answer is no, little girl. You do nothing until you’ve asked and have been granted my permission.” 
 
    He turned with that, dipping his giant palm into the water, presumably to check the temperature, leaving Sophie shifting her weight from one foot to the other. Swallowing down what little remained of her dignity, she coughed lightly to garner his attention. 
 
    “Er, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s attention shifted back in her direction, his gaze crawling from her heated face, over the swell of her breasts and down her midriff. “Yes, little girl?” 
 
    The guy was clearly loving this, relishing every second of the power and control he had over Sophie. 
 
    “Is it okay if I wash my hands?” She was absolutely wretched having to ask. Again. 
 
    He smiled. “Quickly,” he replied, motioning toward the basin. “I want you in the bath now anyway.” 
 
    Sophie shuffled toward the sink, catching sight of her reflection in the mirror. Her hair was lank and her eyes a little puffy from the disturbed sleep of the night before, but her skin had an unusual luscious quality about it that Sophie had rarely seen. Her cheeks were flushed, the flesh pink with what looked like excitement, and she lifted her hand to her face, touching her jaw as though she couldn’t believe it was real. This was a version of Sophie Bannister she’d rarely ever seen in recent years. The reflection of a just-fucked Sophie, an aroused Sophie—an unrecognizable woman.  
 
    “I said quickly.” 
 
    Her eyes darted to Jared’s reflection in the mirror, her belly knotting at the way he folded his arms across his chest. In her dazed analysis of her own reflection, Sophie hadn’t even washed her hands yet. “I’m s—” 
 
    Jared moved fast, his long strides cutting the distance between them in a heartbeat. 
 
    “Sorry?” he interrupted, concluding the sentence for her. “You’re always so sorry, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart raced at his sudden proximity, her hands gripping the edge of the basin the way they’d done in her own bathroom just before they’d drugged her for the second time. Jared’s hands snaked to her middle, one trailing a line south between her legs while the other rose to squeeze her left breast. 
 
    “Are you going to wash those hands?” He breathed the words into her right ear. “Or are you just going to get in the bath for Daddy?” 
 
    She glanced nervously in the direction of the bath. Sophie wasn’t altogether certain she wanted to get into Jared’s tub. There had to be an ulterior motive—some reason why he was so keen to bathe her, yet she had to be honest, the thought of being clean again was an alluring one.  
 
    “I’ll take the bath, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good choice,” he murmured, pressing his mouth against the side of her neck and tracing a line of kisses to her shoulder blade. “Time to get rid of this and truly become Daddy’s little girl.” 
 
    The fingers between her legs grabbed at the soft hair at her pussy and he tugged gently. Sophie gasped at the sensation. Now, she recalled the reason Jared wanted to get her in the bath so badly—how could she have forgotten? Didn’t he tell her only last night that he wanted to shave her body—that she was to be bare for him? Her gaze met his in the mirror. Jared’s eyes were hard and determined and he held her focus for a moment. 
 
    “First though, let’s snip some of it away.” The hand at her nest of hair pulled gently once more. “That will make the shaving a lot easier to achieve.” 
 
    Jared reached into the cabinet on the wall beside the mirror and pulled out a small pair of nail scissors. He waved them in front of her. “These should do the trick, little girl.” 
 
    She bit her lip, not knowing what to say. 
 
    “Hands behind your back, Sophie.” 
 
    Sophie didn’t overthink the order, her wrists moving before Jared had time to query her hesitation. He dropped quickly to his haunches, appraising the hair he seemed to find so troublesome.  
 
    “Keep still now,” he warned, glancing at her quickly before he set to work snipping the longer hairs from the outside of her sex. 
 
    Sophie stood, paralyzed as she watched him. On the one hand, she was disgusted. What gave Jared the right to remove her hair? What gave any man the right? Yet on the other hand, she was secretly enthralled by the time and focus he was dedicating to the task. Clearly, it seemed to be an important deed for Jared. Sophie couldn’t recall the last time Jason had spent this long paying her any attention. 
 
    Jared remained on his knees for a few moments, all his effort solely on minimizing the hair between her legs. Sophie’s gaze flitted to the doorway and briefly, she contemplated kneeing him in the face and making a run for it. She could do it. Now that whatever drug he’d allowed his friend to give her was finally out of her system, Sophie was certain she could make the offensive move and be out of the door before he could grasp her. But the questions nagged at her brain. If she got out of the bathroom, then what? Sure, she could find her way to the top of the stairs and maybe even to the front door, but she wasn’t stupid enough to think Jared would have left it conveniently unlocked for his captive. And even if she supposed he had, where the hell was she going to go? Sophie was completely naked and she didn’t have a clue where she was. It was— 
 
    “Don’t do anything you’ll regret, little girl.” Jared’s foreboding tone interrupted her thoughts, and her gaze lowered to find him watching her. His expression was withering, his dark eyes seeming to suck the oxygen from the room. 
 
    “I’m not going to,” she answered, flustering as the lie left her lips. “I promise, Daddy.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” Jared rose to his full height, his eyebrow rising while he regarded her. “I should hope not, Sophie, because I don’t think you’ll like the things I’ll make you endure if you cross me again—if you try and run.” 
 
    Her throat dried in an instant, her heart pounding furiously while he returned the scissors to the cabinet before wandering back toward the filling tub. Perching on the edge, he flicked off the taps and lowered a hand into the water. 
 
    “It’s nice and warm now, little girl,” he told her with a wry smile, his earlier threat apparently forgotten. For now. “Time to bring that pretty little arse over here.” 
 
    Sophie swallowed, twisting in Jared’s direction before she inched toward him. She still hadn’t washed her hands, yet somehow, all she could focus on now was the half-filled tub behind him and what he was intending to do to her in there. “I’ve never been shaved there before,” she admitted coyly. 
 
    Jared’s brow rose. “You will be from now on,” he assured her. “You’ll always be bare for me.” 
 
    He reached for her shoulder, his fingers tracing a light caress down her exposed skin and reflexively, she shivered under this feathery touch. The same hand rose into her hair, Jared’s fingers tightening just enough to hold her in place while he dropped a gentle kiss at her lips. “Did you hear what Daddy just told you?” 
 
    She nodded her head slowly, not wanting to accept the hurt his digits would cause if she used rapid, jerky movements. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    The words were surprisingly simple to say now, and she blinked at the man who had taken control of her entire world, unsure how she was processing his deeds. On the one hand, she undoubtedly desired him, but she was also intimidated by him, and her rational mind knew he was the man standing between her and her children. 
 
    “Good.” His voice was softer now. “Tell me then. Let me hear you say it, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie took a deep breath before she answered. “I’ll always be bare for you, Daddy.” 
 
    And on some level, Sophie suspected the words were true. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    He lifted her into the warm water. Despite her pleas to the contrary, the woman weighed next to nothing, and his cock swelled at the sense of power that flooded his bloodstream as she slid into the tub. She was naked and vulnerable and totally his.  
 
    His hot little girl. 
 
    His hostage. 
 
    He smiled as that thought resonated. Jared could dress it up however he liked, but the truth was Sophie was his captive, and whatever growing facet of her brain craved his attention, he was under no illusion—she missed her family and she wanted to go home. 
 
    She’d leave him in a heartbeat. 
 
    Jared positioned himself on the edge of the bath, twisting to gaze down at her half-submerged body. The tub was one of those large, freestanding types, and she was able to slip down inside it as though she really were a child. But whatever his dark fantasies, Sophie was no girl. She was a fully grown, curvy and desirable woman, and every time the water lapped over her body, Jared’s erection hardened a little more. Sophie’s amazing tits were sitting above the water line, her nipples hardening as though they were responding to his stare directly. 
 
    “Time to get your hair wet, little girl.” Jared’s voice was raspy with need, and internally, he berated himself. He shouldn’t always make his need so obvious, though really, sitting this close to her wet nudity, there was no choice. 
 
    Sophie’s attention was on him again, her eyes large at the command, but warily she eased herself down into the water. Jared watched while her head slipped beneath the surface, the deed pushing her chest even closer in his direction. Unable to resist the temptation she offered any further, Jared reached for her left breast and circled the beading nipple idly. Her eyes, which had fluttered closed as she submerged, flew open at his touch, her body rising out of the water instinctively. 
 
    Jared tutted, shaking his head at her sardonically. “Now, now, Sophie,” he purred. “You know better than to shy away from Daddy’s hand.” 
 
    She started to pant, her chest rising and falling while the water dripped from her face. “I wasn’t, Daddy,” she insisted. “I’d just finished doing as you’d asked.” 
 
    He grinned at her response. Every time Sophie called him Daddy, he wanted to cheer, his carnal response never any less potent. “It seemed like you were trying to get away from me.” 
 
    Sophie shook her head emphatically. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    “You’re going to be my good girl, huh?” He shifted from his place, wandering to the nearby corner cabinet and opening the door. 
 
    Inside was the array of hair products he’d purchased for her. Everything from baby shampoos to conditioners specifically for long hair. Jared only wanted the best for his little girl. 
 
    “You wouldn’t dare defy me would you, Sophie?”  
 
    He was toying with her now, and glancing back in her direction, Jared was pleased to see a blush blooming at her cheeks. Stalking back to his place at the bathtub with the products he’d selected, Jared smirked down at her stuttering reaction. 
 
    “I-I’m trying to be good,” she stammered. “I swear it, Daddy.” 
 
    Perching on the edge of the roll-top tub again, Jared balanced the shampoo and conditioner on the small metal rack secured to the tiles and reached for her, running his palm lightly down her wet hair. With the blonde locks flattened down her back, Sophie looked less like the little girl he’d taken and more like a bona fide porn star. Her breasts were plentiful and firm, her curves near irresistible and her legs seemed never-ending. He still couldn’t understand why Sophie had such a problem with the way she looked. She was utterly beautiful—surely, she could see that every time she caught sight of herself? Jared wanted to pull her from the water, bend her over the edge of the tub and pound her sweet cunt again. But this was bath time—the chance to get his little girl clean and smooth. His lust would have to wait. 
 
    “I know you’re trying to be good,” he told her, and with a smile, he opened the shampoo and poured a small amount of the liquid into his palm. “Just keep trying. Keep being my good girl.” 
 
    Sophie sucked her lip between her white teeth, nodding while he worked the product into her wet hair. Jared rubbed it into a lather, tilting his head to see how Sophie was reacting to his attention. She was quiet, her hands pressed onto her thighs as though she was consciously stopping herself from intervening in his pursuit.  
 
    “You have lovely hair,” he mused out loud. “It’s a gorgeous color and a great length.” 
 
    He rinsed his soapy hands in the water, ensuring his fingers brushed her inner thighs before they rose back to her tits. 
 
    Sophie gasped as he squeezed them gently. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl for thanking Daddy.” His hand slipped south between her legs again, his fingers pressing between her wet folds. “If you keep pleasing me, you’ll find I have all sorts of satisfying ways to reward you.” 
 
    Her brown eyes flashed at him and he noted the way her knees splayed a little wider—as wide as the tub would allow. Jared chuckled at Sophie’s response. For all her angst and conflict, Sophie’s body reacted to him in just the way he’d hoped and imagined—with a yearning to comply. To be touched and used by him—to surrender. 
 
    “You’d like that wouldn’t you, Sophie?” Jared breathed the words into the side of her face, relishing the way her flesh heated under his scrutiny. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    His cock throbbed urgently at her breathy little tone. “How much would you like that, little girl?” 
 
    Slowly, she seemed to pluck up the courage to address him. “A lot, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared pressed further between her legs, circling the opening to her pussy. Fuck, he wanted it, too. There was no doubt about that, but the question of Sophie’s rewards would depend entirely on the way she behaved today. He was more than happy to oblige her compliance, but any bad behavior would equally be met with his discipline.  
 
    Somehow, that thought did little to quell his burgeoning arousal. 
 
    “Then you know what to do.” Jared pulled his hand from her body with some reticence, grasping at the waiting showerhead before he eased the tap on to start the flow of water. “You know what to do, don’t you?” 
 
    She nodded, but her gaze flitted to the approaching showerhead. 
 
    “Keep being my good girl and Daddy will evaluate your performance later. Now, close your eyes, Sophie, and tip your head back.” 
 
    She squeezed them closed, tilting her head as he’d instructed just in time. Jared ran the water down her hair, stroking the soaking strands while suds disappeared into the tub around her. He’d thought about the idea of bathing Sophie before, but in his daydreams, Jared had only considered how hot it would be to have her naked and exposed to his will. He’d never contemplated how sensual and intimate it would be to wash her hair, and despite his desire, Jared was startled by the way he actually wanted to care for the woman. It was the same yearning that had driven him back into her bedroom last night, the bizarre and unexpected need to comfort, as well as punish and fuck her, and it perturbed him. 
 
    “Now for your conditioner.” He flicked the tap at the wall, halting the flow from the showerhead, before pouring some of thick liquid between his palms. Easing his hands through Sophie’s hair, her eyes flickered open and their gazes met once more. 
 
    “That feels nice, Daddy, thank you.” Sophie’s expression shifted in a heartbeat. It looked as though she was stunned by her own admission, her eyes widening and her lips parting, but it was too late. The words had already escaped. 
 
    Jared beamed down at her. Like Sophie, he’d not been expecting the compliment, but unlike his little girl, he was happy beyond belief to hear it from her sweet lips. Perhaps this wasn’t going to be as traumatic as he’d feared, after all? Maybe Sophie could let go of the responsibilities of her past and give herself to him. 
 
    Her hand rose to her mouth, sending water cascading around her. “I’m sorry, Daddy.” The final word was muted by her palm and Jared stopped working the product into her hair and pinioned her with the full weight of his gaze. 
 
    “Don’t be. I want this to be good for you, Sophie. Daddy isn’t just here to spank you, he’s here to look after you, as well.” 
 
    She swallowed at his words. “Look after me?” 
 
    Sophie’s brows furrowed at his words, suggesting she had never even contemplated the idea before. 
 
    “Yes,” he replied with a snigger. “Is that so strange?” 
 
    Her gaze darted to the white tiles on the wall beside her. Apparently, it was a peculiar notion for her. “I suppose, I’m just not used to it.” She turned back in his direction. “Usually it’s my job to look after other people.” 
 
    There was a flicker of pain in her expression at that moment, and Jared imagined her thinking about her children again. Her kids were rapidly becoming a thorn in his side, but he wasn’t completely devoid of any human emotion, and Jared reckoned he could understand some of the things Sophie was feeling about being separated from them.  
 
    Parted, he reminded himself. She was parted from them, not separated. There would be no going back to that life for Sophie, now. She just didn’t fully appreciate the fact yet. 
 
    “Well, not anymore,” he assured her. “Now that you’re mine, I’ll be doing all the work and you, little girl will be doing what?” 
 
    He flung the question at her as his hands slipped down over her chest again, squeezing the weight of her breasts in his conditioner-slickened palms. 
 
    Sophie pulled in a shaky breath, her expression etched with fresh concern. “I don’t know, Daddy.” 
 
    He laughed at the anxiety in her voice, wishing he could slide his cock between those breasts and promising himself that one day soon, he would. “Yes, you do. Daddy has really only asked you to do one thing since we met yesterday. What is it?” 
 
    She fluttered her eyes at him, her gaze revealing she could barely believe they had only been in contact for such a brief period of time. Jared could relate to that. Having Sophie was idyllic, and already, it seemed like she’d been a fixture in his house for weeks, not hours. Already, she seemed totally his. 
 
    “Obey you, Daddy?” Sophie sounded hesitant. 
 
    Jared’s balls tightened at her reply, sending a shot of fresh arousal up his spine. “That’s right, little girl,” he said with a smile. “All you have to do is obey me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    As a grown woman, Sophie had never been bathed before. Sure, she’d shared baths with her children on many occasions, and she vaguely recalled one instance a long time ago, when she and Jason had shared a roll-top tub, much like this one, at an expensive boutique hotel. But it had never been like this—it had never felt like this. Glancing up at the man who seemed content to massage her body with half of the contents of products he’d produced from the cabinet, Sophie wondered what he wanted to achieve with this performance. Of course, she knew he wanted to reinforce the idea that she belonged to him now. That she was his. And just like the food last night, Sophie was certain Jared was enjoying making her submit to his will. She bathed when he decided, he washed her hair, just as he played with her breasts when it suited him, and Sophie, for her part, had no choice but to concede.  
 
    She exhaled at that thought. That’s what she was doing. She was ceding to his every whim and desire, and she was doing so not only because she was frightened of the repercussions if she tried to resist, but also because the concessions made her more wanton than she’d ever known. Her gaze flittered back to Jared’s face. He looked like he was just about to speak again. 
 
    “Well, not anymore.” His tone was soft and haunting. “Now that you’re mine, I’ll be doing all the work and you, little girl will be doing what?” 
 
    Both of his giant hands ran south over her chest at the query, massaging her breasts with the remaining conditioner at his fingers. Her nipples pebbled at the attention, his digits sending fire to her blood. Jared was so big and strong, yet when he handled her so sensually, it was divine. 
 
    She inhaled, realizing suddenly that Jared was still waiting for an answer. “I don’t know, Daddy.” 
 
    The sound of his chuckle filled the steamy air around them. The recent hot water from the showerhead had managed to mist up the mirrors in the bathroom. “Yes, you do. Daddy has really only asked you to do one thing since we met yesterday. What is it?” 
 
    Sophie blinked at him wildly as his words resonated around her head.  Had it truly only been less than a day since they’d met? And less than that since he’d taken Sophie from her home? It seemed like so much longer. 
 
    “Obey you, Daddy?” She wasn’t sure if it was the right answer, but she hoped it would be a good enough one. One that wouldn’t land her in yet more hot water. However much she’d ultimately enjoyed being over Jared’s lap last night, Sophie could still feel the effects of the spanking and she wasn’t ready for a reprise any time soon. 
 
    He smiled at her. “That’s right, little girl. All you have to do is obey me.” 
 
    Jared made it sound so simple. He made it sound as though giving up on her own children was even a choice, because it wasn’t. Sophie could never give up on them. She could never just walk away. Jason was one thing—their marriage had been growing stale for a long time, and perhaps one of the things this experience was teaching Sophie was that they no longer understood each other—her husband didn’t understand her, at all. Worse than even that though, now that they were apart, she recognized the reality of the situation. Jason didn’t want to understand her. He just wanted to do what he always did and stick his head in the sand and perpetuate the status quo. Christ, the man had turned into his own father. 
 
    “I need some of that obedience again now.”  
 
    That got Sophie’s attention, her thoughts returning to the smirking Jared again. 
 
    “Are you listening?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her heart pounded at the question, the notion that she might have displeased him somehow sending her into a spin. 
 
    “Good.” Jared eyed her with a knowing look. “I want you to crawl to the end of the tub carefully and perch on the end with your legs spread.” 
 
    Sophie’s throat dried at the command. She knew where this was headed and yet somehow, the concept of being shaved by someone else seemed like a step too far. Let alone the fact that Jared intended to shave her down there… 
 
    “Now, Sophie.” His tone was lower now, and her limbs moved in response, scrambling to react at the same time. 
 
    She found herself on all fours, but very nearly lost her balance altogether when she started to inch her way up the base of the tub. 
 
    “Carefully!” Jared reminded her with a snicker. 
 
    Sophie’s head fell forward at the word, her face flaming anew. Jared could even make moving in the bathtub seem like a humiliating ordeal, but then again, she supposed that was the point. She made it to the end of the white tub, grasping the edge tightly while she drew herself out of the water. Tentatively, she rose to her feet and Jared was beside her in an instant, offering her his hand while she turned to face the opposite direction. 
 
    “Good girl,” he praised in that condescending voice that sent Sophie’s heart racing even though she despised the patronizing tone. “Now sit on the edge and get your balance before you show me what belongs to me.” 
 
    She caught her breath at his words, forcing herself to ignore the rush of arousal and concentrate on complying. Jared held her steady while Sophie settled into position and then, finally, she splayed her thighs as wide as the tub would permit. 
 
    Jared wandered in front of her exposed pussy to assess her performance. His smirking gaze met hers. “I’ll need you wider than that,” he surmised. “Hook one leg up onto the edge. 
 
    Sophie panted, slowly raising her left leg to meet his demand and she watched, dumbstruck as the dark God before her yanked the sweatpants from his hips and stepped out of the garment. Grabbing a razor from the nearby immaculate shower cubicle, Jared climbed into the water she’d vacated. His cock sprang forth before her, the sheer size of the thing making her throat dry. Christ, she’d taken that thing in both her sex and down her throat, but she’d never truly laid eyes on it. No wonder she’d gagged so hard around his length—Jared was longer than any other man she’d fucked, and his girth was not insubstantial, either. 
 
    “Don’t worry, little girl.” His taunting tone finally drew Sophie’s focus from his cock, and she flushed at the realization that she’d been staring at the thing so overtly. “You’ll be getting that again soon enough. Just as soon as I get you beautifully shaven.” 
 
    She swallowed at that, her eyes widening while Jared dropped to his knees and inched toward her spread pussy. Pressing the nozzle on the can he picked up, he filled his palm with shaving gel which he rubbed liberally onto the outside of her lips between her thighs. Sophie scrutinized each flick of his finger while it spread the product against her sensitive skin, covering what remained of the soft nest of hair that was there. 
 
    Angling the razor he’d held to one side, Jared’s hand halted, his gaze rising to meet her eyes. “When I’ve taken care of this, I’ll do your legs, too.” He sounded so matter of fact, like he often swept women from their homes, tied them up and then shaved the hair from their bodies. Sophie’s belly clenched at the notion. Perhaps Jared did? Maybe she wasn’t the first woman he’d ever taken? 
 
    “Keep still for me,” Jared instructed. “And keep those legs as wide as you can.” 
 
    There was just a glint of something insidious in his gaze as he gave that order, but it was enough. Enough to make Sophie’s muscles tense and enough to make her hold her breath. The guy who’d done this to her—who’d snatched her from the sanctuary of her house—was now holding a blade between her legs. All of a sudden, that thought was terrifying. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” She forced the words out, tension gripping her neck and shoulders as she lowered her head to see what he was doing. 
 
    “There’s a lot of hair here, little girl.” Jared sounded unimpressed, as though it was weird for a grown woman to have pubic hair. “Despite my work with the scissors. It’s just as well I have a brand new razor for you.” 
 
    Sophie gulped. Nothing about the idea of the blade being new was even vaguely reassuring, however, Jared presented the notion. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Was that what she was supposed to say? What were the rules regarding etiquette when a virtual stranger was about to shave the hair from your most intimate areas? She inhaled as that thought pinballed around her head. Oh God, Jared was about to shave her. Sophie watched him work in silence. There was only the sound of her labored breathing for company while he gradually eased the blade across her skin, removing the evidence of her hair as he went. She was gripped with panic at the thought Jared’s hand would slip and cut her, yet at the same time, she was transfixed by the precision of his work.  
 
    Pausing to clean the razor, Jared ran his fingertips over the shaven area, halting at Sophie’s clit, which he circled slowly.  
 
    “Feel how much better that is already, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie gasped. Looking down she could see more than half of the hair had already been removed, including the especially sensitive area around her slit. Jared lifted his chin to meet her eyes with a smile. 
 
    “Now Daddy can really feel that greedy little clitoris, can’t he?” 
 
    Sophie nodded at the observation. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Every small circle the pad of his finger completed seemed to be eliciting that knowing, furling tension at her core, and Sophie knew her pussy was wet. Again. 
 
    “And he can see it better, too.” Jared’s gaze lowered back to her snatch for a moment. He dropped the razor into the water before tracing his free hand directly down her slit. 
 
    “Oh, God.” The words escaped Sophie’s lips without conscious thought. All she knew was how hot and sensuous the gesture seemed, and how, if he slid his fingers inside her cunt, Jared would find out for himself just how the act of surrendering to his razor was affecting her. 
 
    With a wry grin, Jared plunged his hand down into the water, collecting the razor and beginning work on the right side of her sex. Sophie gripped the edge of the tub, trying to compose her breathing as he concluded.  
 
    “There we are.” Jared’s expression was filled with pride while he motioned Sophie forward. “Now you’re all smooth and gorgeous, little girl. Get down into the tub.” 
 
    He retreated a little, putting the razor in the wire rack beside them, and allowing Sophie just enough room to slide back into position. Her legs slid either side of his kneeling form. 
 
    “Hands by your sides, Sophie.” 
 
    Heart pounding, she complied, eyeing his hands as they dropped into the water and moved between her legs. His fingers were at her pussy again, stroking her hairless flesh before one eased its way into her. 
 
    Sophie panted out loud, the sensation while he pumped his digit in and out of her sex making her heady. 
 
    “Now that is so much better,” he purred, withdrawing from her cunt altogether and presenting the finger to her lips. “Taste yourself, little girl and know that now that you’re smooth, that is exactly how you’re going to stay.” 
 
    With a nervous glance north to his insistent stare, Sophie wrapped her lips around the finger. She could taste the legacy of her juices on it, despite the arousal that was no doubt lost in the bath water. Her gaze flitted instinctively to Jared’s hard length, and despite her better judgment, she found she was desperate to replace his finger with the thing. Jared grinned as he swiped the finger away. 
 
    “Soon,” he promised, reaching for the razor again. “First let’s get the rest of you shaved, too.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared took the razor to the rest of his little girl, shaving the hairs from her long legs and under her arms before he rinsed the conditioner from her hair. It took less than ten minutes of dedication to ensure she was practically perfect. 
 
    “There we go.” There was glee in his voice while he assessed her. Her pert breasts and the beading nipples there, the soft curve of her tummy and her smooth sex.  
 
    Sophie was fucking flawless. 
 
    “You’re almost ready.” Jared flicked a switch to shut the water off and then replaced the showerhead. 
 
    “And now to clean you properly.” He wondered whether she could see the errant intent in his gaze while he inched toward her body, but if she could, Sophie didn’t act on it. Rather, she sat there, like a rabbit in the headlights, aware of the incoming car about to mow it down, and yet apparently unable to prevent the impending collision. 
 
    “Spread your legs, baby.” Jared’s voice was a soft purr. “Lie back and splay them as wide as you can.” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a deep breath before easing back slowly. The whole while, her imploring eyes never left his face. 
 
    “Very good.” He patted her pussy beneath the water gently, watching as her body jerked at the contact. “Stay right there while I make sure you’re properly cleaned.” 
 
    Jared slid his finger back inside her hot channel, his cock growing while a second digit joined soon after. Her mouth parted at the intrusion, her hands rising from the water as though she wanted to resist and when Jared lifted his head, he could see the conflict raging within her body. Her shoulders were tense, the struggle etched into her beautiful expression as she fought to control her reflexes. 
 
    “Arms down, Sophie.” He was calm while he gave the order, but he didn’t want the meaning to be lost. However soft his tone, it was an order. 
 
    She forced her limbs down by her sides and all the while, Jared’s fingers continued to pump in and out of her. 
 
    “I need to ensure that wonderful little cunt of mine is clean, too, little girl.” 
 
    Her eyes widened at his explanation, her breaths coming out in short, fast pants, which seemed to match the pace of his fingers. The look of her only caused his cock to harden all the more, but pressing his hand deeper inside her body, Jared paid it no attention. He wanted to bring Sophie right to the edge. He relished having that power over her. 
 
    “When your arse gets used to my cock, I’ll do the same in that hole, too,” he told her. “And perhaps, we’ll use an enema, as well, just to make sure you’re perfect for Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s body trembled at that, her eyes as large as saucers. “An enema, Daddy?” 
 
    She practically had to force the words out. 
 
    “Yes, baby. When you’re ready.” He watched while the color drained from her face. 
 
    “But, I’ve never done anything like that before...” Her lips pressed together as her voice trailed away.  
 
    Jared smiled wryly at the confession. “Mmmm, you said, Sophie, but that’s okay. A lot of this will be new for you. There will be a learning curve.” 
 
    A steep one, too, if he wasn’t very much mistaken. 
 
    Curling his fingers inside her, Jared watched Sophie’s body jerk in the water.  
 
    “Oh, Christ.” She was panting again, fighting for any composure. “Daddy, please.” 
 
    He stroked his cock as she addressed him. One thing was for certain, hearing Sophie call him that was never going to get old. 
 
    “Is that good, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie’s hands balled into fists at her hips. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Resting on his left palm, he leaned in closer. “How good?” Her eyes fluttered at him and for a moment Jared wondered if she could focus on him at all as the pleasure loomed. “How good is it, Sophie?” 
 
    She exhaled, her gaze darting to his. “Oh, God.” Her eyes squeezed together. “So good, Daddy. It’s too good.” 
 
    Jared leaned toward her face, watching sweat beading at her brow although the temperature of the bath water was definitely falling. “Too good, baby?” 
 
    He arched an eyebrow, his cock straining against her leg as he edged further up the length of her body. “Does my little girl need to come?” 
 
    Sophie’s hips pressed north, seeking the depth of fingers and the friction of his hand against her greedy little clit. “Yes, Daddy,” she breathed. “Oh, God, yes please.” 
 
    Jared crouched over her for a moment longer, enthralled at the way he had Sophie completely captured in his web. Her every fiber was focused on him now, and on the satisfaction, she knew he could deliver.  
 
    And then, at that exact moment—the pivotal second when she could take no more—when the precipice beckoned, Jared slid from her pussy, withdrawing from her body altogether and leaving her reeling. 
 
    “No!” The strangled plea rushed from Sophie’s lips and all at once, her expression crumpled. “Daddy, no.” 
 
    His lips curled at the disappointment on her face. His little girl still had a lot to learn if she thought her pleasure was going to come so easily. 
 
    “What is it, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fell closed. “I was so close. Daddy.” 
 
    Her hips bucked forward, as though her needy body was still searching for the friction it needed to explode. 
 
    “Good.” He breathed the word in her direction, grinning as her gaze flickered open to register it. “Then you’re right where I need you to be. Wet, and open and ready for your Daddy.” 
 
    Her hands rose to the sides of the bath, her fingers gripping at the white roll-top like her life depended on it. “What did I do wrong, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared’s cock throbbed at the way she put that and instinctively, he pressed closer between her legs again. “Nothing.”  
 
    He wanted that point to be clear. “You haven’t done anything wrong. This isn’t a punishment, Sophie. This is just what Daddy wants and now you can pleasure me.” 
 
    Jared leaned back, rising to his feet. Using the wall to steady himself, he presented Sophie with his engorged cock. Her gaze flitted from his erection to his face and then back again. “You know what to do, little girl.”  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Gingerly, she moved forward, drawing in a deep breath, because Jared was right. This time she did know what to do—she knew what he expected. Her mouth parted to accept him, and all at once, his free hand shifted into her wet hair. Bunching it into his fist, Jared guided her down the length of his shaft, using her throat to satiate his need. 
 
    Two things hit her almost immediately. The first was how difficult it was to quell the rising panic in her chest while he rammed his cock inside her. Her instincts told her it shouldn’t be possible to breathe with so many inches crammed down your throat, but the reality was that simply wasn’t true. Sophie could breathe just fine through her nostrils, at least until his crown hit her tonsils and her face was squashed up against his dark hair. She squeezed her eyes closed whenever that happened, willing herself to be calm. Jared wasn’t in this to suffocate her. Clearly, he had gone to way too much time and trouble taking her and setting up her room to extinguish her over one blow job, but still, that thought was hard to rationalize when her eyes were watering and her head was starting to spin. 
 
    “Good,” he praised from somewhere high above her head. “Very good, little girl.” 
 
    Jared eased her back from his shaft, allowing Sophie to gasp around his cock tip, before he drove the thing back into her. She settled into the rhythm as best she could, her mind considering the second thing that came to her while his balls banged against the underside of her chin. Sophie might actually be enjoying the act. How fucked up was that? Jared was using her—this man who had snatched her against her will—he was taking what he wanted with no hope of even allowing her any pleasure of her own, and what was Sophie’s reflexive response to this treatment? Was she straining to be free of his erection, trying to flee from the tub, or pleading for his mercy?  
 
    Was she, ever.  
 
    Sophie was perched on her haunches, lips parted to receive him while her clit throbbed greedily below in the lapping warm water. And with every stroke of his cock, she wanted to slip her fingers between her legs and finish the task Jared had started. And she would have done, too. If only, Sophie thought she could get away with it. 
 
    “Fuck, Sophie.” Jared’s voice was raspy. “You are perfect, little girl.” 
 
    He thrust deep inside her again before withdrawing in one smooth action, leaving Sophie reeling. 
 
    “Chin up.” Jared yanked the fistful of hair, forcing her head back to meet his purple crown. “Daddy has a present for you.” 
 
    Sophie’s throat burned at the way it had been used, but she ignored the hurt. It was no different to the way her arse stung from the spanking he’d delivered last night and no different from the way her pride ached at the humiliating age-play. In fact, her sore throat was merely another symptom of Jared’s debauched and twisted mind—and of her own depravity for relishing the performance. Her lips parted just as the first wave of hot cum painted her mouth and nose. She blinked up at the towering man while he deposited his climax over her lips before sliding his shaft back into her mouth to milk the remnants from him. Pulling in hot ribbons of air through her nostrils, Sophie sucked at him for everything she was worth, and as he groaned at the way her tongue darted over him, that thought resonated. 
 
    Everything she was worth. 
 
    Maybe this was it—maybe this was what she was worth. 
 
    All those years she’d struggled up the corporate ladder, competing with younger, better looking versions of herself and men who didn’t need to worry about when to take career breaks, and then the most recent period of her life where she’d forced herself to the baby groups and the playground, competing with the other yummy mummies. And for what? 
 
    Why had she even bothered? 
 
    Sophie was never going to be like those pretty, slim things. Her life was never going to be as good, as under control, her relationships as fulfilling.  Perhaps, she’d been missing the point all these years. Maybe this was what she was good for—existing just to provide pleasure to someone else, in the vain hope that she might achieve some for herself. 
 
    Perhaps that’s all there was to know. 
 
    Lifting her chin, which had fallen at the thought, Sophie locked eyes with the man who’d captured her. 
 
    With her Daddy. 
 
    Jared beamed down at her like a proud father, apparently pleased with the final version of Sophie who knelt before him. Washed, shaved, covered in his semen and seemingly compliant. 
 
    For now, at least. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared lifted her from the tub, wrapping the pink bath sheet he’d purchased around her shoulders. Wordlessly, he moved to the basin and prepared the cute toothbrush he’d purchased for her, before returning and cleaning her teeth himself. At his instruction, Sophie shuffled to the basin to spit out the toothpaste, before returning to the bathmat. Sophie gazed at him while he worked the towel over her body, and for the first time since he’d taken what belonged to him, she didn’t even try to resist. Her limbs seemed heavy when he lifted each arm to dry underneath, her breaths sounding like deep sighs of resignation as he towel-dried her hair. Working the bath sheet around each breast, he grazed it south, across her midriff and down, between her legs. She was passive, save for one jerky gasp as the towel skimmed her no-doubt throbbing clit, and looking into her gaze, Jared could see the flicker of need. 
 
    His poor little girl. 
 
    So desperate to come already, and the day had barely even begun. He grinned at the thought. 
 
    “Good girl, Sophie.” He glowered down at her, despite his reassuring words. “If you keep behaving so well, then perhaps Daddy will reward you later.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted to him for a brief moment, her desire etched into the brown orbs. Jared smiled, wrapping the towel around her small shoulders before he hooked one finger under her chin. 
 
    “Would you like that, baby?” 
 
    “Yes, please, Daddy.” There was no hesitation that time, but her lashes fluttered wildly at the intensity of his stare. 
 
    Jared nodded, and fisting her hair with his left hand, he ran his fingers down past the curve of her belly to her smooth pussy. He inhaled at how fucking good that was. Without all the hair, Sophie was even hotter—a feat that was nigh impossible. Reaching her clit, his fingers splayed. Two slipped beneath her lips, stroking the bare skin there while the middle digits pushed easily inside her wetness. Slowly, Jared rocked his hand backwards and forwards, providing just enough friction to rouse her needy clit without tipping her over the edge. Sophie inhaled, but she never broke eye contact with him while his hand took possession. It was as though she wasn’t able to break the power of his gaze, or perhaps she was just too afraid to try. 
 
    “Feel how wet you are for Daddy.” He smirked at his own assessment. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her reply was a breathy pant. 
 
    “That’s how you’re always going to be, little girl.” His stare drilled into her. “That’s how Daddy always wants you to be.” 
 
    Her lips parted, the remnants of his cum still visible over her pretty features. “Oh God, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s voice strained and he knew she was trying frantically to get a handle on her burgeoning arousal. She really was smart. He’d only denied her once and already, Sophie seemed to have worked out his game. She knew this was only torment, and that there was no hope of true release, so instead of succumbing, she fought to resist. But resistance, it seemed, was proving trickier than she’d realized. His hand rocked at her cunt, providing the perfect amount of friction while his fingers pumped in and out of her, and all the while, he observed the effort on her face.  
 
    The building tension. 
 
    The irrefutable desire. 
 
    And just like that, his hand was gone. 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fell closed, masking the disappointment in her eyes, but Jared knew it was there when a strangled noise rose from her well-fucked throat. 
 
    “Before we have breakfast, Daddy wants to talk to you about the rules.” 
 
    She inhaled while her eyes flickered open. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    The reply was one long rush of air. 
 
    Jared’s fingers tightened in her hair, yet somehow, Sophie barely seemed to register the hurt. “Last night you asked me about the rules. Do you remember?” 
 
    Sophie gulped, her chest rising and falling as arousal no doubt ricocheted around her mind. “I remember, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared smiled. There was nothing else he could do. She was so fucking perfect. “Good. I’ll take you back to your bedroom and brush your hair, and then we can go through them.” 
 
    She nodded, her eyes registering his change of tact just before he stooped and threw her body over his left shoulder. Sophie went with scarcely a yelp this time, the pink towel slipping to the tiles. Jared would deal with the mess later. Right now, the look of her bare bottom was stirring his so recently-satiated lust and he carried her back down the hallway as fast as he could.  
 
    Placing her gently on her feet, Jared watched as her damp hair fell over her shoulders. 
 
    “Kneel.”  
 
    He pointed to a spot on the white rug by her bed, and grinned when she responded with obedience. Jared wasn’t sure what had come over Sophie this morning, but so far, he approved. Compared to the skittish wildcat who’d woken up in this very room last night, this version of his little girl was far preferable. Yet still, he couldn’t bring himself to believe this was really the version of Sophie he’d have forever. It was never going to be that easy. 
 
    Jared sauntered back to her bedroom door, closing it with one foot to ensure the room remained warm, before proceeding back to the bedside table to collect her hairbrush. A moment later he towered over her again, brush in hand and slowly, he drew the bristles down the length of her blonde tresses. The ribbons he’d decorated her with yesterday must have fallen out in bed, but that didn’t matter. There were plenty more where they had come from and while he worked through the tangles, he contemplated whether to try the pigtails again. In the end, Jared’s throbbing cock made the decision for him and leaving Sophie kneeling, he paced back to the dresser to retrieve another two ribbons. Her gaze noticed them as soon as Jared turned, her eyes widening with a recognition that sent electricity whipping up his spine. 
 
    “Daddy knows he didn’t do the best with your hair yesterday,” he mused, separating her locks into two halves again and working one of the ribbons around the right side. “But I’ll do better. We both have to try.” 
 
    She exhaled. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared blinked down at Sophie as he concluded tying the ribbon and began work on the left side. Usually, he would have cheered at such a show of compliance, but her unresponsiveness was starting to trouble him. Brushing the hair into a bunch, Jared secured the second ribbon into place. “Look at Daddy.” 
 
    Right on cue, her chin lifted, those large brown eyes revealed to him. His gaze fell over her body. She was kneeling, just as he’d asked, her knees apart like a good girl. For a moment, there was silence between them. A quiet that seemed deafening. 
 
    “So, to my rules Sophie.” It was Jared who broke the impasse. 
 
    It was always going to have been Jared, yet somehow, there was less satisfaction in having that control than he’d imagined. For some reason, he was missing the fire in Sophie’s eyes. She seemed lackluster without the fight. 
 
    Pulling in a deep breath, Jared steeled himself. What was the problem anyway? So, she was docile and obedient—wasn’t that what he had wanted from the woman? Why was he second guessing her behavior now? 
 
    “There aren’t many, little girl, so there’ll be no mitigation for forgetting them.” 
 
    Sophie gnawed on her lip, but she nodded her understanding. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Rule one.” Jared had practiced this little speech in his head so many times, he could barely believe this delivery was real. “Sophie obeys Daddy whatever happens.” 
 
    She drew in a deep breath, her gaze falling to his chest. In the frenzy of drying Sophie, Jared hadn’t even thought to take care of himself properly, and the hair there was still damp. 
 
    “To clarify,” he went on. “Whenever and however an instruction is given, Sophie will do as she’s asked in a respectful and timely manner. Got it, little girl?” 
 
    Her gaze was back to his face. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    There was that tone again, resigned and tired, as though the struggle to resist had ebbed away completely, but that couldn’t be right, could it? Surely one night restrained in her bed wouldn’t be enough to oppress a woman like Sophie? Jared just couldn’t believe that. 
 
    “Any questions?” 
 
    Her brow knitted, her puzzlement evident on her face. “Daddy?” 
 
    “Do you have any questions about the rules, little girl?” 
 
    “But, that’s only one rule, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared grinned. Sophie was absolutely correct. There was only one rule—only one thing that he wanted from her—her complete and unquestioning obedience in everything. “That’s right, beautiful.” He stroked the underside of her chin thoughtfully. “There’s only one rule. Sophie obeys Daddy. Think you can remember that?” 
 
    She blinked up at him. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “And think you can comply?” Jared’s balls tightened at the second question, because that was the imperative one. The one that had kept him up at night in more ways than one. 
 
    “I’ll try, Daddy.” 
 
    His lips twitched. Sophie would try, and sometimes she would succeed and be rewarded with his cum, and other times, invariably, she would mess up and disappoint him. And on those occasions, he would punish her more soundly than she’d ever imagined. It was going to be fucking perfect. 
 
    “Daddy.” She squeaked the word in his direction and he dropped his hand in surprise.  
 
    At no point in his fantasy had Sophie ever interrupted his flow, yet somehow, he couldn’t bring himself to be cross with her. She looked so forlorn there on her knees. So much like the little girl he had wanted for so long.  
 
    Jared inhaled, taking a small step backwards to assess her properly. “Yes, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie swallowed, as though she was trying to clear her throat. Maybe it still stung from the face fucking she’d taken so well in the bath, or perhaps she was just buying herself some time. “What will I d-do here, Daddy?” 
 
    Her gaze widened with the question. 
 
    “Do?” he repeated quizzically. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Yes, Daddy. Apart from obey you, I mean.” 
 
    He smirked down at the innocence of those words.  
 
    Apart from obey you… 
 
    Sophie only proved that she had no idea what those words meant if she had to ask them at all. 
 
    “Nothing, baby.” 
 
    She sucked her lower lip between her white teeth. 
 
    “There’s nothing to do except as you’re told. You’re here to be worshipped and looked after. My very own little fuck toy.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    She watched from her place on the rug as Jared busied himself about her room, her mind replaying their last conversation. Jared had called her his fuck toy, and Sophie shivered at the words, but as she waited, she saw he was right. That’s what she was now—all she was now—a little girl to order around, to restrain, to bathe, feed and fuck. Those were the things Jared wanted, a compliant entity to obey and call him Daddy, not a grown woman with a mind of her own. 
 
    Not Sophie. 
 
    Her eyes darted over his looming form. After their impromptu chat, he’d disappeared from the room, instructing her to remain where she was. Of course, Sophie had been tempted to move, yet she never had. She’d heard him lock the door after he’d left, meaning she was trapped in the hideous pink room, but even then, she couldn’t bring herself to shift from her knees. 
 
    What was the point? 
 
    If she shifted, he would know. Sophie wasn’t sure that was an altogether logical thought, but somehow, in the back of her mind, she knew it was the truth. 
 
    Jared would know and he would make her pay, and right now, Sophie didn’t know how much more capacity she had for his wrath. Jared was difficult enough to bear when he was pleased with her. This morning it just didn’t seem as though Sophie had the energy to resist him anymore. 
 
    The image of Billy and Lucy filled her mind at that moment, the guilt at her prior assessment tearing at her core. 
 
    What did she mean she didn’t have the energy? What was Sophie even thinking? This wasn’t about her, or her needs, or her plight, and it never had been. This was about her children, their needs, their innocence and their futures. They needed her back home with them. Sophie had no choice but to get up and fight. 
 
    She’d been lost in that thought when the lock at the door turned and Jared stalked back into the room, a white towel flung over his shoulder. He was dressed now, at least from the waist down and his glance fell over her as he obviously tried to decide whether she’d obeyed. Apparently satisfied, he’d closed the door before moving to the awful dresser. 
 
    “Good girl, Sophie.” 
 
    She inhaled at the words. There had been a time once, when they’d sounded worryingly good to her ears, but she couldn’t recall when that had been. Maybe it had been earlier this morning, or yesterday at the house—who knew anymore. Time was just like everything else now—his remit—a concept that had been captured and was now controlled by Jared. 
 
    “It’s breakfast time, but before we go down, I want to get you ready.” 
 
    Her belly clenched at that. Whenever Jared said anything like that it spelled trouble for Sophie, and she had no hope that this time would be any different. As he turned from the middle drawer of the dresser, the anxiety in her stomach furled into a painful knot. In his hand, Jared held what looked like a large bib—the sort you might put on a small child—just much bigger. Big enough for say, a grown woman.  
 
    Sophie inhaled once more at that thought, her eyes closing tightly for a second, but when she looked back, things seemed even worse. At first sight, Sophie had missed the modifications to the bib, but now as Jared approached, she couldn’t drag her eyes from them. Attached to the bottom of the so-called bib were two nipple clamps. They hung loose in his hands, swinging from side to side as though the things had a life of their own, and though Sophie’s lips parted, somehow, she couldn’t draw in another breath. 
 
    “I had this made especially for you.” Jared grinned as he came to stand before her, holding the bib aloft as though Sophie should somehow be excited. 
 
    She lifted her gaze from the thing to take in the look of his face properly. Jared’s blue eyes sparkled while he dangled the foreboding thing between them, and she swore she actually felt the blood drain from her face. 
 
    Jared’s gaze narrowed. “What do you say, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie shifted on her knees, the pain of the continued pressure on them coming back to her all of a sudden, like a bucket of cold water had just washed over her head. And that was it. All of the powerful emotions she’d apparently sought to suppress since she’d woken in the awful pink room flooded back to her. The hurt of the separation from her family. The shock of being abducted and the effects of whatever fucking sedative he’d pushed into her bloodstream. The frustration of all the ropes, cuffs and endless bloody restraints that he used to cajole, coerce and placate—it all rose within Sophie—threatening to drown her. 
 
    “Sophie.” Jared’s tone was harder now and her thighs trembled, though Sophie wasn’t sure if it was tone or this unexpected revelation that caused the movement. She glanced down, watching the involuntary tremor in her legs. 
 
    “Thank you. Daddy.” She lifted her gaze, panting while she responded and she noticed the way his eyes widened at her voice. 
 
    Gone was the placid, compliant little girl he’d washed and shaved, and back was the woman he’d seized. Jared took a step toward her and she had to crane her head to maintain their eye contact. 
 
    “Hands behind your back, little girl.” His tone was curter, too, but somehow, the sound didn’t perturb Sophie in the way it should. 
 
    Somehow, it just hardened her resolve to find a way out of this nightmare. 
 
    To get the fuck out. 
 
    With a deep breath, Sophie did as he asked, grasping one hand around the other wrist behind her back and there she waited. She was quiet and as still as her thighs would allow, but her muscles tensed, and fleetingly, she wondered if Jared would notice the difference. 
 
    Dropping to his haunches. Jared wasted no time in tying the bib around her neck. The thing was pink and white striped, and was scarily reminiscent of one she’d used when Lucy had been a toddler and as he secured the straps, the metal of the clamps grazed against her breasts. Sophie’s nipples beaded at the contact, reminding her just how vulnerable they were and how much it was going to bloody hurt when Jared used them. She gazed down at her chest when he inched away. The bib was short and surely only useful to Jared as a turn-on and not for any practical reason. It ended before the swell of her breasts, permitting the clamps to fall to a near perfect height. 
 
    “Mmmm,” he mused, dropping to his knees as his hands rose in her direction. “You’re going to wear your bib for Daddy during every meal from now on.” 
 
    Sophie’s brow furrowed at the explanation, but it wasn’t the words that confused and disconcerted her as much as the burning heat at her core as they resounded. It was fucked up and wrong, but for some reason, the ignominy of Jared’s assertion was driving her crazy. 
 
    Jared’s fingers were back at her chin again, forcing her gaze to meet his. “Do you understand, little girl?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice had shifted again, the defiance morphing into the husky tone he no-doubt recognized by now. 
 
    She inhaled while he reached for the clamps. They were like two small silver crocodile clips, and dread paralyzed Sophie as she watched him open first one and then the other clamp.  
 
    “Like before, Sophie. These will pinch, but it’s nothing you can’t bear for me.” 
 
    And that was it—all the warning Sophie got. The next thing she was aware of, Jared attached the things to her pebbling nipples, and an intense hurt shot through her chest from both sides. 
 
    “It’s okay.” Jared’s voice was different now, too. Or, perhaps that change was only in Sophie’s head as she tried to manage the sudden, sharp pain at her breasts. “Breathe through the pain, little girl. Use it.” 
 
    She blinked at him, the nails of her right hand cutting into her left wrist in an attempt to stop her from pulling the damn metal from her nipples. The hurt was worse than anything she’d recalled from yesterday. These things pinched far more cruelly and Jared moved forward on his knees, closing the distance between their bodies as she fought for breath. 
 
    “You need this don’t you Sophie?” His voice was that soft purr again, the one that had haunted Sophie in her dreams before they’d even met. 
 
    “I-I don’t know, Daddy.” 
 
    His expression softened. “Yes, you do. Tell Daddy the truth, or you know this will only get worse for you.” 
 
    Sophie wanted to cry then. Jesus, how she wanted to cry. The clamps hurt so much, and she was so full of frustration and confusion, but somehow, she held it together. She pushed down the well of emotion before it surfaced. 
 
    “Do you need this, little girl?” Jared tugged gently at the clamp on her left breast and she winced at the spike of pain. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” Sophie hissed. 
 
    “I can reconcile those needs. The ones you can’t tell anyone, the ones you grasp so tightly they threaten to bury you.”  
 
    Sophie gasped as his words resonated. In the haze of the pain, they seemed to make sense. These needs—this lust—it was going to bury her if she didn’t do something about it. The hedonism would smother her altogether if she wasn’t careful. 
 
    If she didn’t get out. 
 
    And at that moment, it all seemed clear. Obvious. 
 
    Because that’s what Jared did. 
 
    That was his power. 
 
    He was like that lust, taking Sophie over—consuming her from the inside—and he’d continue until there was nothing of her left.  
 
    Nothing left to fight back. Nothing left of the woman she’d once been. 
 
    Nothing but his little girl. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    He attached the pink cuffs to both of her ankles while Sophie sat mute on the bed, the eight inches of metal chain that connected them pooling at the carpet. A similar pair had been secured at her wrists, ensuring her hands remained behind her back and were unable to disturb the clamps now biting down into the sensitive tissue of her tits. Stepping back, he appraised his little girl. Sophie looked fantastic, her pigtails and the small striped bib hardening his cock almost as much as her clamped nipples and the bared little pussy that was waiting for him. 
 
    “Up you get now.” 
 
    Sophie lifted her gaze warily, rising to her feet as fast as the chains would permit. 
 
    “Daddy wants you to walk this time, little girl.” He glowered down at her while he gave the command. “To the steps at least.” 
 
    She gulped, her gaze falling to the pink cuffs at her feet and instinctively, he knew what she was thinking. 
 
    “Yes, baby,” he cooed with a smile. “You’re going to have to manage in the chains. Daddy likes them.” 
 
    Jared’s arousal soared at the admission and without thinking, he adjusted his straining cock inside the navy sweatpants. “Come on then.” 
 
    He strode to the bedroom door, throwing it open with gusto before he turned back to observe her effort. It was a humiliating journey by any standards, Sophie’s feet shuffling forward a few inches at a time, her tits bouncing softly with each tentative movement. Jared eyed the clamps with envy. They looked fucking incredible, but Christ, what he wouldn’t give to be in the place of those clamps right now. He wanted to hold her breasts, pinch her nipples and suck that hurt away. 
 
    And later, he would. 
 
    It took Sophie a couple of minutes to reach him, her cheeks blooming with heat when she finally passed his body. Of course, Jared couldn’t help but reach for her, his hand massaging the underside of her left breast while she hobbled past. Her gaze darted to him at the contact, but wisely, her lips remained sealed. Evidently, Sophie was intelligent, or intuitive enough, to know what would happen if she spoke out of line at this moment. 
 
    Once Sophie was in the hall, Jared closed the bedroom door and guided her to the head of the staircase. Having her bound and presented this way for him was making his balls ache. She was absolutely fucking wonderful. 
 
    “Daddy will take you from here,” Jared told her and in one swift movement, he swept Sophie from her feet and pulled her toward his chest. 
 
    Once more she gasped at the deed, but her gaze fell reflexively to the clamps at her nipples, and then to the cute little bib he was making her wear. Jared was willing to bet if he reached between her legs to that smooth little cunt, he’d find it soaked for him. Sophie might not be into age-play per se, but it was clear that she was ridiculously turned on by the denigrating demands he was making on her.  
 
    And that was good enough for Jared. It would serve his purpose for the time being. 
 
    Once they reached the bottom of the stairs, Jared placed Sophie back on her feet and paced away toward the kitchen, leaving her shuffling at her own mortifying pace behind him. He was at the fridge, selecting items for breakfast when he finally heard her hobbling onto the tiled floor. 
 
    Glancing over his shoulder, he couldn’t help but smile. Christ, she looked hot like that with her cute little pigtails and her clamped tits jutting out below the bib. All she needed was a pacifier to complete the look, and Jared had just the one stashed away, but first he needed to feed her again. “Sit down in your chair, Sophie,” he instructed, gesturing toward the seat with the cuffs he’d already prepared. 
 
    She bit her lip at the order, but moved in the right direction regardless, perching her perfect little bottom on the edge of the seat. 
 
    “Settle back.” Jared pulled the carton of milk and some other items from the refrigerator, placing them on the counter before he turned to address her. 
 
    Sophie shuffled back into the seat as best her cuffed wrists would allow, her eyes automatically lowering to avoid his gaze. 
 
    “I’ll sort those cuffs for you,” he said, pacing in her direction. “Little girls need to be comfortable for breakfast.” 
 
    She pulled in a deep breath, her shoulders visibly tensing at his proximity. Jared ignored the reaction. He wasn’t sure if it was apprehension or lust burning through her bloodstream, but he already knew Sophie well enough to know he could use either to his advantage. Reaching down behind her, he unfastened the spring lock attached to the D-ring at her cuff and slowly, Jared guided her cuffed wrists forward. 
 
    “These can stay on,” Jared told her while he slipped first her left, and then right wrists into position at the chair. “I can adjust the dining room ones to go around them.” 
 
    Her eyes widened at the explanation. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared smiled. “How are those tits, young lady?”  
 
    She swallowed at the reminder about the metal pinching her nipples. “They hurt, Daddy.” 
 
    And he could tell by her voice that she wasn’t lying about that part. The clamps clearly were causing Sophie discomfort. Jared’s cock thickened at the reality of that prospect. 
 
    “I know, baby.” He reached for her jaw, stroking the hot flesh there lightly. “They’re supposed to hurt, but they look freaking amazing.” 
 
    The pain was there in her eyes as he ensured the straps were tight at her wrists. 
 
    “Let’s leave your ankles as they are,” he decided out loud. “You aren’t going anywhere, are you, Sophie?” 
 
    She shook her head sadly. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared rose to his full height, trying not to focus on the fact that his cock was telegraphing its needs, but rather on the task at hand. It was breakfast time. They both needed to eat. Turning, he headed back to the counter and collected a banana he’d chosen for the occasion.  
 
    “Does Sophie like bananas?” He almost laughed at the way that sounded. Since she’d arrived, Jared had taken to talking about them both in the third person, a fact that wryly amused him. 
 
    She sighed. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good.” And it was good, because his little girl was going to eat bananas regardless. “And what about cereal?” 
 
    He pulled open the cupboard that housed his collection of cereal boxes, glancing back at Sophie’s wide eyes. “Shredded wheat?” 
 
    Her brows knitted. “I don’t normally eat breakfast, Daddy.” 
 
    She blurted the words out as though they were a defense for whatever was coming next. Perhaps she thought they were, but that wasn’t going to cut it now. Not now that she was here with Jared. 
 
    In two large strides he was almost right on top of her again. “What was that?” 
 
    Sophie blinked at him furiously, her flaming cheeks draining of color at once. “I just meant that I…” She hesitated, eyeing his responses before she continued. “This is new for me, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared leaned over her chair. “Breakfast is new for you?” 
 
    Sophie sucked her lip into her mouth, the gesture doing nothing to calm his ardor. It seemed she did it whenever she was nervous or horny. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He shook his head. How was that even possible? “You should be eating balanced, regular meals, little girl. And now you’re here, you will be. Would you like to tell me why you haven’t been eating breakfast before now?” 
 
    Jared inched away slightly. He wanted her to see the unimpressed scowl on his face. 
 
    She drew in a shaky breath. “I was t-trying to lose weight.” 
 
    Evidently, Sophie knew where this line of reasoning was likely to land her, and her apprehension was well-founded. Jared had heard just about enough of this self-deprecation already. 
 
    “By starving yourself?” He arched an eyebrow at her with the query, watching as she physically recoiled. 
 
    “Just cutting back,” she tried to explain. 
 
    Raising one arm from the chair, he stroked away the loose strands of hair from her face. “There’s no need to cut back, Sophie. What has Daddy told you?” 
 
    Sophie looked frantic, the chains linking to the clamps at her nipples swaying as her breathing increased. “You told me not to put myself down, Daddy.” 
 
    Good, at least she had listened. “That’s right.” 
 
    “But I wasn’t,” she continued in an anxious tone. “I swear I wasn’t. I just don’t know what I like because I haven’t eaten breakfast for years.” 
 
    Jared stood, his hands shifting to his hips. “For years?” 
 
    She hadn’t eaten three meals a day for years? A spike of anger rose in him. Not only was her idiot husband ignoring her sexual needs, but he hadn’t even looked after her physical ones. The guy clearly did not deserve a woman like Sophie in his life. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Well, that’s all about to change, little girl.” He pinioned her with the full weight of his stare. “And it starts now.” 
 
    Sophie gulped down whatever emotions she was experiencing, her hands pulling against the pink cuffs even though she must have known there was zero chance of escaping them. 
 
    “From today you’ll eat shredded wheat and banana for breakfast, plus a glass of milk. Daddy will feed you and you will finish everything.” Jared glowered down at Sophie, daring her to challenge him. “Is that clear?” 
 
    “I’ll try, Daddy,” she breathed, obviously struggling with the idea of eating a decent meal at the beginning of the day. 
 
    Jared smiled at her. “Oh, you’ll do better than try, Sophie,” he told her in a sardonic tone. “You’re going to do exactly as I’ve asked, or you’ll be punished. And you’ll find Daddy has other ways to discipline you besides a sound spanking.” 
 
    Her breath caught at that, but she nodded while she tried to blink away the tears in her eyes. Satisfied for the time being, Jared wandered back to the counter. Selecting a bowl from a nearby cupboard, he emptied one shredded wheat from the pack and sliced a banana on top. Now Sophie belonged to him, he’d be damned if she wasn’t going to be healthy, too. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    She could barely catch her breath as Jared carried the bowl over to the circular table. Sophie swallowed hard as she eyed the contents of the bowl, her throat drying on reflex. The wheaty cereal looked big enough, but covered in all that banana and milk, it was clearly too much for her. How on earth was she supposed to eat all of that? She hadn’t been lying before—she hadn’t eaten breakfast since she was pregnant with Lucy and the thought of a bowl of cereal had her tummy twisting in worried apprehension. Jared returned to the counter, collecting a second bowl and two spoons. He brought these over to the place she was sitting, and then made one final journey with two glasses of milk. His eyes sparkled when Sophie’s gaze met his. What was it she saw in those blue orbs? Was it excitement? 
 
    That thought did nothing at all to reassure her. 
 
    “Just like before, little girl,” he said, settling into his chair. “You stay right there looking gorgeous and Daddy will feed you.” 
 
    Sophie pulled against her cuffs futilely, her gaze fixed on Jared’s large hand as it lifted a spoon to her bowl and broke off a piece of the shredded wheat.  
 
    “Open up.” 
 
    Her lips parted at the command, but it was words that tumbled from them, rather than compliance. “Please, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s muscles tensed at the pathetic mewls coming from her mouth. Could that really be her? “I don’t know if I can manage it.” 
 
    Jared’s gaze darkened, an almost imperceptible shift, but not quite—Sophie noticed it—and the look sent alarm spinning around her head.  
 
    Oh God! What had she done? And more to the point, what the hell was he going to do as retribution? 
 
    The spoon halted in mid-air. 
 
    “Sophie.” His voice had taken on that foreboding tone and Sophie panted in response. “Have you forgotten the rules already?” 
 
    She swallowed, trying to calm her labored breathing. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    Quick as a flash, Jared’s free hand rose and tugged gently at the bib around her neck. Drawing the thing north, he pulled the clamps with the fabric, eliciting a surge of hurt to both breasts at the same time. 
 
    “Oww!” Sophie squeezed her eyes closed as the tugging, pinching metal pulled at her helpless nipples. Somehow, she’d known that pain was coming, but the knowledge had done nothing to assuage its intensity. 
 
    “Open. Up.” 
 
    Jared’s voice was closer now and when she opened her eyes again, he was right there with her, his face less than a foot away and his expression unyielding. With a shaky breath, Sophie did the only thing she could do in the circumstances: she ceded. Opening her mouth, her eyes scrutinized the silver spoon as it approached until, finally, it deposited the first piece of cereal into her mouth.  
 
    He moved the spoon away. “Now, chew.” 
 
    She nodded, pulling air through her nose while she compelled her jaws to expedite the process. The cereal tasted of nothing—like wet cardboard—but Sophie didn’t allow herself the time to muse on it. If the determined gleam in Jared’s gaze told her anything, it was that he was not in the mood to fuck around, and as ever, he held all the cards. Sophie was shackled and bound to the chair. She was totally at his mercy. The best thing she could do—the only thing she could do for the time being—was to appear willing and eat. Even though she didn’t want it, and even though if she’d given the concept enough thought it would have appalled her, she had no choice. 
 
    “Better.” Jared’s tone was still clipped, but he retreated back to the bowl and collected another spoonful of food. This latest one included a slice of fruit and Sophie blinked at the banana as it neared her mouth.  
 
    She forced her lips wide anyway, accepting the spoon and duly chewing on its contents while Jared lowered the cutlery back to the table. Pulling his chair closer to the place she was sitting, his gaze immobilized her as she ground the tasteless wheat around her mouth. At least this time the fruit gave it a little flavor. 
 
    “So, you can still be my good girl.” 
 
    Her gaze fell to her clamped breasts, a peculiar sense of shame rising to her cheeks. Sophie had no idea why, but somehow, Jared had the ability to make her squirm on demand. Not only could he make her seemingly perpetually wet and desperate to come, but he had this unnerving ability to make her want to please him. And that shouldn’t be right. There was nothing logical about wanting to please the man who had snatched and tormented you, but there it was. It was the truth and Sophie knew it. Her need for his approval burned almost as hot as the arousal simmering at her core. 
 
    By the time she glanced up again, the spoon was back, loaded with banana-covered cereal. 
 
    “Are you going to answer Daddy?” Jared arched an eyebrow at his question, the gesture drying her throat yet again. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she blurted, watching as the spoon stopped an inch from her mouth. “I’m sorry. I want to be good.” 
 
    “So, you say,” he replied skeptically. “But Daddy is going to need a show of real compliance from you, little girl. Or else, you’re lining up a day of punishment for yourself.” 
 
    Sophie’s expression crumpled at that. She actually felt the way her brow furrowed while the wave of dread washed over her. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Take your breakfast then.” His tone was gravelly. “Eat it nicely and be a good girl.” 
 
    Jared pushed the spoon between her lips once more and automatically she took the contents from it, moving the food around her mouth. He nodded approval before placing her spoon on the table and beginning on his own bowl of cereal. Sophie chewed slowly, watching as he devoured about a third of the contents in thirty seconds flat. An oppressive silence fell over the room as she finished her mouthful and waited for Jared to feed her again. And this time, he did make her wait. Jared scarcely even looked up from his bowl while he shoveled the food into his mouth and all the while, Sophie was forced to sit there and remain passive. Though she pulled at the cuffs, she knew there was no getting away. She couldn’t lift her hands and remove the metal tormenting her breasts any more than she could get up and leave. 
 
    She was held captive. 
 
    After what seemed like an age, Jared turned his head in her direction. “Ready for more, little girl?” 
 
    His eyes flashed a warning, challenging her to refuse him, to defy him, and even though Sophie was desperate to get the hell out of his clutches and embrace her children again, she didn’t dare. Escaping Jared was going to be no easy feat. Sophie was going to have to play the long game. 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared scooped a spoon of cereal and pushed it in her direction. Sophie eyed it. The strands of wheat had softened in the milk and looked less appealing than ever, but still, she opened her mouth, permitting Jared to slide it inside. Chewing on the mouthful, Sophie inhaled through her nose, trying hard not to heave. She rarely ate more than a piece of fruit in the day time, so this was turning into something of an ordeal, and glancing down at the bowl, she could see there was still more than half of its contents to go. 
 
    “Daddy likes to see you eat.” His face lit up at the words and Sophie’s focus shifted back to him as she swallowed the milky slop in her mouth down. 
 
    Don’t gag.  
 
    The words echoed around her mind while she willed herself some composure. 
 
    “I have the feeling you never ate properly before, Sophie.” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a breath, unsure how to respond. She had the sense that whatever she said would condemn her at this point. “I tried my best, Daddy.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” He sounded unconvinced, thrusting another spoon of mushed cereal and banana at her. “Well, there’ll be no more trying, little girl. Not now you have Daddy.” 
 
    Jared pushed the glop past her lips, watching as she swilled it around her mouth. Content, he turned back to his own food and quickly finished the contents while she forced the wet cereal down her throat. 
 
    He glanced at her. “Now, you’ll have three balanced meals a day, Sophie.” 
 
    She trembled at that thought. Three meals? Three meals like this? How would she survive even a day of this treatment? 
 
    “And they’ll all be here, with you in your chair, bib on and your beautiful mouth open and ready to take what you’re given.” 
 
    Sophie gulped. “Yes, Daddy.” She didn’t know what else she was supposed to say. 
 
    “And soon,” He placed his spoon in the empty bowl before turning to give Sophie his full attention. ”Soon, you’ll be wearing Daddy’s plug in that delicious backside during every meal, too.” 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    Panic bloomed in her chest at that idea. Even when Sophie had been exploring BDSM ideas online, she’d never gotten around to trying a butt plug before. Ironically, there was one in the post to her even as she squirmed against the chair, but she’d never used one. Jason had never been interested in anal sex and so, on the whole, she’d pushed the thought from her mind, but the idea that Jared wanted to fuck her that way was more than just daunting. Sophie had seen how fucking large his cock was. Frankly, she was surprised her sex had accommodated him, but then she was always so ridiculously wet now—that probably aided the process. 
 
    “Won’t that be fun?” Jared’s brow rose at the query and she flustered at the gesture. 
 
    Fun was hardly the way Sophie would have described it. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, but I’ve never worn one before.” 
 
    He nodded, his hand collecting Sophie’s spoon and scooping another portion of mush toward her. “You said,” he confirmed. “When we chatted online. But don’t worry. If you’re a good girl, Daddy will make sure you’re nicely lubed and ready for the princess plug, and anyhow, it will only be a few inches long. Nothing you can’t manage.” 
 
    Sophie’s brow rose at the reality of having inches of plastic shoved up her backside. It had been something she’d wanted to try, but on her own—and in private— yet there was no time to protest the point. The damned spoon was back, coercing her lips to part and accept the next installment of breakfast. Grimly she chewed, Jared’s gaze fixed on her the entire time, as though he half expected her to spit the contents of her mouth back out at him. As she swallowed it down, Sophie wished she could be that woman. She wished she had the courage to be that defiant and damn the consequences. She aspired to have the strength to hold her head up and spit in his face, but the hard reality was that she didn’t have it. Sophie was terrified about what Jared would do if she acted with such intentional insolence. Or at least, she was half terrified and half blinded by depraved lust, and the half that reacted with fear and anxiety was—thankfully—in control of her actions at the moment. 
 
    Maybe there would be a time for that independent, defiant side of her to shine. Maybe, when the opportunity was right, she could rise up and get the hell away from Jared. Get back to the sanctuary of her house. Back to her children. That thought expanded in her chest until she couldn’t take another breath.  
 
    That was her motivation now. 
 
    Not gaining Jared’s fucking approval, not her own self-pity and not Jason—but Billy and Lucy. They needed her and for that reason, Sophie had to concentrate. She had to get through this, and until the chance to run presented itself, she’d have to do whatever she had to do to survive. 
 
    “You’re quiet, little girl.” 
 
    Jared’s voice woke her from her self-imposed stupor and she blinked up to find another spoonful of food waiting. Accepting it, Sophie pushed the mush south as quickly as she could. There was barely anything to chew now the cereal had collapsed into the milk. 
 
    “I’m concentrating on eating like you asked me, Daddy,” she replied after the mouthful was gone. 
 
    His gaze drilled into her, scrutinizing her responses until Sophie’s cheeks flamed afresh. “I’m very pleased to hear it,” he replied, already organizing the next spoon for her. “Daddy likes a good, obedient little girl.” 
 
    Sophie bit back a groan as the spoon approached her mouth. Gazing fleetingly at the bowl, there were probably at least another three mouthfuls to go before the breakfast ordeal would be over, and as she parted her lips, she began to wonder how she was ever going to endure it. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Sophie was just finishing up her final mouthful when he received the text. Glancing down at his phone, Jared read the message quickly. 
 
    I’m here. Are you going to let me the fuck in? 
 
    Jared rolled his eyes at Daniel’s text. It was just like his old friend to be so polite, but Jared supposed he couldn’t blame him. Jared had already removed the doorbell. He had no wish to be disturbed now that his little girl had arrived.  
 
    Glancing back to Sophie, Jared found her large brown orbs on him. Clearly, she was waiting for an explanation. One he had no intention of offering her.  
 
    “Good girl,” he said, rising to tower over Sophie. “You sit tight whilst Daddy answers the door.” 
 
    That sent her into a spin, her wrists pulling hard at the pink cuffs while her head turned to follow his departure from the room.  
 
    “The door, Daddy?” she cried out, but Jared only smiled as he closed the kitchen door behind him.  
 
    He needed to keep the house warm for her and anyhow, Sophie had no need to see or hear what was going on. Hadn’t he already told her that Daniel was going to pop in and give her a once over this morning? The answer was that he had, though after all the scorching sex they’d enjoyed in the interim, it was possible she’d just forgotten. 
 
    Pacing to the front door, Jared eased back the bolt at the top of the frame, before retrieving the keys from his pocket and releasing the two other locks that secured the door. Jared pulled it open to find Daniel’s irritated scowl waiting for him. 
 
    “About bloody time,” he snapped while he barged past Jared, bag in hand. “It’s freezing.” 
 
    Jared shook his head at Daniel’s melodramatic performance. “Try putting on some layers?” he suggested as he closed the door and began the process of locking them back in. 
 
    “It’s like Fort Knox in here,” Daniel said with a laugh. 
 
    Jared nodded. Right. It was. “I just need to make sure everything that belongs to me stays where it’s supposed to be.”  
 
    He was smirking as he pushed the key back into his pocket, his thoughts turning back to Sophie on instinct. A picture of her bound and clamped body popped into his mind, thickening his cock in an instant. 
 
    “And that means taking the appropriate measures.” 
 
    “Of course,” Daniel replied with a grin. “And how is your guest doing this morning?” 
 
    Jared checked the watch at his wrist. Was it still morning? At nearly eleven, he supposed it still was, though there was no doubt his and Sophie’s late bedtime had thrown his body clock out of sync a little. 
 
    “That’s for you to confirm,” he told Daniel, gesturing for him to follow. “But she seems fine.” 
 
    Very fine, actually. 
 
    “Getting her into a routine, are we?” Daniel’s dark blond eyebrow rose at his quip and Jared sniggered. 
 
    “Something like that. She’s in the kitchen.” He paused, allowing Daniel to go ahead. 
 
    Daniel knew Jared’s house well enough to navigate without direction and Jared watched as he pushed the kitchen door open, his gaze falling immediately to Sophie. 
 
    Daniel glanced back at him, shaking his head slowly. “You’re one sick fuck. You know that, don’t you?” 
 
    Jared laughed, the sound reverberating around the shadowy hall as he made his way to join Daniel in the warmth of the kitchen. “Perhaps,” he answered, closing the door before his gaze also fell to Sophie. 
 
    Her eyes were like saucers as she took in the look of Daniel, her hands balling into fists where the cuffs held them in place. 
 
    “You remember Daniel, don’t you, Sophie?” Jared asked, moving toward her. 
 
    She sucked her lower lip between her teeth, eyeing them both with obvious trepidation. “Yes, D-daddy.” 
 
    It seemed as though she was having trouble addressing him correctly in front of company and the thought amused Jared. There would be no mitigation for that now. Sophie knew what he expected. 
 
    “Good.” He stroked her collarbone as Daniel placed the bag he’d been carrying on the chair Jared had vacated. “He’s going to check you over after all your excitement yesterday.” 
 
    Daniel pulled out his stethoscope. “How are you today, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie’s breath caught at the question, her gaze flitting back to Jared. His cock strained at the expression on her face. She was looking to him for approval—wanting to know how to respond—and that fact alone made him hard. 
 
    “Answer, please, little girl.” Jared folded his arms over his chest, demonstrating his displeasure at her hesitation and it was enough to startle her. 
 
    “I-I don’t know,” she stammered. “Okay, I think.” 
 
    “Sir.” Jared raised an eyebrow while he corrected her and Sophie flushed further. 
 
    The gesture was absolutely fucking beautiful. 
 
    She swallowed, her gaze darting from Daniel before returning to Jared. In her eyes, she attempted to implore Jared. Evidently, she wanted to call Daniel sir even less than she wanted to call him Daddy, but that was tough. This was no longer about what Sophie wanted. 
 
    It was about what she needed and how Jared was going to deliver it. 
 
    “Okay, I think, sir.” Sophie mumbled the words into her bib in the end, her cheeks burning a fetching shade of crimson. 
 
    Daniel nodded, but his grin told Jared just how much he’d enjoyed Sophie’s supplication, as well. He threw the stethoscope around his neck, taking a step in her direction. 
 
    “I love the bib,” he commented with a chuckle before he turned to Jared. “But it’s going to have to go, I’m afraid. I can’t listen to her chest properly with it there.” 
 
    Jared tapped his foot against the tiles. “So, listen beneath it then,” he quipped. “Isn’t that what you’d normally do.” 
 
    Daniel’s lips curled. “I could put the scope underneath, but I’m afraid I might disturb these wonderful clamps in the process.” 
 
    Jared laughed again. “That’s a chance I am personally willing to take. Sophie still has her milk to drink, and the bib doesn’t come off until breakfast is over.” 
 
    “It’s your show,” Daniel said with a smile. “I’ll work around the bib.” 
 
    Falling to his knees in front of Sophie, he grasped the end of the stethoscope in his hand, before reaching for the bib covering her chest. She recoiled against the hard back of the chair, trying to avoid Daniel’s touch, but naturally, there was nowhere for her to go. Daniel lifted the side of the fabric, pulling it a couple of inches so that he could slide the end of the scope underneath. Of course, the inevitable consequence of the deed was that Daniel lifted the clamps, pulling them cruelly against her tender tits and Sophie squealed as the pain registered. 
 
    “Shhh.” Daniel’s tone was curt. “I need to listen.” 
 
    Jared took a step closer. “Do as you’re told, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie glanced up at Jared with large, anxious eyes, the hurt of the clamps written all over her face and instinctively, Jared wanted to bury his growing erection back down the length of her throat. 
 
    Daniel shifted the scope, listening intently while Sophie’s gaze lowered from Jared’s hard expression. “Everything seems fine,” he agreed, pulling the ends of the stethoscope from his ears and discarding it beside the bowls on the table. “Any other side effects from the sedative?” 
 
    He asked the question to Sophie directly as he finally reduced the tension on the clamps and let the bib fall back to her flesh.  
 
    “I-I don’t think so. Sir.” 
 
    Daniel lifted his head to address Jared. “Were there any?” 
 
    Jared shook his head. “She had a headache and was thirsty when she first woke up, but no. I think she’s okay. Fancy a quick one while you’re here?” 
 
    Daniel’s brow rose at the offer. “Sounds good,” he concluded. “I’ll put the kettle on whilst you help Sophie finish up.” 
 
    The two men exchanged amused glances before Daniel stalked over to the kettle and Jared placed the bag on the floor, before resuming his place at the chair. Lifting the glass of milk from the table, he waved it under Sophie’s nose. 
 
    “Open up now.” 
 
    Her chest rose rapidly at the instruction, but her lips parted and slowly, Jared tipped the milk into her mouth. He gave her just enough, watching her swallow it down before he helped her to take more. Sophie was quiet while she accepted the drink, though her expression told him it probably wouldn’t be her beverage of choice.  
 
    “You love it, don’t you?” Daniel’s question interrupted Jared’s focus, and he lifted the glass away from Sophie’s lips before he glanced back to his friend. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You fucking well know what!” Daniel answered with a snort. “All this Daddy shit. This doing everything for her.” 
 
    Jared grinned in response. “You know I do, and the best thing is, little Sophie loves it, too.” 
 
    “Does she?” Daniel fired the question at him while he arranged cups on the counter. “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “Her cunt says she does.” Jared licked his lips, the memory of Sophie’s pussy bolstering his already burgeoning arousal. “She’s constantly hot and bothered for me, aren’t you, little girl?” 
 
    He turned back to Sophie, his gaze devouring her flushed face and the way the clamps still held her nipples in place. She was delectable. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” She pushed the words out in one long rush of air, her gaze apparently unable to meet either man’s. 
 
    “I’m not sure that’s the same as consent,” Daniel mused, pouring the boiling water into the cups. “But still.” 
 
    Jared lifted the glass again, helping Sophie to drain more of the milk. “It’s a little late for a crisis of conscience, Doctor.” 
 
    Daniel snorted, carrying the cups over toward the table. Placing them down, he came to stand next to Sophie’s chair. “You’re right on that score. I’m part of this circus now, whether I like it or not.” 
 
    Jared tipped the remainder of the milk into Sophie’s throat, watching proudly as she swallowed it down. In the end, she had taken all of her breakfast with little in the way of complaint. 
 
    “That’s right,” he told Daniel as he placed the glass down on the table beside him. “You are.” 
 
    Jared lifted his head to focus on Daniel’s face. “And you know I don’t usually share well, but for you mate, I’ll make an exception.” 
 
    Daniel’s grin widened. “Tell me more.” 
 
    “Well, it’s about time I fucked Sophie again. Do you care to join me?” 
 
    Jared noticed the look of shock and horror on his little girl’s face at his question, but he ignored it, choosing to focus only on Daniel. 
 
    “Oh, I would love to,” he said, oozing understandable enthusiasm for the prospect. “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    Jared turned back to Sophie. Her face had blanched into a whiter shade of pale. “D-daddy?” 
 
    Jared pressed his index finger to her lips. “Shhh,” he reminded her. “Little girls do not interrupt when the men are speaking.” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath, her eyes fluttering at the admonishment, yet she obeyed, and he watched while Sophie pressed her lips into a hard line. Apparently, she didn’t like the order, but she had at least complied and her obedience was starting to make Jared heady. 
 
    “I’m thinking we take her upstairs, bind her and take both ends at the same time.” Jared smiled at the prospect he described. “Plus, I have to get her new butt plug into place, too.” 
 
    He turned to Daniel. “You can help.” 
 
    Sophie gasped, an audible sound that drew both of the men’s attention, but Daniel only clapped his hands together.  
 
    “Gladly,” he agreed with glee. “I have a couple of hours before I’m back on duty.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Panic was making it difficult to think straight. In fact, the urgency swelling in Sophie’s chest was so consuming it was almost becoming difficult to hear the sound of her pounding heart.  
 
    Both of them? 
 
    Jared had just given the other one, Daniel, permission to fuck her, too—at the same time as Jared, no less—as though Jared even had that right in the first place. Sophie had rarely even contemplated being fucked by two men at the same time and as she dragged her gaze over them both, she decided then and there that there was no way she could manage. She’d never be able to cope. They were both huge. Too tall, too big and if Jared was anything to go by, too damn large for her. Sophie’s body just wasn’t designed for such debauchery. 
 
    Jared was working on the cuffs which secured her to the chair, his attention at the buckles while he and Daniel chatted. It was like she wasn’t there at all. A thing to be tied down and clamped, but not to be involved in any of the conversations. The thought riled Sophie, gnawing at her insides, though even as her irritation rose, she knew the objectification also had her worked up for other reasons. On some perverse level, she liked it. She wanted to be ignored unless they were enjoying her, using her, fucking her—but—wait, that didn’t make sense. 
 
    None of it did. 
 
    “Up you get then.” 
 
    Sophie lifted her chin to find Jared gazing down at her, one large palm thrust out in her direction. She raised her arms, thrilled that they were finally free, although the cuffs still sat snugly at her wrists as she gripped onto Jared’s hand. 
 
    “Those clamps look like they’re hurting.” Daniel grinned while he appraised her and all of a sudden, both were focused solely on her chest. 
 
    “I’m sure they are,” agreed Jared. 
 
    He reached behind her neck and untied the bib, allowing the thing to fall free at her chest. Even though the thing weighed barely anything, the motion provoked another sharp pain from Sophie’s nipples and she shrieked at the intensity of it. 
 
    “Time to remove them then, little girl?”  
 
    Sophie met Jared’s smirking expression with wide eyes. “Yes, Daddy. Please.” 
 
    “Hands down,” he told her, “but no touching that pussy, baby. That belongs to me.” 
 
    She blushed at the statement, her gaze flitting to the grinning Daniel as she complied with Jared’s command, and it was at that moment, when her attention was elsewhere, that Jared leaned forward and simultaneously removed both clamps. Acute pain flooded her brain as the sensitive tissue was freed and blood rushed back to her nipples. Sophie drew in a shaky breath in response. She had known it would hurt when the damn things were removed, but somehow, she’d forgotten just how stinging the pain would be. 
 
    “Well done, Sophie,” Daniel praised as he lifted his hand and stroked her shoulder. “I bet that hurt like a bitch.” 
 
    Sophie swallowed back on the first retort that came to mind, her gaze shifting between the two powerful-looking men who loomed over her. Not only were they both taller and physically stronger than her, but they were also free, while she remained bound at the ankles. 
 
    “Take her upstairs.” Jared spoke to Daniel directly. “To the room I decorated for her. I’ll be up in a few.” 
 
    Daniel smiled. “You trust me with her, then?” 
 
    “Shouldn’t I?” Jared shot him a fierce glare. “We’re practically family, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Of course we are,” Daniel confirmed. “The closest thing I ever had to a brother.” 
 
    Jared’s lips curled. “Right. So, I trust you. Just take her up there and get her arms bound behind her back again. You can use the mechanism on the cuffs.” 
 
    He reached for Sophie’s left wrist, lifting it for Daniel to see. 
 
    “Okay,” Daniel replied, his attention shifting back to her heated cheeks. “I’ll get her ready.” 
 
    “Carry her over your shoulder,” Jared suggested as he piled the spoons into the bowls and carried the dirty crockery over to the sink. “She can just about hobble in the ankle cuffs, but while it’s fun to watch, it’ll take forever to get her up there, and it’s not very safe.” 
 
    Daniel nodded, eyeing the chain between Sophie’s feet. 
 
    “And don’t even think about fucking her.” Jared’s tone was playful but even Sophie could hear the edge in his voice. He meant it. There was no doubt about that. “At least not until I get there.” 
 
    “Got it.” Daniel moved in front of her, his blue eyes sparkling with malicious intent, and for one moment, Sophie thought about escape again. 
 
    She glanced nervously toward the door, contemplating how fast she could shuffle in its direction, but of course, that kind of concept was futile. Sophie had run yesterday and it had only landed her in more trouble. She wasn’t sure she could deal with being punished by both of them as well as everything else. 
 
    “Come on then…” Daniel waited for Sophie’s gaze to fall over him again. “Let’s go, little girl.” 
 
    He reached for her thighs, lifting her with apparent ease before throwing her up and over his shoulder in the same way Jared had done numerous times before. Sophie went with a gasp, tensing as Daniel’s hand grasped at her arse. 
 
    “See,” said Jared with a laugh. “I knew you’d get into it, too, Daniel.” 
 
    Daniel returned his sentiment, chuckling while he spun around to reply. “I think not,” he told Jared. “But there’s no doubt I’m happy to borrow her for an hour or so.” 
 
    He turned again, stalking away and entering the cooler confines of the hallway. Reaching the foot of the stairs, Daniel took them what seemed like two at a time before stalking up to the landing. He definitely seemed to know his way around Jared’s place. 
 
    “So, this must be your room?” Daniel paused outside a door, but from her upside-down position Sophie couldn’t tell if they’d come to the right room or not. 
 
    “I-I don’t know. Sir.” She clenched her pussy at the address, grateful that Daniel couldn’t see her face for once. 
 
    Sophie had always fantasized about being compelled to call men sir, yet after a day of the Daddy shit with Jared, she couldn’t decide which was the more denigrating. 
 
    They went inside and all at once, Sophie’s senses were filled with pink. Pink paint at the walls, pink curtains hanging from the windows and naturally, the God-awful fuchsia carpet at the floor. 
 
    “Wow.” Daniel’s feet halted. “It sure is pink in here.” 
 
    She actually smiled at that, her eyes blinking as he set her back on her feet. 
 
    “Turn around.”  
 
    It was only two words, yet the glower on Daniel’s face ensured Sophie’s smile evaporated and her feet moved, spinning so her back was to him.  
 
    Sophie still wasn’t used to being naked in front of Jared, let alone Daniel, and now that she couldn’t see him, she was even more vulnerable. 
 
    “Arms behind your back, Sophie.” Daniel sounded exasperated. “Come on, you heard Jared.” 
 
    With a sigh, Sophie complied and as soon as her arms slid to the small of her back, Daniel’s large hands grabbed one cuff, connecting them together in a heartbeat. 
 
    “Now, let’s look at you.” 
 
    She shuffled back, coming to stand in front of him. Sophie’s breasts still ached like crazy from the place the clamps had ravaged them, and now the bondage was forcing them out in Daniel’s direction. He smiled, reaching instinctively for her and massaging the aching mounds. 
 
    “You are so hot, Sophie.” Daniel took a step toward her. “I might not be into all this Daddy crap like Jared, but I’m not blind to what he’s trying to achieve with you. You’re wonderful.” 
 
    Sophie craned her head, catching the dark glint in his eyes. Daniel wanted her. That much was undeniable and the way moisture was pooling between her legs, it seemed the lust was reciprocated. She swallowed as that realization washed over her. 
 
    What the fuck was wrong with her? 
 
    She’d had more sex in the last day than she had in most months, yet somehow, standing in bondage in front of Daniel, all Sophie could think about was being fucked again. Being fucked by Daniel. About the size and shape of his cock. About how he’d feel when it thrust into her. How he’d taste.  
 
    She inhaled while those questions lingered. 
 
    “Thank you, sir.” That was easier to say than she’d imagined and Daniel’s lips curled at the response. 
 
    “I’m going to enjoy fucking you, Sophie,” he told her in a whispered tone. “I can’t wait to have your mouth around my crown, or the lips of your cunt. I don’t mind which.” 
 
    Daniel held her gaze while he spoke, his gaze brimming with desire, and for the life of her, Sophie couldn’t look away. She was enthralled. Captivated by the man almost as much as Jared. As though her captor had read her mind, he appeared in the doorway a moment later, closing the distance between them in just a few long strides. 
 
    “What are you two up to?” he growled. 
 
    Daniel turned, greeting his friend with a smile. “Nothing to worry about, Jared,” he told him. “I was just warming her up for you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared’s cock strained against his pants as he sauntered into the room. He wanted Sophie again, but this time he was going to share her—to show her off to his oldest friend, Daniel—and for whatever reason that thought excited him exponentially. 
 
    “So long as that’s all you’re doing,” he mused, coming to stand beside them. 
 
    Jared reached for Sophie. Daniel had bound her wrists behind her back as he’d suggested, and the look of her tits jutting out in front of her ratcheted up his arousal by about twenty times. But before he could indulge in her sweet sex again, there was one important job that needed his attention. 
 
    “I want you kneeling over the bed.” Jared glowered as he gave the order, and the way she inhaled assured him that Sophie had heard. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” She turned, hobbling toward the pink covers before falling to her knees and shuffling into position. 
 
    “Very nice.” Daniel beamed beside him. 
 
    “Yes, she is,” Jared agreed. “But Sophie isn’t just there for our viewing pleasure. I need to get that pretty little butt plug into place.” 
 
    There was a desperate whimper from Sophie at that, the response curling Jared’s lips. 
 
    “Perhaps you can go and sit by her, mate?” he suggested to Daniel. “Use some of that incredible bedside manner of yours?” 
 
    Daniel chuckled. “Sure,” he replied, already strolling toward the bed.  
 
    Taking a seat by Sophie’s head, he gazed down at her, stroking her shoulder softly. A spike of envy sparked in Jared’s chest, but he fought to push the emotion away. This was Daniel—a man he trusted implicitly—and one who was only acting on Jared’s own suggestion. 
 
    “It’s okay, Sophie.” Daniel’s tone was little more than a murmur. “I’m sure Jared has lots of nice lube to get you ready.” 
 
    “I do.” Jared was grinning when he stalked to the dresser, finding both the plug and the lube he required. He pulled the three-inch plug from its packaging, holding the thing up in the air for his friend to see. It was the smallest on the market, and the part which would be revealed between Sophie’s cheeks was jeweled, the light reflecting from it at various angles. 
 
    Jared turned and headed in the direction of his little girl. Lowering to his knees, he edged her knees wider before pumping some lubricant onto his fingers. “Just try and relax, Sophie.” 
 
    She sniffled at his words, her head turning in Daniel’s direction. “I-I don’t know how, Daddy.” 
 
    “Nice deep breaths,” Daniel informed her. “Let Jared get you moist and ready and then he can start with his fingers.” 
 
    Jared laughed. “Hey, who’s running this show?” 
 
    Daniel shot him a playful glare. “You asked me to participate,” Daniel reminded him. “I’m just offering some reassurance.” 
 
    Jared rolled his eyes. “Naturally.” 
 
      
 
    Easing her cheeks apart, his breathing accelerated as his lubricated fingertip circled her tight little rose bud. Fuck, Sophie was hot, and Jared absolutely could not wait until he got to claim that arse for himself. 
 
    “Where’s that deep breath for me?” 
 
    Sophie panted as though he’d demanded it. “I’m trying, Daddy.” 
 
    She inhaled with a shaky breath, her eyes fluttering while Daniel eased the loose strands of hair from her face. On her second exhalation, Jared slid his finger into her. Sophie mewled, her hands fisting under the cuffs as he took possession of her virgin hole. Jared’s already excited cock swelled when she clamped down around the digit, and instinctively, his attention shifted to Daniel. 
 
    “She’s so fucking tight.” 
 
    “Of course,” Daniel chortled. “Add some more lube and press on. The sooner you get her used to it, the faster she’ll enjoy being fucked there.” 
 
    Jared smiled at his friend’s verdict. Daniel was right. He smoothed more lubricant over his finger and pumped in and out of her at a faster rate.  Sophie moaned, her breathing quickening and the muscles of her legs and behind tensing all at once, as though she were trying to throw him out. But that was futile. Jared was reveling in the sensation of her hot, tight channel, and he couldn’t wait to see it adorned with the plug. 
 
    “Lube the plug up for me, will you?” Jared threw the tube of lubricant in Daniel’s direction while he gestured toward the lucky implement which would soon be shoved inside his little girl. 
 
    Daniel grinned, reaching for the plug before he obliged Jared. Jared pressed into her a little further, nodding as his friend smothered the pink plastic in lube. 
 
    “The plug is going to be a little wider, baby.” Jared leaned closer to Sophie. “Not much, but a little, so I’ll need you to be brave when you take those deep breaths.” 
 
    Sophie’s stare was fixed on him, her eyes large and anxious. “Please, Daddy.” 
 
    Fuck, she was so sexy when she pleaded. 
 
    “Please, don’t make me wear it.” 
 
    Jared smiled at her. “You’re wearing it, little girl, so I suggest you do as I say and make it easier on yourself.” 
 
    She bit her lip, the gesture breaking what looked like a sullen pout which had decorated her face.  
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    Sophie pulled a breath in. “I-I don’t know.” 
 
    Daniel laughed. “She’s ready,” he determined, his hand tightening around her blonde pigtails. “Get the thing in her so we can all have some fun.” 
 
    Jared rolled his eyes again at Daniel’s impatience. “You can’t rush these things,” he told Daniel. “This is Sophie’s first time. Isn’t that right, Sophie?” He eased his finger out of her, swatting both of her cheeks for good measure.  
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Right, so time to make Daddy proud. Show me another deep breath.” 
 
    A strangled noise escaped her lips, but she complied and Jared took a moment to watch as she obeyed.  
 
    “Good. And once more, little girl.” His gaze flitted to Daniel as he took the plug from him. The thing was so well-lubed it was almost impossible to hold. Jared spread her left cheek, angling the head of the plug at the place his finger had been. 
 
    Predictably, Sophie’s body tensed when the plug pressed against her.  
 
    “Relax, Sophie.” It was Daniel’s purring tone that chastised her, and Jared watched while Sophie fought to comply. 
 
    He eased the plug into position as she exhaled, guiding it slowly into place while she struggled and panted over the bed. 
 
    “Daddy!” she gasped, her muscles trying to reject the intrusion. “Please, no.” 
 
    Daniel’s fist held her head steady. “It will be over in a moment,” he told her. “Just keep breathing.” 
 
    And of course, Daniel was right. At only three inches in length and with the copious amount of lubrication in place, the plug didn’t take long to pop into place, the gasp that left Sophie’s lips when it did nearly causing an early eruption. 
 
    “Oh God!” 
 
    Jared smiled, inhaling to compose himself. “Well done, baby.” 
 
    He patted her arse gently. “You’re all plugged and pretty now. Take a look, Daniel.” 
 
    Daniel rose from his place and towered over Jared. His smile broke into a wide grin as he assessed the gleaming jewel now lodged between her cheeks. “Now, that is hot.” 
 
    And Jared could only agree. 
 
    It was super sexy. 
 
    “How is it, Sophie?” 
 
    He noticed the way her eyes widened at his query. “Strange, Daddy,” she squeaked. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” Daniel asked. 
 
    Sophie shook her head. “No, sir. It’s just…” 
 
    Jared tilted his head at her hesitation. “What, baby?” 
 
    She glanced up at him. “I feel full.” 
 
    Jared laughed. He bet that she did. “On your knees now, Sophie.” 
 
    She rose onto her knees, shuffling around to face them both. 
 
    “Good girl.” He wanted to praise her. Sophie had taken the plug well for her first time. “Hobble onto the rug for us. It’s time to play.” 
 
    She blinked in his direction for a moment, but there was no query in her eyes, and when she shuffled into position and turned to nod at Jared, he was only aware of one emotion burning in her gaze. 
 
    Lust. 
 
    Pure, unbridled lust, and Jared’s eyes widened with the realization. 
 
    He’d got a sense that Sophie was even more passionate than she’d let on during their online chats. Dirtier; more carnal than she cared to admit, but even the last twenty-four hours hadn’t convinced Jared that she’d be so willing to participate in this impromptu threesome. Christ knows he was pleased to see the desire etched in her features, and ignoring the spike of envy that threatened to rise at the thought that she craved Daniel, as well as him, Jared grinned while Sophie lowered to the carpet below. 
 
    “I have to hand it to you.” Daniel’s voice was rasping with obvious need. “She is absolutely fucking gorgeous.” 
 
    Jared ran his tongue over his lower lip, pride swelling in his chest. Even though it didn’t make any sense to be proud of Sophie. She wasn’t truly his—not yet. Maybe one day she would be. Perhaps in the future she’d be as enthralled with Jared as he was with her, but while he reveled in her position and the power he had over her, Jared wasn’t a fool. He knew she would bolt and be out of the door as fast as her pretty little legs would carry her if she were given half the chance. Jared was well aware that he hadn’t climbed inside her head yet. Not really. Not to the point where she ate, slept and breathed him. 
 
    And that’s what Jared wanted. 
 
    He yearned to be the oxygen Sophie needed to survive. 
 
    The very reason she opened her eyes in the morning, and the final thing she thought about before she closed them again at night. 
 
    “You’re right.” Jared reached for his zipper, lowering the metal to reveal his engorged cock. “And she’s not only gorgeous, but good with her mouth and a fast learner.” 
 
    Daniel beamed at that. “Fabulous.” 
 
    He gestured toward Jared. “After you.” 
 
    Jared grabbed at her pigtails and yanked Sophie in his direction. His cock swelled at the way her lips parted before he even had to ask and he impaled her with his long shaft, forcing it straight down her throat. Sophie blinked up at him, panic blooming in her eyes, but Jared didn’t pull away. Instead he held her there, gagging around his cock for a moment longer, lust tightening in his balls at the power they had over Sophie. Naked and with her wrists behind her, Sophie was powerless to resist the intrusion of his cock, and even though Jared knew she could breathe well enough through her nostrils, her discomfort at his performance was more than evident. And it was intoxicating. Her displeasure only helping to ramp up his desire until he finally pulled away. 
 
    Sophie gasped, but only for a few seconds before Jared lunged back into her hot, wet mouth again. This time he made short, insistent thrusts between her lips, yet still he held on to her with the beribboned pigtails clutched in each hand. 
 
    “How’s her gag reflex?” Daniel freed his erection with the question, fisting it while he waited for Jared’s response. 
 
    The tip of Jared’s cock grazed the back of Sophie’s throat again, eliciting her usual spluttering reaction, but he held her tight. “Improving,” he growled. “Improving each and every time I fuck her face.” 
 
    Daniel smiled at Jared’s answer. “Perfect.” He shifted, angling his cock in Sophie’s direction. “May I try?” 
 
    Jared eased from her mouth and paced behind Sophie. Holding a fistful of both pigtails, he restrained her head so that Daniel could take his place, and they both towered over Sophie’s kneeling form while Daniel plunged between her lips. Sophie groaned at the newest intrusion, but the pressure of Jared’s fist in her hair kept her exactly where she needed to be for Daniel to take his fill. 
 
    “Oh fuck.” Daniel’s eyes squeezed closed. “That’s it, Sophie. Take all of me.” 
 
    Jared’s lips curled at Daniel’s breathy response. Somehow, it was reassuring to know he wasn’t the only one captivated by the little girl, and watching the two of them, it was obvious that Sophie drove Daniel wild with passion. Just like she did to him. Daniel’s cock pumped in and out of her mouth, claiming it over and over, her bound body pinioned between the looming bodies of both men. 
 
    “I need her cunt again.” Jared snarled the words in Daniel’s direction, their gazes locking for a moment before his friend gradually withdrew from her throat. 
 
    Sophie gasped, but Jared’s grasp meant there was nowhere for her to go. She was forced to kneel there, precum and saliva decorating her chin while the men planned their next move. 
 
    “Fine.” Daniel fisted his cock as he took a step back. “On the floor then. That way we can both take our fill.” 
 
    Jared grinned. He liked the sound of that. Gazing down at Sophie’s face, he finally released the pressure on her pigtails. “What do you think, little girl?” 
 
    He rounded her body to regard her properly. “Would you like Daddy’s cock in that sweet little pussy while Daniel claims your mouth again?” 
 
    Sophie’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her eyes fluttering at the questions. The hedonism still sparkled in her eyes, but there was some reticence there now, too. A consequence of the face-fucking Sophie had already received—a reminder of the reality Jared inferred. Her chin lifted while her eyes flitted between Jared and Daniel.  
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered. “I think I’d like that.” 
 
    Jared dropped to his haunches in front of her. “Would you?”  
 
    His eyebrow arched at the question. Jared could tell Sophie’s head was spinning from the forced blow jobs and her audacious response had frankly surprised him. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her gaze lowered. “Is that okay?” 
 
    Jared reached for her, propping his finger under her chin and compelling her to meet his gaze once more. “Are you sure, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes widened at the query, and Jared could understand that reaction. It wasn’t like she’d had much of a choice about anything else up until this point. She was probably wondering why Jared was offering her one now, and in fairness, it was a good question. It had been his idea to initiate the threesome, after all. Why now, was he so concerned with Sophie’s well-being and choices? 
 
    “I-I think so, Daddy.” 
 
    Daniel moved toward her, stroking the side of her hair. “I can be gentle,” he suggested as they both turned to look up at him. “If that’s what you’d prefer.” 
 
    A fresh blush rose at Sophie’s face. “Thank you, sir.” Her voice was so quiet now that Jared almost had to strain to hear it. “But I actually quite like it rough.” 
 
    Jared laughed at the admission and unthinkingly, he leaned in to capture his little girl’s mouth. “Is that a fact, Sophie?” 
 
    She flushed, eyeing Jared while he drew away. “I think so. Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared was still chuckling as he lifted his face toward Daniel. “There you are,” he told him. “You have it from the girl herself. She doesn’t want you to go easy on her, Daniel. She likes it rough, and hard and fast.” 
 
    Daniel smirked at him. “Is that right, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie swallowed as she met Daniel’s eyes. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “And you’d like us both?” 
 
    She pulled her lip between her white teeth. Clearly, the idea of having to admit these things out loud was sending little Sophie into something of a tizzy.  “P-please.” 
 
    Daniel shrugged, watching as Jared rose to his full height again. “Looks like we’d better give the lady what she wants, Jared.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    What was going on? What precisely was Sophie thinking? It was one thing being taken to this place without her consent, being tied and fed, and watched every second of the night and day, but it was quite another thing to want to take part in the carnal acts Jared and Daniel had planned for her. And another thing again to go ahead and admit those things to them both. Sophie’s head spun with the reality of the things she had just conceded. Telling them both that she wanted it rough was singly the most foolish and reckless thing she’d ever done. 
 
    There was no doubt about it. 
 
    “I concur.” Jared’s voice vibrated over Sophie. “It’s only right to give her what she needs, but I do think she could ask us properly.” 
 
    Sophie lifted her chin, gazing up at their brooding expressions. Both of their large, impressive cocks were in their right hands and both looked desperate to be satisfied. 
 
    “What do you think, Sophie?” Daniel’s brow rose. “Can you ask us nicely?” 
 
    She shifted on her aching knees. Sophie seemed to have spent the whole time either tied to a bed or chair or forced onto her knees, and the pressure was starting to show.  
 
    “Of course she can,” Jared interrupted before she even had a chance to reply. “My little girl’s very good at begging. Aren’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    Jared’s demanding tone hung in the air between them while Sophie twisted her head to look up at him.  
 
    “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s free hand rose to his hip. “So, show our guest.” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a deep breath, flexing her fingers still caught in the small of her back by the cuffs. “Please may I have both of your cocks, Daddy?” 
 
    Her attention darted from Jared to Daniel again and the whole time, Sophie could feel her face flaming with embarrassment at the things she was compelled to ask for, but there was nothing to be done about it. Jared was going to make her beg. She knew that for certain, and to top it all, Sophie could tell how soaked her slit had become as the words escaped her. She relished being humbled this way whether she liked to admit it or not. 
 
    “What do you think, Daniel?” Jared’s tone was unimpressed. “Was that good enough?” 
 
    Daniel sniggered. “Hardly,” he replied. “Why don’t you try again, Sophie?” 
 
    “Please.” And this time it really did feel like she was begging. There was a real air of desperation in Sophie’s tone. A desperation that spoke of her physical discomfort, her shame and the suffocating arousal that was consuming her and threatening to swallow her up altogether. “Please may I have you both?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fluttered closed when the question left her lips, but it was done. She’d said it. She’d asked them both out loud. 
 
    “How did you want us, Sophie?” Daniel’s voice was louder than she remembered, and as Sophie opened her eyes she realized Daniel was crouching down to join her, his face lit with his excited smile. “How do you want to be fucked?” 
 
    Her gaze shot to Jared like an instinctive response. Ever since Jared had first claimed her yesterday, he had made it more than clear that he was now in charge of her body—of her pleasure—and it was disconcerting to suddenly be making any decisions. It was like Sophie had been stripped of all that responsibility. She didn’t have to think about what to wear, or to eat, or when to sleep. Jared made those choices for her now. And while a part of her hated him for that control, another part, it seemed, was secretly reassured by it. 
 
    “Sophie will take whatever she’s given.” Jared stepped forward at her plaintive gaze and did precisely what Sophie needed him to do.  
 
    He took control again.  
 
    “That’s what she’s being trained to do and that’s what she enjoys.” 
 
    Without another word, Jared was on his knees, too and reaching for her, he pulled Sophie down onto the soft, white rug. She went with a yelp, completely unprepared for the change in tact, but landed without injury in the soft fibers. Her wrists were still bound behind her, and she could hardly move, but she was comfortable enough for now, resting on her back. 
 
    “Fair enough.” Daniel shifted his position to kneel over her face. “I’ll play along with whatever works.” 
 
    Sophie gasped at the sudden proximity to his swollen manhood, her focus darting back to Jared, who grinned at her.  
 
    “Then why don’t you occupy Sophie’s mouth, and I’ll take care of this end?” Jared eyed Sophie wryly while he made the proposal, offering to share her with his friend, although the idea had neither been discussed, nor agreed with her. 
 
    She clenched at that realization, her pussy aching with need. When had she become this wanton whore who needed so much carnality? Had she always been lurking inside Sophie, hiding in the dark corners of her mind and waiting to pounce, or was this side of her something new—something more ominous? Sophie had no answers as the two men edged into position at either side of her body, but as Jared splayed her knees and pulled her ankles as far apart as the chain would allow, she knew one thing was for certain. She was about to be fucked by both of them and she wasn’t even sure she was sorry. 
 
    Jared was between her legs, guiding Sophie’s ankles over his shoulders as his cock nudged at the entrance to her pussy. Instinctively, her knees splayed, permitting him the access he demanded. She might have been more concerned with that and the fact she could barely move her arms at all, except that Daniel’s impressive girth was maneuvering its way toward her mouth at the same time. Jared thrust into her, his cock claiming her pussy even as the butt plug stretched her ass, the force and pressure of the act parting her mouth instinctively. Seizing that opportunity, Daniel lunged between her lips at the same time. 
 
    And then the men began to move. 
 
    Beginning alternately, Jared pumped into her cunt, forcing groans from her throat which were instantly stifled by Daniel’s imposing cock. They lunged into her, one after the other, both men immobilizing Sophie as they took their fill, and for her part, all Sophie could do was respond. She barely recognized the breathy and guttural noises that came from her body anymore. The sounds of her arousal when Jared slammed into her pussy, or the echo of gagging that reverberated around the dizzying pink walls while Daniel claimed her throat. Sophie was lost to it, unaware of everything except the taste, the smell and the sensation of them both. She had never known anything like this before. Out of control and dominated to within an inch of comprehension, Sophie clung on for dear life. Or, at least she would have done if her hands had not been so effectively restricted behind her. 
 
    She could feel the sensation in her fingers beginning to slip away, those tell-tale signs of pins and needles in the digits that should have alarmed her, but Sophie had neither the inclination, nor the energy to react. She could no more have gotten up and liberated her arms than she could have flown from the room, and as the barrage of hedonistic intensity increased, she began to wonder if she even wanted to leave. Maybe this was all she was good for—being here, being bared and being fucked like a common whore in pink ribbons? Wasn’t this exactly what she deserved? After all those years of yearning, the weeks and months of exploring and playing online, wasn’t this the conclusion she’d always secretly sought? Her own complete and humbling depravity. And now she truly had it, the attention of two men who wanted nothing more than to fuck her to within an inch of her life. 
 
    The room was filled up with the breathy pants of Jared and Daniel, their grunts vying for attention amongst Sophie’s own humiliating responses. 
 
    “Fuck, her throat is amazing.” Daniel yanked her head back by the pigtails, forcing Sophie’s gaze back and her mouth wider to receive more of him. 
 
    And she took him all, his balls crashing against her as the crown of his cock grazed the back of her mouth relentlessly. Sophie gagged at the brutal pace, of course. She could hardly help it, but it didn’t slow Daniel down. In fact, quite the contrary, her responses seemed to feed his desire and every choking gasp seemed to make his erection burgeon with evident excitement. Daniel liked the rough sex as much as his friend. 
 
    As much as Sophie did. 
 
    “She. Is. Amazing.” Jared groaned the words, but accentuated each one with a fresh thrust into her sex. “So fucking good.” 
 
    Sophie’s feet were up and over his shoulders, the chain at her feet cast behind his neck and as her eyes fluttered open, she just caught sight of him. Jared’s expression was fierce, his gaze hard and knowing as he took her, and Sophie had no choice at all. 
 
    No choice in the discomfort of the position. No say in the way Jared chose to possess her, or the unyielding rhythm of Daniel’s cock. All she could do was stay there and take it. 
 
    All she could do was receive. 
 
    And somehow, even though there should have been nothing gratifying about the experience, Sophie’s arousal burgeoned. Jared leaned over her bound body, his gaze capturing her attention between Daniel’s lunges as Jared nudged her desperate clit. 
 
    “You love this, don’t you, little girl?” Jared’s voice was as powerful as the organ slamming into her sensitive flesh. 
 
    She blinked at him wildly, hoping her tearing eyes conveyed something of the reply she was not able to vocalize, that yes, she loved it. Even though there was no reason to enjoy this kind of treatment. Even though it was almost certainly the least respectful way she’d ever been fucked—sandwiched between both of their cocks like she was a piece of meat— Sophie couldn’t help herself. 
 
    She did love it. 
 
    She did want it.  
 
    Their possession was so good. And the constant stimulation at her clit so consuming. 
 
    It was crazy, intense and maddening. 
 
    It was everything she’d ever wanted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    The look of pure lust etched into Sophie’s pretty features was awe-inspiring, as was watching her take Daniel’s cock when he barged the organ past her lips, making her gag and choke around him. Her cunt clenched around Jared’s intrusion with each desperate breath, tightening his balls and pushing him harder and faster toward his own frenzied climax. The logical part of his brain knew Sophie wouldn’t be able to take much more. Her arms had to be aching by now, the blood supply severely restricted to her hands, and yet still, he didn’t halt. Ignoring those warnings, Jared pushed on, intentionally impacting her greedy clit with each fresh lunge into her delicious cunt, and the way she gripped his shaft told him it wouldn’t take much for Sophie to topple with him. 
 
    “Fuck, Jared.” 
 
    Jared lifted his gaze just in time to catch the ecstatic expression on Daniel’s face and as he leaned over Sophie’s body, he watched as Daniel deposited his load over Sophie’s open mouth. A spike of arousal soared through Jared at the scene. It was like every schoolboy’s wet dream, watching the woman you wanted lapping up cum from one of your oldest friend’s while you continued to drive into the warmth of her cunt. And the whole time she had no choice but to yield; to take what was given to her; to play the little whore. 
 
    “That was incredible.” Daniel pumped the remainder of his pleasure over Sophie’s parted lips, his fist finally relaxing in her hair. 
 
    Her brown eyes were watery as she glanced back in Jared’s direction. 
 
    “What do you say to Daniel?” Jared grunted the words to her while he made short, insistent thrusts into her pussy. 
 
    He was close. 
 
    So close to coming apart, and he had an idea that hearing Sophie’s whimpering little mewls was going to be enough to push him over the precipice, and if he was lucky, he would drag Sophie down with him. 
 
    “Th-thank you, sir.” Sophie’s voice was hoarse, her throat no doubt battered by the ferocity of Daniel’s cock, but she’d said it and Jared couldn’t help but groan in response. 
 
    “You are welcome, Sophie.” Daniel beamed as he gazed down at her, his eyes no doubt surveying the pattern of cum he’d left over her pretty face. 
 
    “And now, me, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze shot back to Jared, her eyes wide. “D-Daddy?” 
 
    Jared slammed back into her, the force eliciting groans from them both and Sophie lifted her hips to greet the intrusion, her nipples beading wonderfully between them as the pleasure crescendoed. 
 
    “You heard me.” His voice was a low growl. “Beg Daddy for his cum.” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath, her eye lids fluttering at the command. “Pl-please, Daddy,” she stammered. “Please may I have your cum?” 
 
    Jared smirked at her breathy pleas. He wished he could hold back and keep pounding her for a moment longer—anything to elongate the hedonism of this union—the way she was captured by the cuffs, the desperate look in her eyes and his friend’s semen already staining her skin. It was all so fucking perfect. 
 
    But Jared couldn’t. There was no way. No way of holding back from this. 
 
    “Louder, baby.” Jared gritted his teeth, lowering his body over Sophie’s while he ground his hips into her sex. “Scream it. Scream for Daniel. Scream it and let’s see if anyone out there can hear you, little girl.” 
 
    He pressed his palms down into rug, glowering over her as she contemplated his demands. 
 
    “Please, Daddy.” Sophie was screaming now, calling out as though she wanted help—or mercy—though she had no hope of either. “Please give me your cum, Daddy.” 
 
    Those words were Jared’s undoing.  He splintered, his balls contracting until they were painful and then the most powerful orgasm swept him away. Collapsing over her chest, Jared panted at the intensity and all the while, his hips were still moving, crushing her swollen clitoris and pumping cum inside Sophie. 
 
    It took a moment for his sense of consciousness to return, though Jared was still shuddering with the pleasure when he drew away from Sophie. She blinked up at him, the need for her own pleasure still evident in her face, though of course, she didn’t dare to vocalize it. 
 
    “She’s perfect.” Daniel pulled up his zipper with a smile. “I take it all back. I take back every word.” 
 
    Jared smiled, but his gaze never left Sophie. He couldn’t drag his eyes from those soulful, brown orbs. “She is fucking perfect,” he agreed. “The question is, do you think she’s been good enough for an orgasm of her own, or should I keep my little girl wet and wanting?” 
 
    Sophie trembled at the question, blowing out a shaky breath in response. 
 
    Daniel laughed. “Up to you,” he concluded with a shrug. “But I’d get her on her belly soon. She’s bound to have lost the feeling in her hands by now.” 
 
    Jared nodded. Daniel was right, and withdrawing from her body altogether, he and Daniel rolled Sophie onto her tummy. She settled against the rug, her peachy little arse still a little pink from her spanking the night before and her fingers flexing in the small of her back. 
 
    Rising to his feet, Jared tucked his cock back inside his pants. “How are those hands, little girl?” 
 
    “I have pins and needles, Daddy,” Sophie said with a sniffle and she turned her head as best she could in his direction. 
 
    “Stay there for a while then,” Jared concluded. “While Daniel and I finish up downstairs and then I’ll come and deal with you.” 
 
    She flashed him a concerned look. “But D-daddy?” 
 
    The look of surprise in Sophie’s eyes suggested even she couldn’t believe she’d said the words out loud and something about her expression caused Jared to chuckle. She was truly fucking beautiful, especially when she was bound and horny. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Wh-what about me?” 
 
    Daniel stalked toward the bedroom door, laughing. “Seems like the little lady wants some fun of her own, mate. You can hardly blame her. We just had a pretty great time.” 
 
    Jared smiled. He didn’t blame her, but that didn’t mean Sophie was going to get what she wanted. She was his now. And his little girl still had a lot to learn. 
 
    Turning, he wandered the short distance back to where she reclined on the rug and crouched down in front of her face. “You’re going to stay right where you are, little girl.” 
 
    Jared glared down at her, pinioning Sophie with the weight of his stare. “Daddy wants you bound and wet for him, so that’s how you’re going to be.” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip in response. 
 
    “And if I get one sense that you’ve made yourself come whilst I’m downstairs, Daddy is going to be very disappointed.” 
 
    She strained her gaze north to meet his eyes and Jared ensured he arched an eyebrow at her. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He could hear the tension in her voice—the need—it was there for both of the men to hear and it nearly made him hard again. 
 
    “I mean it, little girl,” he said sternly.” I want you desperate for my touch, Sophie and trust me, I will know if you’ve had an orgasm.” 
 
    Sophie nodded into the rug. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He smiled. “Good girl. Now say goodbye to Daniel. Perhaps he’ll come around and give you another dose of medicine soon.” 
 
    Her gaze flitted to Jared’s friend and she even managed to blush. It was quite a sight considering she was still covered in his cum. “Goodbye, sir.” 
 
    Jared turned to see Daniel saluting her effort.  
 
    “Until next time, sweet Sophie,” Daniel murmured. “Until next time.” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Jared followed Daniel down the staircase, pausing in the hallway while his friend checked out his tousled hair in the mirror. Daniel spun on his heel at Jared’s approach, his eyes still sparkling after the recent high. 
 
    “Thanks again for letting me share,” Daniel said with a grin while he patted Jared on the back. 
 
    Jared sniggered. “Well, I thought you deserved something for your time, Doctor. You and Anton really helped me out yesterday.” 
 
    Daniel laughed at his appraisal. “If only my work was always so satisfying,” he concluded with a wry expression. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his car keys before he headed toward the front door. 
 
    “So, any words of wisdom for me?” Jared slipped his hands into his own pockets, assessing his friend’s face. Daniel had always been the quiet one—the sensible one—and Jared was sure he’d never have got caught up in an abduction without his skills of persuasion. He was also certain that Daniel had a view about it all, too. Daniel might have gone along with the plan and even been complicit, but that didn’t mean he approved. Not really. Daniel just had a misguided sense of loyalty where Jared was concerned, and after all of the trauma in his own family, Jared was pretty much all Daniel had left. 
 
    “You’re a big boy, Jared.” Daniel lifted his chin to regard him. “You don’t need any advice from me.” 
 
    “That’s true. But what if I want it?” 
 
    Daniel pressed his lips into a hard line. “Isn’t it a bit late for that?” He gestured toward the staircase. “Aren’t we a little far down this rabbit hole to be worried about a consensus of opinion?” 
 
    Jared shook his head with a smile. “Probably,” he concurred. “But that doesn’t mean I’m not interested in your view.” 
 
    Daniel’s brow rose. “Really? You’ve never genuinely been interested in anyone else’s opinion have you, Jared?” 
 
    Jared snorted. Daniel had a point there. “Not much,” he agreed. “But you and Anton. You’re like brothers to me.” 
 
    The hard glint in Daniel’s eyes softened. “Well, you’ve got what you wanted, mate,” he considered after a moment. “What’s your plan now?” 
 
    “To enjoy her.” Jared’s response was immediate and Daniel burst into laughter at the sound of it. 
 
    “Understandable.” Daniel nodded. “And then?” 
 
    Jared pulled in a breath. “And then I train her up to really be mine.” 
 
    Daniel pulled in a breath. “So, you’re going to keep her then? In spite of her husband? In spite of her kids?” 
 
    A spike of rage rose in Jared, its ferocity taking him by surprise. “Those things are irrelevant now.” 
 
    “Not to Sophie, they’re not.” 
 
    Jared’s stomach clenched at the dose of reality. Trust fucking Daniel to deliver it, too. What the hell had he been thinking asking for his opinion? It’s not like Jared really cared. He’d always done whatever he wanted, regardless of other people’s opinions, and he always would. “Yeah, well. She’ll get used to it.” 
 
    Sophie would have to. 
 
    Daniel looked at him skeptically. “Whatever you think,” he concluded in the end. “Just remember, Anton and I are in it up to our necks for you, Jared.” 
 
    He paused, ensuring his stare drilled into Jared before he continued. “Don’t fuck this thing up.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie stretched out on the rug, naked, bound and helpless. The feeling had returned to her fingers, but her arms ached from being forced into the bondage for so long, and her feet were fast becoming cold. She buried her toes into the long fibers of the rug, edging herself up its length so they could benefit from more of the fibers, but the deed inadvertently stimulated her pulsing clitoris and reflexively, she bit down on the urge to moan. Fuck, that was so good. Sophie might be bound and tired, but she was also fucking horny. Having both Daniel and Jared’s cocks at the same time was irrefutably the dirtiest and most base fuck of her life, but rather than be disgusted with herself, all Sophie could think about was how hot and bothered the deed had left her. Not only was Jared’s cum leaking on her thigh, but she was still aware that Daniel’s was drying on her face. Sophie had been more than just wanton. She’d been completely wild—like a woman possessed. 
 
    “There’s my little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart rate leaped at the sound of Jared’s voice. In the intensity of the memory, she’d not heard him coming up the stairs, yet now here he stood, towering over her again. She twisted her head, trying to catch his eyes. Trying to decide what his gaze told her about Jared’s mood. Did he look merciful and in the mood to allow Sophie the release she so badly craved, or, as she feared, was he just intending to torture her? The thrum of arousal was throbbing inside her core, drumming with need—with desire to be set free—and Sophie didn’t know how long she could go without satiating that desire. 
 
    “Have you been a good girl?”  Jared lowered to his haunches again, his blue gaze assessing. 
 
    She panted at him. “Yes, Daddy. Yes, I have.” 
 
    Jared’s brows knitted while his gaze ran up the length of her body. “But you have moved, haven’t you, little girl?” 
 
    “Have you been rubbing that greedy little clit against your rug?” He shot the accusation at her. 
 
    “No!” The word escaped her lips like an emphatic reflex. “No, Daddy. I swear it! I was just cold and wanted the rug for my toes.” 
 
    Jared met her gaze for a moment, his eyes crawling along Sophie’s body until she could sense him appraising her feet. “Hmmm.” 
 
    “Please.” All of a sudden, it was imperative that Jared heard her—that he understood her. The thought of being left unsatisfied made her want to cry, but worse than that was the thought of pissing him off again. If Jared was angry with her, if he punished her again in some unbearable way, Sophie just didn’t know if she was going to be able to handle it. Not now.  
 
    Not anymore. 
 
    Not when she was this desperate—this close to the edge. 
 
    “Please believe me, Daddy. I swear I didn’t do anything. I didn’t come.” 
 
    Jared’s lips curled and he reached for Sophie, brushing the loose strands of hair from her eyes. “Let’s get you up and see for myself, shall we?” 
 
    She blinked at him, uncertain for a moment what Jared meant, but in one fell swoop, he lunged, tugging at her shoulders and pulling her up onto her knees. Sophie gasped at the change of tact. For so long she had been down on the rug, suffocating in the irritating fibers at her face and forced to bear the ignominy of the exposure and the bondage, and now—just like that—Jared had righted her. Sophie’s head spun as she blinked around the torrid pink hues of the walls, but there wasn’t much time to dwell on the matter. Almost at once, Jared was back with her. He crawled toward her, settling on his knees at her rear before his left arm snaked around her middle and massaged her vulnerable breast. Sophie groaned at the contact. Even now, Jared’s touch was so good. 
 
    Too good. 
 
    Too good to be the caress of her kidnapper. 
 
    Too good for her to resist. 
 
    “Let Daddy see just how wet you are, little girl. Knees apart.” Jared’s free hand tapped at her thigh impatiently, and Sophie inched her stance wider while his fingers pinched her nipple. 
 
    It took him a few seconds to cocoon her body, the hand at her thigh drifting exactly where Sophie had known it would go. His fingers trailed a line over her smooth pussy, the sensation feathery and intense when they brushed over her throbbing clit. 
 
    “Oh God.” Sophie gasped, arching away from Jared and toward that fingertip even though it had already moved on, and was even now pressing down her wet slit. 
 
    Jared chuckled. “That’s a promising start,” he whispered into her right ear. “You’re still so needy for me. Perhaps you have been a good girl, after all?” 
 
    Sophie’s lips parted and she intended to answer him, to defend herself, to reiterate her point that she’d definitely been good, but all coherent lines of argument vanished the moment Jared slid one, and then a second finger into her wet pussy. Her thighs buckled at the intensity of the sensation. Having been so recently filled with Jared’s cock, Sophie was soaked with desire, and yet her need was yet to be sated, and as his fingers pumped in and out of her, it became difficult to take a breath. 
 
    “Is that good, little girl?” Jared’s tone was soft and mocking. 
 
    “Oh fuck.” The words slipped from her mouth, even though Sophie knew Jared didn’t like them. Even though it would likely land her in more trouble. 
 
    Somehow, it was impossible to contain them. 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    She tensed at his hard tone, her pussy squeezing his digits instinctively. “I’m sorry, Daddy,” she panted. “I… I just can’t.” 
 
    He laughed softly. “You can’t what, little girl?” 
 
    Jared’s breath was warm, tickling her nape while the question danced past her ear. 
 
    “I can’t, Daddy. I can’t hold on.” 
 
    “Oh, but you will,” he assured her in that goading tone. “You will learn to do as you’re told.” 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    This constant teasing and torment—it was unbearable. Surely it was easier to deal with the pain and punishment? At least, Sophie knew what to expect with that. And at least she was learning how to morph it into something hot and powerful. 
 
    “Please, Daddy.” She was begging again, the words falling from her like water from an open faucet. “Please, may I come?” 
 
    His fingers were drilling into her now, filling her before withdrawing and plunging north again, and every time they pursued her, his hand grazed her clit. It was heavenly, yet could prove to be the ultimate torture if Jared didn’t allow the release. 
 
    “You need to come, baby?” 
 
    Sophie squeezed her eyes closed for a second at his patronizing tone. Of course she wanted to fucking come. Hadn’t she just told him as much? Hadn’t she just begged him? 
 
    “Please.” She was on the verge of tears. “Yes, please, Daddy.” 
 
    “I know, little girl.” 
 
    And just like that, his fingers were gone, his palm withdrawing completely as Jared rose from his place on the rug and came around to loom over her again. It took a moment, but Sophie eventually found the strength to lift her chin and meet Jared’s gaze. He was smiling at her agony and looked fucking gleeful. 
 
    Her hands balled into fists at the realization. 
 
    Jared was happy at the torture he was inflicting.  “There’ll be no coming for you yet, little girl.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow at her, daring Sophie to challenge his decree, but lowering her gaze and trying to catch her breath as the disappointment washed over her, Sophie began to cry. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Sophie broke down in front of him, her head lowered while the tears came, and for a long moment, Jared just towered over her, watching. He couldn’t say he was especially aroused by her show of emotion, but neither was he moved. Jared enjoyed exerting his will over Sophie and it was something he intended to do whenever it suited him, so Sophie would just have to get on with it. 
 
    That thought made him smile as time protracted. 
 
    At length, the tears became stifled, and Sophie drew in a deep breath, shuddering as the avalanche of emotions she was bearing presumably landed over her again. 
 
    “Do you feel better?” 
 
    Sophie lifted her chin, and there was defiance burning in her eyes. “No, Daddy.” Her voice was croaky, but firm as her gaze drilled into him. “No, I do not.” 
 
    Jared tilted his head at her. “Shame,” he murmured with a smile as he took a step toward her. “It did seem as though you needed to get that out of your system.” 
 
    She inhaled once more. “Daddy.” 
 
    His feet paused at the conviction in Sophie’s voice. It surprised him, given everything Sophie had been through—everything he had put her through—yet somehow, he met it with amusement. Though of course, he couldn’t let that show. 
 
    “What is it, little girl?” 
 
    “May I ask you a question, please?” She fluttered her lashes at him, her bound arms still forcing her arms back and causing her breasts to jut out in that way that hardened Jared’s cock instinctively. 
 
    He pressed his lips together. Jared already knew what was probably on Sophie’s mind. “You may ask,” he told her. “Though I’m not promising you an answer.” 
 
    Sophie nodded sadly. “Why am I not allowed to come?” 
 
    Her eyes were plaintive orbs as she asked the question, the look of her making Jared’s lips twitch. He edged in her direction, ensuring he had her full attention before he answered. 
 
    “Do you need me to help you understand, baby?” There was that teasing tone again, the one Jared knew she loathed, yet somehow gave him such a rush. 
 
    She swallowed at his sudden proximity. “Yes, please, Daddy.” 
 
    “Okay.” Jared fell back to his knees in front of her, hooking his thumb and forefinger gently at her chin. “I’ll try and make this simple for you.” 
 
    Her lips parted, but she didn’t speak. Sophie’s gaze was fixed on his face, her thighs shaking, though Jared didn’t know if it was the pressure of the position she was forced to bear or the thrum of the pleasure he refused to permit her. 
 
    “You’re not permitted any pleasure because Daddy doesn’t want you to come yet.” 
 
    Sophie gasped, biting her lip at his words. “But, why, Daddy? Did I do something to displease you?” 
 
    There was a genuine flicker of panic in her eyes with the question, something Jared hadn’t seen since yesterday. 
 
    “No, little girl.” He couldn’t resist the smile that rose at that. “You haven’t upset me, at all. In fact, you did well with Daniel and me.” 
 
    Her face visibly relaxed. “Then why are you punishing me, Daddy?” 
 
    Christ, the way Sophie said that. Jared swore his cock grew with those words alone. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not, little one.” He leaned down and pressed a hot, chaste kiss at her forehead. “This isn’t a punishment.” 
 
    Sophie tilted her head, blinking up at him. The bewilderment on her face was obvious. “B-but, I don’t understand.” 
 
    The finger at her chin tightened a fraction. Not enough to hurt her, but just enough to garner her attention. “Who owns you, little girl?” 
 
    Jared’s voice had lowered to the deep, edgy tone, and Sophie inhaled at the sound of it, telling Jared what he already suspected. She knew precisely what that tone inferred—what it meant he wanted. 
 
    Obedience. 
 
    Sophie panted, though he noticed the way her nipples beaded as she spoke. “You.” Her voice was practically a whisper. “You do, Daddy.” 
 
    “That’s right.” He stroked the side of her face. “I do, Sophie. I own your body and that means I own your pleasure, too. There’s no coming without my permission, but if you’re a good girl—if you keep being a good girl—maybe Daddy will let you come later.” 
 
    Her brow furrowed. “Maybe, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared nodded his head, arching his brow. “Maybe.” 
 
    She sucked her lower lip between her white teeth, clearly contemplating Jared’s words. “But I’m so frustrated, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s face flamed with the admission, and he could tell how much she hated having to concede the point. Yet clearly, her desire was so great that Sophie no longer had a choice. It was absolutely wonderful to witness. 
 
    “Are you?” Jared wasn’t even trying to suppress his glee anymore. He was just having too much damn fun at Sophie’s expense. 
 
    She swallowed, permitting her eyes to close for the briefest time before they flickered open in front of him again. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    She blinked at his response, her mouth open. “D-Daddy?” 
 
    “I said good, little girl.” He smiled, shifting his hand to her neck as he drew Sophie closer toward him. 
 
    She shuffled forward on her knees until only an inch separated them and if Jared leaned toward her, his shirt would brush against her hardened nipples.  
 
    “I want you this way, Sophie. You can see that, can’t you?” 
 
    She craned her head to look at him, her eyes as large as saucers. “But, why, Daddy?” 
 
    He laughed. “Because you’re so incredible this way, little girl. Permanently hot and wet for me. Always ready for my cock. Always on the edge. It makes you even more perfect, Sophie.” 
 
    Sophie looked to be on the verge of tears at Jared’s explanation. “So, you’re just afflicting me, then—on purpose, Daddy?” 
 
    “That’s right, baby.” Jared’s fingers tightened at the back of her neck before rising into her luscious hair. “Daddy is just teaching you who’s in charge. You’ll get pleasure when Daddy decides it’s time, and not a moment sooner. Do you understand?” 
 
    She gulped at his proclamation.  
 
    Poor little Sophie. So horny and aroused. 
 
    So desperate and on the edge, with literally no way to initiate her own pleasure. 
 
    And Jared was going to make sure she stayed that way. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Sophie sounded resigned, and her gaze lowered, as though she could no longer maintain eye contact with him. Not now Jared’s verdict had been delivered. But her head soon lifted with his next words. 
 
    “Daddy has some work he has to do before lunchtime.” 
 
    She blinked at him with surprised eyes. “Work, Daddy? Wh-what do you do?” 
 
    “That’s not the issue, little girl,” Jared admonished. “The issue is this—Daddy is going to be busy, and he needs to make sure you’re safe and entertained.” 
 
    Jared reached for Sophie’s chest while he spoke, idly playing with her nipples while she flustered at his touch. 
 
    “I promise to be good if you need to go.” 
 
    Jared chuckled. “Go?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Don’t be silly, little girl. Daddy’s not going anywhere. I’ll be right here with you—just like I promised.” 
 
    Sophie’s brow knitted. 
 
    “It’s nothing for you to worry about,” he told her with a smile. “I just have a few calls to make and some paperwork to catch up on.” 
 
    “Okay. Daddy.” 
 
    “And while I’m busy, I have the perfect place for you, Sophie.” 
 
    That got her attention, her chin shifting lifting higher as her alarm grew. Evidently, Sophie had come to understand Jared well enough to know when she was in trouble—when he was about to push her right through another boundary. And her instincts were a credit to her, because that’s exactly what Jared was going to do. 
 
    “Where do I have to go, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared fisted her hair more tightly, holding her in place while his lips skimmed over her mouth. “It’s simple, my beautiful little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s pupils dilated at the caress and a soft, strangled moan escaped her throat. 
 
    “You’ll go wherever I put you, and you’ll do as you’re told.” 
 
    She inhaled sharply. 
 
    “Won’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie gasped, panic blooming in her eyes, but still she didn’t reply. 
 
    Jared yanked her head back a little harder. He didn’t appreciate her hesitation. He didn’t appreciate it one bit. When Jared asked her a question, he expected an immediate reaction. “Won’t. You. Sophie?” 
 
    For a moment, there was an impasse, the old defiance in Sophie warring with her ever consuming passion, and in that time, they stared at one another. An oppressive silence filled the air, and fleetingly, Jared wondered what had happened to the wet and willing little girl he’d left bound on the rug when Daniel had left. Just like that Sophie had shifted, pushing back against the boundaries he had put in place. 
 
    Testing him. Seeing if he would yield. 
 
    But Jared didn’t yield. 
 
    He never yielded. 
 
    Yet in the end, somebody had to, and they both knew who that person would be. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Sophie released the words in one long rush of air. 
 
    Jared nodded, pushing down the accelerating anger that was flooding his bloodstream. He was pleased to finally have her compliance, though he was going to make her fucking pay for that willfulness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    He was gone in a flash, leaving Sophie dazed, and on her knees while he stalked away toward the window. Sophie panted as she watched Jared, sensing he needed to cool off, and straining against the cuffs still restricting her wrists, she wondered what the hell had just happened. Why had she sought to challenge him on such a trifling matter? Did it really matter what he intended to do with her while he worked on his papers? In the grand scheme of things, it hardly seemed to make any difference, and yet not giving in had seemed so significant while he’d loomed over her. 
 
    But that was stupid. She needed to save her energy for getting out of here, not waste it pushing her luck about the smallest of events. If he wanted to work, then fine. How bad could that be for Sophie? Perhaps it would give her the chance to plan an escape? Jared turned, throwing her a glare. 
 
    “Have you calmed down now?” His blue gaze pierced Sophie, but she swallowed down the intensity as she had so many times before. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy. It’s no excuse, but I just can’t think straight when I’m this horny.” 
 
    Jared’s lips twitched, the strain sliding from his shoulders when he paced back in her direction. “Hmmm.” 
 
    She sensed he was still unimpressed with her insolence, but there would be time to deal with that later. Now she had to concentrate on whatever the next humiliating gauntlet was that Jared chose to set. 
 
    “Time to get you out of those cuffs.” His tone was matter-of-fact and, in a moment, Jared was there tugging at the leather until, finally, Sophie’s arms were separated. “For now, at least.” 
 
    She sighed with relief when her arms fell back to her side. It seemed as though her hands had been bound there for an age, and as she lifted her chin to regard him, she was genuinely grateful Jared had liberated them. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    His eyebrow rose and he smiled, the gestures ensuring fresh heat furled at Sophie’s core. “Stretch those arms out,” he told her. “You won’t be free for long, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart sank at that. She so rarely seemed out of bondage in the last day, and while it might send her pulse racing, it wasn’t conducive to getting the hell out of this place and back to Billy and Lucy. Anxiety twisted in her belly when her children flashed into her mind again. 
 
    “Must I be bound again, Daddy?” She lifted her head, imploring him with wide eyes. 
 
    Jared’s expression was determined. “Yes, you must.” 
 
    He folded his large arms across his chest, the pink cuffs falling from his right hand. “Especially after that last little performance.” 
 
    She sighed. Shit. At this rate, an opportunity to flee was never going to present itself and her apprehension shifted into something deeper. Something like dread. 
 
    “On your feet now.” Jared’s tone left her in no doubt about whether to obey or not, and slowly, Sophie climbed to her feet. The cuffs at her ankles remained in place, meaning walking at anything more than a slow shuffle was virtually impossible, but still, Sophie’s arms were freed for the time being, and she was actually standing. No mean feat after the last twenty-four hours. 
 
    He shook his head at Sophie, fixing her with a hard stare. “What got into you just then?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy.” Her heart raced at the resolute expression etched into his handsome features, but that was just a reflexive response to his authority. Sophie wasn’t sorry—not really. Pushing Jared had actually been exhilarating, and although she hadn’t intended to do so, she was having trouble regretting the response. And when push had come to shove, Jared hadn’t punished her for the defiance. All he’d done was stand his ground and then walk away. Sophie bit back on the smile that threatened to rise at her analysis. Hell, she’d practically won that battle, even if she had conceded in the end, and the look of irritation on his face was the proof of that fact. 
 
    “You’re sorry, and?” His raised eyebrow signaled Jared was waiting for more.  
 
    Sophie shifted her weight between her feet as much as the chain running between them would permit. “And I didn’t mean to argue.” 
 
    She gazed up at him from under her lashes. “This is still new to me, Daddy. I’m not used to always having to obey.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed. “Did I not make myself clear about this?” 
 
    Sophie gulped at the way Jared made that sound. All of a sudden, there was something predatory in his eyes as he pressed himself against her. 
 
    “Was my one rule for you too ambiguous?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No, Daddy. It was clear.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart thundered in her chest now, her every sense relaying the imminent threat Jared posed, yet all she could do was stand there. 
 
    “What was that rule, Sophie?” 
 
    She took a deep breath, as though she was about to dive into cold water. “To obey you, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared tilted his head at her quizzically. “Was it to obey me at certain times of the day?” he asked in a sardonic tone. 
 
    Her cheeks grew warm. Sophie could tell where Jared was going with this, and it was already painful. “No, Daddy,” she clarified in her most contrite tone. 
 
    “Or, was it to obey up until a certain point, and then counter me or ignore my command altogether?” 
 
    The anxious butterflies in Sophie’s belly fluttered their wings madly, trying to fly away from the incoming danger. “No, Daddy.” Her voice was tiny now, apparently growing weaker while the blush at her face burned hotter. 
 
    “So, when are you supposed to obey Daddy then, little girl?” He towered over her, his arms still folded in front of him and hard blue eyes demanding her supplication to his point. And in the end, Sophie knew she would relinquish and give it to him. If she countered him now, he would surely only be harder on her. 
 
    Her gaze lowered. She was beaten, and that furling sense of dread warned her that she may yet have to pay the price for her earlier insubordination. 
 
    “All the time.” Sophie mumbled the words into her chest, eyeing the way her nipples were once again tightening into excruciating peaks just inches from his shirt. 
 
    Why was it that her body consistently betrayed her needs, even when her mind was desperate to conceal them? It was endlessly infuriating. 
 
    “What was that?” he barked, the timbre of his voice compelling Sophie’s head to rise in a heartbeat. 
 
    “All the time, Daddy.” This time she held her nerve and looked Jared in the eyes when she replied, but she could already feel her face blanching at the severity she found in those orbs. 
 
    There was no reassurance. Only foreboding. 
 
    That deep, dark sense of something ominous that was to come. 
 
    “That’s right, little girl.” Finally those strong arms parted, reaching for her middle before they pulled her into an embrace. “You obey all the time.” 
 
    Sophie craned her neck to see his face, her muscles clenching around the plug still shoved into her behind at the ferocity on his face. “Yes, Daddy. Forgive me?” 
 
    Looking into the dark storm of his eyes, Sophie had no idea why she had even pushed him on the point. What had she been thinking? 
 
    “You shall be forgiven,” he mused. “Once you have been properly punished for the matter. Breaking Daddy’s rules immediately after he’s set them is not a good idea, beautiful.” 
 
    She bit her lip. “You’re going to punish me now?” 
 
    Jared exhaled. “Not now. Daddy has to work, remember?” 
 
    And without any further explanation, he swooped and collected Sophie by the thighs before throwing her over his shoulder again. She went with an instinctive yelp, even though it was hardly the first time she’d been forced to travel this way, and moments later, they were off, pacing out of the horrendous pink hues of the bedroom, back down the staircase and into a room Sophie had never seen before. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    The intense surge of anger Sophie’s small rebellion had produced, quelled almost as fast as it had risen. By the time Jared had reached the windowsill in her bedroom, he’d wanted to chuckle at her performance, and when he’d stood over her panting body moments after that, he could have laughed at how concerned she seemed. So, Sophie was happy to push him—to push at her boundaries and see how far she could go? Carrying her toward the lounge, Jared smiled to himself. That was just fine for him. She could try and push as much as she liked, but she would have to learn about the consequences. 
 
    With Daddy there would always be consequences. 
 
    And push though Sophie would, Jared was going to shove right back and put her in her place. 
 
    His gaze swept over the sleek contours of the room. This wasn’t a space Jared had originally intended for Sophie, but once he’d given it some deliberation, Jared had realized Sophie couldn’t spend her every waking minute in the bedroom. There would have to be somewhere else to keep her while he got on with his life. Somewhere unrelated to bathing and eating. And that’s how the concept of the playpen had been born.  
 
    Jared’s lounge was a large space, easily the biggest room in his house and like the rest of the place, he’d had it decorated according to his personal tastes. Comprised of a sophisticated monochrome design, each piece and every soft furnishing was either black or white, and the pen Jared had created for Sophie was no exception. It was just as well the room was enormous because the bespoke pen took up a lot of space in the far corner, but he was reconciled to the fact. It was necessary to have somewhere for his little girl and anyway, Sophie was going to look fucking fantastic in there. Jared’s breath caught at the prospect while he placed her back down on her feet. 
 
    Sophie’s gaze whipped around the room immediately, her concern still evident in those soft brown eyes. 
 
    Jared pointed to the expensive white carpet under their feet. “Kneel.” 
 
    Her attention flitted to his face at once, before shifting straight back to the pen. Sophie pulled in a breath. Evidently, she had noticed the proverbial elephant in the room and now her mind was just bursting with queries. Jared grinned at that while she lowered to her knees. Satisfied that she wasn’t going to try anything foolish in the short term, Jared strode back to the entranceway and closed the door. He wanted to keep the place warm for her, since she was going to be almost permanently naked around him.  
 
    Jared wandered back over to the place Sophie was kneeling. “I assume you have questions, little girl?” 
 
    There was no real need to indulge Sophie this way, and yet bizarrely, Jared couldn’t seem to help himself. There was just something about the woman that caused the weakness—the need to sate her and alleviate her concerns. Though naturally, Jared had no problem with causing the anxiety in the first place. 
 
    She twisted to look at him. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Inevitably. 
 
    He shook his head playfully while he walked a circuit around her body. “You may ask one now,” he informed her, checking his watch. It was nearly one o’clock and soon, he’d need to feed Sophie again. “And then Daddy needs to get working.” 
 
    Sophie blinked up at him. “Thank you.” 
 
    It was obvious what she was going to ask and as he loomed over her, Jared had to physically fight back the urge to laugh. 
 
    “Go on then.” He sighed dramatically. “What’s your question?” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze was back on the colossal black structure in the corner of the room, her eyes widening as she devoured the sight of the thing. Her brow furrowed. “What is that, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared licked his lips, inching toward her. “I’m glad you asked, Sophie, because that is a present for you. It’s a playpen.” 
 
    She gasped, an audible sound that seemed to echo around the room. “For me, Daddy?” 
 
    This time he couldn’t help but smile. “You had your question, little girl,” Jared reminded her. “But let me explain. Daddy’s desk is just over there.” 
 
    Jared gestured toward the expensive black desk sitting in the opposite corner and Sophie’s gaze followed his to acknowledge it. “You see it?” 
 
    There was no need to ask. She clearly saw it, but Jared was relishing the look of Sophie down there on her knees, trying to piece the whole sordid picture together in her head. Frankly, her confusion was making him hard again. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “That’s where Daddy works, and unfortunately baby, there are some things I have to do even though you’re here with me.” 
 
    Sophie craned her neck to meet his gaze again, and for a second, there was silence while they assessed each other’s faces. 
 
    “And when I do, I need to keep an eye on you. Of course, I could leave you tied in your room, but I’d rather have you with me.” 
 
    A tiny whimper escaped her lips as the penny began to drop. “I-in there?” 
 
    Jared smirked at her reaction. The more Sophie looked, the more she was no doubt identifying all those perfect little additions Jared had included in the pen. The structure was like any other playpen, but this was made of metal and effectively had a roof—a construction that would seal Sophie inside and keep her safe if he needed to leave her momentarily.  Jared didn’t want to call it a cage—Sophie wasn’t an animal, and he didn’t want her to see herself that way—but, she was his captive now, and he needed to contain her. Whether she liked it or not. That meant that when she was inside, it wouldn’t just be the metal erection that constrained her, but the chains and cuffs he’d secured in there, too. If she was a good girl, then perhaps, Sophie could be free to roam inside sometimes, but on the whole, he wanted her bound. 
 
    Bound and wet and needy—just the way she was meant to be. 
 
    “Yes, little girl.” Jared fixed her with an intentionally determined stare. “That’s where you go.” 
 
    Sophie’s shocked gaze fell over the pen again and she started to pant even harder. 
 
    “Do you like it?” He raised an eyebrow with the question and watched as she flustered. 
 
    “Daddy, I…” She bit down hard on her lower lip. “Why? Why do I need to go in there?” 
 
    Jared chuckled. “To keep you safe baby,” he purred. “And I think you used your question already, didn’t you?” 
 
    Sophie inhaled, her hands visibly shaking. 
 
    “Go and take a look, little girl.” He lowered, pressing his palm into the small of her back and encouraging Sophie toward the thing until she shuffled forward, the chain jangling between her feet. 
 
    “Oh God!” She pressed her palms to her mouth when they moved nearer. 
 
    “Isn’t it lovely?” Jared’s tone was sardonic, but there was truth in it, too. 
 
    The pen was beautifully crafted and completely bespoke. It had taken some weeks to build and hadn’t been cheap, but as Jared approached the structure now, it had all been worth it. He’d had the thing lined with soft white faux fur and satin, so his little girl would be snug inside, but inside she would be. 
 
    Sophie turned back to regard him. “I can’t.” Her voice was shaky. “I can’t. Please, Daddy. Please don’t make me go in there!” 
 
    If there had been any doubt about how much of a sick fuck Jared was, this was the moment that crystalized it for him. Sophie was a beautiful woman, and on the whole since he’d taken her, she’d been reasonably compliant, yielding to him wonderfully, but all of that changed nothing. Even though there was real terror dancing in her eyes, no compassion stirred in Jared. In fact, as he rose back to his full height and gazed down at her, the only thing stirring was his lust. He loved that flicker of panic he noticed, the way her breathing had accelerated and the fact she was having trouble getting the words out. He relished the adorable flush of her cheeks and the way her limbs trembled. It was perfect and it was turning him on. 
 
    “You’re going in, Sophie.” Jared’s tone was stern. “You know you are.” 
 
    Her face crumpled while her gaze flitted between the pen and the man who was going to force her into it. “But—” 
 
    “But nothing,” he interrupted. “We both know you’re going to do as you’re told, so there really is only one question, little girl.” 
 
    Jared’s voice thundered around the room and Sophie startled. “Are you going to obey the rules and be Daddy’s good girl, or do I need to make you go in?” 
 
    There was silence while Sophie considered her albeit limited choices.  
 
    “How long do I need to stay inside, D-daddy?” 
 
    Jared wanted to laugh. Was Sophie really trying to negotiate her way out of this situation? Had she learned nothing about him over the past twenty-four hours? “You stay as long as I want you to stay.” 
 
    Her eyes closed at his inevitable verdict. 
 
    “But you should know by now, Sophie, if you’re a good girl then you’ll be rewarded.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze fluttered open again. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She sounded resigned—afraid, but resigned—and her tone was one of the sweetest noises Jared had ever heard, hardening his cock yet further. 
 
    “Good girl.” He leaned toward her, raising his hand and brushing the side of her cheek gently. “Daddy can be gentle, you know that, and if you want that side of him, then you only have to do one thing, don’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie glanced at him, tears welling in her eyes. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Fuck, she looked so good like this. Her vulnerability and the ribbons in her hair were so damn good that at this rate, Jared couldn’t see himself getting any fucking work done. 
 
    “What is it, baby?” His voice was softer now, trying to lull her into getting into the pen without a fight. Of course, Jared had the strength and the will to force her inside, but he would rather deal with things this way—the calmer, quieter way—if he could. 
 
    “Be good?” Her brow rose with the response, as though she wasn’t sure if it was the correct answer. 
 
    “That’s right, little girl.” Jared smiled down at her, caressing her hair from her face. “All you need to do is just be Daddy’s good little girl. Spend your time in the pen while I’m working and then—if you impress me—Daddy might make you come after lunch.” 
 
    She glanced back down at the metal structure, presumably assessing it.  
 
    “Can you do that?” Jared smirked. “Can you do that for Daddy?” 
 
    Sophie nibbled at her lip. It was more than evident that she didn’t want to go in. That she was fearful of the confinement, of what it would mean, and in truth, she still didn’t know the half of it yet, but Jared could see he’d already won the battle. Sophie was going inside the pen and they both knew it. Now all Sophie needed to do was satisfy him completely and say the words aloud. 
 
    She blinked up at him. “Yes, Daddy,” her tone was breathy, but he couldn’t say whether it was panic or arousal that inspired the response. “Yes, Daddy, I can do that.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    There was no way Sophie was going in that thing—literally no way, except even as she knelt shaking beside it, Sophie knew that was bullshit, because she was going in, wasn’t she? Jared was going to make her, and in truth, while she could scream and shout and even try to run, there wasn’t a damn thing she could do to truly stop him. He was too big, too fast, too strong—too much for her to contend with. Jared had been one step ahead the whole time, and this was just another example of the power he now wielded over her. Jared had known this thing was down here during the entire duration he’d held her. It had been here when they’d fucked, when he’d shaved her, when he’d forced her to eat in the kitchen down the hall, and all the while, he’d not said anything about it. Why would he? This thing—this cage—was his trump card and the gleeful expression on his face at this moment told Sophie everything she needed to know. Jared was excited about getting her inside. 
 
    Jared couldn’t fucking wait. 
 
    This was what he’d been waiting for. 
 
    She glanced away, staring at the black metal construction Jared now wanted her to crawl inside and for a moment she nearly lost her breath. There were chains and cuffs dangling in the interior, new places to bind and control her and even though the thought filled Sophie with terror, there was that nagging sick part of her that was almost keen to try it. 
 
    Sophie wanted to turn and run and cry, but at the same time, she was every inch as depraved as Jared, wasn’t she? She must be, or why would her body always respond in this carnal way to the debauched proposals he presented her with. Not that this was a proposal of course; this was very definitely an order. 
 
    “Can you do that?” Jared was practically sneering as he asked the question. “Can you do that for Daddy?” 
 
    Sophie pulled her lip between her teeth. She always seemed to do it when she felt nervous or out of control and since Jared came knocking at her door, that was almost all she had felt. Why was she even contemplating this? 
 
    This wasn’t a decision—it wasn’t a choice. Jared had already chosen her fate and like it or not, Sophie was going inside the damn cage, and she was in no doubt that’s what the thing was. They’d bought a playpen for Billy when he was a toddler and it was nothing like this. It was a place he could stay and play and be safe while Sophie ironed. It wasn’t a damn prison. She took a breath to steady herself. Maybe it was better that she just acquiesced and did what he wanted? Sophie had tried to counter him upstairs and it had gotten her nowhere apart from back into Jared’s bad books. 
 
    This was a game Sophie just couldn’t win. 
 
    She glanced up to his expectant face. “Yes, Daddy,” her tone was breathy. “Yes, Daddy, I can do that.” 
 
    He blew out a breath and stroked her shoulder in an almost tender way. “That does please me, Sophie.” Jared smiled. “You know I adore you, little girl and only want you to be safe?” 
 
    Sophie suppressed the urge to laugh at that. Keep her safe? Who the fuck was Jared kidding? This had nothing to do with her safety and welfare, and everything to do with his twisted fetishes for bondage and age-play. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” She wrung her hands out in front of her, trying to contain the anxious energy coursing around her body. 
 
    It seemed odd not to have her hands bound anymore, but somehow, Sophie sensed that wouldn’t be a problem for long. Not based on the numerous cuffs hanging from the roof of the cage… 
 
    “That’s good.” His voice had morphed into the seductive tone he seemed to employ whenever he was pleased with her. “Which reminds me, Daddy has one more present for you.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes widened at that. Experience was teaching her that Jared’s gifts were rarely good… unless she counted the mind-blowing orgasms he’d torn from her helpless body. 
 
    “Stay right there, little girl.” He was already moving away from her in the direction of the large black desk and Sophie’s heart sped up while she watched him. 
 
    Perhaps this was an opportunity to make a break for it? Sophie was effectively free, despite the cuffs at her ankles and she bet she could rise and hobble at speed if she had to. Her gaze darted between Jared and the door. His attention was momentarily focused on the top drawer of his desk and not on her, so she had a chance—this one chance. In her mind, Sophie imagined herself running, fleeing for the door and beyond, hoping she could somehow stay ahead of him and by some miracle, find her way out of the house via an unlocked exit. She shook her head at her dismal logic. As if any of that was going to happen. As if she could get away from Jared—as if he would leave a door unlocked when he had Sophie hauled up in the house. 
 
    As if… 
 
    “Here we are!” Jared’s excited tone drew her thoughts back to the moment and while he strode back toward her, Sophie saw her pathetic attempt to get away evaporate before her eyes. 
 
    He was back with her a couple of long strides later, his large palm clutching something new. “I know you enjoy your gags, little girl, so Daddy bought this one especially for you.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart pounded at his words and instinctively, she held her breath as his fingers uncurled to reveal the latest pink addition to her life. What Sophie found there nearly caused her heart to stop altogether. It was a pacifier—like the ones she had given to the children when they were babies, but this one was attached to a leather strap which looped around into the buckle she’d seen at the back of her ball gag. 
 
    “My God!” She lifted her chin to look at Jared. “Is that a gag?” 
 
    His expression darkened at her tone, or maybe it was just her choice of words. Either way, the sight of him sent her already panicking heart into a frantic spin.  
 
    “Daddy,” Sophie added, hoping it would be enough to save her. 
 
    “Indeed it is.” Jared took a step in her direction. “It’s for you, Sophie, and Daddy expects a little more gratitude from his little girl when he presents her with a gift.” 
 
    Sophie gulped, the growl of Jared’s voice, the hammering of her heart and the prospect of what lie ahead all combining to give her the start of one of her bad headaches. “I’m sorry, Daddy. I’ve”—she hesitated, eyeing the pink pacifier gag in his hand again—“I’ve never seen anything like it.” 
 
    When Sophie glanced back to Jared his lips were curling.  
 
    “Amazing, isn’t it?” He ran his fingers over the leather, holding it up for Sophie to see more clearly.  
 
    The pacifier looked like a regular one that might be given to a child and Sophie tried to imagine what it would be like to have the thing shoved in her mouth. A hot rush of humiliation rushed to her core, tightening into that torrid, unbearable heat she found so impossible to reconcile. My God, he was going to use this thing on her, and worse, Sophie might even be turned on by the idea! 
 
    “Sophie?” The unimpressed tone was back, drawing her focus back to Jared’s face. 
 
    “I. I don’t know what to say, Daddy.” 
 
    “Yes, you do.” He was behind her now, the gag hanging between the fingers of his right hand. “What do you say when Daddy buys you a present?” 
 
    Fleetingly, Sophie closed her eyes. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    “Better.” Jared lowered to her height, his lips pressing into her nape, and despite all her horror at the reality of what awaited her, Sophie couldn’t deny how good Jared’s caresses were. 
 
    It was like he was some sort of dark God who’d been sent to torment and then save her, all at the same time, and just like Sophie’s desires, the man was a total contradiction. One moment he was fierce and unyielding and the next, he presented her with this more tender side, and it was impossible to keep up. 
 
    Perhaps that was the point? Jared probably wanted to keep her head spinning. 
 
    “Open your mouth, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie twisted at the instruction, but his free hand rose to her shoulder and held her firm. 
 
    “No.” Jared’s voice was low but calm. “I didn’t ask you to move. What did I ask you to do, Sophie?” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath. Sophie already knew where this was going. He was going to push the bloody pacifier into her mouth, wasn’t he and she’d be forced to wear it and to bear the embarrassment, because that’s how Jared wanted her. Locked in the bloody cage he called a playpen, no doubt bound and gagged like a small child. Hot, shameful arousal burned at her core as that scenario rolled out in her mind.  
 
    Oh God, he was going to do it and Sophie was going to fucking enjoy it. 
 
    “Open my mouth.” She whispered the words. “Daddy.” 
 
    “And so?” 
 
    Slowly, Sophie ordered her lips apart, kneeling there with her mouth agog while she waited for Jared’s next move. As if she didn’t know what it would be. As if it wasn’t obvious what was coming next. 
 
    “Better.” His voice vibrated past her ear and a moment later the gag appeared in front of her eyes. 
 
    Just the look of the pink pacifier heading toward her forced a strangled noise from Sophie’s throat and she caught sight of Jared leaning down over her shoulder to watch its descent. 
 
    “You’ll find you won’t need your mouth open that wide,” he told her softly. “This is actually going to be a lot kinder to your jaw than the ball gag you chose yourself. It’s smaller and you can wear it for much longer.” 
 
    Twisted arousal mingled with Sophie’s anxiety in the pit of her tummy, and any second, Jared would have the thing in place, the buckle fastened at the back of her head ensuring it stayed in place whether she wanted it there or not. Her nipples beaded at the denigration, her clit throbbing with fresh urgency, reminding her that her need had still not been satiated. 
 
    And then it was done. 
 
    Just as Sophie had imagined, the silicone part of the pacifier slid between her lips, the pink plastic pressing against her mouth while Jared secured the thing. She closed her eyes once it was in place, playing with the silicone in her mouth. 
 
    Whatever had happened to her before—the ribbons, the sparkly fucking butt plug shoved inside her arse—none of it compared to the overwhelming humiliation of this moment.  
 
    This was too much. 
 
    “Let me look at you.” Jared’s tone was gleeful as he guided her around to face him and he chuckled at the way Sophie refused to meet his eyes. 
 
    “Little girl. Look at me now.” 
 
    Sophie could just about swallow with the pacifier between her lips and she forced the saliva down before she lifted her gaze to his. Her cheeks were burning hot with embarrassment and the beaming grin on Jared’s face did nothing to quell her shame. 
 
    “Wonderful.” He pinched one, and then the other nipple while he assessed her. “You look fucking wonderful, little girl.” 
 
    She blinked at him, still uncertain which of the two of them was the sickest and most deranged. Not that it mattered anymore anyway. Not that it was a bloody competition. 
 
    “Now you’re ready for your playpen.” And with that, Jared steered Sophie on her knees toward the cage while he opened the black door. 
 
    The gate swung open, the gesture seeming innocuous enough, but there was nothing innocent about what it represented for Sophie. 
 
    Nothing innocent at all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared turned Sophie back toward the pen, snaking one hand to squeeze her left breast while the other slid between her legs. He loved how smooth her pussy was, and gently, he stroked her lips before he eased down between them. Sophie gasped, the pacifier shoved between her teeth unable to conceal the sound, and Jared was inclined to agree. She hadn’t been lying earlier about being desperate to come. Sophie was soaking with desire and as he crouched behind her body, two of his fingers pushed into her, filling her cunt and swelling his dick. He sighed into her hair, relishing the little breathy mewls that were coming from around the gag. 
 
    “Is that good, baby?” 
 
    Of course it was good. It was fucking good. Sophie’s budding, desperate nipples, her arching back and her drenched pussy all told him the answer. Jared’s left hand fell from Sophie’s bosom, grabbing at her arse and sliding between her cheeks to check on the pretty little plug he’d inserted. It was still there, just where he’d left it and he pushed down on the sparkly end, smiling at the way Sophie groaned at the pressure. 
 
    “That good, huh, little girl?” 
 
    She twisted to blink at his face. 
 
    “Answer me, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s brow knitted, her expression conveying her thoughts with comparative ease. How could she answer him with the pacifier stuck between her teeth? 
 
    “You’d better try, beautiful,” he told her in a goading tone. “You’re already due another punishment for not obeying me upstairs. Don’t make it worse for yourself now.” 
 
    Her gaze widened a fraction and Jared waited. He waited for the noises which he knew were going to drive him crazy and would be even better than merely the sight of Sophie in the gag, and his good little girl didn’t make him wait long. A string of scarcely recognizable consonants left her mouth and he grinned. Sophie was clearly trying hard to answer, and he swore he’d even heard a word resembling Daddy, but still, he couldn’t help but enjoy Sophie’s degradation. Her face flamed a deeper shade of red when their eyes locked and she was clearly aware of exactly what Jared was thinking. 
 
    The thought emboldened him. 
 
    As did the knowledge of what was to come next. 
 
    “Daddy wants you to crawl inside like a good girl,” he demanded, pointing in front of the open gate of the pen as he slid from her tempting cunt.  
 
    Sophie eyed him wildly, but after a second’s hesitation, she ceded, pressing her palms in front of her. Jared’s cock strained to be freed and allowed to fuck her face before he enclosed her in the pen, but he knew that would be counterproductive. Jared had just got the pacifier into place and the look of it was driving him crazy. The idea of removing it—even for a blow job—would have to wait. This moment was about an entirely different type of submission for Sophie. 
 
    Sophie’s attention shifted to the deed she knew she had to do. Jared could see the tension in her shoulders and back as he stepped back and allowed her body room to turn. Later, he would massage that stress away again—just like he’d done last night—but now he wanted his little girl in place in her new space. It was going to be incredible. 
 
    “In you go.” He swatted her arse gently while Sophie pressed her palms inside the pen for the first time, her fingers delving into the fake fur Jared had lined it with. 
 
    Jared’s digits lingered at the curve of her behind, sinking down between her cheeks. Sophie was gorgeous and a part of him still couldn’t believe she was his. A shot of adrenaline coursed through him as the triumph washed over Jared again. 
 
    She was his. 
 
    He inhaled broadly when her body finally disappeared inside, securing the gate closed behind her and locking the small padlock that was going to keep it closed until it was time to release his little girl. She gasped at the sound of the gate shutting, scuttling around on all fours to examine the padlock. Jared smiled; with the pigtails and the pacifier, plus her pert round breasts and plugged arse, Sophie was literally like a living, breathing fantasy. Life was going to be a permanent hard-on from now on.  
 
    “I want you in the middle of the playpen now, little girl.” His voice echoed over her while he rose back to his full height. “It’s up to you if you sit on that pert little bottom or kneel, but make your choice, Sophie and make it fast.” 
 
    Sophie glanced up at him, nodding, her face visible behind the slim, black metal bars. She settled on her backside, with her legs crossed in front of her and Jared imagined how much that position would be pressing against the plug already stretching the one place he had yet to claim. He inhaled at the thought, his arousal was burgeoning so fast it was becoming a distraction. Jared stepped toward the pen, falling to one knee by the door. There were large holes built in on all four sides of the pen. Big enough for him to reach in and secure Sophie’s bondage, and maybe even big enough for him to fuck her through one day. He smiled at the thought. 
 
    “Give me your right hand, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s focus was back on him and slowly, she reached out her right hand. Jared reached for her, too, his palms grasping her fragile little wrist and pulling it north in the direction of the black cuff that was waiting for it. Naturally, Jared would have preferred pink cuffs for his little girl, but there had to be exceptions for this room. Everything here had to be monochromatic and there were to be no concessions. Jared was fastidious about these things. The small details meant everything. 
 
    She whimpered behind the pacifier while he secured her small wrist into the cuff, before he rose, strode to the other side and demanded Sophie’s left arm. She delivered it with reticence, but not even her hesitation could spoil Jared’s mood, and once both of her arms were secured in the cuffs, he sauntered around to look at her from the front of the pen. 
 
    Fuck. Jared’s cock throbbed at the sight which met his eyes. Sophie was phenomenal. Kneeling, he reached inside and released the lock that held the chain in place between her ankles. 
 
    “Open your legs, little girl.” He purred the command to her. “Daddy wants to see what belongs to him while he works.” 
 
    Not that Jared suspected he was going to be getting much work done at this rate. He was so damn horny, he’d probably have to jerk off behind the desk. 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fluttered and she moved gingerly inside the metal construction. Pulling against the cuffs, her upper body took the weight as she shifted her legs beneath her, stretching them out to either side of the fur lined pen. It wasn’t quite wide enough for Sophie to straighten them, but she did her best and when she leaned back, Jared could make out her plump, wet pussy lips. 
 
    “Very nice.” He stroked the front of his trousers reflexively. “Now, you stay right there, baby, while Daddy works.” 
 
    That torturous strangled sound that always ratcheted up his arousal another ten-fold escaped from behind Sophie’s pacifier when he sunk into his black, executive chair and taking one lingering look at the woman bound and gagged in the corner of his lounge, Jared turned to his paperwork. 
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    Sophie 
 
      
 
    This was it then. Sophie’s denigration was complete. As it turned out, she had been right about the cage. Nothing that had happened so far had been as bad as this. Being bound to both beds had been trying and at times, more than uncomfortable, but Jared had always brought her pleasure there in the end. The humiliating ordeal that had been supper and breakfast had been fairly torturous, but at least Jared had been trying to look after her. He'd fed her, he’d taken care of her—but what the fuck was this? 
 
    This cage—this contraption—was a thing erected only to contain and humiliate her. Sophie’s own personal, perverted little prison and now, here she was, spread-eagled and bound inside the thing, while her mouth was quieted by the embarrassing pacifier held there by the leather strap around her head. She glanced left and right, tugging at the black leather that restricted her arms, but it was useless. The cuffs weren’t tight enough to hurt, but they certainly worked. Sophie was going nowhere and even if she could have freed her arms, she was still locked inside this damn construction. 
 
    “How is it, little girl?” 
 
    She turned back toward the desk opposite the cage to find Jared watching her. His blue eyes sparkled at the sight of her fate, and she was willing to bet he had a raging erection as a result. Her gaze flitted down to between her legs. If truth be told, Sophie was soaked with need. This was probably wetter than she’d ever been before, and while there was nothing she could do to offer her throbbing clit any stimulation without landing herself in even deeper trouble, she realized she’d have done virtually anything to garner some right now. 
 
    Sophie rolled her head back against the metal. 
 
    She was so desperate to come. 
 
    “That good, huh?” Jared answered his own question with a chuckle. “Well, that’s good to know, baby, because Daddy will be expecting you to spend time in your pen whenever I’m in this room. And that means some evenings, too, if I want to watch the game or unwind in some other way.” 
 
    She straightened, meeting his eyes despite the embarrassment of the gag. 
 
    “Unless I need you for something else, of course.” Jared smiled. “Daddy will likely want a blow job in the evenings, but then, once you’ve been useful, you’ll go right back in your pen, and unsatisfied, as well. Unless you’ve impressed me with your behavior during the day.” 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    Her hips rolled forward as though her clitoris had a mind of its own and had heard Jared’s warning. Oh God, Sophie would never survive this. Forget escape—what a ridiculous notion. There was no escaping this. 
 
    How the hell was she supposed to escape when the fucker had her caged and bound the majority of the time? There was probably no way to even get out of the bloody house, and even if there were—even if the front door were wide open— Sophie could barely think. She was so tightly wound with need, that her core actually ached. Sophie had never known arousal like it. She hadn’t even known it existed—to be kept in a permanent state of desperation, where she was on the edge all the time. It was more than just maddening. It was plain cruel. 
 
    “Yeah, I thought you’d like that idea.” Jared’s laughter bounced around the interior of the room and Sophie’s gaze shifted away from him. 
 
    She could no longer look at his smug, gleeful face and she no longer wanted to hear the resonance of his voice. Yes, it could bring tenderness and pleasure, but on the whole, it only brought her frustration and shame. Sophie forced herself to take slow, measured draws of breath through her nostrils. From her peripheral vision, she saw Jared’s attention returning to his work. He opened his laptop and began to type, and grateful, Sophie collapsed against her right shoulder. She was starting to lose the feeling in her arse, and she swore the plug was being pushed deeper inside her this way, but there was nothing to be done about it. Sophie would just have to endure. 
 
    Wait and endure. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    To say Sophie was a distraction was an understatement. To have her sitting there, limbs spread and penned in was exhilarating enough, but every time Jared glanced up, he caught sight of the pink pacifier and his cock screamed at him for relief. It wanted to push that pacifier aside and bury itself down Sophie’s throat. It wanted to pound that sodden pussy over and over until she screamed, and it wanted to replace the pretty little princess plug that was currently residing in her virgin arse. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Jared blew out a breath and closed the laptop as a fresh wave of desire surged through him. He hadn’t achieved half of what he’d wanted to do, and he couldn’t even bring himself to make a phone call, but it was no use. If there was an art to working while you were strung out and horny, then clearly Jared needed to learn it, because right now, there was only Sophie. 
 
    Everything he could see was Sophie. Her flushing cheeks and those fluttering brown eyes. Her exposed breasts that were just begging for his clothespins and that delectable pussy which was so finely on display. All he smelt was her, the intoxicating scent of her arousal capturing him even from his place behind the desk, and all he could hear was her. Jared had no idea if the noises were reflexive, but Sophie kept making the cutest little mewls behind the gag, and every time Jared heard them, he wanted to rip the thing from her lips and claim her again. 
 
    Sophie was everything and everywhere. She was the very air he needed to breathe and Jared knew one thing for certain, if he didn’t have her again, he was going to explode. 
 
    Rising from his desk, he strode toward the door of the pen. Her gaze was on him at once, her eyes wide where they’d previously been closed for the majority of the time she’d been enclosed in the metal structure. 
 
    “How is it, baby?” He hadn’t asked her for a while, but as she turned toward him now, Jared could see the hunger in her eyes. 
 
    Without thinking, he reached inside the pen and tugged the pacifier from between her lips. Sophie licked at them, her gaze on him while he reached inside his pocket for the key to the padlock. 
 
    “I hate it, Daddy.” 
 
    He smirked at that. “You do not hate it, little girl.” 
 
    Jared could barely believe how raspy his voice was. Had he ever been as horny as this before? “I bet you’ve drenched the bottom of the fur in that playpen. I bet your cunt is so wet it’s dribbling everywhere?” 
 
    Sophie eyed him, but where he might have expected embarrassment at his assessment, he found only lust. Her pupils were large, her lips parting as she drew her head back. Sophie was like some sort of bound goddess. 
 
    “It’s wet, Daddy,” she admitted, capturing her lip between her white teeth. “It’s so wet for you.” 
 
    Jared shoved the small key into the padlock and twisted it quickly, pulling the gate open to begin work on the cuff nearest him. “Don’t worry, little girl.” 
 
    He met her gaze as her wrist slipped from the cuff and fell to her side. “Daddy’s here and now he’s going to fuck you so hard.” 
 
    She panted at his promise, her focus moving with him while he rounded the pen and started working on Sophie’s left cuff. A moment later, she was free. 
 
    “Out.” Jared barked the order and watched while she scrambled to obey. 
 
    Crawling from the pen, Sophie emerged just in time for his arrival at the entrance again, her neck craning to meet his eyes. 
 
    “You can stay down there,” he told her, already releasing his desperate cock. 
 
    Jared would have liked to have had her clean it for him, or at least lap at his balls, but there was no time for that now. Not when this level of urgency was whipping around his system. Maybe he would have her do the job properly later, or maybe he wouldn’t. It barely mattered anymore. They had all the time in the world to revel in Sophie’s denigration. 
 
    “Get over the coffee table.” 
 
    He gestured behind him, Sophie’s gaze following in that direction before she crawled toward the piece as he’d instructed. Jared followed behind her, fisting his cock at the way her arse wiggled provocatively, revealing the sparkling end of the plug still wedged inside. When she reached the white table, she glanced over her shoulder at him. 
 
    “Good girl.” Christ, he was practically panting when he dropped to his knees behind her. “Lean over it, spread those legs and brace yourself. Daddy is not going to be gentle.” 
 
    Sophie didn’t respond, but she readied herself. Her knees splayed as her elbows took her weight against the furniture Jared had spent so many fucking hours choosing, and that was it. Jared could stand it no more. His cocktip pressed against her pussy and in one hard lunge, he impaled her. Sophie cried out at the intrusion, but it wasn’t the sound of complaint. Moreover, the grunts and groans coming from her lips when he withdrew and filled her up again were the sounds of pleasure and it buoyed him. Sophie needed this as much as he did. Naturally, he was sure she’d have still loved an orgasm, and perhaps if he was feeling generous he would oblige her later, but as he slammed into her delicious cunt he was certain this was what she needed too. 
 
    To be filled up, to be possessed. To be fucking ravaged. 
 
    And Jared was more than happy to give her what she needed. 
 
    “Oh fuck.” 
 
    He fell forward, clutching at the table while he pounded Sophie from behind. “Little girl, you feel so good.” 
 
    Her head rolled back against his chest, her eyes closed. “Oh, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s balls tightened at the way she said that. Somehow, it sounded even better now that he was screwing her. Even dirtier. More taboo. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. Fuck me, please.” 
 
    He squeezed his eyes shut at the hunger in her voice, his hips stilling. “Do you need Daddy’s cock, baby?” Jared breathed the words into her hair. “Do you need Daddy to fuck you?” 
 
    Sophie pushed her hips back against him, effectively screwing him back. “Yes,” she panted. “Yes, don’t stop. Give it to me, Daddy!” 
 
    Jared grabbed her pigtails, and yanking Sophie’s head back, he plowed into her. He’d never known anything like it. The sensation as Sophie’s heat enveloped him was so good—too good—that he was soon toppling toward the abyss. 
 
    “Christ!”  
 
    He gritted his teeth like he wanted to hold the word in, but it was no use. The pursuit was as futile as Jared’s vain attempt to hold back the tsunami of pleasure, and when it landed, he could barely catch his breath. Tensing over her, Jared wanted to collapse, but as he withdrew from her hot snatch, he realized something else; his cock was still harder than ever and like him, it wanted more. With a deep breath, Jared moved back, his attention falling to Sophie’s glorious behind. He tugged at the plug still sitting pretty inside her and instantly, he made up his mind. The plug had done its job. It had spent the last few hours opening Sophie up, stretching her and making her compliant, and now that her cunt had done such an incredible job of lubricating the area, he wanted to claim it for himself. 
 
    Jared had to. 
 
    “Deep breath, Sophie.” 
 
    She glanced over her shoulder when he yanked harder at the end of the plug, her arse clenching around the thing instinctively and pulling it away from his hand. “Daddy!”  
 
    Sophie’s gasp was breathy and desperate, the sound speaking to his throbbing cock directly. 
 
    ‘Relax, little girl.” His tone was hard, but he didn’t want to frighten her. Not now. Now, Jared just wanted to fuck Sophie, over and over, until every inch of her was his. Until they were both completely spent. 
 
     Forcing out a breath, her head fell forward and Jared seized the opportunity to slowly ease the plug from her backside. He lifted it into the light, inspecting the pink dildo and his lips curled at what he discovered. 
 
    “Good girl,” he praised, pulling her cheeks wider. “Now you stay just where you are. This belongs to Daddy.” 
 
     Jared  lowered his face into the place the plug had been, burying his mouth between Sophie’s cheeks and lapping first at her sweet pussy, before rising north to the hole he wanted to possess next. Sophie yelped at the change of tact, small whimpers escaping her lips while he ravaged her. 
 
    “You like that, baby?” He drew away, kissing the curve of her arse. 
 
    “Oh, God.” Sophie panted. “Oh my God, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared chuckled. “Is that a yes, little girl?” 
 
    He swatted her right cheek while he caressed the left with his lips, his erection growing at the groan that emanated from her. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, I...” 
 
    Jared lifted his head to find Sophie twisting her neck to look at him with wide eyes. “What is it?” 
 
    He wanted her again. He wanted her arse and by God, he was going to have it, but regardless, he wanted Sophie to enjoy the subjugation. Just like she’d enjoyed the bonds and the spanking and every other blissful act he’d willed upon her since yesterday morning. Jared would get what he wanted, and Sophie would get what she needed. 
 
    Even if she didn’t know it yet. 
 
    “I’ve never…” Sophie hesitated, blinking at him as the words seemed to fail her. 
 
    Jared sniggered. “I know, little girl, but that doesn’t matter. Your arse belongs to me now. Just like every part of you.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fluttered closed.  
 
    “You want that, don’t you, baby?” Jared’s fingers eased between her cheeks, using his saliva to press back into her arse, and fuck, she was incredible as her muscles clamped down around the digits. 
 
    “Oh God!”  
 
    Her head fell toward her chest as though she could no longer bear its weight anymore. Or perhaps, it was merely the shame that sent it crashing down, Jared wasn’t sure. “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was tiny. “I want it.” 
 
    Jared eased from her tight hole before pumping two fingers back in. “Tell me then.” 
 
    He leaned over her body again until his lips were at the side of her face while his fingers continued to stretch and fill her behind. “Tell Daddy what you want, little girl. What you need.” 
 
    Sophie turned in his direction, her lips parted and her eyes half closed. It seemed as though the sensation his fingers were creating was so mesmerizing the poor little girl could barely even think, let alone respond. 
 
    “Daddy.” It was all she managed to say. 
 
    “Sophie.” Jared’s tone was firmer now and his fingers picked up their pace at the same time. “Do not make Daddy wait.” 
 
    She forced her eyes open, blinking at him wildly. “I want it, Daddy, but please, I’m scared. You’ll never fit in there.” 
 
    Jared smiled, pressing a kiss into the side of her clammy forehead. “Daddy will fit just fine, little girl. The plug has opened you up nicely for me and that greedy little cunt has left you soaking.” 
 
    He curled his fingers inside her and right on cue, she gasped, her eyes widening with alarm. “You feel amazing, Sophie. Fucking amazing.” 
 
    “Daddy, you’re too big.” Her plaintive tone sent Jared’s arousal soaring again. “Please.” 
 
    “You’ll open for me.” He pinioned her with his stare, wanting her to know that whatever else he intended, he meant the words that were coming next. “And I will be gentle until you’re ready to take all of me.” 
 
    Sophie sniffled, her face visibly relaxing, along with the muscles tensing at his fingers. “You promise, Daddy?” 
 
    She was so vulnerable at this moment, so delicate and helpless, and while that was precisely how Jared wanted her, he was unexpectedly moved by her question. Sophie had to trust him—she had no other choice—yet the fact she looked to him for reassurance shifted something in his head. Something he hadn’t felt since they’d taken her from the house and he’d worried about her transit. It invoked a peculiar need in him to protect and nurture Sophie as well as use and abuse her, and the power of it took him by surprise. 
 
    “I promise, baby.” He met her wide, brown eyes while the hand at her arse stilled. “You will yield to me, but I won’t injure you. I’ll take what’s mine and you are going to fucking love it.” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a deep breath and Jared actually saw the moment she relinquished, the flicker of submission evident in her large, alluring eyes. Her tongue lapped at her lower lip for a second, before she gave her verdict. “Yes, Daddy.” Her lips twitched. “I trust you, Daddy.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie had tried so hard to resist him. She’d tried to fight him off at her house, spinning a web of lies where she could to throw Jared off the scent about when Jason would return and then fleeing as soon as she’d had the chance, but Jared had been one step ahead of her the entire time. Sometimes several steps ahead. And now, as she leaned over the cold white table, a revelation flashed into her mind. 
 
    Sophie had nothing left. 
 
    Nothing left to fight him with. 
 
    No resistance. 
 
    Jared had bent her will from the very first kiss, molding it to suit himself. He’d captured her mentally long before he took her body, exposing and humbling her in ways she’d barely even known were imaginable a couple of days ago. And the worst of it was that while he’d done it all without her consent, Sophie had relished almost every moment. 
 
    Surely that was lunacy? 
 
    Maybe she was truly sick in the head? 
 
    She didn’t know, and as his fingers eased from her behind and his face slipped from her line of sight, Sophie supposed there was little point of fretting about her mental health. If this was madness—if psychosis had actually taken control—then so be it. Let it take her, let it control her, so long as it helped her to surrender. So long as it brought the pleasure she craved. The pleasure that would wrap her in warmth and security. Her defiance was exhausting—and often painful—and in the end, it meant so little. Sophie always paid the price, in tears or in agony, and she would no doubt pay again. But now—now, if Jared was going to shove his enormous prick inside her virgin arse, then let the lunacy swallow her whole. Sophie sought the sanctuary it offered, the ability it had to ensure she let go and enjoyed her debasement—even if, in the end, it was only the madness keeping her afloat.  
 
    Jared’s mouth was back between her cheeks then, the heat of his mouth capturing her attention as he lapped at her arse. Sophie’s eyes fluttered closed. The sensation—that sensation—was easily the most intense thing she’d ever experienced, although that accolade seemed to shift as fast as the hours did. When the heat of his mouth disappeared, she panted, knowing what was coming next. 
 
    “Daddy wants this arse now, little girl.” Jared’s voice boomed from behind her, seeming to echo around the expensive décor. “And he’s going to have it.” 
 
    She closed her eyes at the declaration, though the feeling of his cock at the place he promised to claim drew them wide open a moment. Jared pressed forward, causing panic to bloom in her chest. Jesus, he was so big. So fucking big! Sophie had been right all along. There was no way he was going to fit in there. 
 
    Jared’s hand pressed down onto the table beside hers. “Relax, little girl. Try deep breaths for me.” 
 
    “Daddy.” She was panting again, completely unable to compose herself now that his enormous cock was spearing her most sensitive place. 
 
    Jared’s erection had become the center of her entire world, and even though he was probably not even an inch in position, it seemed as though he was stretching her to the breaking point. 
 
    “Stop, please!” Sophie pushed back against him, using her elbows to try and rise from the damn table and be free of him. Let him punish her. Let him be upset and disappointed. Hell, Sophie would crawl straight back into the fucking cage herself if it meant avoiding the shaft that was threatening to split her in half. She just couldn’t take him. She couldn’t. 
 
    “Sophie.” The low resonance of Jared’s growl raised the small hairs at the back of her neck. “Stop this, little girl.” 
 
    “But, Daddy, it hurts!” She sounded pathetic and her toes curled as her own words whipped around her head, but somehow, that didn’t matter anymore.  
 
    There was no pride in being Daddy’s little girl. Only depravity and surrender. 
 
    “Breathe.” 
 
    She closed her eyes at the order, and all of a sudden, Jared’s body cocooned her, his face appearing in her peripheral vision and as she caught sight of his glower, something shifted. 
 
    “Breathe.” Jared gave the command again, but his voice was gentle this time and Sophie pulled in a breath out of instinct. As she exhaled, she felt him ease further inside her. 
 
    “Oh God.” She bit down at her lower lip, this time until she tasted blood. 
 
    He leaned toward her until his lips grazed her ear. “Again.” 
 
    “Fuck.” The word seemed to escape of its own accord while she complied and Jared’s monstrous cock slid deeper into her arse with each new exhalation. 
 
    Sophie had no idea how far he’d possessed her as she struggled to pull in another breath but she couldn’t imagine anything or anyone ever being as deep. The act wasn’t so much painful as bloody overwhelming, her every sense focused on the intrusion. 
 
    “Good.” He whispered the word. “That’s good, little girl. Keep breathing and let me in.” 
 
    And she did. It was that moment perhaps more than any other that summated the whole ordeal for Sophie. That was the moment she surrendered. If she thought she’d conceded before this point, then clearly, she had been wrong—deluded perhaps—naive, but not now. Not anymore. There would be no innocence for Sophie now. No purity left in the world and only this base pursuit of pleasure remained. 
 
    “Fuck, Sophie…”  
 
    Jared’s chest rose from her back and gently he eased from her, before filling her arse again. She called out this time, the smooth thrust literally robbing her of breath while he conquered her, and when Jared’s lunges became shorter, and more insistent, Sophie knew for sure—that was what he was doing. Jared was conquering her in a way no man had ever done before. No one had fucked her arse before—not even Jason—and Sophie was in no doubt, she would never be the same. 
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    Jared 
 
      
 
    His eyes opened as he plunged inside Sophie again. Her arse was so fucking tight and every time she contracted around him, Jared had to catch his breath. 
 
    “Fuck, Sophie…”  
 
    He lifted himself from her body, conscious of the fact she had to bear both their weight and eased his cock out and then back in her snug behind. Sophie was perfect, and so now, was his possession of her. She’d reacted initially with fight, but that was understandable. Jared had a good idea how overwrought this act would be making her feel, but he doubted she had any clue how fucking good it was for him. 
 
    “You’re incredible.” Jared straightened his back, grabbing her pigtails while he pushed back inside her tight arsehole. Every time he pressed back inside, he could sense he stretched her a little further, made her a little more his, and the thought pushed him right back to the precipice. 
 
    “Do you like Daddy fucking your arse, little girl?” 
 
    He didn’t pull her hair hard this time, but enough to arch her back while he controlled her. Enough to get her attention—as if he didn’t have that already. 
 
    “Daddy, I…” Sophie gasped when he filled her again. “I don’t know.” 
 
    Jared smiled at the admission. “You will,” he assured. “Once you get more used to me taking you this way.” 
 
    Releasing her hair, Jared’s hands moved to Sophie‘s hips and he held them tight as he drove forward into ecstasy. With a shudder, he came, the tension splintering his every thought for a second. Collapsing over the table, Jared just managed to catch his weight with one outstretched palm before they both folded onto the floor. Jared was still inside her as he guided her panting body onto the carpet below, and pulling her into his chest, he held her while the aftershocks washed over him. 
 
    Save for their labored breaths, they were both quiet, but Jared’s grip around Sophie’s body never faltered. He knew he’d taken everything from her now. Everything she had to give—maybe even more than she had to give. Jared had befriended her, listened to the woman spill her heartfelt desires to him and then, when she’d least been expecting it, he’d swooped in and taken her as his own. He’d snatched her from the life she knew. She was his now.  
 
    Jared tilted his head to gaze down at Sophie. Her eyes were closed, her body trying to curl into some type of fetal position, if only his arms would permit it. His right arm snaked around her middle, holding her a little tighter and his cock twitched inside her backside. By all accounts Sophie should hate him right now. He’d stripped everything she had away from her to use for his every devilish whim, but deep down, Jared knew she didn’t. Sophie had wanted those things and somewhere, buried in a dark place that even she didn’t visit, Sophie had wanted this, too. She needed to be owned this way. 
 
    He shifted his right arm, trailing a light caress from her hip down the length of her thigh, and the gesture seemed to rouse her from her sex-imposed stupor. Sophie’s gaze fluttered open, her head lifting to watch the journey of his fingers. 
 
    “There’s my little girl.” 
 
    Her focus flitted in his direction and the vulnerability was back in her eyes again, stirring that need to nurture her all over again. Easing himself from between her cheeks, Jared propped himself up on one elbow and gazed down at her. Sophie was no longer bound, but there didn’t appear to be any fight left in her anymore. She was obviously exhausted and neither of them had enjoyed much in the way of sleep last night. 
 
    “Did Daddy hurt you?” 
 
    It was such a fucked-up thing to ask in the circumstances. Hadn’t he just taken what he’d wanted regardless—just like he always did. Jared had never asked Sophie if she’d wanted to come with him into this warped little fantasy, and he knew that’s what it was, and still he didn’t care. He hadn’t asked because he didn’t care for the answer. Once he’d had his sights set on Sophie, that was the end of it. She’d sealed her own destiny the first day she’d ever pinged him a message on the fetish site. 
 
    Sophie shook her head, though one of her hands shifted to her arse in what seemed like an instinctive act. “I-I don’t think so, Daddy.” 
 
    He stared down at her large eyes and blushing cheeks. She had that wonderful look about her that women have when they’ve just been fucked. The ribbons had practically fallen from her pigtails, but it didn’t matter. Sophie was still his little girl. 
 
    “I don’t think so either, baby,” he murmured, leaning down to kiss her shoulder. “I think you’ll be fine after a good nap.” 
 
    Sophie blinked up at him, her brows knitting. She looked utterly shell-shocked, as though she could scarcely comprehend what had just happened to her, let alone was capable of thinking about anything further. 
 
    “Daddy.” She swallowed, blinking away what looked like tears. 
 
    “Shhhh.” Jared reached for her, easing her body from the carpet and cradling her in his arms. “It’s all right. You did well, baby. Daddy couldn’t be any happier.” 
 
    Sophie glanced in his direction and the tears were definitely there now, the first drops making a path down past her nose. “Please, I can’t do this anymore.” 
 
    “Shhhh.” This time Jared lifted his hand and pressed his index finger lightly against her lips. “That’s enough, little girl.” 
 
    “But, Daddy—” 
 
    The hand at her lips shifted in a flash, hooking under her chin and holding Sophie’s head in place while his other arm supported her. “That. Is. Enough.” 
 
    He watched as the flicker of protest was extinguished in Sophie’s watery eyes. “You’re tired and need some rest. That’s all.” 
 
    Jared had been planning on making her lunch after this, but based on her responses, he was thinking better of it. He’d give her an hour or so to sleep off the morning of ritualized humiliation and sexual desire and then, once she was rested, he could feed and fuck her some more. And of course, there was still the matter of her punishment for defying him earlier. She pulled in a deep breath and as his hand fell away from her chin, she turned away from him, her eyes blinking into the soft light of the white blinds. 
 
    “Come on, little girl.” The sound of his voice drew her attention back to his gaze. “Time to get you upstairs.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie was back in his arms again before she even knew what was happening. Jared was so strong and she seemed so weak now. Naturally, he was physically stronger than her, but it was about more than just that. His will seemed stronger, too, and every time Sophie tried to push back, he broke her resistance down in a heartbeat. He carried her with seemingly little effort back to the pink room, the hue almost instantly making her headache return with a vengeance. 
 
    “Here we are.” Jared murmured the words while he placed her down gently on the bed, and as she glanced up at his face, his expression was almost tender. 
 
    Everything ached now. It wasn’t only her head, but after the rigors of the cage and then the frenzied fucking, it seemed like all of Sophie’s limbs were made of lead. She clenched the muscles between her legs gingerly. As if her sex wasn’t sore enough after all of Jared’s attention in the last few hours, now he’d fucked her backside, too. Sophie’s brow furrowed at the memory. What the hell had happened? One moment he’d been giving her what she needed and screwing her hard and fast over the table, and the next he’d been spearing her in the most animalistic way. It had been painful—an atrocious intrusion—and yet, Sophie didn’t regret it. 
 
    She pulled in a breath while that fact reverberated. 
 
    Jared hadn’t truly hurt her, and she was certain he could have if that had been his choice, but still—he’d carried on when she’d begged him to stop. He’d ignored her pleas, just like he’d done from the start—just like he always would do. A heaviness fell over her chest with that thought, the sensation making it difficult to take another breath. It was always going to be like this, wasn’t it? Until she got away—if, she got away at all— Sophie would always be at his mercy, available to satisfy Jared’s every dark whim, and Christ, half of the time she even fucking enjoyed it. Her head pounded at the weight of the contradiction. If this had to transpire—if this really was going to be her fate—then why couldn’t Sophie just be like other women. 
 
    Normal women. 
 
    Why couldn’t she resist the allure of Jared? 
 
    Why did she fucking revel in her debasement so much? 
 
    Fresh tears threatened at the questions, but she blinked them away hastily. Sophie had to stop doing this. She had to stop revealing herself to the man. She had to stop being so pitifully weak. 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    What was that in his voice—concern? Sophie wanted to snort at that. It was a little too late to be worrying about her now. 
 
    “Sophie, what’s wrong?” 
 
    She blinked up at him, wondering how he could even ask such an inane question. What was wrong with her—well, let’s think. Perhaps it was the drug-induced abduction that was troubling her, or maybe all the fucked up and crazy things he’d done to her since then? 
 
    “My head hurts, Daddy.” She swallowed at the admission. 
 
    It was true at least. 
 
    Jared’s brow furrowed while one of those giant palms rested gently against her forehead. “You’re dehydrated,” he concluded, though how he was deciding the verdict Sophie had no idea. “You should have drunk more at breakfast.” 
 
    Her lips parted, her instinctive reaction to argue the issue, but what was the point? “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    His expression softened. “I’ll get you some water,” he told her softly. “There’s still half a jug by the window from last night.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted to the place she recalled Jared leaving it, and sure enough, the jug of water was still there—just where he’d left it. As Jared rose from the bed and stalked toward the thing, a stark realization hit her. She was like that jug now—their fates were the same. They were merely possessions—things that could be picked up and then put down again—left somewhere until Jared needed them again. The pressure at her chest constricted until it was painful. 
 
    Jared was back with her in a heartbeat, a glass of water in his hand. “Sit up and drink this.” 
 
    With a sigh, she complied, compelling her arms to bear her weight as she forced herself up from the pink bedding. Taking the glass from him, Sophie drained the contents in one sitting and lifting her chin, their gazes met once more. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, little girl.” He looked serious as he took the glass from Sophie and placed it down on the bedside table. “Lie back now.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flitted to him at the order. Somehow, she could never just comply without the urge to protest filling her head, but she was so weary, she fell back against the soft covers anyhow. Jared lifted his hand and stroked the stray hairs at her face, his touch surprisingly good considering he’d been the source of all her torment over the last day and night. 
 
    “Get some sleep, Sophie.” 
 
    She inhaled at the purr in his voice, trying to ignore the way it affected her. The man could be such a brute, and yet, at times like this, it was easy to be fooled by him. When she was this exhausted, it was easy to be lulled with a few softly spoken words and caresses. It was easy to lose sight of what was truly important. 
 
    “I’m not tired, Daddy.” 
 
    Though Sophie didn’t know why she said it. It was patently clear that she was full of fatigue. She couldn’t have gotten much rest last night, and so much had happened since she was last asleep in her own bed. So much emotion and trauma. And so much carnality. 
 
    Jared laughed at her, shaking his head with a smile. “Go to sleep, little girl.” 
 
    She blew out a breath, intending to get up and counter him. She might be tired, but she didn’t need to sleep in the day. Sophie wasn’t a baby—she’d be fine. What she actually needed was another glass of water and maybe some food, but then that wasn’t true, because what she really needed was to get away from Jared’s gentle caresses altogether. Her eyes closed at the thought and still his fingers stroked at her temples, somehow easing the tension from her. 
 
    Even though it didn’t make sense. 
 
    Even though he was the perpetrator. 
 
    The last thing Sophie remembered before a shroud of sleep landed over her, was the brush of what she thought were his lips against her shoulder. 
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    Sophie wandered into the kitchen, sighing at the mess she found. It looked as though a week’s worth of plates and bowls had been left on the side for her to deal with. Shaking her head, she turned and strode back out of the room. 
 
    “Jason!” She called his name from the hallway, hoping her voice would travel throughout the house to wherever her husband was. “Jason, have you forgotten how to use the dishwasher?” 
 
    She scowled at her own question, rolling up the sleeves of her dress as her hands landed on her hips. What the hell was happening in this house? Sophie had only just cleaned the place up and now the kitchen looked like a bomb site. She crinkled her nose while her irritation at the state of the place surged. Where was Jason? He should be home at this time of the day. It was always down to Sophie to look after their children these days and frankly, she was getting fed up with the status quo. Her husband should be here—his family needed him just as much as his job did. 
 
    “Jason!” she hollered his name as she stalked up the staircase, but no answer came. 
 
    Turning left at the top of the landing, she peered into Billy’s room, but there was no one there. Sophie blinked at the scene. The children weren’t downstairs and they hadn’t responded to her calls for their Daddy.  
 
    Where was everyone? 
 
    Striding toward her daughter’s room, Sophie found the space was also empty—Lucy wasn’t there—and that’s when the panic began. Like a seed, it grew roots in her belly and quickly, it began to bloom. 
 
    “Mummy!” 
 
    Sophie gasped. That was Lucy’s voice. There was absolutely no doubt about that, and if Sophie wasn’t wrong, it sounded like fear in her daughter’s voice. “Lucy?” 
 
    She turned, heading back out into the hallway and walking down toward the family bathroom. “Lucy, where are you?” 
 
    “Mummy!”  
 
    Sophie’s feet halted in an instant. That was almost a scream and for sure, it had come from the bedroom Sophie shared with Jason. She spun on her heel, turning right toward her bedroom door only to find it closed.  
 
    That was odd. 
 
    Sophie never closed her bedroom door during the daytime, preferring to let the air circulate around their home. Reaching for the handle, she pushed the door open slowly. 
 
    The room was empty. 
 
    Her floral bedspread was laid out over the bed, just as she’d left it and everything seemed normal. Sophie’s brow furrowed. She was sure she’d heard Lucy’s voice from in here. 
 
    “Lucy?” She stepped inside, looking around for the doorstop that would prop the bedroom door open for her, but it was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    With a second sigh, Sophie allowed the door to close. She’d have to find the damn thing later, once she figured out where everybody was, and why that growing sense of dread was still burgeoning in the pit of her stomach. The door slammed closed behind her and all of a sudden, it was like Sophie was being watched. She couldn’t explain it, but she sensed it alright, the small hairs on her body raising with the feeling of alarm. 
 
    “Mummy!” Billy’s voice was loud and clear and it had come directly from her ensuite bathroom. 
 
    With her heart pounding, Sophie dashed around the bed she and Jason shared, heading for the ensuite bathroom door. It was also closed, another thing that just didn’t feel right. 
 
    “I’m coming, Billy,” she blurted, yanking the door toward her, and without even taking in the scene that awaited her, Sophie paced inside. 
 
    “There you are, Sophie.” 
 
    Her heart stopped at the same time as her feet, and then it began to hammer again, beating so fast Sophie thought she was going to pass out altogether. Sitting on the edge of their large corner bath was a man, his grin wide as he appraised her, but it wasn’t the man who was supposed to be there. It wasn’t Jason. 
 
    It was Jared. 
 
    He dropped one hand into the bath, swirling around the water and finally Sophie dragged her eyes from him in the direction of the tub. 
 
    “Mummy!” 
 
    Lucy lurched forward in the water, but Jared’s palm moved to stop her. Behind her daughter, she saw the terrified expression of her son, Billy. 
 
    Her kids were here—with Jared.  
 
    Why in God’s name was he here with her kids? 
 
    He shouldn’t be here at all! 
 
    Fear paralyzed Sophie as that thought reverberated. Her children were here with Jared. They were in the bath while he was sitting there with them. Sophie’s throat dried, that sense of dread rising until it started to suffocate her. 
 
    “Mummy, please help us. Please!” Billy’s plaintive cry snapped her from her desperate inertia and she pulled in a deep breath. 
 
    “It’s okay, baby.” Sophie took a step toward the tub before her gaze shifted back to Jared. “Take your hands off of my child.” 
 
    Her voice had lowered to something like a snarl and Jared’s lips twitched at the sound. He raised the palm that obstructed Lucy and rose to his full height, towering over Sophie. Reflexively, she recoiled at how bloody big he was, but even his physicality couldn’t stop the anger pulsing around her now. Jared was threatening her children. She didn’t understand how or why, but instinctively, Sophie knew it was true, and her every focus shifted to protect them. 
 
    “We’ve been waiting for you, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart raced harder at the way he made that sound, and when Jared took a step toward her, her head began to spin. On the one hand, she wanted him away from Billy and Lucy and out of the house altogether, but on the other hand, she wasn’t stupid. How the hell was she going to get him out? Sophie wasn’t strong enough to remove him, and reaching into her pocket, she realized her phone was gone. She couldn’t even call for help. 
 
    “Just leave.” She spat the words at him with as much ferocity as she could muster. “Just get out of here!” 
 
    Jared smirked. “Not without you, little girl. Never without you.” 
 
    He edged closer again, stepping away from the bath, but even nearer to Sophie. She was trembling now, though she couldn’t say if it was fury or fear which inspired the reflex.  
 
    “Please.” Sophie could hardly believe how desperate she sounded. 
 
    How uncertain. 
 
    How pathetic. 
 
    This was her house—and those were her children. How dare he just come in here and take control. What gave him the right? 
 
    “Oh, but I have every right, baby. Don’t I?” Jared’s gaze was knowing as he loomed over her. “You gave me the right when you talked to me, didn’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie’s throat dried. “No,” she whispered hoarsely. “No, it’s not like that, I—” 
 
    “You gave me the right when you told me about each and every one of those dirty little slut fantasies, didn’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    She gasped, turning back to her children in the tub, but to her panic, Billy and Lucy were gone. Genuine panic flooded her brain and she glanced around the room frantically. Where were they? They were just there, in the tub—where could they have gone? 
 
    “Didn’t you, Sophie?” Jared’s voice was sterner now, his blue eyes glaring at her while her head tried to make sense of everything that was going on. 
 
    “What? No!” she huffed, turning back toward the door. 
 
    Sophie had to get out of here. She had to find the children.  
 
    Pushing the door open, Sophie strode back into her bedroom, only to crash straight back into Jared’s towering frame. 
 
    “Where are you going, little girl?” He arched an eyebrow at her, folding his arms across his broad chest. 
 
    Sophie panted now, her mind not able to keep up with everything that was going on around her. How the hell was Jared in the bedroom? Hadn’t she just left him in the ensuite? What the hell was— 
 
    “I. Asked. You. A. Question.” 
 
    He was right up against her now, his arms unfolding and wrapping her up in a tight embrace. “I suggest you answer me, Sophie. Where are you going?” 
 
    She fought against the bonds of his arms, straining to be free, but inevitably, he was too strong. Jared was always too strong. “Get off me!” she screamed. “Let me go!” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” His tone was soft and taunting. “I don’t think I’ll ever let you go, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie was crying now, hot tears stinging in her eyes as she filled her lungs full of air. She glanced up at him, their gazes locking for a long moment before finally, her lips parted. And then, in one protracted breath, Sophie let out a scream. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared had been sitting with her for a while, caressing the side of her face long after she’d fallen into a fitful sleep. He’d cleaned himself up from the incredible sex downstairs before watching her doze, enjoying the way her tits rose and fell with every exaggerated breath and for a short period, everything was perfect. Sophie was there, she was his and she was safe. He’d cared for her, fed and bathed the woman. Daniel had said she was medically fit and Jared had fucked her just about every way he could think of from the first moment she’d opened her eyes in this very bed. 
 
    He closed his eyes. 
 
    Perfection. 
 
    Or about as close as Jared would ever come to it. 
 
    Once Sophie settled into a more rhythmic pattern of sleep, Jared set about securing her to the bed. He wanted her to rest, but he wasn’t gullible. He knew as soon as she woke, Sophie would be in top form again, looking for a way out. Looking to flee, and that just wasn’t acceptable. He pulled one wrist and then the other into the pink cuff at either side of her head, and buckled them both while she slept. Then, taking a spare blanket from the bottom drawer of the dresser, he covered her naked form before he stared down at her once more. 
 
    Sophie was so beautiful.  
 
    Naturally, the sex and all the delicious humiliation were glorious, but when push came to shove—or rather, after it had—it was the striking natural beauty of the woman that floored him. How any man could have taken her for granted was completely beyond Jared. If Sophie had been his first, he knew categorically that he could never have fallen into the trap. She was just far too wonderful—far too compelling—to allow that to happen. He smiled, perching on the edge of her bed again, watching her sleep, and that’s when Sophie began to move. It started with just the occasional jerk of a leg, her foot rising under the cover before crashing back down again. The sudden motion made Jared jump, his heart racing while his gaze flitted to her face to see if Sophie had woken up, but no—she was still fast asleep—though he noticed her features had scrunched into a ball, as though she was in pain or afraid.  
 
    After a moment, she seemed to settle again, the tension easing from her expression, but almost as suddenly as before, her arms jerked in the cuffs and this time she fought against them. It was like an unseen force was holding Sophie down and she was writhing, pushing against it with all her might. She struggled so hard that part of the pink blanket slid from her breasts and for a moment, Jared was transfixed by the look of her. Her wonderful body, bound and wriggling in his bondage, hardening his cock even though Sophie had no idea what she was doing at all. 
 
    And that’s when the screaming started.  
 
    “No! Get off me!” she screamed. “Let me go!”  
 
    Sophie blurted the words out emphatically, her lips parting, before falling closed again as whatever she was dreaming about overwhelmed her once more. 
 
    Jared reached for her forehead. Sophie’s skin was clammy with the terror of whatever was capturing her dreams, and for a fleeting moment Jared was filled with envy. He wanted to be the one who filled her every subconscious moment, just like he could control her waking ones. Somehow, it pained him to think there was nothing he could do to exert himself over Sophie’s dreams. 
 
    “Get off me!” she was screaming now, genuine terror, like the sort she’d shown in her bedroom yesterday, but even then, Sophie hadn’t sounded as frantic. At least not before the sedative had kicked in.  
 
    She thrashed about against the cuffs. “Let me go!” 
 
    Jared’s brow knitted. Perhaps, he should wake her up? It was one thing to need sleep, but this nap didn’t seem very restful, after all. She panted, her lips parting again as if in panic and then, after one giant breath in, Sophie let out the loudest scream Jared had ever heard. He stumbled back from the bed, stunned by the volume of her cry, and watched as Sophie’s eyes finally flew open. She locked gazes with Jared, panting harder before she began to tug at the binds which held her to the bed. 
 
    “Let me go.” She sounded hoarse and afraid. “Please.” 
 
    Jared arched a brow at her, slowly wandering closer. “What was that, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie shook her head as though she was trying to shake off the remnants of the nightmare. “Please, Daddy, please, let me go.” 
 
    “It’s just a bad dream,” he soothed while he moved back in her direction. “You’re safe, Sophie.” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath, and he saw real panic flashing in her eyes. “But my children?” Sophie shook her head from left to right. “They were in the bath and they need me.” 
 
    Jared sighed, perching on the edge of her covers next to her chest. “Your children are at home,” he told her flatly. “They’re safe. Relax, baby.” 
 
    She blinked at him at that, her breathing beginning to calm. “Are you sure, Daddy?” 
 
    He laughed gently. “Of course, I’m sure. It was just a bad dream, beautiful—nothing to worry about.” 
 
    Sophie swallowed, exhaling as she eyed him. “I’m sorry, I…” 
 
    Jared trailed a finger down the side of her face. Sophie’s skin was wet with the intensity of the emotion the dream had evoked. “It’s all right,” he reassured her. “We all have bad dreams sometimes, little girl, but Daddy is here for you.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and she gulped up at him. 
 
    “What exactly were you dreaming about?” Jared leaned closer with the query, taking in her alarmed face. 
 
    “N-nothing, Daddy,” she mumbled. “Just my children.” 
 
    He eyed her skeptically. Somehow, Jared wasn’t sure he believed Sophie’s explanation, but there wasn’t much he could do to prove the point either way. “Well, you’re safe now.” 
 
    Jared offered her what he hoped was a reassuring smile, scrutinizing the way Sophie pressed her lips into a hard line. 
 
    “I’m sorry I screamed.” Her gaze flitted from him to the cuff at her left wrist. “Why did you bind me again, Daddy?” 
 
    “I’ll always bind you, little girl.” He met her gaze when hers darted back in his direction. “You’ll always be safe and secure in bed.” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip, evidently unconvinced about his idea of security. Not that her opinion mattered one jot. 
 
    “How’s that head now?” he asked, suddenly remembering her earlier ailment. 
 
    Sophie closed her eyes. “Not brilliant,” she admitted. “Daddy.” 
 
    “Not enough sleep in the end,” he mused aloud, tracing a line over the curve of her breast while he spoke. 
 
    Sophie’s breathing accelerated at his touch, her arms straining to be free of the cuffs, though that was a futile endeavor. She would never be able to get free of them without his help. 
 
    “Is my little girl still wet for me?” Jared’s brow rose with the inquiry and idly, his finger trailed over her nipple, down past her midriff and along the area he’d shaved for her earlier. Sliding between her legs, Jared circled her clit gently, smiling at the way her hips jerked in response. 
 
    “I don’t know, Daddy.” She licked her lips, lifting her head to try and watch what his fingers were doing. 
 
    “Relax that neck, little girl,” he warned her. “You’ll end up hurting yourself.” 
 
    Nodding, Sophie fell back against the covers, but her thighs tensed as he edged between her labia. As Jared suspected, she was still soaking wet with desire. All those hours he’d been teasing her, and he still hadn’t let her come. It was fabulous. 
 
    “Still gloriously wet.” He lifted his head to throw her a wink and watched as a fresh blush engulfed Sophie’s face. 
 
    How she could possibly be embarrassed by that comment after everything he had put her through was beyond him, but Jared was immensely pleased that she was. He relished the opportunity to shame Sophie a little more, knowing just how horny the whole ignominy made her. Honestly, they were just the perfect match—him with his need to dominate and humiliate and Sophie with her burning need to yield and be shamed. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared glanced up at her crimson face. “Don’t ever apologize for how Daddy makes you feel, little girl.” 
 
    She caught her lip between her teeth at his words. “No one has ever done these things to me.” 
 
    Jared eased his finger inside her wetness, marveling at the way her legs splayed while the digit curled. “I know, baby,” he murmured, using his free hand to run the length of her body and caress her wonderful breasts.  
 
    “I know nobody had ever even come close to this, and do you know something else?” Jared slipped a second finger into her pussy, pumping them both in and out while his palm rubbed gently at her clit. 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fluttered closed at the sensations. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    Her gaze was back on him again with the order, her brown eyes wild while her hips moved in time with his digits. 
 
    “Nobody ever fucking will.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Jared’s fingers eased in and out of her sodden pussy, edging Sophie right back to the brink, before the rhythm slowed. She groaned, pushing her hips north to receive more of him, but Jared only chuckled. 
 
    “That’s enough, naughty girl.” 
 
    “But, Daddy?”  
 
    She sounded utterly pitiable now—weak and needy—but God knew, Sophie couldn’t help it. There was truly nothing else Sophie could say. She wanted this release so damn badly.  
 
    Why was Jared being so cruel? 
 
    It was like nothing else Sophie had ever known—an insistent yearning that was threatening to rise up and consume her altogether. The desire was so strong that while Jared was content to shower her with his full attention like this, Sophie would have been prepared to forget anything: how little she appreciated all of this age-play stuff, the endless bondage and lack of control over any aspects of her life—hell, she’d have even forgotten her need to be free of him. For now. Anything—just to achieve the goal that Jared had been taunting her with all day. 
 
    “Now, now.” He lifted his hand to his mouth, sucking her juices from his fingers while he gazed down at her. That dark glint was back in Jared’s eyes again, or perhaps, it had never even left. Sophie didn’t know anymore. 
 
    “Daddy’s little girl will be rewarded as and when Daddy decides it’s time.” His dark eyebrow arched at his verdict. “And first there’s the matter of your punishment to attend to.” 
 
    Sophie’s belly lurched at the pronouncement. In her gut she’d suspected that Jared would seek to chastise her for the way she’d pushed him earlier, but her instinct had been to push that thought away. Sophie couldn’t cope with any more punishment. This was all already too much—how much more could she possibly take? And yet even as the query flitted through her mind, Sophie didn’t know why she wondered—she was naked and bound to the awful pink bed. She was totally under Jared’s control and she’d have to take whatever he delivered to her. There was to be no running from her fate. 
 
    Apparently. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy.”  
 
    It was becoming difficult to think at this point. All there was were Jared’s goading blue eyes and the desperate, consuming hunger to come. 
 
    “I know you are, little girl.” He grinned. “Or at least, you will be.” 
 
    She registered the clear threat in his words and somehow, she knew he was right. Sophie was going to be sorry. That thought filled her mind, closing her throat, and almost pushing the overwhelming craving to climax from her thoughts. Almost. 
 
    “When will you punish me, Daddy?” 
 
    Sophie didn’t dare ask how. At this point, she wasn’t sure she even wanted to know. 
 
    Jared’s expression softened, as though he was genuinely contemplating the point—or perhaps just choosing to torment Sophie a little further. “I had thought to feed you first.” He paused, pressing his lips into a hard line. “But perhaps you’d prefer I punish you now and get it over with?” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze widened. This is what Jared did. He took something diabolical and, somehow, managed to present it as if he were actually doing her a favor. And whatever he was conjuring in his mind, it would be diabolical—there was no doubt about that. 
 
    “Little girl.” There was that eyebrow again, arching right on cue and sending a bolt of lightning up the length of Sophie’s spine. “Would you prefer Daddy didn’t take your preference into account?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy.” The apologies seemed to be spilling from her now. “Yes, please, I… I’d like to be punished now.” 
 
    What? Sophie blinked at her own answer. Had she seriously just told Jared that? 
 
    “Would you?” He leaned closer, his eyes sparkling and something about that expression pinioned Sophie to the bed on its own and she knew categorically that if the cuffs were to disappear from her wrists she still wouldn’t have been able to get away. Not while she was immobilized by a stare that intense.  
 
    Not while she was caught so deeply in Jared’s web. 
 
    “Y-yes, please, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s lips twitched. “Okay.” 
 
    He moved closer, grazing his lips across her exposed shoulder and along her collarbone until his mouth met her neck. Sophie’s eyes fluttered closed as his caresses rose up the side of her neck to her jaw. After everything, all the mind games and the fucked-up things he’d made her do, there was still nothing like the sensation of Jared’s kisses. There had never been anything like it, and there might never be again. 
 
    That thought made it difficult to think at all while his lips neared her mouth. Jared skimmed Sophie’s lips before breaking the sensual contact between them, and when he gazed down at her, she swore he knew. Jared knew precisely what effect he was having on her. Yes, her pussy was wet—her pussy had been wet from almost the first email she’d sent, but it was more than just that. He was worming his way into her mind, like a virus she no longer had any immunity to. 
 
    Sophie’s mind was succumbing. 
 
    “You stay right there, little girl.” Jared’s voice was a gentle murmur, and from the tone itself, she might have expected him to whisper loving words against her skin, not the soft promise of punishment. “Daddy just has to grab a couple of items and he’ll be right back.” 
 
    Jared rose from the bed and as his proximity departed, fresh panic bloomed in her chest. Sophie had no idea why, yet it always seemed having Jared close was reassuring, even though that was ridiculous. There was no way the man who was putting her through this ordeal should be comforting, but there it was. For some reason Jared had that ability. His mere presence had been enough to coax her into sleep in the early hours of the morning. That and the incredible sex, of course. 
 
    She strained against the cuffs, her body rising as best as the bondage would allow. “Daddy?” 
 
    Sophie cringed at the hint of alarm in her voice. She hadn’t wanted to be so transparent and elaborate on how she was feeling, but it seemed she had no choice where Jared was concerned. The man had an ability to strip her senses as bare as her flesh, leaving nothing to the imagination, and as infuriating as that was, it was irrefutable.  
 
    He paused, glancing back over his shoulder. “What is it?” 
 
    She blew out a breath, collapsing back onto the gaudy covers. What the hell was Sophie supposed to say now? “I…” Sophie hesitated, biting her lip and her heart pounded faster when Jared took a step back in her direction. 
 
    “What is it, little girl?” 
 
    “I just…” Sophie swallowed. Fuck, she had to say it now, didn’t she? Now that she’d called him back, she’d have to tell him the truth. Any less than that and Jared would read it in her eyes—he’d know—the way he always knew, and he’d use it against her. “I’ll miss you, Daddy.” 
 
    Her toes curled at the admission and frankly, Sophie couldn’t believe she’d just said it. 
 
    Miss him? 
 
    She said that she’d miss him? 
 
    It was official. She was insane. 
 
    She was allowed to miss her children, her home—maybe even her husband—but the man who had snatched and degraded her? There was no way she should be missing him. 
 
    No way at all. 
 
    Jared was smiling as he strode back toward the bed. “Aww, baby.” 
 
    He reached for her, running a line gently up her outstretched arm. “Daddy won’t be long.” 
 
    Their gazes locked, Sophie barely able to take another breath while his seared down at her. She didn’t know if he was waiting for her to speak again, or what the hell he expected her to say. Sophie could scarcely understand her own expectations and reasoning these days, let alone his. 
 
    “You need Daddy to punish you, don’t you, baby?” 
 
    He was leaning over her again now, his face nearing with the words, and with every inch, his gaze became more hypnotic. 
 
    Sophie blinked at him wildly, trying to focus on his words instead of his face. Was that what she wanted, she tried to decide? Yes, she would rather have the ordeal of another punishment over with, but did that mean she truly needed it? Her brow furrowed at the consideration. “I don’t know, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared chuckled. “I think you do, little girl. You do know and you do need it. That’s why you pushed your luck earlier, because you’re looking for those boundaries, Sophie. You need to know where they are and how far you can push them.” 
 
    She drew in a deep breath, pushing the goading throb of her clitoris and her pebbling nipples from her mind while she mused on his answer. Was that what this was all about? Perhaps there was something to his analysis. Sophie had yearned for consequences for as long as she could recall. The consequences her liberal parents had never enforced, and the consequences Jason was either too busy, or disinclined to impose. Maybe Jared was right. Maybe it was as simple as that. 
 
    She needed him—a man to take charge and manage those implications when she didn’t meet his expectations. 
 
    She needed Daddy. 
 
    “Don’t worry.” He breathed the words over her with a smile. “Don’t overanalyze it, little girl. Just stay there and wait for me. Daddy will be back in a few moments and soon, your punishment will be underway.” 
 
    Sophie’s heart raced at the assertion. She wasn’t really sure she liked the sound of that, but she understood one thing. Sophie would have no choice. “Will I hate it, Daddy?” 
 
    She didn’t know why she asked. It wasn’t as though Jared was going to change his mind. Sophie’s plea would change nothing. 
 
    “It’s a penance, baby.” His hand shifted to her cheek and he pinched it gently like Sophie was two years old. “If you enjoy it, then Daddy’s not doing his job very well.” 
 
    Her gaze flitted toward the pink wall, but his hand was there, drawing her chin back in his direction and her eyes to the place he wanted them. Back to his line of sight. 
 
    “And once it’s over, Daddy will feed you and maybe even think about giving you that orgasm that you want so badly.” 
 
    There he went again, dangling the promise of pleasure over Sophie’s head like candy to a small child. And that’s what she was now—what she represented—the small child he could control and dominate. A person he could bind, humiliate and lock up as it pleased him. Someone who couldn’t fight back. Sophie clenched the muscles between her legs at that prospect, wondering for the thousandth time just how she’d come to be in this unenviable position, yet worse, still unclear about why she appeared to be reveling in it so much. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy.” The words rolled from her unthinkingly. Sophie was aware it was what Jared wanted to hear and the smile that lit up his face confirmed the notion for her. “I’d like that.” 
 
    And even though at this very moment Sophie should be concentrating her efforts on getting free, on figuring out where she was, on getting back to her family—she knew the sentiment was real. She craved the orgasm she knew Jared could give her nearly as much as she craved the embrace of Billy and Lucy. 
 
    Nearly. 
 
    Pulling in a shaky breath, Sophie watched while Jared rose and stalked from the room. She had to remember that last thought, and whatever else transpired, she had to hold on to it. However awful this was, or however incredible, it wasn’t her life. 
 
    It wasn’t Sophie Bannister’s. 
 
    Sophie didn’t spend her days naked in bondage. 
 
    She didn’t need permission to eat, to use the toilet or to come. 
 
    That wasn’t her universe. 
 
    And however wet the concepts left her pussy, they never could be. Not while her children needed her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    He raced down to the kitchen as fast as his legs would carry him. Today was turning into a curious, yet better day than even Jared had dared to imagine and now, he’d have the chance to punish his little girl again. Stalking toward the large refrigerator, Jared already knew which penance he had in mind. Hadn’t he already outlined this moment in his mind, just waiting for the right misdemeanor to be committed and require it? Wasn’t that why the new butt plug was already waiting in the small freezer compartment? Jared smiled while he reached in and retrieved the thing. It was the same size and design that Sophie had worn for him earlier, but this one was literally ice cold. Collecting the ice tray at the same time, plus the lubricant he’d been keeping in the fridge, Jared turned and darted back up the stairs. He couldn’t wait to get back to Sophie and see her face when she started to put the pieces of this latest puzzle together. 
 
    Jared bounded into her room, aware of her gaze on him as soon as Sophie was able to see him from her place cuffed to the bed. She strained against those binds, her expressive eyes large when she took in the ice tray. 
 
    “D-daddy?” 
 
    He smiled. “I told you I wouldn’t be long.” 
 
    Jared arched an eyebrow as he placed the items down on the bedding beside her and grinned down at Sophie’s worried face. “Are you ready to be punished, little girl?” 
 
    She pulled in a shuddering breath. Clearly, she wasn’t ready and the items Jared had brought with him had done nothing to alleviate Sophie’s concerns. “I think so, Daddy.” 
 
    “Of course you are.” He rose from the edge of the bed and strode toward the white dresser. In the third drawer Jared found the bondage equipment he’d left for emergencies and he grinned down at the array of available choices. In the end, he settled for another two pairs of pink cuffs before he was back at her feet, attaching first one, and then the second pair to her ankles. 
 
    “Daddy needs your legs up behind your head now.” Jared glanced down at Sophie while he explained. “Lift them there, please.” 
 
    Sophie panted as she complied and his cock strained while he watched both legs glide back past her ears. 
 
    “Good girl.” Jared loomed over her, sliding the fingers of one hand from the curve of her arse and up the length of her leg. She giggled at the sensation on the back of her knee, her lips breaking into a smile in spite of herself. “I know it’s hard work to hold your legs up there, so Daddy is going to help you.” 
 
    Jared gave her a few seconds to contemplate that concept before he leaned forward and attached the free end of the cuffs to the white bedstead behind Sophie’s head. By the time both of them were secured, she was bound beautifully, her ankles cuffed apart, forcing her hips to roll forward while she splayed for him. He shook his head at the sight of her. Sophie was truly something else. Captured and exposed like this, she looked like something from the internet, except she was better. 
 
    Sophie was real. She was his. 
 
    “Daddy.” The breathy little gasp that escaped her lips swelled his cock even further. “How long do I have to stay this way?” 
 
    Jared edged back toward her vulnerable backside, lifting his palm and sending it crashing down against her upturned bottom. Sophie yelped, her eyes closing at the impact. 
 
    “As long as Daddy wants you there,” he growled in response. “And you should know better than to question Daddy about those things.” 
 
    Her gaze flickered open. “I’m s-sorry, Daddy,” she blurted. “It’s just harder to breathe this way.” 
 
    Jared assessed her thoughtfully. Sophie’s body was contorted, her legs stretched back in the same direction as her head, but she was getting plenty of air. She could breathe just fine. “You’re safe, baby.” 
 
    His tone was a little softer than before, but not much. This was still a punishment, after all. “And anyhow, this is how Daddy needs you. Having you on all fours is divine, but I don’t get to see that wonderful responsive face that way, do I?” 
 
    Sophie swallowed and Jared imagined her mind running through all of the terrible outcomes that might now await her. He grinned at the thought, turning his attention temporarily back to the items he’d brought upstairs with him. Jared reached for the lube and brought it to Sophie’s bared arse. She looked perfect this way with her cunt smooth and completely revealed to him, and as he scrutinized her fabulous sex, Jared realized this punishment was going to be more difficult to get through than he’d first thought. If just seeing Sophie this way was working its magic, how the hell was he going to cope once it was underway? He licked his lips at the delicious thought, pumping the lube directly onto her pussy. Her hips bucked instinctively, and she squealed as the cold liquid met her sensitive flesh. 
 
    “Christ!” Sophie hissed the word through her teeth. “That’s cold, Daddy.” 
 
    He beamed down at her. If Sophie thought that was cold then he couldn’t wait to see what she thought of what was coming next. “Of course, baby,” he purred, throwing the bottle aside and using his fingers to ease the lube down between her labia toward her rectum. Naturally, Sophie’s cunt was already drenched with her own arousal, so by the time his fingers reached her arse and pushed inside, he could hear the moisture when he pumped in and out of her. 
 
    “Oh.” She pulled against the cuffs at her wrists, her large brown eyes wild as he warmed her arse up for what he had in mind. 
 
    “Shhh.” Jared swatted her right cheek. “It’s supposed to be cold, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze widened at that, but she pressed her lips into a tight line. With a smile, Jared collected the butt plug. Unlike the first, this one was made of steel and it was absolutely frozen after its time spent in the freezer. Sophie’s focus was on the thing at once, and she blinked while Jared lubricated the bulbous end. Of course, she had no idea what the temperature of the plug was, but soon—tantalizingly soon— Sophie was going to find out. 
 
    “This is going back into place, naughty girl,” he told her as he moved the plug toward her behind. “Your arse is going to be filled whenever Daddy isn’t fucking it from now on.” 
 
    She bit her lip at his words, but her muscles seemed reasonably relaxed. She’d already taken a similar sized plug this morning, and of course, she’d recently been stretched by his own cock, so she was probably reassured that she’d be able to cope with this latest intrusion. His lips curled at that thought at the same time his right hand neared her helpless hole. Using his free hand, Jared pressed down against Sophie’s thigh, spreading her cheeks even further in preparation, and then, without any warning, he edged the tip of the ice-cold metal into her anus. 
 
    Jared eased the thing inside, reveling in the giant gasp that reverberated around him. 
 
    “Fuck!” Sophie’s muscles clamped down on the plug, responding to the temperature of the metal, and her eyes watered when Jared met her gaze. 
 
    “What was that?” He cocked his brow at her, holding the plug in place so she couldn’t repel the thing from its intended location. 
 
    “It’s so cold!” Sophie practically screeched the words at him. “Daddy.” 
 
    “I know.” He narrowed his eyes at her. “And if you don’t relax that arse for me and take it, then you’re going to be wearing a frozen one inside you every day this week.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes flickered at the threat and Jared could see the effort it took to forcibly exhale. As soon as her rectum relaxed, he pushed the plug inside her. Like the last plug, it was only about three inches long and went into place easily, but the look on her face as it popped into position was priceless. Sophie squirmed against the cuffs, gasping and writhing as she tried to accommodate the icy invasion. 
 
    “Oh God.” She sounded mournful, shaking her delectable backside as though she were trying to taunt him. 
 
    Jared eyed the futile dance appreciatively. The latest plug had another diamond effect at the base and each exaggerated sway of Sophie’s hips revealed its twinkling form and made him all the more desperate to be back inside her again himself. Yet sadly, that desire would have to wait. 
 
    For now, at least. 
 
    “Nice and cold, little girl?” Jared’s question was intentionally sarcastic and he was pleased to see what a panting little mess the ice plug had reduced Sophie to. 
 
    “Daddy, I…” She shook her head against the pink pillow. “Please, I won’t be bad again. Please, just take it out.” 
 
    He smiled at the desperation in Sophie’s voice. “No way, little girl,” he told her in what he hoped was a cool, unimpressed tone. “The plug stays in, and in the meantime, I have something else for you to think about.” 
 
    Sophie was breathing so fast as he reached for the ice tray that she was practically hyperventilating, but he ignored her panicky gasps. Tipping the ice tray, Jared released two small ice cubes from the plastic container and brought them over to his writhing captive. 
 
    “It’s not only that arse that needs to be taught a lesson.” Jared leaned between her outstretched thighs, ensuring his hot breath reached her flesh while he dangled the ice cubes in her line of sight. 
 
    It took a few seconds for Sophie’s poor paralyzed brain to catch up with his fiendish plan, but he witnessed the moment she finally understood. 
 
    “No!” Her gasp actually tightened his balls. “No, Daddy, please!” 
 
    “Oh yes, little girl.”  
 
    He threw her a wink before his focus shifted back between her legs to her tempting little cunt. Sophie had always been heavenly, but clean shaven she was like some sort of fucking goddess, all bare and pink and wet for him. Taking an ice cube in each hand, he held one between his thumb and forefinger and slowly, excruciatingly slowly, so Sophie could savor every beautiful moment of its descent, Jared lowered it in the direction of her labia. Her thighs clenched at its approach and she groaned as her arse no doubt clamped around the cold plug. Jared chuckled at her performance. Sophie’s responses were, as ever, utterly perfect. 
 
    “Now, I know you’re lovely and wet for me, little girl.” Jared pressed the ice to her lips and waited while she jerked in reaction to its temperature. 
 
    “Daddy. Please!” 
 
    “You know I love to hear you beg, baby.” His gaze flitted back to her angst-ridden expression. “But Daddy needs you to be quiet unless you’re going to answer his questions. Understand?” 
 
    Sophie sucked her lower lip between her white teeth. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He nodded. He was glad they had an agreement. Holding the cube in position, he fixed Sophie with a determined stare. He wanted her to know the fate that was coming for her and crucially, Jared wanted to relish her expression when the ice finally slipped inside her hot little snatch. 
 
    “Remind Daddy why you’re being punished, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s brow knitted. “I broke the rules, Daddy.” 
 
    She seemed genuinely contrite at the admission, and Jared couldn’t help but smile.  
 
    “That’s right, little girl.” Gently, he eased the cube down until it hovered at her entrance. “You broke my one and only rule, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Sophie’s voice was tiny. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “What was the rule, baby?” Jared’s attention rose from her alluring cunt to her anxious face. 
 
    “To obey you, Daddy. “ Sophie’s answer was instantaneous, and a flicker of pride bloomed in his chest. Evidently, she had been paying attention. 
 
    “That’s right,” he clarified. “Your job is to obey Daddy. No matter what.” 
 
    Their gazes locked and at that moment, he pushed the ice cube into her pussy. Sophie’s eyes squeezed closed at the intrusion, her shock and discomfort etched into her pretty features. Jared grinned at her silent suffering, before sliding the second ice cube after the first. This time, Sophie’s mouth parted, her lips stretching into a silent O as she tried to acclimatize. 
 
    “Look at me.” He barked the order at her, leaning over her bound body when she compelled her gaze back to his face. “Are you starting to understand now, Sophie?” 
 
    A strangled mewl left her lips and without taking her eyes from him, she nodded. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
     “No more running and no more disobedience, little girl.” Jared’s gaze pinioned her with the instruction. “You’ll find Daddy has a litany of evil ways to punish his little girl.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He watched as a solitary tear leaked from Sophie’s left eye, its journey almost hypnotic as it slid down past her nose. Jared couldn’t remember her ever being more beautiful than that moment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Whatever else had happened, there had been no preparation for this. Bound and entirely exposed to Jared’s every maniacal whim, Sophie was truly beginning to lose it. She supposed she had considered herself in this position before—when she’d been tied to her own bed, for example, or when she’d first opened her eyes in the confines of this house—but she’d been wrong. Those times had been different. Sophie had, perhaps unwittingly, had hope then. The hope that this was nothing but a bad dream, a salacious fantasy come to life—something she would shortly wake up from—but not now. As the ice cubes slid inside her intimate flesh, Sophie realized there would be no waking up. This was it now—this was her lot. 
 
    A thing Jared could bind, torment and keep. 
 
    Nothing more and nothing less. 
 
    When he’d first pushed the plug into her arse, Sophie hadn’t known what to think. It was sensation overload, and the cold was paralyzing, temporarily sending her into an outright frenzy. The plug might not have been as long and imposing as Jared’s cock had been earlier, but its temperature was completely overwhelming, and at that moment, she’d have given anything to be rid of the thing. But naturally, that was impossible. Only Jared could remove it for her now, and likely, the thing would cruelly afflict her for an age before he’d be willing to relieve the angst. This was, as he kept telling her, a punishment. 
 
    And then the ice cubes appeared. Sophie felt them pressing against her pussy lips, and that was the moment she’d nearly lost her mind. Her behind was already exploding with the agony of the frozen plug, her brain unable to decipher if the temperature was so cold it hurt, or if the chill numbed the area altogether. There was no room to deal with yet another unwelcome intrusion—no space in her head to process the sensations—yet Jared had continued with dull inevitability. Worse than all of that though—baser than all of the power he wielded over Sophie—was his incessant need to vocalize it all. 
 
    She shuddered, aware of her desperate pussy trying to adjust to the touch of the frozen water while she clutched at those stark memories. The way Jared had pinioned her with the weight of his intense stare, the way he’d made her say the words. It was too much. 
 
    Too. Fucking. Much. 
 
    And yet those recollections continued to come, washing over her until his words cut through her consciousness. 
 
    “What was the rule, baby?” His voice had been taunting, daring her to get out of the latest humiliating predicament she was obliged to bear. 
 
    “To obey you, Daddy.” She’d answered him straight away, somehow, foolishly, still hopeful that she could avoid the rest of her fate. 
 
    “That’s right,” he’d nodded his head as if to reinforce the point. “Your job is to obey Daddy. No matter what.” 
 
    Jared had held her attention then, using the intensity of his gaze to immobilize her every bit as much as the bondage, and then, when she’d been at her most bloody vulnerable, that’s when the ice had violated her. Sophie had wanted to cry out as one, and then two unforgiving pieces of ice penetrated her, and Christ, it was like nothing else she’d ever been made to endure. Sophie would have taken his fucking paddle over this. Hell, she’d have accepted being bound in the bloody cage instead—anything but this level of exposure and defenselessness. The ice had slid into her cruelly, its slow progress inside mocking her somehow as it tracked a path into her most private place. And all the while, Sophie was compelled to take it. There was nothing she could do, and nothing to be said. Every time she clenched in panic, her arse gripped at the frozen plug shoved in her bottom, reminding her of her utter subjugation to Jared’s will.  
 
    Reminding her that this was it—this was her world—Jared’s hard, blue eyes, the horrendous suffocating blur of pink walls and carpets and all the pain and oppression he could throw at her. Forcing her eyes to focus, she took in Jared’s face and in silent horror, she noted that he was smiling. More than that though, the man was actually grinning at her suffering, his fingers still at her sex as if he worried the ice might return. She opened her mouth, certain there was some sort of protest trying to escape, but the truth was there were no words for this. It wasn’t so much the pain of the ice, as the look in his eyes. The knowledge that Jared was relishing this hurt even more than the frozen water now numbing her sex altogether. 
 
    “Look at me.” Jared spat the order in her direction, inclining toward her as though she could somehow mistake his meaning. “Are you starting to understand now, Sophie?” 
 
    Sophie pushed the sound from her throat as she nodded, a desperate, animalistic noise that was barely comprehensible. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
     “No more running and no more disobedience, little girl.” Jared’s eyes flashed in warning. “You’ll find Daddy has a litany of evil ways to punish his little girl.” 
 
    Her pussy contracted at that thought, the deed strangely unnerving now that the ice seemed to have acted as some type of anesthetic. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.”  
 
    Sophie had felt the tear as it leaked from her eye and a part of her had loathed the display of weakness, yet another, larger part didn’t even have the energy to care. So what if Jared saw her tears again? He had seen so much already—he’d taken everything. It should hardly matter anymore. 
 
    Jared pressed his lips against her forehead. “Then the lesson may have been learned, or it will be with a little more punishment.” 
 
    He tilted his head to gaze down at her watering eyes. “It’s not about ropes or ribbons, baby. It was never about that. It’s about my complete and utter domination of your life, little girl. It’s about knowing in your heart that Daddy knows best.” 
 
    Sophie blew out a breath, trying to decide if it was more or less awful if she tried to shift her weight in the cuffs again. Not that it would probably help either way. With all four limbs cuffed to the bed, she was helplessly exposed and open to him. Exposed, open, debased, and yet even after all of that—still fucking needy. 
 
    She squeezed her eyes closed at that realization, hopelessly ashamed at the reality. 
 
    However wrong Jared was, however deep this rabbit hole had left to go, there could never be any rationalizing the way Sophie had reacted to the treatment he’d dished out. The way she’d come at his touch, the manner in which her body had responded to the spanking, and to the condescending way he dressed and bound her. Sophie was certainly as bad as Jared. Maybe she was worse? And acknowledging that truth was turning into a one-way trip into oblivion. 
 
    “Do you get it now, little girl?” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze opened at the sound of his voice, finding that dark eyebrow arching at her again, his expression amused.  
 
    “I get it, Daddy.” She pushed the words out in one long rush of air, conscious of the way the burning intensity of the ice seemed to have subsided. 
 
    Of course, the plug was still cold and there was no hope of alleviating its intrusion, yet somehow, she seemed to have adjusted to the temperature in general. It was less horrific now, less debilitating, and while she caught her lip in her teeth, Sophie realized what the experience had become—the powerlessness and the pain—it was intoxicating. Tilting her hips, Sophie tried in vain to find any friction for her desperate clit, but there was none. Jared was conveniently positioned just far enough away to avoid her sex, a fact his wry smile seemed to understand only too well. 
 
    “So, my little girl likes her punishment, eh?” 
 
    She blinked up at him, anxious to protest the point, but already knowing it was futile. That’s how perverted this whole thing was—the baser the deeds became, the more she yearned for them. She craved Jared’s corruption like fucking oxygen. 
 
    “I’m so horny, Daddy.” Sophie panted at the embarrassing admission. “So turned on. I-I can’t even think anymore.” 
 
    He shook his head at her with a smile. “That’s not true is it, baby? We both know you’re thinking. You’re thinking right now, aren’t you?” 
 
    Jared’s face descended toward her, his lips parting as they approached, and in that moment, Sophie wanted nothing more than for him to kiss her, to claim her again—to take what so very obviously belonged to him. 
 
    “Aren’t you, Sophie?” His mouth halted frustratingly close to her face, that sardonic smile still etched into his features. 
 
    Sophie reasoned if she lifted her head an inch or so, she could probably capture Jared’s lips for herself and fleetingly, the thought of wrestling back that one iota of control was mesmerizing. She wanted it. She wanted to kiss him, to taste him again, to feel like a woman instead of a damn tormented child. 
 
    “I…” She hesitated, swallowing while the thought of kissing Jared consumed her. “I don’t know, Daddy.” 
 
    His lips lowered to hers, grazing against her partly opened mouth. “Of course, you do.” 
 
    Jared shifted on the bed, settling over Sophie’s body for the first time since he’d bound her. “I can see you thinking, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie pushed her hips north, gasping when, finally, her throbbing clit connected with the fabric of his trousers. 
 
    Oh fuck. Just that brief contact was exquisite. Sophie was so tightly wound, even a few moments of pushing herself up toward him would probably be enough to detonate her pleasure. 
 
    “What are you thinking, Sophie?” 
 
    “That I want you, Daddy.” There was no hesitation now, only the consuming certainty of her confession, and however bleak their reality, Sophie’s words were true. 
 
    She did want him. 
 
    If he was going to put her through this—if he insisted on binding and teasing her into this frenzy— then she needed him. On her, over her, inside her—any place she could get him, but more than anything else, she needed permission to explode—she needed to let go. 
 
    “You want me, or you want to come?” Jared breathed the words over her, his fingers stroking the hair from her face. 
 
    “Both.” Sophie closed her eyes at the unbelievable admission.  
 
    It would have been easier to bear if she’d just begged for the pleasure, but it wouldn’t have been the truth, and after everything—after all Jared had put her through— Sophie had no choice but to face up to the truth. Jared’s pursuit of her had stripped everything else away, leaving only the brutal reality of their combined depravity, and all its shocking ramifications. 
 
    “Both, please, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared gazed down at Sophie, his expression thoughtful. “If you keep me here fucking you, how will we ever get lunch, beautiful?” 
 
    She panted underneath him. Sophie didn’t care about lunch. She just needed this to be over—this burning, insatiable need that was threatening to pulverize her. She couldn’t cope with it anymore. 
 
    “Please, Daddy.” 
 
    What was that in her voice—anguish? Another part of the Sophie Bannister she’d been before Jared had come knocking at her door slipped away at the resonance of that sound. Another part of her old identity falling forever into the void. 
 
    “Look at you,” he soothed in the mocking tone that caused Sophie to clench around the butt plug. “So fucking desperate and needy.” 
 
    She inhaled at the accusation. There was no longer any consideration about ignoring it. Sophie was desperate and needy—that was the fucking point. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s lips twitched at her response. “Okay, little girl.” 
 
    He shifted over her, his right hand falling to his zipper. “You get what you want. Daddy’s going to fuck you again, and here’s the deal—if you can come whilst I do—then you have my permission to fucking revel in it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    How did Sophie do this? How did she have this overriding power over Jared that constantly blurred the lines in his mind? This was supposed to be her punishment—a favor to Sophie, rather than making her endure the wait until after lunch. And it had been a struggle for her—Jared was certain of that. He’d seen the injury in her gaze when the ice had slipped inside, and watched at the way Sophie’s body had responded. She’d loathed the ordeal and the glint in her eyes suggested at that moment she’d hated him, too, but then, something had changed. Just like it had last night when he’d been spanking her. Just like it always did with Sophie. Somehow, she got inside his head with her breathy little mewls and her tempting cunt and she’d exerted that power.  
 
    And there was no doubt in Jared’s mind—Sophie was powerful. Even cuffed to the bed she could still bend him to her will. 
 
    And now he was there over her again, pressing his palm into the bedding while he released his frantic cock and pushed it toward her wet seam. 
 
    “Oh God, yes.” Sophie arched her body as best she could in the bondage, her eyes fluttering closed as he nudged between her lips. “Daddy, yes.” 
 
    Sliding his erection into Sophie, Jared shifted forward, leaning over her body as he filled her up. Sophie’s heat enveloped him as he pushed deep into her delectable cunt, the fit tighter with the plug stretching her backside. Whatever chill the ice cubes had created already seemed lost to the heat of the passion that was burning between them, and fleetingly, he resolved to use more than two ice cubes next time he employed them. But that thought was splintered as he pushed into her balls deep, Sophie’s gaze darting back to him again, her hips shifting forward and fucking his shaft over and over. The passion in those brown orbs was utterly captivating. And in all his years, Jared couldn’t recall an experience like it. Yes, he had her. Yes, Sophie was the one secured to the bed and filled, but at the moment, Jared would never have known. She’d ensnared him entirely, her bucking hips sending him into a frenzy while she sought her own climax. 
 
    “Feel Daddy inside you.”  
 
    Somehow, he managed to snarl the words into her skin, though he had no idea how. There was no slack in his system, no space for air or relief. Sophie’s sex was the center of his world and they both knew it. The woman had lit the fuse in his head, and she was under his skin—where she’d been from those very first emails. 
 
    “Yes!” Sophie’s voice was raspy with need and he lifted his gaze to see her pulling futilely against the cuffs at her wrists. “Yes, Daddy. I feel you.” 
 
    “Is it good, baby?” Jared nipped at her neck before sucking at the tender flesh while she squirmed under him. 
 
    Her neck strained back against the pillow. “Oh fuck, yes! Give it to me, Daddy. Give it to me!” 
 
    Jared rose to gaze down at the ecstatic torment written all over Sophie’s face. He hadn’t planned any of this. This carnality—this hedonism. It was only supposed to have been the ice punishment and then lunch, but looking at her now, and sensing the way his balls constricted, he couldn’t bring himself to feel regret. Jared knew he was conceding by giving Sophie what she wanted, and worse, he’d even offered her a chance to seek her pleasure in the interim, yet somehow it didn’t matter. What concerned him now was the union between them, the way his cock possessed her, and the manner in which her greedy cunt lapped at it, desperate for the reward he promised. 
 
    That union was everything. 
 
    “Tell me you need it, little girl.” Jared’s jaw tensed while the sensations burgeoned. “Tell Daddy what you need.” 
 
    Sophie’s attention was on him again. “I need it, Daddy.” 
 
    Her gaze burned into him, and all the while, her hips continued their relentless rhythm. “I need your cock in me. I need you on me, fucking me. Daddy, please!” 
 
    The words came with ease now, her need apparently great enough to quell whatever embarrassment Sophie might have felt about admitting such things out loud. 
 
    “You’ve got it, baby,” he assured her, snapping his hips forward to meet her thrust. “Daddy’s right here, giving it to you.” 
 
    She groaned, a strangled sound that nearly peaked Jared’s pleasure all too soon, but staring down at the bound blonde, he steeled himself. He so enjoyed tormenting the woman, and denying her any climaxes was still one of his favorite games, yet there was no doubt, this was incredible, too. The tension in her limbs, and on her face as she sought the thing she’d been denied. The way her lips parted and her body trembled with the strain, the sheen of sweat that sheathed her skin—it was all so sweet. 
 
    Sweeter and hotter than anything Jared had ever known. 
 
    And inwardly, while he plowed into her welcoming pussy, Jared prayed that Sophie would find the high she was looking for. She’d taken the blows and surrendered as best she knew how, and Jared was convinced, Sophie deserved that much. She deserved to come—to splinter into a thousand pieces that he could mold into the shape of the little girl he wanted. 
 
    Jared wanted her to come apart. 
 
    “Oh God, Daddy!” Sophie’s words were fraught and jittery with the obvious weight of the pleasure that was looming. “Oh, my God. I think I’m going to…” 
 
    Her lips parted, but her words seemed to run dry, though her eyes were wide as she searched for his face—for his permission. 
 
    Jared smiled down at her. “What, baby?” 
 
    He couldn’t resist one final moment of torturous pleasure, an opportunity to tease Sophie a little more—a chance to make her plead and beg. 
 
    “To come.” She was fighting for control now, the pressure evident in her eyes. “I need to come, Daddy. Please may I?” 
 
    Sophie practically screeched the words, but it was good enough. Good enough to tighten Jared’s balls. Good enough to take his breath away. 
 
    “Come for me, little girl.”  
 
    Jared growled the words into her hair at the same moment he collapsed over her. His climax was perilously close, too, but he was desperate to hang on until Sophie reached her destination. He needn’t have worried though. Sophie’s crescendo landed at that exact moment, her cunt contracting around his shaft and toppling him straight into utopia. 
 
    For a moment, there was nothing but the hot, black release. The heat of Sophie’s body, the way she writhed and moaned beneath him, and the way they both gasped for breath—Jared was aware of those things, and yet they hardly permeated his consciousness. All there was in the world, was this union and the power they’d created together. 
 
    The power of her submission and of his need to control. 
 
    The power of the ropes and the cuffs, and of all the hot and humiliating things he’d forced Sophie to swallow down. Of all the things he still had to introduce her to, of all the days and nights of this bliss to come—all of a sudden, it was all too much to bear. 
 
    Jared had been sure about Sophie. 
 
    He’d been certain right from the first time they’d chatted and that first selfie she’d sent so coyly, yet he could never have envisioned a moment like this—the salvation of their connection. 
 
    Sophie was still shuddering when he slid from her, her lips parting as though she intended to complain, but somehow, she didn’t have the words. Kneeling over her, Jared released first the cuffs that held her ankles to the bed. He was vaguely aware of the strangled sounds of relief which escaped Sophie as her legs were finally liberated, but Jared’s attention was already set on releasing the cuffs at her wrists as well. 
 
    “Daddy?” She blinked up at him when the final buckle was released, apparently confused at the sudden freedom. 
 
    “That was incredible.” 
 
    How many times had he told Sophie that already, and yet Jared had meant every word, no less so on this occasion. He’d never meant anything more. It had been incredible. When he’d captured Sophie, he’d taken more than just a little girl, he’d seized someone who seemed able to satisfy his soul. 
 
    He stared down at her, grappling with that thought, but somehow, the implications were too intense to rationalize. 
 
    Too insane, even for a man like Jared. 
 
    “I need you again, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie nodded her head, her lips curling. “Yes, Daddy, and thank you.” 
 
    Their eyes met. She’d thanked him—for the pleasure he assumed, and yet the true meaning fell into insignificance at that moment. Sophie had thanked him, without prompting and apparently, because she truly meant every word. 
 
    “You deserved the pleasure,” he mused, kneeling over her while he pulled her wrists free of the bondage. “Up now, Daddy wants you over the bed.” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip at the command, but the hesitation was only momentary. In a second, she was sitting up and they both scurried to take the position he’d demanded, Sophie’s provocative little arse sticking out over the edge of the pink covers while he readied himself. Jared eyed the curve of her flesh, surveying the place the butt plug was still safely tucked away and his arousal stirred again. Even though he’d only just satiated his need inside her, he was still hard. It seemed there could never be enough of Sophie. 
 
    Reaching for the disheveled remains of her pigtails, Jared pulled hard and yanked her head back into an extreme arch. She braced, taking the effort without a word of complaint and all the while, her legs splayed, her sex inviting him back for more pleasure. Jared impaled her without delay. It wasn’t like he needed an invitation anyway. That hot little cunt was his—a point he’d more than made in the last day—and one he was happy to reinforce over the ones to come. Sophie groaned at the depth of his intrusion, the noise forcing Jared to smile as he held her in place by her hair.  
 
    She was so right for him—so perfect. 
 
    Smart and sassy perhaps, but so desperately needing to surrender, and as his cock drove into her heat, Jared was gleeful. They’d found each other, and he had taken what belonged to him. 
 
    And now, it was never going to end. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie’s eyes flickered open and the first thing her brain registered was pink. Pink cotton. The pink cotton of the bedspread Jared insisted she sleep under. And then came the suffocating presence of the weight on top of her. The hot, breathing weight of another person who appeared to have crashed out over her body. Sprawled over the covers with her lower legs hanging from the end of the bed, Sophie was pinioned by someone else’s body. 
 
    Jared. 
 
    Her heart raced as that thought resonated. 
 
    It was Jared on top of her. It had to be. 
 
    Squeezing her eyes closed, she took a moment to recollect the last things that had transpired before she’d fallen into the carnal-induced stupor, and sure enough, a memory of Jared pounding her hard from behind filled Sophie’s mind. Apparently in the haze of post orgasmic intimacy, Jared had held her and they had both inadvertently fallen asleep. She guessed he too, hadn’t had the greatest night’s rest the evening before and the pleasure had knocked their overwrought bodies into slumber. 
 
    She glanced left at Jared’s face. His hair had fallen over his eyes, but his expression was peaceful and his breathing slow and rhythmic. He was fast asleep. 
 
    But now Sophie was awake. 
 
    Wide awake and for the first time in what seemed like an age, she was free. 
 
    There were no obvious binds at her wrists or her ankles and nothing securing her to the bed in any way. Her heart skipped a beat as that thought resonated. 
 
    There was nothing keeping her here now except Jared himself. 
 
    As though he was somehow reading her thoughts, Jared groaned in his sleep, the arm that had been flung over her middle withdrawing while he rolled onto his back. Sophie watched the movement with anxious excitement. Now, only their legs were tangled together, and with a little more luck, she could prize herself from him and then, finally, she could start focusing on what was important.  
 
    On getting out of here. 
 
    On getting back to Billy and Lucy. 
 
    Slowly, ever so slowly, she rose to her elbows. Glancing over her shoulder, Sophie took in the look of their straggled legs. Jared’s left calf was still lying over hers, the weight of it pushing her down into the mattress, but aside from that, they were virtually distinct forms on the bed. Sophie swallowed, her every sinew understanding the significance of this moment. They were distinct—separated—and she was free. 
 
    If Sophie could only negotiate her leg from Jared’s without waking him, this could be it. This could be her chance! 
 
    Her heart was pounding so fast it threatened to leap into her throat while Sophie flexed her left foot, trying to decide how best to manage the problem of Jared’s sprawling limb. She needed to make any motion seem casual, so if he did stir, it could be dismissed as just stretching and moving in her sleep, yet she wanted to make it count. Sophie might only get one shot at this, and she didn’t want to mess it up by being tentative. 
 
    It was a conundrum, and one that her fraying nerves were doing nothing to help resolve. She closed her eyes, drawing in a deep breath as though the oxygen in the room was going to solve the problem. The images of her children popped into her head, gripping at her heartstrings and making up her mind for her. Sophie had to do this—she had to try—and she had to do it now. 
 
    Inhaling, she rolled theatrically onto her back, away from Jared. Her leg spun with the motion, untangling her from his calf, which landed against the edge of the mattress and in that moment, she was finally free of him. Sophie gulped, the wonder of the liberation tarnished by the fresh terror that coursed around her veins. Yes, she was free, but the action had caused Jared’s leg to fall with more force than she’d reckoned for, and inevitably, he seemed to rouse at the impact. Pulling in a deep breath, his brow furrowed, sending Sophie’s heart into a spin. She couldn’t take another breath, her gaze fixed upon him as if her life depended on the next few seconds and what transpired next. 
 
    And in many ways, of course, it did. 
 
    There was a heart-pounding period where Jared’s eyes flickered below his eyelids, although they never actually opened, and in all that time, Sophie could scarcely take a breath. Nausea threatened to rise from her belly, her muscles fraught with tension while she waited for the verdict—would Jared wake up and dash any hope she had of escape? And worse, would he know instinctively what her plan had been? Somehow, the man always seemed to know what she was thinking. There was never any hiding from him. 
 
    Time protracted. Perhaps it was only thirty seconds that she stayed there scrutinizing Jared’s face, or possibly, it was much, much longer. All Sophie knew was that she couldn’t move, couldn’t relax and was barely able to breathe until Jared slipped back into something of a deeper slumber. The tension slipped visibly from his shoulders and his head fell toward the pillows. Now, Sophie had no tangible way of knowing whether Jared was asleep or not. The only clues she had were the tell-tale signs of his body, and while rationally, she trusted that he’d fallen back to sleep, Sophie couldn’t shake that nagging doubt that maybe he was feigning it. He could be lying there awake at that moment, just waiting to see what Sophie would do. And if that were true, she’d be in for the hiding of her life once Jared got his hands on her, as well as God knows what else he had in mind. Trepidation furled in her tummy, the anxiety almost painful. It was a gamble all right, but one Sophie had to take.  
 
    She rose from the covers slowly, her gaze never leaving Jared’s body while she forced her tense muscles into a sitting position. Heart racing, Sophie waited. She waited for the sudden movement she expected—the one that would look to restrain her— or the sarcastic remark she imagined coming from his mouth. Her toes curled as the minutes stretched on, and all the while, there was nothing from Jared. Nothing but the slow, rhythmic sound of his breathing. 
 
    Move!  
 
    The words screamed inside Sophie’s head, echoing around her mind like she was going crazy. For God’s sake, get up and move! This is it, Soph. This is your opportunity, and if you sit here and don’t take it, you’re consigning yourself to this fate—to a life of servitude with a madman like Jared. 
 
    Her gaze grazed over his topless form, devouring the look of his strong arms and muscular back. What was wrong with her? Did she actually want to be stuck here with him, objectified and demeaned to within an inch of her life on an hour by hour basis? Sophie shook her head slowly. Of course not. Of course she didn’t want that. 
 
    No woman in her right mind could possibly want that. 
 
    As though Sophie’s body insisted on answering her unspoken questions, her legs twitched, and little by little she edged herself toward the edge of the bed. Skimming her backside over the covers, Sophie realized the damn butt plug was still lodged inside her arse, and she bit her lip at the thought. She wanted the thing out of her, but she had very little idea how the hell she’d achieve that end, and now was hardly the time. Rising tentatively to her feet, Sophie clenched her muscles around the plug, her gaze torn between the sleeping giant on the pink bed and the exit she knew offered her only hope of survival. She could barely pull in air while she inched herself in the direction of the door, her gaze ultimately determining to remain on Jared. Although God only knew why. What was she going to do if he woke up now and found her halfway between the bed and the door? How the hell was she going to explain that? Dread washed over her at the thought, so she pushed it down, suppressing it along with all the other unhelpful emotions that were pinballing through her body. 
 
    It seemed to take forever, each slide of her feet bordering on painful as Sophie edged away. Hysteria loomed on the horizon, watching her. Any one of the floorboards beneath the wretched pink carpet could be loose. It could squeak and disturb Jared and then the whole thing would be over. 
 
    Sophie would be over. 
 
     Eventually, Sophie found herself at the bedroom door, her heart pounding so fast she was dizzy. The door was ajar, and she pulled it open with renewed apprehension. She couldn’t recall it creaking at any time in the last day, but the reality was she’d never been paying attention, and one loud noise from the thing now could be enough to stir Jared from his sleep. Her body was wracked with tension when the door slid open silently and she gulped, backing into the shadows of the hallway. Glancing left and right, she took in the dim corridor. She’d rarely been allowed to walk the length of the thing since her arrival, but she knew which direction the staircase was in and she tiptoed toward it. Passing a door to her right, she paused momentarily, considering stopping to look for something to wear. Sophie was naked, save for the ribbons in her hair and the plug in her arse, and she still had no idea where the hell she was—where this house was—so she would need something to cover her until she could find help. Until she could get to the police. But somehow stopping so soon after the pink room seemed like folly. She had to get down the stairs and look for an exit—a way out that didn’t involve Jared—and the sooner she did that, the better. 
 
    She held her breath while she made her way down the carpeted stairs. Luck seemed to be favoring her escape, and so far, she’d heard no unexpected creaks from any of the steps, but Sophie had no idea how long that might last. At any moment, he could wake and find her missing. At any moment, her luck could run out, and once that happened, her chances of getting away fell exponentially. This was, she assumed, Jared’s house. He knew the layout, and he knew the hiding places and he also knew every single way in and out of the place. Sophie pushed that thought away, too. However true that analysis was, it wasn’t going to help her get out of here. Only her feet, will and cunning could do that now. 
 
    Reaching the bottom of the stairs, Sophie’s gaze moved around the place. She knew the kitchen waited at the end of the hallway, and the lounge with the bloody cage was somewhere to the left, but beyond that, she had no clue how to get out. Instinctively, Sophie turned right and padded quickly to the end of the corridor. A large wooden door loomed in the distance and Sophie’s heart leapt. That must be the front door, though why she skipped so happily toward it was anyone’s guess. There was no way a man as organized and fastidious as Jared would have left his front door unlocked when he had a captive in the house, and she knew it, but somehow, she couldn’t prevent her feet from making the journey, from trying the handle, from accepting the gloomy reality for herself. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Sophie spun on her heel, taking in the watercolors and mirrors that were hanging on the walls around her. So, inevitably the front door was not going to be an option, but surely, there must be another way out? A back entrance—somewhere else she could slip away from? 
 
    With a deep breath, Sophie moved back down the hallway in the direction of the kitchen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-One 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    His flesh was hot, brimming with passion that was burning him up from the inside and every ounce of it was directed at Sophie. 
 
    Sophie. 
 
    The woman who had come so unexpectedly into his life. The woman who had reached out to him and somehow, reached inside his soul. The woman who’d become his little girl and was going to spend the rest of her life pleasing him. 
 
    It was a dream—this moment—this scenario, and Jared knew it. 
 
    He knew the floor under his feet wasn’t real, or the steam that rose from the freshly-boiled kettle didn’t really exist, yet somehow none of that mattered. What was real were the feelings Sophie stirred in him, the need to contain her, to tame her, to worship her. 
 
    Those things were real whether he was awake or not. 
 
    Jared turned his head toward her, his cock straining at the sight which met his eyes. There she was, all tied up in her chair, her fragile little wrists and ankles restrained in the pink cuffs however hard she pulled against them. He took a step in her direction, his gaze falling over her chest. Once more, Jared had added her bib in preparation for the meal to come, and the nipple clamps pinched her tits beautifully where the fabric of the bib ended. Blowing out a breath, he rubbed his hard length with glee.  
 
    The scene was perfect—she was perfect—and he was willing to bet her pussy was soaking wet against the wood of the chair. Just desperate to be filled by him again—whenever Jared decided it was time. 
 
    “Lunchtime soon, little girl,” he purred, coming to stand before her. 
 
    Sophie lifted her chin, her eyes wide at the assertion.  
 
    “Are you hungry?” 
 
    She moaned around the large, pink plastic ball shoved into her mouth, completely unable to answer him properly with the gag obstructing her tongue and Jared’s cock leaped at the delicious sound. He’d chosen that gag personally, with Sophie in mind. It had numerous small holes in the pink ball, meaning she could breathe unhindered, but the black strap ensured it was well lodged between her teeth. And with her hands bound, there was no way Sophie was getting it out of her mouth. She couldn’t release it any more than she could release the grip of the clamps at her chest, or stand up and walk away. 
 
    She was precisely how and where he wanted her to be. 
 
    His little captive. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes, baby.” Jared grinned at the way her brows knitted. “Daddy will make you a sandwich and then help you eat.” 
 
    A barrage of mumbled sounds came from behind the gag and his lips twitched in response. Even though Sophie was probably being impertinent and he should chastise her for the error, he could hardly suppress the urge to chuckle. Jared loved the indecipherable noises that came when a woman was gagged. Just the murmur of them made him hard, and his cock was already rock-solid. Having Sophie around like this was like having a perpetual hard-on. 
 
    He smiled while he wandered back to the kitchen counter and concluded Sophie’s sandwich. Picking up the knife, he spread the soft cheese onto the white, sliced bread, pausing to glance over his shoulder at her. She was still writhing against the cuffs, her lips stretched wide around the pretty pink ball. Jared had no idea if Sophie liked soft cheese. He’d never taken the time to ask, but he’d already decided it didn’t matter. She was going to eat what she was given now, when she was told to and that was the end of it. Any refusal to comply with those very simple rules would be met with further punishment, and not the sort that would result in her contracting pleasure. Jared had been wrong to give in to Sophie before and the message that sent was not going to do him any favors in the long term. He had to get better at following through with his threats of punishment and making them count, and Jared knew that he would. The next time little Sophie was insolent, he would paddle her arse until she cried out for mercy and she could scarcely sit in her chair. 
 
    He would make each strike count. 
 
    Finishing the sandwich, he put the two slices of bread together and sliced off the crusts. Jared grinned while he cut the sandwich into small triangles. It was just the way he used to eat his sandwiches when he was a small boy, and it would be ideal for his little girl. Placing the triangles onto her plastic, pink plate, he collected his mug of hot tea and wandered back toward the restrained Sophie. Her gaze fell on the sandwich, her eyes flitting to his face. 
 
    “Here we go, little girl.” He reached forward and slowly edged the pink ball from her lips. It landed at her neck, along with a barrage of drool that had presumably been collecting behind it. “Time for your lunch.” 
 
    “What is it, Daddy?” she gasped, scrutinizing the small white triangle when Jared picked it up and moved it toward her mouth. 
 
    “Soft cheese on white.” He smirked at the way he put that, as though he was a waiter in an expensive bistro. As though Sophie had a choice. 
 
    She crinkled her nose at his verdict. “I don’t like soft cheese, Daddy. I don’t want it.” 
 
    Sophie pressed her lips into a hard line with the pronouncement, and to his astonishment, she actually shook her head with determination. 
 
    Jared pulled in a breath at her petulant display, his cock throbbing intently. “I wasn’t aware Daddy had given you a choice, young lady.” 
 
    Her eyes widened at that before returning to the sandwich between his fingers. “But I don’t like it, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s voice had taken on a child-like quality he had never noticed before. It was like she was mocking Jared, and the thought riled him. 
 
    “I don’t care if you like it or not,” he insisted. “It’s the lunch Daddy has prepared for you and it’s the lunch Sophie is going to eat.” 
 
    “I will not,” she huffed indignantly, and Jared had the sense that if she could have stamped her foot in defiance then she would have done so. “And you can’t make me!” 
 
    He dropped the small sandwich back onto the pink plate. “Is that right?” he asked, ensuring he cocked an eyebrow at her performance. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied in an insolent tone. “It is right, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared folded his arms across his chest. He had to say he admired her fortitude. After everything, he hadn’t expected Sophie to show such defiance—not now that he’d mastered her so thoroughly—but evidently, he had been wrong. This display had been brewing inside Sophie all the time. Just waiting for the right moment to explode into life, and even though Jared was irritated by the performance, he was also mightily aroused. Namely, because he knew what was going to happen to the little girl as a consequence. 
 
    “Well, we’ll see about that, little girl.” Jared straightened in his chair. “Because I disagree, and whose rules do we follow in this house?” 
 
    She scowled at the question. “Yours, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s answer was begrudged, but she had at least given the correct one. 
 
    “That’s right,” he replied. “Mine. And Daddy says if you refuse the sandwich now then you get a good spanking for your refusal, plus additional strikes for your tone, Sophie. And then, once your bottom is red and sore, I will ensure you eat it later today. And I won’t be offering you anything else until it is eaten.” 
 
    Her face blanched at his assessment, her lip disappearing between her white teeth. 
 
    “Is that what you’d like?” 
 
    Jared’s explanation seemed to have sucked some of the bravado from Sophie and her gaze lowered while she pondered the question. “But I don’t want it, Daddy.” 
 
    “Did you not understand the question, little girl?” 
 
    Slowly, she lifted her chin to meet his gaze. “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “And so?” His brow arched again. “What’s it to be, Sophie? Are you going to be Daddy’s good little girl, or do you want to be punished?” 
 
    She exhaled, screwing up her pretty face. “I don’t want it!” Sophie practically screeched the words at him. “I don’t want it and you can’t make me eat it.” 
 
    Jared shook his head. That was just where she was wrong. He rose from his seat, watching while her eyes widened. “So, you made your choice, Sophie. Now, it’s time you were punished.” 
 
    Reaching for the wrist nearest him, Jared yanked Sophie’s body out of the chair and toward him. And now, the cuffs that held her at the wrists and ankles evaporated in that way that things often do in dreams, enabling Jared to draw Sophie forward and straight over his lap. She went with a yelp, screaming as her limbs tumbled either side of him, her hair falling like a blonde waterfall to his left and even when he held her down, Sophie’s legs continued to kick against the tiles below. 
 
    “Stop it, Daddy!” 
 
    Jared lifted his palm and swatted her hard, landing against both cheeks. The impact settled her for a second, but then reality bit and Sophie seemed to fight harder. 
 
    “Ouch!” she screamed, banging her small fists against the floor. “Get off me.” 
 
    He silenced her complaints with a number of unyielding strikes in fast succession. Sophie struggled against his legs, but Jared’s large hand held her in place with ease. “Daddy warned you,” he told her. “He told you what would happen if you didn’t eat your lunch, didn’t he?” 
 
    He was spanking her relentlessly now, reddening both cheeks with determined swats that rained down onto her exposed, creamy flesh, and he was relishing every single one of them. The feeling of her hot skin under his palm, the crack of each swat as it reverberated around the kitchen and the small gasps of pain that escaped from her lips, all merged to ratchet Jared’s arousal higher and higher, until soon, he could barely think about anything except sliding his fingers back into her cunt. 
 
    About fucking her again. 
 
    About making her his. 
 
    “You’re going to learn, young lady.” He growled the words through gritted teeth while he smacked her vulnerable little bottom once more. “Do you understand?” 
 
    Sophie whimpered and when he glanced down, he noted that the hands that were once fists were now splayed out against the floor, as though she was desperately hoping to crawl away and escape. 
 
    Escape? 
 
    Jared snorted at the concept. Escape was laughable. There would be no escape for Sophie now. Even though she was no longer bound and restrained, she was still his and she was still trapped within the confines of his house. All the windows and doors were locked and only he knew where the keys were. The key to the front door was in his pocket right at this moment. As for the back door, that key was well hidden. Nobody would ever find it, let alone poor little Sophie with her ropes and her ribbons and her reddened backside. 
 
    Sophie had no chance. 
 
    Jared ran his palm over the curve of her arse. The flesh was warmed after the brunt of his palm and he smiled at the way she mewled. “Is it sore, baby?” 
 
    She twisted to try and see him. “Yes, Daddy,” she blurted. “It hurts.” 
 
    He smiled. “Then it is just as I promised you,” he answered. “You’re going to have a sore bottom until you learn the rules, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie raised her hand, tightening it into a fist again before she brought it crashing down. He turned at the sound, smiling at the show of insubordination. Even now, after this humiliation, Sophie was still defiant and he loved that about her. 
 
    “Stop that,” he muttered. “You’ll hurt your hand.” 
 
    She slammed her fist down again, Jared’s brow knitting at the noise. It was different than the way he expected flesh on tiles to sound. It was different than before. 
 
    Again the noise came, like a crash. The sound of wood resisting, protesting as it was forced in one direction or another. But that couldn’t be right. There was no wood here and no resistance except the strength of Sophie’s will. 
 
    Glancing down, he realized she was no longer sprawled over his lap. Sophie was gone, and for some reason, it didn’t perturb him half so much as it should. This was a dream, after all. People came and went in a flash where dreams were concerned. 
 
    Nothing had to make sense. 
 
    And then came the noise again, louder this time, drawing Jared from the kitchen and toward the utility room. Yes, that’s what it was! Jared inhaled as the realization washed over him. It was the sound the back door made in the utility room when it was being pushed against. The wood had been expanding for years and it had become more and more difficult to open. Jared’s brow furrowed at the thought. 
 
    It was the back door. 
 
    Someone was pushing against the back door. 
 
    The notion was disconcerting, though in his subconscious mind, Jared couldn’t decide why. 
 
    With a jolt, he was awake, sitting bolt upright on the edge of the bed. 
 
    But not his bed. 
 
    Sophie’s bed—the pink bed he’d had designed for her especially. 
 
    His head ached and instinctively, he reached out with his left hand, feeling for the warmth of Sophie’s body. Yet there was no warmth. No one was there. There was nothing there except the cool cotton of pink sheets. 
 
    Sophie was gone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    There was no way out in the kitchen. The place was just as Sophie had remembered it, the counters running along the back wall and the circular wooden table to her left. But there was no door—no exit—and heart pounding, Sophie had skipped out of it as soon as possible. She had no way of knowing how long Jared would sleep for, but for sure, wandering the rooms downstairs should not be part of her long-term plan. She had to find a route out of this house. There had to be one. 
 
    Fleeing the warmth from the kitchen, she stumbled into the lounge next. Her heart stopped momentarily when her gaze fell over the cage, and then she turned on her heel and was gone. Sophie already knew there was no exit in this room, and she had no wish to dwell on the metal structure that taunted her from the corner. A genuine swell of panic was blooming as she stumbled across the hallway from the lounge, heading in the direction of the next door—the only door she had yet to explore. This had to be it. This had to be her way out. Sophie couldn’t even contemplate the notion of having this chance and not being able to take it. That reality was too awful to even consider. 
 
    She turned the door handle slowly, conscious of any potential noise her exploration was creating. Pushing the door inwards, she slipped inside and was immediately hit by the heat of the new location. This room was much smaller than the other two, and by the looks of the washing machine and clothes airing around the place, it was Jared’s utility room. Sophie glanced around the place, trying to quell her increasing heart rate. It wouldn’t pay to let the panic take control. Sophie had to stay focused if she were to have any hope. She moved inside the room, ensuring the door was closed quietly behind her and took in the place. There was a counter running to her left and piles of neatly folded shirts adorned it, each collection sorted by color, as though they were about to go on sale in a shop window. Sophie gulped at that thought. The clothes were so beautifully pressed and well organized, it freaked her out, reminding her of the flawless bathroom upstairs and the general cleanliness of the whole place. It was so unusual to find such standards in a single guy. But then, Jared was no ordinary man, was he? 
 
    Sophie shuddered at the thought, the alarm pushing her feet forward. Glancing to her right, she absorbed the line of shirts and trousers drying overhead by the wall. Like the piles of clothes, each had been ironed to perfection and they hung in color order, like some type of twisted rainbow. Stumbling forward, Sophie reached for the nearest shirt. It was a deep burgundy shade with long sleeves, and pulling It from the hanger carefully, Sophie released the buttons and threw it around her. Of course, the garment was enormous on her—anything that belonged to a man as colossal as Jared was bound to be—but in some ways that was good. It meant the hem fell down against her thighs and the sleeves swallowed up her small arms, but more importantly, it meant she was at least partially clothed for the first time since she’d arrived at the house. But all that would mean nothing if Sophie couldn’t find a route out. 
 
    She pressed on, ignoring the immaculate state of the floor, closet doors and dryer when she reached the wall and reflexively turned right to see where the room ended, and that’s when she saw it. Sophie’s gaze landed on it so quickly, that it actually took a few seconds for its meaning to register in her brain. And when it did, the reality almost knocked her off her feet. 
 
    A door. 
 
    A back door—it had to be! 
 
    Before her head had a chance to catch up with the action, her bare feet were running over the white tiles toward her chance of freedom. Unlike the sturdy front door, it seemed thinner, smaller and full of infinite possibilities. Her palms were at the handle at once, yanking it toward her as though Sophie expected the thing to just fly open and let her out. But that was ridiculous. It might not be as secure as the front door, but there was no way a man like Jared was going to leave the back of his house unlocked. Even without Sophie’s presence to consider. She had to have known that, and indeed she had, yet somehow, Sophie couldn’t resist the sense of disappointment that washed over her when the door refused to open. 
 
    Closing her eyes, she inhaled. The door was locked—that much was clear, so Sophie had to find the key. 
 
    Oh God… Anxiety swirled in her stomach. What if there was no key to find? What if the only keys to both doors were on Jared’s person—what the hell was she going to do then? Briefly, she considered creeping back upstairs and attempting to retrieve the items from Jared and the dread twisted until it actually hurt. There was no way that was going to be possible. If Jared had them in his possession then they’d be tucked inside one of his numerous pockets and virtually impossible to retrieve without stirring him. That thought filled her mind, making it difficult to think beyond the blind panic stretching up from her belly to her throat.  
 
    If Jared had the keys, and recovering them from him wasn’t an option, then what was she going to do? 
 
    Sophie couldn’t give up. 
 
    Not now. Not now she’d gotten this far. No, there had to be a way out. 
 
    She pressed her palm against the obscured glass of the back door. It was still light outside, and for the first time in hours, Sophie was so close to getting out into that light—to being free. This couldn’t be the end of that hope. 
 
    It just couldn’t be! 
 
    Sophie leaned into the cool glass, exhaling at the sense of despair that was threatening to consume her. Hot, thick tears collected at her eyes as frustration swilled with all of her hopes and fears. She had to get out of here. She had to get away and back to her babies. Sophie hadn’t gone through all of this for nothing. Now she was away from Jared, she had to leave—she had to make it count for something. She couldn’t even bring herself to imagine the terrible punishments he would enact upon her if he found her here, like this. 
 
    Sophie would never survive it. 
 
    She couldn’t survive it. 
 
    She wouldn’t. 
 
    A powerful surge of anger pulsed through her. No. She wouldn’t, because Sophie was not going to let that happen. She wasn’t Jared’s and she never bloody had been. She hadn’t consented to any of this, and however good the sex was, she didn’t want it. Not more than her children. Not more than her fucking sanity. 
 
    There had to be a way out, and that was all there was to it. 
 
    And if she couldn’t find a key, then she’d find another way. She had to.  
 
    Lifting her forehead, Sophie gazed at the window. It was substantial in size, encompassing more than half of the door’s frame, but seemed to be comprised of a single pane. With enough force, she could probably smash through it, and using one of his shirts, Sophie could clear the glass away and squeeze through that space. Optimism raced through her brain at the consideration. It wouldn’t be easy, but it was possible. She could fit through there, Sophie knew she could, and so what if she picked up a few cuts along the way? She would suffer for her liberation. She’d bleed for the life she’d left behind if she had to. 
 
    Adrenaline pulsed around her veins as Sophie glanced about for something to break the glass with. It would need to be something heavy enough to do the job in only a couple of strikes. She couldn’t afford to take any longer. Who knew how long she’d already been away from Jared?  But it seemed likely that the sound of smashing glass would rouse him sooner rather than later. She’d need to have her wits about her and be ready. Ready to clear the glass, ready to get through. Ready to run. 
 
    Sophie’s attention fell to a cupboard beside the door. It was tall and fronted in a pristine white cover, just like the counters. Perhaps there was something in there she could use to break the glass, and she moved toward it, opening the door unthinkingly. Inside were multiple shelves, each apparently lined with different washing products. There was a row of washing liquids, all arranged as though they were on show at the grocery store, and above that, a selection of fabric conditioners. Her focus paused over one, her heart picking up its pace out of what seemed like some learned, twisted instinct. Her gaze had halted at the one, pink bottle and reflexively, Sophie reached for it, pulling the practically full bottle toward her. Taking it from the shelf, she held the product toward the light. The manufacturers label called it baby pink, but the word baby had been crossed out with one black line and replaced in pink pen by another word. A word that furled the tension in her already knotted belly: Sophie. 
 
    Oh God.  
 
    He’d bought this for her—for her blankets and bed sheets and whatever the hell else Jared had deemed it appropriate for. Somehow, the small discovery rocked her. It symbolized everything that was wrong with Jared and his enterprise. His creepy attention to detail and his desire to smother Sophie in everything that was pink and youthful. It was wrong. It was all wrong. 
 
    That’s why you need to get out!  
 
    The nagging voice in her head screamed the thought at her, reminding Sophie what she was there for, and with a gasp, her focus flew back to the cupboard and into the space the bottle of pink liquid had come from. 
 
    And there in the shadows, behind the neatly packed rows of products, Sophie saw it. 
 
    A glimmer of metal. 
 
    A glimmer of hope and shoving the bottle in her hands onto another shelf, she reached for it, her heart in her mouth as she pulled the item toward her. 
 
    Fingering the metal, she grasped it in her palm, her brain taking rather too long to conclude what should have been instantly obvious. 
 
    It was a key. 
 
    A large, thick key—the sort which might unlock an old-fashioned door. 
 
    An old-fashioned back door. 
 
    Anxiety rushed through Sophie when she turned back toward the door, searching for the key hole. She dared not believe that this was the key she needed. She couldn’t bring herself to conceive the possibility because the weight of the disappointment that awaited her if it proved to not be the case would be too much to bear. But still, Sophie carried on. She slotted the thick metal into the key hole, holding her breath at the way it seemed to fit. 
 
    Oh fuck. It fit. Maybe this was the key? 
 
    She panted while she turned the key in the lock, her muscles all clenching at the same time when she heard the mechanism unlock. 
 
    It was the key—this was the right key! 
 
    Her throat dried with excitement as the prospect washed over her. Sophie had found the key and the door was unlocked. Without another thought, she reached for the handle once more, pulling it toward her. Sophie expected the door to open, flooding the room with cool, welcome fresh air, but it didn’t budge. She pulled harder, using both hands this time, tugging at it and hearing the thing rattle in its hinges, and although she could sense the wood was willing, it seemed to be stuck somehow. It was as though the door had expanded and was unwilling to concede to her request. 
 
    Infuriated anger coursed through her and Sophie yanked harder at the thing. She heard the protest of the wood louder this time, the door screeching as she jerked against it for all she was worth. The noise sent fresh panic to Sophie’s brain. She knew it could be enough to rouse Jared; she knew he could already be on his way, but what choice did she have? She hadn’t come this far to go back to his fucking cuffs and ribbons. 
 
    This had to end. 
 
    This had to be the end. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Sophie tried again, pulling with all her weight against the door. The wood screamed like it wanted to alert its master to her escape, and the thought just elicited more fury from Sophie. She wrenched at it, hauling the thing toward her with everything she had. Sophie wasn’t a particularly strong woman, but this was different. This was about her survival, her sanity, about getting back to her children, and somehow, she found a strength she didn’t even know she had. With one final, excruciatingly loud screech, the door gave way, the effort sending Sophie flying backwards toward the counter behind her. She landed in a panting heap on the tiles, but the defeat was short-lived. 
 
    The door was open. 
 
    She was free! 
 
    And within seconds Sophie was on her feet and racing out of it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-Three 
 
    Jared 
 
      
 
    Jared was on his feet even before his brain had the chance to consider what was happening. His chest was heaving while he fought for breath, the panic at his core close to suffocating. 
 
    Sophie. 
 
    Her name echoed around his mind. 
 
    Where the fuck was Sophie? 
 
    Anxiety clawed at his insides, the sensation sharpening like a blade. How the hell could Jared have let this happen? Why hadn’t he bound her like before? At the very least Sophie should have been wearing his cuffs, but no—in his reckless pursuit of desire, Jared had totally overlooked those critical things. He’d fucked her, taking her over the edge of the bed and coming again and again until his body was exhausted. Spent, Jared could recall the moment the wave of sleep had overtaken him. Sophie had already been dozing beside him at that point, and he’d pulled her body towards him, collapsing over her naked flesh before his eyes fell closed. 
 
    Jared shook his head at his own fucking stupidity. However incredible the sex was, it had been folly to trust Sophie. His little girl had been desperate to get away from the first moment she’d opened her eyes yesterday and now Jared had offered her up the opportunity with its own pretty little pink bow. 
 
    What the hell had he been thinking? 
 
    Glancing around the room, his gaze searched for Sophie, as though he expected to find her crouching in the corner, playing a game of hide and seek and just waiting to be found. But of course, that was preposterous. Jared already knew where she’d gone, his head had already concluded that much from the sounds which had stirred him from his sleep, and his feet were headed in that direction, even as he blinked the fog of slumber away. Charging down the stairs, he raced into the lounge to collect the ropes he’d stored in his desk drawer. Whatever happened next, Jared had the sense that he might be needing those and he tucked them into his trouser pocket while he ran toward the utility room. The door was closed, but he yanked it open and barged through, rounding the corner in the direction of the back door. His eyes found precisely what they’d expected to see, the door ajar, the key still in the lock where Sophie had presumably left it. Jogging toward it, Jared opened the door and stared out into the wilds of his garden. His lawn went on for miles, and beyond the grass were hedgerows, bushes and ultimately woodland. If Sophie got as far as the trees, she’d be a nightmare to find, and Jared couldn’t let that happen. 
 
    He took in his attire. Jared was still topless after discarding his shirt in a lustful frenzy earlier. It was hardly perfect for chasing a little girl around in the damp grass, but at least he had clothes and footwear. To the best of his knowledge, Sophie was out there somewhere running around naked, a fact that might have amused, or even aroused him, if it hadn’t irritated him so much. She was going to catch her death like that. It was still only spring and the British weather was unpredictable. Jared’s jaw tightened as the thought resonated. Just wait until he got his hands on Sophie, that girl wasn’t going to know what the hell had hit her, that was for sure. Striding back to the counter, Jared chose a blue shirt from the nearest pile. If he had to go galivanting around the countryside, then he intended to be dressed and prepared. He reached into one of the top cupboards to retrieve his flashlight, and that’s when he noticed the missing item. There was an empty hanger where his burgundy shirt should have been hanging. So, Sophie had had the sense to half dress before she’d left him, had she? He ran his tongue over his lower lip while he headed for the door. 
 
    A semi-naked woman in a dark red shirt shouldn’t be so difficult to find. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie ran, bolting across the endless lawns faster than she even knew was possible. Her bare feet crushed the blades of grass as she pounded over them and her heart seemed like it was about to burst inside her chest. And that was all she had as she headed toward a long hedgerow. Just the awareness of the exertion and the desperation to flee. There was no plan about what to do next. She still didn’t know where she was, or what in the name of God she was going to do. She hadn’t had the time to think this through at all. The notion of escape had always seemed like a pipedream until, all of a sudden, it had landed upon her like an avalanche, and then Sophie only had instinct. If Sophie had been blessed with time, then she might have taken something with her—a blanket, some food, a pair of Jared’s old boots—hell, anything that indicated a level of organization, but no—she’d left with nothing but a wing and a prayer. In fact, the only certainty Sophie had as she pressed herself up against the hedge and gasped for oxygen was that Jared would have almost certainly heard her efforts to open the back door, and that right now, he could be after her. 
 
    She didn’t know that for a fact, and she sure as hell didn’t want to look back and check, but Sophie had a sense it was true. Jared would be after her and he’d be familiar with this landscape. He’d know where to look and where to find her. The only chance she had—the only choice—was to ignore the lactic acid burning in her muscles and keep moving. 
 
    Sophie had to keep going. 
 
    Pulling in a deep breath, she started running again. Sophie ignored how cold her feet had become, or the damp mud she was treading on. She couldn’t think about that now. Dirt didn’t matter. She had to push aside the pain burning in her chest and the humiliation of having to make a break for it in only one of Jared’s oversized shirts whilst there was still a butt plug shoved in her backside. Sophie had to keep her eyes on the prize, and that was her children. They were what she was doing this for—they were worth the hurt—and as she began the steep incline that led toward what looked like a small wood, it was the image of Billy and Lucy in her mind that spurred her on. 
 
    “Sophie!” 
 
    Her heart stopped beating at the sound of her name, and then burst into a fresh flurry of panic. 
 
    Oh fuck. 
 
    She crouched down in the mud, glancing over her shoulder toward the house. 
 
    Oh fuck. Jared. 
 
    Jared knew she was gone. 
 
    Jared was after her! 
 
    Maybe he’d already seen her, and that was why he’d called out? Sophie crushed her lower lip between her teeth while that thought threatened to pulverize her. It wouldn’t surprise Sophie at all if that was Jared’s plan. He’d been fucking with her head longer than he’d been screwing anywhere else, and the truth was, he was bloody good at it. 
 
    “Sophie!” 
 
    He seemed to be singing her name, somehow, the glee evident in his voice even though it sounded like he was still some distance away, and something about that concept had her back on her feet again. Sophie stumbled forward, forcing her legs to break into a fresh sprint and head for the trees. She was like a sitting duck out here, especially in this stupid shirt and she needed to get to the woods. The trees would afford her some level of protection. At least until she could figure out what to do next. Sophie glanced down at the bottom of Jared’s shirt as she ran. Why hadn’t she chosen a color more in keeping with the rural aesthetic for God’s sake? She was sure there had been a green or black one back in the house, but obviously, Sophie had been compelled to choose the shade which would stand out best against the trees and hedges. She wanted to roll her eyes at her own foolishness, but frankly, Sophie had neither the time, nor the energy to do so. 
 
    Sophie was a few hundred meters from the first few scattered trees when Jared’s voice came again. 
 
    “I see you, Sophie.” His tone was even more distant now, the words barely even decipherable on the breeze and the thought gave her hope. “I’m coming for you.” 
 
    She paused just long enough to catch her breath, but this time she didn’t dare to look back. If Jared could really see her—if he really was on his way, then there was nothing to be gained by watching his pursuit. He held all the cards in this arrangement, just like he’d always done. It had always been about Jared. His choices, his land, his game, and his rules. Rules, that Sophie had never been privy to. She hadn’t known who he was when she opened the door yesterday morning, and she’d never had any notion of the things he’d wanted to do to her. Not until she’d let him in. 
 
    Not until it was too late. 
 
    And behind her, in that house, Sophie had started to give in. She’d started to concede, to let the man consume her, but she’d never given up. Not entirely. 
 
    And for all of his power and control, Jared had never reckoned on one thing, and that was Sophie herself.  
 
    Sophie was bored of playing his game. 
 
    The rules she had been forced to accept were no good for her.  
 
    The reality of Jared was bitter compared to the fantasy of Carl she’d conjured in her mind. It didn’t matter how much his perverted games turned her on. It didn’t matter how crazy it was that she’d reveled in his acts of depravity, that her breath had caught when he’d commanded her, or how wet she’d been calling him Daddy. Those things made no difference. 
 
    That was all behind her now. 
 
    Daddy’s rules and his exhausting demands, the bathing, the feeding and the constant haze of arousal. It was all done. 
 
    Jared was behind her—in the past—and everything Sophie had left in the world now was straight ahead of her. Gulping down her frayed nerves, Sophie picked up the pace and ran toward them. 
 
    The End 
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