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    Chapter One 
 
    Jared 
 
    In the end, it was easy, simple—a game Jared was always going to win.  
 
    Still, it was amusing to watch Sophie dash up the hill, racing for the trees in only the burgundy shirt she’d stolen from his utility room. A grown woman with bedraggled pink ribbons in her hair, running from her Daddy. 
 
    Jared sighed, watching her futile pursuit, and for a moment, time protracted as her figure became smaller.  
 
    “I see you, Sophie,” he hollered, smiling when her limbs paused on command. 
 
    Just like they always had. Just like they always would. 
 
    “I’m coming for you!” 
 
    He watched a moment longer as Sophie began to run again, her form moving up the curve of the grass toward the woodland. Jared waited a moment longer, just long enough to make her believe she had a decent head start. 
 
    Just long enough to make Sophie believe she had a chance. 
 
    Then he was after her. 
 
    Jared’s legs sliced through the early evening air with ease, his limbs powerful and gaining on Sophie’s scrambling form with every stride. He ran regularly, and when he didn’t have the appetite for that, he lifted weights at the gym ten miles from his home. It had kept him fit since his days of martial arts training had ended and meant Jared was strong and fast—more than a match for his little girl. As he started the uphill gradient, he allowed his mind to drift to the penance he was going to enact on her for this disgraceful behavior. Jared’s eyes slipped closed briefly at the thought. Soon, that spectacular backside of hers was going to be the same color as the shirt she wore with such stylish ease. It was going to be a rainbow that perfectly demonstrated her insolence, but there would need to be more than that… much more. Enough to hammer home the message that little girls who ran paid a high price for their foolishness. 
 
    Sophie would pay dearly. 
 
    That reality emboldened Jared, pushing him onward, his stride increasing in pace when Sophie finally reached the trees. There was never a part of him that worried he would lose sight of her, never any genuine concern Sophie would slip away—that she could hope to win this game he’d cajoled her into playing. Jared rarely doubted himself. He was more physically capable than most of the people he met, and he certainly had few issues keeping up with them intellectually, but more than that, he was just plain arrogant. It was a character flaw he was well aware of, yet it rarely caused him disquiet. Jared’s unwavering self-belief had made him bullet-proof over the years and was always there to buoy him, just as it was in this moment—propping him up and giving him the certainty that, in the end, things would work out just the way he’d planned. 
 
    Except now, things would be even sweeter. 
 
    After Sophie’s reckless performance, it was going to be Jared’s absolute pleasure to bring her down—overpower her, contain her, and ultimately, bring her to her knees. He would crush her for this—pulverize her and take her down so low, Sophie would need a map to find her way back to the surface. Glancing up, he caught sight of her racing between two giant oaks, but it didn’t matter. He closed the distance between them with each pace, and even with the added obstacle of the trees, he calculated he would be on her in a matter of moments. 
 
    What had she been thinking—running away from him? 
 
    What part of her mind had concluded this would be a good idea… a success? Sophie had never stood a chance of escaping him, and while he admired her unceasing fortitude, Jared knew now was the time to squash it altogether. It was time for Sophie’s hope to end. There could be no more silent aspirations, no more dreams of home and fleeing there. 
 
    It was time for all of that to end. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Two 
 
    Sophie 
 
    Sophie’s heart was fit to burst, the organ hammering so fast, it might have been enough to throw her into panic had she not already been on the edge of sanity. Jared was closing in on her. She didn’t have to turn back to know it. She could hear his pursuit, each time his boots slammed hard against the earth, each breath he took. Hell, Sophie had become so attuned to the man, she could just sense him—the urgency radiating from his body and the passion with which he would take her back. He would contain her, punish her… 
 
    What little oxygen was reaching her lungs seemed to catch in her throat at her verdict. 
 
    Jared was going to punish her. Hell, the man was going to bloody annihilate her. 
 
    “Sophie!” he shouted, the volume reinforcing the notion he was close, yet the stress was gone from his timbre. 
 
    Sophie’s feet stumbled onwards, the broken twigs and roots scratching her bare feet as she forced them forward. Even though she knew it was futile—Jared was going to catch her—she couldn’t give in. 
 
    She couldn’t surrender. 
 
    “Stop now and make it easier on yourself.” Jared’s voice bounced around the ancient branches, seeming to echo from every direction. “If I have to actually catch you, little girl, you’ll be strapped to your bed for days to come while Daddy thinks of more delicious ways to correct you.” 
 
    She paused momentarily, reaching for a large trunk to support her as finally, she risked a glance over her shoulder. There he was, larger and bolder than she remembered, only a few feet away. 
 
    “Oh God…” Her voice slipped away, just like her hope. 
 
    Jared was right there, even now, pacing in her direction. 
 
    She should run—she knew she should run, yet, somehow, she couldn’t persuade her legs to move—now that they had halted, now that she had seen the disappointment in his eyes, it was impossible to go again. 
 
    Jared was going to win—he was always going to win. How had she ever believed it could be different? Sophie inhaled, watching as he closed the remaining distance between them, and suddenly, the answer she sought came to her. 
 
    She had never believed it—not really.  
 
    Escape had been nothing more than a pipe dream—a dream she simply had to follow once the opportunity presented itself. 
 
    “Not quite, Sophie.” Jared towered over her, his blue eyes burning into her flesh. “But I am a God as far as you’re concerned.” 
 
    “Don’t…” She reached out for his chest as he pressed himself against her—one final pathetic act of resistance as their bodies tumbled against the unrelenting trunk. 
 
    “What was that?” Jared’s hands pinned them both to the tree, his large palms planted on either side of Sophie’s face. “What did you say, little girl?” 
 
    Her throat dried at the ferocity in his tone. She’d known Jared would be pissed at her performance, but the timbre suggested she had somehow underestimated just how much. 
 
    “Please, Daddy.” 
 
    In the end, she was perturbed by how easily the word he desired came to her lips, but she wasn’t sure why. Had she not spent the last day or more feeding the monster in him that demanded she called him Daddy? Why was it a surprise to her at this point? 
 
    “That won’t work this time, little girl.” Jared shook his head, though his brow relaxed at the small concession.  
 
    She gasped at the way he made that sound—so dark and so ominous—and already knew he had the will and capability of actioning any nefarious plan which came to mind. Her hand, which had become trapped between their bodies, fought to rise and quick as a flash, his palms shifted, capturing both of them and restraining them against the bark. 
 
    “You know better, Sophie.” Searing blue eyes scorched her skin, and right on cue, a hot blush bloomed at her cheeks.  
 
    “Please, I didn’t mean to, Daddy,” she lied. “I just woke up and fled. I didn’t think.” 
 
    Jared leaned in closer, his lips now only a few inches from her mouth. “And that’s the problem, little girl,” he told her in a stern voice. “It’s not an excuse.” 
 
    The strength in her legs faded under the weight of his scowl, and if he hadn’t had her pinned against the tree, Sophie thought she might have folded altogether. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me, Daddy?” 
 
    Her voice was a pathetic whimper, a shadow of the woman who only a few days ago had roared at her husband with indignation. Jared had changed her, and Sophie knew it, but those contemplations were for another moment.  
 
    This one was all about survival.  
 
    Now that he had her again, she had to survive, and even though the corners of her mind were threatening to collapse at the prospect, that meant enduring. Enduring whatever he did as revenge for her escapade and whatever twisted schemes he had in mind for their so-called life together. 
 
    Endure until she could think… until she could plan. 
 
    Next time, she had to do things properly. There could never be another failed attempt. 
 
    “Now, now.” The deep timbre of his voice stirred her from her desperate internal musings. “You already know the answer to that, don’t you?” 
 
    She shook her head, forcing herself back against the trunk in a futile bid to avoid the lips which hovered in her line of sight. 
 
    “What’s the answer, Sophie?” His dark eyebrow rose with the question. “Tell Daddy.” 
 
    She blinked at him wildly. “I d-don’t know.” 
 
    Jared looked bemused at her reply. “Wrong answer,” he responded dryly. “Every time you give me a wrong answer, Daddy is going to add another punishment to the already significant one which awaits you back at the house, little girl.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    Sophie wanted to cry. Hell, she’d have dropped to her knees in the dirt and begged him if she thought there was any chance it would help her plight, but the dark glint in Jared’s eyes conveyed the truth. There was no hope. She had handed him the perfect gift—as if he needed it—an excuse to rebuke her until he’d pounded every last ounce of her, which fought to resist. 
 
    “Please, Daddy. I don’t know what I should say.” 
 
    His lips curled, lighting his expression in a sinful way. Around them, the light of the day was slipping away fast, though the intensity of his gaze ensured Sophie scarcely even noticed. 
 
    “It’s not a test, Sophie.” His eyes flashed at her, telling her what she already knew to be true—those words were a complete farce. Of course, it was a test. Everything was a test in Jared’s distorted world, and Sophie kept running right through the stop signs, failing each one in a new and spectacular way. “Just tell me what Daddy will do.” 
 
    She gulped, tearing her gaze from his face, and for the first time, she noticed just how dark the evening had become. It was just about possible to see the lights of the house from here, the small building goading her as though, it too, was looking forward to her forthcoming torment. 
 
    “D-Daddy,” Sophie stammered. “You’ll do whatever you like.” 
 
    Just like he always did. 
 
    And there it was—the truth. 
 
    In all its bleak reality. 
 
    Jared would do whatever the hell he liked with her. He’d cage her in that awful construction he called a playpen. He’d strap her to the bed or in the chair he’d adapted for mealtimes, and use and humiliate her however he saw fit… and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fluttered at the thought, the weight of it falling over her like a brick wall. Nothing—there was nothing she could do. He was stronger, faster—always one step ahead of the game—and at that moment, Sophie realized that’s what this was. Maybe it was all it was to him—a game. 
 
    A sick, cruel game in which he plucked Sophie away from the life she’d known, away from her precious children, and indulged her with every perverted fantasy he’d conjured. In her innocence and marital boredom, she knew she’d inspired it. Sophie had been the architect of her own doom—she’d instigated the relationship with Jared—and unknowingly, she’d left a trail of breadcrumbs for him to follow. A trail that led directly to her front door… 
 
    “That’s right, little girl.” His hands shifted on either side of her head until those large, powerful fingers slid between her own. “You do remember.” 
 
    Sophie shivered, the intensity in his eyes reminding her of all the debauched and delicious things he had already done to her. Yes, the guy had taken her without her consent—there was no doubt about that—bound her, fondled her, and torn pleasure from her unsuspecting body without Sophie’s permission. Yet there had been pleasure—intense, raw desire. The likes of which Sophie had never known before. The likes of which she had only read about in paperbacks and would have sworn belonged only in those pages—a fairy tale, just like the notion that she could ever be satiated without Jared. 
 
    Oh God… 
 
    Her gaze fell to his collarbone as their fingers interlinked. The feeling of being pinned by him was so consuming. But even now, as terror cascaded through her body, she recalled how good it had been to succumb to him—to be his good girl, to give in and receive the hedonism. 
 
    Would she ever see that pleasure again, now that she’d run and let him down so badly? 
 
    “I remember, Daddy.” 
 
    The answer slipped from her lips just before Jared’s mouth crashed onto hers. His tongue slid inside, her own mouth relenting as though he’d instructed the gesture, and as the kiss deepened, her eyes fell closed. 
 
    She shouldn’t allow this. She shouldn’t want it, shouldn’t relish the way his tongue claimed her or the way heat tightened at her core. Yet that was what happened as he held her against the tree. She could feel the slick arousal pooling at the apex of her thighs and the way her nipples tightened at his touch. There was no resisting passion like this. Of course, it was easy in the hard light of day to reason the rights and wrongs of Jared’s course of action, simple to criticize his methods. He should never have abducted her, should never have drugged her, or orchestrated any of the messed-up things she’d been forced to endure since she’d woken in the little house down the hill. 
 
    But none of that recognized this electricity between them—the imperceptible, yet burgeoning chemistry—and how that translated into passion as their bodies combined. It didn’t matter how often she tried to reason with herself about him. Yes, she should get away. She needed to return to her children. She needed to be free of the monster inside him that needed to control and humiliate, but at moments like this, it was impossible to deny the connection they shared. The heat he inspired, and the way her body reacted to him, betraying her, just as it had from the first words—the first touch. 
 
    Jared drew away. “What were you thinking, little girl?” He sounded almost sad. 
 
    Sophie pulled in a breath, the deed nearly painful. “I have to get away.” She implored him with her eyes, needing to make him understand. 
 
    “Your children?” 
 
    Apparently, her gaze had conveyed her reasoning. “Yes, Daddy. They need me. More than you do and more than I need this.” 
 
    His jaw tightened. “You don’t know that.” 
 
    She gulped back on the rising passion. If Sophie allowed that heat to overcome her, it would cloud her judgment again and make any prayer of escape folly. 
 
    The flames would consume her. 
 
    “I do.” Her words were a hoarse whisper in the cold, evening air. “I do, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie saw the moment the shutters came down, the light in his gaze morphing from the passionate heat of their shared caress to the cold glint she identified only too well. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” He practically spat the words at her. “You’re mine, Sophie, and now, it’s time you came home with Daddy.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Jared 
 
    After such a dramatic performance, Jared may have expected the final act to have been a greater display of fortitude and fight. He may have anticipated his little girl putting on a show as he released her wrists and scooped her up into his arms. Maybe he’d envisioned tears, screaming, and possibly even shouting when he brought her back down the hillside toward her fate. As it was, those things didn’t transpire. Jared wasn’t certain if it was defeat or merely exhaustion, which fell over Sophie, but something shifted in her, reminding him of the first night he’d left her bound to the bed. The way she’d wept, wailing until her face was red, and his head pounded, and he’d been forced to give in and offer her the one thing he’d urged himself not to concede—tenderness. 
 
    He wanted to own her, to devour the woman, and consume her every waking thought, but he hadn’t intended for more than that. He hadn’t counted on developing any sort of affection for her. Feelings were not a problem Jared usually encountered. In the past, whatever he’d mistaken for them quickly dissolved into thin air as the initial bubble of lust burst around him, but things with Sophie were different. He’d engaged the woman long before actually setting eyes on her ravishing form. She’d engaged him, too—he knew that now. Her coy conversations and witty little comebacks online had made him smile, even though he knew he’d have spanked them out of her in real life. Jared had enjoyed getting to know Sophie, and he fucking relished the reality of having her here with him even more. 
 
    That’s why he couldn’t let her go. 
 
    That’s why he never would. 
 
    I have feelings for her. Jared pulled her tighter toward his body as they neared the brick house, trying to ignore the way that thought resonated, but it was impossible. There was no way to deny a revelation like that. 
 
    I like her, he reasoned with himself. That’s all. No more than that—it’s just an unexpected bonus. 
 
    That was bullshit, and as he stepped over the threshold back into the utility room, he shook his head at the untruth. What was he doing? It was one thing lying to Sophie, to Daniel, to all of them—but to himself? He pulled in a deep breath at the realization, but it was irrefutable. Even to a man like Jared, lying to himself was poor form. It was pointless but worse than that, it was delusional. 
 
    He did have feelings for Sophie, and maybe, over time, she’d start to see him that way, too. 
 
    Jared placed Sophie on her feet, hooking one finger under her chin before he spoke. “Do not fucking move a muscle.” 
 
    She gulped at the command, sucking her lower lip between her white teeth as she nodded. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Even now, after everything, his cock stirred at the way Sophie said that word, and as he backed away toward the open door, he wondered if the effect would ever lessen. Would he still get hard after months of them being together—after years? He smiled at the idea as his hands grasped the wooden frame at his rear. 
 
    Pushing it closed, Jared pressed his back against the door, his gaze drinking in the disheveled state of his little girl. She trembled in his presence, her hair a tangled mess of honey blonde locks, her legs almost blue with the cold and her feet—well, it looked as though there was enough dirt on her feet to litter the entirety of his house in mud. He sighed. Sophie would need to have another bath before her penance could begin. There was no way it could wait until the morning. 
 
    “I’m going to lock the door now.” He ensured his voice was low, his gaze drilling into her. “And you, little girl, are going to do as you’re told. And what were you told, Sophie?” 
 
    Jared’s brow arched, daring her to defy him and not recite the correct words, but he needn’t have worried. Whatever was inspiring this show of submission meant she had done precisely what he’d instructed and was still exactly where he’d left her by the counter. 
 
    “Not to move a muscle… Daddy.” 
 
    Her head lowered with the admission, and he fought back a grin. 
 
    “So, you can still be my good girl?” 
 
    Sophie glanced north, their gazes meeting for the briefest moment, though her chin never lifted. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it.” He paused, all the while, immobilizing her tiny form with the power of his stare. “You let me down badly today, Sophie.” Another intentional hesitation, long enough to make her squirm. “You’re going to have to work hard to rebuild trust with Daddy now. Once you’re properly punished, of course.” 
 
    She inhaled a shaky breath. “I—” 
 
    “Silence.” 
 
    Just one word was enough to cut her off, and he hadn’t even had to raise his voice. 
 
    Sophie’s expression faltered, her head, which had risen to meet Jared’s voice, fell in an instant. His cock swelled at her deferential display. Sophie realized she was in trouble, alright. He’d barely seen such submission from her so far—and he intended to exploit it. He’d use the intimidation he wielded and any shred of guilt he could evoke to good effect. 
 
    “I didn’t ask for you to speak, did I, girl?” 
 
    Her face blanched wonderfully, and she shook her head. “No, Daddy.” 
 
    “What did I ask for?” 
 
    If it was possible for a fresh blush to bloom at the same time her skin paled, he would have sworn that was what transpired as she stood before him. Shifting her weight between her feet, Sophie looked more uncomfortable than ever. 
 
    “For me not to move.” 
 
    He nodded. “Good. Then do it, and if you dare to defy me on this, I will ensure my little girl never needs to use the big girl toilet again.” 
 
    His glare seared into her face, and the audible gasp which escaped her lips told him she understood. As indeed, she might. Jared had already threatened to resolve the issue for her before and had the products required to make that transition upstairs in one of the drawers in her room. Any time she acted up again, or he just wanted to mortify her a little more, he could use one—turning Sophie from a grown woman to a little girl in a very real way, although he had no imminent plans to do so. Jared could think of several other sweet ways to torment her as penance for today’s fiasco without reaching for the diapers, but she didn’t know that. The flicker of dread in her gaze at the mere inference was enough to validate his point—Sophie couldn’t bear the thought of being treated that way. 
 
    “Do we understand each other?” 
 
    Her gaze fell to her mud-covered feet, her fingers clasping together in front of her. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared only took his eyes from her for a couple of seconds. Just long enough to turn and twist the large key back into place before sliding the metal from the lock and forcing it into his pocket. By the time he glanced back to Sophie, large wide eyes confirmed she had seen the deed and knew there would be no route out via this exit again. 
 
    Jared would never be so lax about security again. 
 
    His gaze shifted to the cupboard where he’d hidden it previously, and he shook his head at his own naivety. What had he been thinking, leaving it there for her to find—for anyone to find? The problem with the key was its size. So much larger than the others to the property, this one refused to join them on his key ring and never fitted comfortably into any pocket. That meant he was always searching for an alternative way to keep it secure, and in his over confidence, Jared had become nonchalant. He’d never guessed his little girl’s desire to get out, let alone her ingenuity. If he’d taken the time to think the matter through properly, it would have been obvious to him, a woman like Sophie—someone who needed to be taken in hand as frequently as she did—was always going to push the boundaries, and the moment he let his guard down, she’d take advantage. Slipping away had been her responsibility, and he would ensure she paid for it dearly, yet Jared didn’t lose sight of his part in the fray. He had drifted to sleep without restraining her adequately and had left the key exposed and available for her cunning mind to find. 
 
    Sophie’s behavior certainly needed to improve, but then, so did his own. 
 
    “Get that shirt off.” 
 
    His tone was curt as he delivered the order. Small, shaking hands rose to comply, fiddling with the buttons before she pulled the garment from her shoulders and allowed it to pool at her dirty feet. 
 
    Jared took a moment to absorb the look of her once more. The round swell of her fabulous breasts and the creamy white skin of her hips drove him wild with desire. 
 
    “Pick that up.” 
 
    She lowered toward the floor and grasped at the burgundy fabric. 
 
    “The washing machine is beside you.” He gestured in the direction of the apparatus to her left. “Open it and put it in there. Thanks to you, it will need to be washed and ironed again.” 
 
    A trace of guilt was evident in her brown eyes before her gaze fell to the machine, then slowly pulled open the door before dropping the shirt inside. 
 
    “I hope you got that out of your system, little girl.” Jared took a long stride in her direction and watched excitedly at the way her chest rose and fell at his approach. He couldn’t tell if it was fear or arousal that drove the response, but he hoped it was a riveting combination of both. “Because there’ll be no more clothing for you. Not unless I say so.” 
 
    Which he wouldn’t. 
 
    “And not unless I deem it appropriate.” 
 
    Sophie nibbled at her lower lip in that cute way she seemed to when she didn’t know what to say—whenever Jared overwhelmed her. 
 
    “Do you know how hard I’m going to spank you for walking out on me?” He never even gave her a chance to answer his previous query, not that it mattered. His questions were more rhetorical than real, but still, his erection grew at the expression on her face, her silence speaking more than most words ever could. 
 
    “No, Daddy.” She forced a breathless answer, but there was no doubt; it was definitely trepidation he saw in her eyes as she responded. 
 
    Inching forward, he fisted her hair and drew her head back, forcing her body to arch to his will. “So fucking hard, little girl.” 
 
    Her arms waved in either direction while she fought for balance, her knees bending as much as he would allow. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    There was the pain in her strangled little voice, the resonance sending a shot of excitement along his spine and straight to his cock. 
 
    “You won’t be able to sit down for days, darling.” Jared smiled at her. “So Daddy will have to keep you on your knees and bound, face first in your room.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes teared at the news, or perhaps, it was the intensity with which he was grasping her hair. “I’m s-sorry, Daddy.” 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    She blinked at the abrupt reply. 
 
    “Don’t bullshit, Daddy. You’ll only make things worse for yourself. You saw an opportunity to get away from me, and you took it, didn’t you?” He brought her head closer to his body, relishing the way her delicious tits jiggled at the motion. “You are not sorry. Are you, little girl?” 
 
    “No.” Her voice was tiny now, just like the rest of her—miniscule and perfectly vulnerable. “I mean, I am, Daddy. I am sorry, but I just—I wanted to get home.” 
 
    Jared exhaled loudly. “We’ve been through that,” he told her gruffly. “This is your home now, and you’ll stay here with Daddy until he decides otherwise.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Sophie 
 
    He was so fierce as he held her in place with just that one large palm. Sophie gulped as that realization washed over her. There she was, a grown woman and someone who’d always considered herself to be capable and self-sufficient, yet Jared had brought her to heel with a few tantalizing words, ribbons, and the use of those large hands. 
 
    “Are we clear?” His question thundered around the small room, the one that had once offered her such hope but now offered no solace in the slightest. 
 
    His grip tightened on her hair. 
 
    “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She winced, not wanting to reveal how much the act pained her but having no choice. 
 
    Just like everything that happened here. 
 
    Sophie had no choice. 
 
    Jared’s expression shifted. “Look at the state of you.” His gaze traveled up and down the length of her nude body. “You’re filthy, Sophie.” 
 
    Genuine shame reverberated at his accusation, though, like everything else, her response made no sense. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    The apologies were falling out of her now, whether she meant them or not. 
 
    “You need another bath.” Jared scowled at his own verdict. Evidently, washing her this evening had not been part of his grand scheme. “I can’t take you to bed like this.” 
 
    She glanced down at her feet again, taking in the state of them. Jared was right, she was caked in mud, and likely, only a decent shower would remove most of it, but she didn’t dare to challenge him. A bath didn’t sound so bad, after all. While she was bathing, she wasn’t being punished and wasn’t having to endure some other horrendous ordeal he’d created. A bath sounded like a great idea. 
 
    “Come on, then.” 
 
    He moved as fast as lightning, sweeping her back into his arms before she could take another breath and hoisting her as close to his body as possible. 
 
    “Arms around my neck.” 
 
    The words might have been softer than before, but their intent was clear—they were a command—and Sophie knew better than to push him again so soon. She wrapped her hands around his neck, avoiding his gaze as she settled in against him. 
 
    He was a bastard, and a part of her fucking loathed his arrogant assumptions and twisted expectations, but right now, he was all she had. Better to stay on his good side until she figured out what to do next—although staying on Jared’s good side normally meant degrading herself in some new and awful way which hadn’t even been comprehended yet. Sophie sighed at the thought as he carried her up the staircase. She tried not to think about how she’d hoped she would never see the inside of this place again or dwell on how, once she’d made it out of the house, she’d assumed she’d won—that she’d been free—and the crushing reality of her mistake weighed down on her. Those things were true, but the truth couldn’t help her. If speed and strength belonged to Jared, then Sophie would need to beat him another way. 
 
    She needed to be smart. 
 
    Jared paced along the landing, passing a room with an open doorway which she’d never been inside. Briefly, her gaze fell over the steely blue shades of the soft furnishings, her eyes taking in the huge bed and the large windows, then the view was gone. They were back in the near-perfect bathroom, Jared perching her on the edge of the giant tub. 
 
    “Stay.” 
 
    One word and an insistent stare held her in place as he closed the door, then started the water. Sophie’s mind flitted back to the room they’d passed. She had seen the door before but had never noticed the interior. Maybe in the panic to get out of the place earlier, she’d just missed it, or perhaps, Jared had opened the door en route to find her. It shouldn’t matter really, except for some reason, it did. It was his bedroom, she was sure of it, and that meant it was Jared’s personal space. So far, this whole place spoke of a fastidious, intimidating man who had both the time and inclination to plan and execute her abduction. Maybe there was something in that room which could tell her something new, an insight into the man who was holding her hostage as his little girl? It wasn’t much to go on, but frankly, it was all she had. 
 
    “Don’t put your feet down.” Jared turned back in her direction. “I do not want this place covered in mud.” 
 
    Sophie glanced down at the polished, clean surfaces around her. “Yes, Daddy,” she murmured, gripping onto the edge of the bath as though her life depended on it. 
 
    He filled the tub quickly, rolling up the sleeves of his shirt before he tested the temperature of the water with his elbow. Her throat dried at the gesture. It was exactly the same way she’d assessed the warmth of water when Billy and Lucy had been babies. The comparison bloomed fresh panic in her chest. It was obvious he had a thing for age play. The fact she had to call him Daddy should have been sufficient proof of that alone, yet those small extra gestures filled Sophie with fear—fear that paralyzed her and tried to swallow her up. A man as organized and determined as Jared, who was prepared to play out his every dirty fantasy on her, wasn’t just daunting, he was downright terrifying. If Jared genuinely dreamed about keeping her like a small child, how the hell was she going to get through this? The bib and the ribbons had been bad enough, but she couldn’t cope with some of the things he’d hinted at. She wasn’t about to be dressed and treated like a fucking baby. 
 
    “Okay, slide yourself in.” Jared lifted his elbow from the water and pointed toward the contents of the bath. 
 
    With a nod, Sophie clutched both sides of the massive tub as she spun her body and slipped into the water. It was warm, but not too hot, and she welcomed its cleansing effect as she eased herself into position. After everything she’d been imagining, she was grateful to have the chance to get in herself, and as the water lapped at her flesh, she wondered how long that ethos would last. Lifting her chin, she sneaked a glance at her tormentor. Just as handsome as she recalled, Jared’s attention was focused on the state of her muddy toes. He knelt down on the outside of the tub, reaching for the sponge sitting by the wall. Naturally, it was pink, just like the remaining ribbons he yanked from her hair with his other hand. She yelped at the sudden hurt but swallowed down the noise when his glare landed on her. Sighing, Jared pushed the sponge into the water and began to clean her. 
 
    It was the second time he’d bathed her, so she had a little idea of what to expect. Accordingly, she remained seated in the tub, ensuring her arms remained by her side as he went to work like a man possessed. He lowered each foot into the water in turn before working the sponge around and between every toe. Sophie bit back the urge to protest. She had never much liked having her feet touched and was insanely ticklish in the area, but she fought to control her responses as the sponge made its way around both feet. Her tensing muscles and gasps were not lost in her captor, though. 
 
    “Ticklish, are we?” He turned to look at her as he asked and guiltily, as though there was something wrong with having completely regular responses, she met his eyes. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She bit her lower lip at the way he smiled, dreading the fact the information could be used against her. She wished she could lie convincingly, but what would have been the point? Jared would know and make her pay even more. 
 
    There was no winning for Sophie. 
 
    “That’s good to know, little girl.” 
 
    His attention returned to her feet, ensuring her ankles and lower legs were spotless before he wrung out the sponge and climbed to his full height. 
 
    “That’s better.” A salacious smile spread over his face as he gazed down at the full sight of her. “You’re glorious, Sophie.” 
 
    She pressed her palms into the sides of the tub, unsure what she should say. What was the social etiquette when the man who’d taken you to treat as his little girl had cleaned you? Was she supposed to thank him? 
 
    “Should I wash my hair, Daddy?” In the end, Sophie opted for a distraction technique, praying it would be enough to save her, but he shook his head. 
 
    “Not now.” Jared was emphatic. “We’ve wasted enough time, and anyway, the water is filthy now thanks to your feet.” 
 
    As she eyed the mud floating around her body, she had to agree. Still, the concept of having to get out and face whatever fate awaited her next wasn’t alluring. 
 
    “Okay,” she conceded in a small, disappointed tone, looking to Jared for what to expect next. 
 
    He strode to a heated rail and collected the pink towel hanging there. Folding it over the corner of the tub, Jared reached into the water and began to empty the contents of the bath. 
 
    “Time for you to come out, little girl.” 
 
    Jared offered her his hand, and when she climbed gingerly to her feet, he swept her into his arms. Placing her down on the soft bathroom mat beside the tub, he draped the warm towel over her shoulders, drying her body in silence. As she stood there passive, a foreboding atmosphere filled the room like the steam from the hot water. Jared was plotting what to do with her next, and even though Sophie’s every instinct wanted to run, that wasn’t an option anymore. She knew there was no way out of this house without one of the keys Jared had on his person. Even if, by some miracle, she could resolve that issue, she’d be left in the middle of God knew where in the pitch black of night. 
 
    No, running wasn’t realistic, no matter how tempting it might sound in her head. Sophie had to face it—she’d have to accept whatever wicked tribulation he offered her. 
 
    She’d have to bear it. 
 
    “I’ve been giving some thought how to punish my very naughty little girl.” He emphasized the adjective, his lips curling at the way her muscles tensed at his words. 
 
    “Open your legs.” 
 
    Sophie shuffled her ankles wider apart, waiting while he slid the towel between them. As if it wasn’t mortifying enough having to be dried by a virtual stranger, now she was entirely at his mercy. Somehow, her plan—if the word could be used in conjunction with Sophie’s actions—had managed to leave her in even more trouble than she’d been before. Prior to her escape, she’d reached an odd equilibrium with the man. Yes, he had made her suffer, yet he’d also given her what she’d wanted. After the cruel ice punishment had come a soul-shattering climax for them both, then as he’d fucked her over the bed, she’d actually felt something akin to exhausted contentment. That was how she’d dozed off in the first place, only to be joined by Jared, which had gifted her the opportunity to flee. 
 
    It was crazy, as she stood there now, Sophie began to wonder if things would have been better if she’d never tried to run. That’s how much Jared was messing with her head—the thought of not leaving him sounded good all of a sudden. If she hadn’t slipped from the horrendous pink room earlier, Jared wouldn’t be pissed off with her again, and there wouldn’t be another awful penance looming. More than that, she would have proved to him he could leave her unbound and not suffer any consequences. She could have lulled him into trusting her.  
 
    But that was ludicrous. If Sophie hadn’t run when she’d had the chance, how could she have ever lived with herself? 
 
    You had to take the chance. The tiny voice in her head reminded her as Jared threw the towel aside. You had to go for it. For Billy and Lucy, and for herself. She inhaled, suppressing the guilt which surfaced at her lack of recognition of her husband. Jason barely got a look in now. Between mourning the separation from her children, concern for her own well-being, and the crazy mixed-up feelings Jared inspired, there didn’t seem to be any headspace for Jason at all. 
 
    “Do you have anything you’d like to say to Daddy before I tell you what I’ve decided?” 
 
    The soft, taunting tone furled the anxiety in her belly in an instant. So, he had decided, had he? He knew what he was planning, and this was all part of the tortuous game—dangle the threat of the penance over her head like an awful, unavoidable nightmare. 
 
    “No, Daddy.” Sophie sucked her lip at the admission, wondering if it was the right answer. Hadn’t she already apologized and been told, in no uncertain terms, her regret was false, that he didn’t believe it? His eyes flashed at her reply, sending a bolt of unease through the already simmering trepidation, and all at once, she was speaking again. “Just that I am sorry, and I really do mean it. I didn’t mean to upset you, Daddy.” 
 
    “Oh, I bet,” Jared smirked at her. “Because now that I have you back, you know you’re in deep shit, young lady. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Oh God. The intensity in his eyes was almost overpowering. 
 
    “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “That’s the real reason you’re sorry, isn’t it, Sophie?” He reached forward and grasped at her nipples, pinching them hard, then twisting both until she gasped. The hurt was immediate, the sensitive tissue screaming for relief as his digits continued to torment them. “That’s the real reason you apologized.” 
 
    Her eyes squeezed shut at the pain, the question momentarily lost on Sophie. It wasn’t just that it hurt—she had taken worse, the horrid clamps he’d attached to her bib were significantly crueler—it was that the deed spoke to the tightly furled passion at her core. Sophie shouldn’t like it, but she did—at least her traitorous body did. She liked that he had this control over her naked body. She relished his authority and control, and the way there was nothing she could do to stop him. If she reached to bat his hand away, Jared would bind her. Maybe he would bind her, anyway. Her pussy clenched at the idea, and she inhaled, trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “Sophie?” He pulled harder, his voice a growl. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” She forced the words out in a hiss, her gaze refocusing on the intensity of the sensation at her nipples. “Yes, that’s why I’m sorry.” 
 
    Why was this son of a bitch doing this to her, and more salient, why was she reveling in it? Sophie guessed that only a brief finger at her pussy would be able to ascertain just how stimulating she found the whole thing. 
 
    “Hmmm.” He glared at her, his expression stern. “It’s a shame I had to force the confession from you. I’ll be adding to your punishment as a result.” 
 
    Sophie groaned at the news, the noise sounding embarrassingly guttural as he twisted both of her nipples again. 
 
    “And you are going to take your punishment like a good little girl.” He released her stinging buds, one hand rising to her chin and propping it up to meet his gaze. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He hadn’t even asked for that clarification, yet she had given it to him. It’s like Jared had hypnotized her into obedience, the threat of punishment combined with the overwhelming desire he invoked, merging until it was impossible to counter him. Sophie was no longer capable of independent thought, and at this moment, she was certain he was right—she existed only to amuse him, to please him, to serve him. 
 
    “Who do you belong to?” The low timbre of his voice vibrated past her face, his thumb and index finger not permitting her to look away. 
 
    Oh, Christ. The reality of what he wanted dawned on her, and the grip at her chin tightened. 
 
     “You, Daddy. I’m yours.” 
 
    A part of Sophie despised herself at that moment. However much he coerced her, there really was no excuse for caving in this way, yet there she was, succumbing to his will—just as she had done so many times before. 
 
    Jared’s face moved nearer, and he whispered the words in a hard sneer. “Tell. Me. Again.” His eyes widened at his own demand. “Tell Daddy who you belong to.” 
 
    She gulped, aware of embarrassed heat burning in her cheeks. “I’m yours, Daddy.” The tension rose in Sophie’s body until she could scarcely take another breath. “I’m your little girl.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Jared 
 
    He cocooned her in a dry towel, swept her off her feet, and carried her straight into her bedroom. Jared smiled when he heard her discernible sigh as they entered the pink room. This was the room she had fled from, and one, no doubt, she thought she’d left behind, yet Jared had put Sophie straight on that. The rules had been simple from the start—Sophie was to do as she was told, and that meant no running from Daddy. 
 
    And breaking his rules had consequences. 
 
    “On your knees.” He pointed to the rug, his arousal continuing to swell as she complied. 
 
    He loved this aspect of their burgeoning relationship the most—these moments of intimacy where the power dynamic between them was so stark. Pulling the towel from her flesh, he stared down at her. Sophie was naked, and he was clothed. She was on her knees while he towered over her, and though she might not be bound, she knew there was a storm coming her way. 
 
    “You’re here to be punished, Sophie.” Jared employed his most mocking tone as he loomed in her direction. “Tell me why.” 
 
    She gulped, an audible sound his cock responded to, and inhaling, he imagined releasing his eager member and shoving it down her throat. It was a good thought—more than good, actually. Jared already knew how incredible his little girl could be with her mouth, but he dismissed the notion. This was not the time for his pleasure. That would have to wait; it wasn’t such a difficult burden to carry. He was going to relish Sophie’s punishment. It was going to be something new, and he couldn’t wait to see how she reacted. 
 
    “I ran from you, Daddy.” 
 
    Her voice was strained, perhaps she was on the verge of tears, but she willfully refused to meet his gaze as she answered. Jared’s jaw tightened. Christ, he adored that defiant side of her nature. He loved watching it flare, explode, then fade as he crushed it with a relentless barrage of pain and humiliation. He rubbed his hands together with glee. 
 
    “Yes, you did.” He sounded happier than perhaps he should, but Sophie would have to forgive him. This penance was spontaneous, yet the more he considered his plan, the more he liked it. “And now, you will suffer for your sins, little girl.” 
 
    Jared paused, allowing that idea to sink in. 
 
    “Like before.” He started softly. “I’ll need to collect a few special items to bring this spanking to life.” 
 
    Sophie’s chin lifted, her eyes wide with a dozen questions she was too afraid to ask. The majority of what Jared needed was located elsewhere in the house, and he wanted to test her, see if she could keep still if he ordered it—if she would obey. 
 
    “Daddy needs you to stay right there and wait for me, little girl.” 
 
    He arched his eyebrow as he gazed down at her obvious trepidation. The last time he had told her something similar, he’d returned with the frozen butt plugs. She was probably remembering the exquisite agony of that experience and praying for something else—anything but that again—but Sophie should be careful what she wished for. The things he had in mind now were going to make the ice seem like something from a Disney movie. 
 
    “Can you do that for me?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her reply was a breathy little pant that sent fire racing through his blood. 
 
    Fuck, he couldn’t wait to get started. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Jared turned and wandered to the chest of drawers. He hesitated for a moment, deliberately perusing the collection, taking his time. Inside was an array of spanking implements designed to tan the backside of any unruly little girl, but as he ran his fingers over each one, he concluded none would do a better job than his palm. It wasn’t going to be the spanking which was intolerable in this punishment, but the special addition he had in mind for her delicious arse. With a grin, he selected a large bottle of lubricant and placed it on the floor beside him before sliding the drawer closed and spinning on his heel to look at Sophie. So far, so good—she hadn’t moved an inch. 
 
    “Daddy will be back in a few minutes.” He lowered himself to his haunches, waiting until she met his gaze. “Do yourself a favor. Do. Not. Move.” 
 
    Sophie swallowed, nodding. “I won’t move, Daddy.” 
 
     “I will know if you do,” he said, his stare lingering on her flushed face. “I’m not in the mood to be tested on this, Sophie.” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath, her nipples seeming to bead under the intensity of his scrutiny. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared reached forward, tracing a line down the length of her soft tresses with his right hand. She was so beautiful to him at that moment, a woman compelled to kneel at his feet and serve him, and he was the man so eager to guard and guide her. They could be so wonderful for each other if only Sophie would just relent and surrender her old life. That version of Sophie Bannister didn’t matter anymore. All that was important was this thing between them—this energy—and fostering it through her supplication and obedience. 
 
    If only Sophie could see that for herself, things would be perfect. 
 
    “Good girl.” His hard tone was in contrast to the praise he offered. He left her with that contradiction as he rose and sauntered from the bedroom. 
 
    Turning to lock the door, he paced down the hallway, taking the stairs two at a time before striding to the kitchen. When he’d made the purchase, Jared had no idea he’d require it so early in their burgeoning relationship. In the corner of the kitchen, on the vegetable rack, he found the spice he wanted. The ginger root looked innocuous enough, but Jared knew just how nefarious the thing could be once it was cut, shaped, wet with its own juice, and inserted into a certain naughty girl’s bottom.  
 
    With a smile, he went to work, finding a knife that would do the hard work and shaving the root into a shape that resembled the plugs he’d used earlier. The size and shape were important. The insertion didn’t need to be deep to be effective, and he needed to be certain the ginger didn’t disappear inside her altogether. He chuckled at that thought as he concluded. Jared might be cruel, but even he wasn’t that evil. 
 
    He carried the peeled and prepared root back to the bedroom, unlocking the door and entering the room to find Sophie kneeling on the rug. His eyes scanned the area, looking to see is there was evidence of crushed fibers around her, but he was pleased to conclude his little girl hadn’t let him down. From the looks of it, she had barely moved at all in the time he’d been away. A bloom of pride swelled in his chest, although as he wandered into the room and kicked the door closed behind him, she began to squirm and fidget in her place. Her gaze was on the new object in his hand, her brow knitting as she tried to identify what in God’s name it was. 
 
    He smirked. “Over here, little girl. Daddy has something to show you.” 
 
    Jared was sure his errant grin would have already told her whatever awaited was ominous, but she complied, nonetheless, probably not wanting to displease him any further. He could see her curiosity was piqued, though, by the large brown eyes that met his smile before falling to the ginger root. 
 
    “Do you know what this is, Sophie?” He held the root up in her line of her sight. 
 
    She gulped. “It smells like ginger, Daddy.” The puzzlement on her face was priceless. “I used to cook with it, but it never looked like that,” she murmured as her brow furrowed even deeper, the unusual shape of the root rousing her suspicions—for good reason. 
 
    “That’s right,” he said encouragingly. “Well done, you. It is ginger, but I won’t be cooking with it.” Jared wanted to laugh at her bewildered expression. 
 
    “I-I don’t understand, Daddy.” 
 
     “You will.” He smiled. “Turn around for me. Present yourself.” 
 
    Sophie’s face blanched, her questioning eyes darting from the root to his face and back again, then slowly, so beautifully slowly, he saw the moment the penny dropped. The moment she finally realized what the ginger was for, what Jared was going to do with it, and her eyes widened in evident shock.  
 
    “What? No, Daddy… you can’t be serious?” 
 
    Jared stared at her intently. “You’re not questioning Daddy’s authority, are you, little girl?” 
 
    Her eyes conveyed the frantic thoughts, obviously pinballing around her brain. “No, Daddy, no, but I mean… you can’t put that thing inside me!” She screwed her pretty features into an ugly ball. 
 
    “A word of friendly advice.” Jared crouched down in front of her. “Do not question my instructions, Sophie.” 
 
    He was oddly proud of how calm he remained at that moment, never raising his voice as he regarded her, but his message hit home. He could tell by her panting breaths and agitated movements. 
 
    “I don’t mean to, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie looked so fine, kneeling on the rug he’d chosen for her specially, her cheeks flushed with both angst and desire. It would have been so easy to have been swayed by her beauty—too easy, in fact. At another time, he’d have happily grabbed a fistful of her hair and kissed her, claiming her in that divine way he knew they both enjoyed. Then he would have screwed her into the soft fibers—and perhaps, he would do those things later if she was a good girl—but now was about punishment. 
 
    Now, it was time for Sophie to suffer for him. 
 
    “Then turn around and present yourself.” His words soft and slow, Jared saw the desperation flicker in her eyes. 
 
    “Daddy?” 
 
    She clasped her hands in front of her as though she was either going to pray or beg him. Usually, he would have enjoyed the show, but not this evening. It was getting late, neither of them had eaten for hours, and he still had a spanking to deliver. 
 
    “Sophie.” His tone lowered, and he pressed his forehead gently against her temple. Sophie’s skin was hot and flustered as she ceded, permitting him to push her gently back to her heels. “Why are you making me wait, little girl?” 
 
    She pulled the air through her nostrils, her gaze fixed on his.  
 
    “I’m scared, Daddy.” 
 
    So, Sophie had worked out what effect the ginger would have on her naughty little backside, had she? Or perhaps, she sensed the danger from the look in his eyes? The atmosphere in the room had shifted, the energy becoming palpable as he pushed her to surrender. Sure, Jared could have made her—he was easily strong enough to pick her up and bind her, so she had no choice but to accept the ginger—but he didn’t want to do that. He’d use force if he had to, but his desire was to see Sophie yield for herself—the first step in accepting her penance and accepting the life he had chosen for her. Jared realized without that acquiescence, their life together was always going to be a fight. He’d always be looking over his shoulder, waiting for her to run—expecting her disobedience—and honestly, that wasn’t what he wanted. 
 
    “I know.” He didn’t have any words of solace or comfort for her, only the hard truth of her predicament. “So, why don’t we get this done, and then once you’re soundly punished, Daddy can get back to taking care of you again?” 
 
    That was the best she was going to get, and as she kneeled, trembling, she finally ceded the point. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    His free hand rose to her face, cradling her heated cheek. “Yes?” 
 
    Jared didn’t know why he sought affirmation. It was his rules, after all. He didn’t need Sophie’s permission to proceed, yet the moment seemed significant, and he chose to savor it. 
 
    She blinked away tears as she nodded, leaning into his palm. “Yes, Daddy. I want to be good.” 
 
    His cock leapt at her admission. It was the closest to consent he’d received for hours, and it was powerful. The urge to kiss Sophie became too strong. Yes, he was going to insert this root into her anus and enjoy the hot, flustered cries for mercy it initiated, and yes, he was going to turn her over his knee and spank her until the cheeks either side of the root were a vivid pink color, but that didn’t mean he wanted to waste this moment. 
 
    “You will be,” he whispered before his mouth grazed hers. She opened for him right on cue, a heavenly groan escaping her as the caress lingered. Pulling away before the magnetic hold she had over him became too strong, he broke the connection and rose to his knees. 
 
    “I’m waiting.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze flittered back to the ginger, then with a sigh, she crawled into position. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Sophie 
 
    Sophie’s mind was blank as she hobbled into position, except that wasn’t strictly true. Beneath the surface of whatever passed for her composure, there were a thousand frantic thoughts. Was Jared really going to do what she thought with that ginger root? Her muscles clenched at the mere idea, and on reflex, she began to pant. Surely, the human body wasn’t made for things like that, was it? She’d noticed the thing had been carved into the same shape as the metal plugs he’d used earlier, so evidently, the grim answer was, yes—yes, that was what Jared intended, and yes, it would fit inside her. 
 
    Below that layer of panic was a second tier of consciousness—rife with activity—one that dealt with matters beyond getting through this awful ordeal. Sophie was worried about her children. This was the second night she’d been away from them, and her heart ached every time she thought about how upset they’d be. Christ, she missed them—she missed them so much—more than she would ever have believed was possible. All those times, she had bemoaned the monotony of their routines—the endless dirty dishes, the squabbling, and the restrictions of the dreaded bedtime regime. Now, she yearned for those things—the safety and protection they offered, the embraces of Billy and Lucy. She pulled in a shaky breath, conscious of Jared moving behind her. Sophie couldn’t dwell on those things now. She loved her children, and she would find a way to get back to them, but at this moment, she had to focus on surviving the next hour or so. 
 
    “Arse up, little girl.” 
 
    She pressed her face into the fibers of the rug and complied, lifting her hips to reveal her most intimate areas to the man who had captured her. 
 
    “Since Daddy is feeling generous, you may have lubricant.” 
 
    That was all the warning she got before he pulled her cheeks apart with one large palm and cold liquid cascaded down between them. Sophie gasped at the sensation, but she had an idea there would be worse to come, and knowing Jared as she was beginning to, it was likely to be considerably worse. A swift, sharp swat to her right cheek drew her face from the rug. 
 
    “What do you say?” 
 
    “Thank you.” She pushed the words out, wincing at the blow, though in truth, it really hadn’t been that painful. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    “Better.” Jared sounded unimpressed. Hell, the man was always unimpressed unless she was humbling herself in some new and depraved way. “Face down now. You may keep your hands by your face, but don’t let me catch them moving. I don’t want them in my way.” 
 
    Gulping, she mumbled her compliance into the floor as she did what he asked. She tried to relax her face and shoulders as much as the situation would allow, but relaxation was difficult to achieve when you knew what was coming next. 
 
    “Nice deep breaths now, Sophie.” His tone was hard. “You know the score.” 
 
    She pulled in a frantic breath, ribbons of hot air seeming to burn in her lungs rather than comfort, before slowly, she released it. 
 
    “And again.” 
 
    Blinking away the tears which fell, Sophie did so again, and this time, as she exhaled, she was conscious of the root between her cheeks. 
 
    “This is no larger than you’ve taken before,” he assured her. “And it’s certainly no bigger than me, little girl.” 
 
    Apparently, that was supposed to offer consolation, but as the thing slipped inside, all Sophie could think about was the utter humiliation of having the spice inserted into her. It was one thing to have his cock there, even another to have endured the toys designed for the purpose, but this? This was a piece of food for fuck’s sake. It had no place being inside her, yet she knew she was powerless to resist its intrusion. If she tried to prevent it, he would make it worse for her. Jared always had a way of exacerbating things—the ability seemed inherent. She felt its girth widen, the root stretching her before it popped inside her in the same way the butt plugs had done. As soon as it was in place, she became aware of a new sensation. 
 
    Heat. 
 
    Burning, intolerable heat built quickly around the area, and instinctively, Sophie reached for her backside. She wanted the thing out, and she wanted it out now! There was no way she could put up with this. Even the few moments it had been in was already insufferable. 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    Her hands froze behind her.  
 
    “What did I tell you?” 
 
    “But Daddy.” Her plea was pitiful, yet the agony at her arse was so intense, Sophie found she didn’t care. “Please. It hurts! I can’t keep that thing in me.” 
 
    To her horror, her appeal was met with Jared’s dark laughter. 
 
    “Up you get,” he told her in a wry tone. “Up on to your knees.” 
 
    She rose on shaky legs, the burning in her arse consuming as she turned in his direction. 
 
    “Very good, little girl.” He folded his arms across his broad chest as he stared down at her. “And now for your spanking.” 
 
    “But Daddy?” He wasn’t listening to her! Why wasn’t he listening? “I can’t have this in me!” 
 
    Jared wandered to the awful pink bedspread and seated himself on the edge before he met her eyes again, and all the time, the ginger burned in her arse, branding it with its own insufferable torment. Sophie fidgeted, her weight shifting from one knee to the other, yet whatever she did, nothing seemed to help. As each new wave of agony radiated from inside, she clenched around the evil root shoved inside her, but to her horror, that only seemed to make the sensation more difficult to bear. 
 
    “Oh God.” 
 
    She fell forward onto her palms, trying desperately to breathe through the pain. 
 
    Sophie had endured two long childbirths, for fuck’s sake. She should be able to remain stoic in the face of this ignominy, yet as she panted on her hands and knees, it was obvious she couldn’t. Fresh tears formed in her eyes, but these were ones of frustration. This shouldn’t be happening to Sophie—this was not her fate. She should be at home with her children, not enduring this excruciating torment for the enjoyment of the bastard who was sitting there, watching her. She lifted her chin, taking in the look of him. Jared sat there, legs astride as he leaned forward, his chin rested on his elbows, watching her. 
 
    “How is it, little girl?” He offered her a smile, and Sophie’s head fell at the sight. 
 
    How is it? Fury spiked at his inane query. How the fuck is it? She pulled the air through her teeth as anger pulsed around her. How the hell did he think it was, considering she had a root of freaking ginger shoved inside her anus? 
 
    “Answer Daddy.” He tapped his foot against the lurid pink carpet, a gesture of his impatience, and Sophie had to fight for any trace of composure. 
 
    “I…” She lurched forward, pressing her palms into the carpet, clinging to the fibers for grim life. “I-I can’t even think. It’s horrible.” 
 
    He smiled the slow, easy grin that made her want to scratch his eyes from their sockets. How dare he do this to her—take her, treat her this way—then have the audacity to sit there and fucking smile? What was wrong with this guy that he thought this was acceptable, that Sophie would just take this? She clenched around the ginger as the anger tightened inside her, and a fresh burst of agony coursed through her. 
 
    “Then it’s just as it needs to be, Sophie.” He patted his lap. “Over you come now. You, little girl, are due a spanking.” 
 
    Her eyelids fluttered at his absurd reasoning—so, this was his plan? To fill her full of agonizing ginger, then still expect to spank her? This wasn’t the punishment? 
 
    “I can’t.” She sounded breathless. 
 
    Hopeless. 
 
    As though all the energy was seeping out of her body in an attempt to flee the painful burn in her behind. Her arse seemed like the center of the whole world. Sophie had no idea how long she’d be forced to endure the root, but it was difficult to think about anything else while it was there. The heat was so intense, it clouded her ability to do anything, except writhe and beg for the thing to be taken out. 
 
    “You can, or I’ll be adding strikes, little girl.” The fucker actually sounded amused at his own verdict. “And the longer the spanking goes on, the longer the ginger stays put.” 
 
    She eyed him desperately. Oh God, there really was no getting out of this, was there? She was going to have to crawl over there and drape herself over his thighs—offer herself to him like a lamb trotting happily to the slaughter house.  
 
    That realization sucked away whatever fight was left in her system, and miserably, she inched toward him. Jared patted his legs again as she neared his right leg.  
 
    “Over you go.” 
 
    Pulling in a deep breath, she tried to rationalize what was about to transpire. There she was, naked as usual, with a piece of fucking ginger in her arse, and now, she was about to be spanked. Suppressing the reality of that assertion, she was aware for the first time of the low-lying thrum of arousal the idea of being spanked inspired. It was only a dim sensation as she knelt there, the cursed ginger far overpowering it, yet still, she was aware of it. Sophie had fantasized about being taken in hand for so long, there was no way she could be on the brink of a spanking and not acknowledge just how horny the idea made her. 
 
    It was everything she thought she’d wanted—before Jared. 
 
    With a sigh, she forced herself forward, arranging herself over his hard thighs, so her fingertips brushed the carpet on the other side of him. The memory of the first time he’d spanked her filled her head, recalling how much the initial blows had hurt before the pain had morphed into hot, slick need once the punishment had been underway. Christ, Sophie hoped for that sensation again—even if he didn’t let her come—at least the arousal would be better than the all-consuming suffering of the ginger—but she hadn’t had a root inserted into her backside during that last encounter. 
 
    His hand grazed her trembling cheek, first the left, then the right. En route, he nudged the ginger plug sticking shamefully out of her arse, no doubt an intentionally added torment. The bastard chuckled at her moans. 
 
    “Look at you.” Sophie wanted to clench at that condescending tone, but her brain vetoed the action, having learned just what that would earn her. “So much pain and angst when all you had to do was be my good girl and stay put.” 
 
    Jared’s palm left her cheek, only to come crashing down a few seconds later. She yelped at the swat, the blow irritating the root and eliciting another wince from Sophie. Christ, this was unbearable! If every one of the spanks was going to feel like that, there was no way she was going to be able to get through it, let alone enjoy it. But then, that was the point, wasn’t it? This was supposed to be a punishment. Jared didn’t want her to revel in it. He couldn’t care less about her state of arousal. 
 
    She gasped as his palm landed against her other cheek, the swats alternating rapidly, a flurry of strikes, all designed to intensify the pain and humiliation from the ginger. The onslaught continued, his palm shifting south to the base of her cheeks, then slipping to her exposed pussy. Now that she was shaved, the whole area seemed more sensitive, and as his palm connected with her prone lips, she cried out in response. 
 
    “That’s right, little girl. You deserve this, don’t you?” 
 
    The hand which had been resting at her back slid down the length of her flesh until it reached her punished behind. Sophie blinked at the sensation, bracing for whatever was to come next without trying to tense her muscles—a feat which was proving frustratingly impossible. 
 
    “Don’t you, Sophie?” Jared’s hand grasped at the ginger plug, and to her horror, he yanked at the thing an inch or so before slamming it back inside her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” There was no choice but to scream, the gesture exacerbating the burning exponentially—a fact she was certain Jared was aware of.  
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was a strained whimper, the final word almost lost to the sound of the next swat on her vulnerable cunt lips. 
 
    “Tell Daddy,” Jared growled, pumping the thing out, then in her again. “Tell Daddy how much you deserve to be punished this way.” 
 
    “Oh God, please!” She was a crying mess now, writhing on his lap like a dog in heat, except it wasn’t stark desire fueling her fire now, but absolute torment. “Please, Daddy!” 
 
    He sniggered at her performance. “Tell me, Sophie.” His voice was softer now. “Tell me, and perhaps, your greedy pussy can have more swats, and your naughty bottom can have a little respite.” 
 
    She seized that notion, and although he had never promised any relief,  without conscious thought, she threw herself on his mercy. That’s all Sophie wanted—just an act of kindness, a show of leniency, anything to convince her bleak brain she could tolerate this ordeal. 
 
    “I deserve this, Daddy,” she mewed, balling her hands into fists. “I deserve to be punished with the ginger and spanked.” 
 
    It was excruciating to say those things out loud. Even after everything he had put her though, she wondered if this was the most mortifying moment of her entire life, yet it didn’t compare to the desperation she felt about the ginger—nothing compared to that. She needed it out, and she’d do whatever he wanted to achieve it. 
 
    “Why, little girl?” 
 
    The pressure at the root diminished, and right on cue, he landed a hard smack to her pussy. The pain resonated but was more bearable now that he’d stopped thrusting the damn ginger in and out. Of course, the root was still jammed inside her, and there was no way she could release it without reaching behind to yank it away.  
 
    “Because I ran from you, Daddy,” she gasped just as Jared struck her pussy again. 
 
    “You ran from me,” he shouted, more of a statement now than a question. She cringed. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “My little girl.” One hand squeezed her left cheek as his right palm resumed her punishment. Swats rained down, most of them connecting with her pussy, though one or two seemed to nudge her clit, rousing the little ball of nerves from its hiding place. “My little girl ran from me—the very first chance she got.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she sniffed, trying to process the myriad of sensations he was forcing on her. The agony of the ginger, the ignominy of being naked and over his lap in the first place—punished for the heinous crime of wanting to escape the man who’d abducted her and was keeping her from her children. And now, the stinging at her pussy and the impossible notion that maybe, just maybe, she might even have enjoyed some of those blows—all combined with her overwrought exhaustion to floor her. 
 
    Had Sophie ever been as wrung out as this emotionally? She seriously doubted it. 
 
    “No, you’re not.” His voice was resolute. “I already told you that, were you not listening?” 
 
    His palm spanked her pussy over and over, rarely pausing as his other hand tormented her with the idea of aggravating the root. His digits would trail in its direction, only to stop just before he clutched it, while she hung over him, helpless. All Sophie could do was try to endure and pray he would take pity on her. 
 
    “But you will be.” He nudged the ginger that time, and she squeezed her tear-stained lashes together at the rush of pain. “You absolutely will be, Sophie.” 
 
    “I am,” she choked, slamming her hand into the hideous carpet just beyond her face. “I am sorry, Daddy. I’ll never run again. I swear it.” 
 
    “I need more than that I’m afraid,” he told her sternly. “Much, much more.” 
 
    “What?” She shook her head in dismay. What more could she give the guy? He had already taken everything. “Daddy, what?” 
 
    “I need to ensure you remember what happens when you run.” He pushed at the root again, pulling it against her muscles before ramming it back inside. Sophie squealed.  
 
    “I remember,” she panted hoarsely. “I will, Daddy.” 
 
    “Of course you remember now,” he said in an almost wistful tone. “But what happens tomorrow or next week when you forget?” 
 
    The ginger twisted inside her as though he was holding the thing at an angle as his palm rose, slapping the underside of her bottom instead of her sex. The intense burning mixed with the sensation of the spanking, and for the first time, something akin to a groan escaped her lips. 
 
    “I think you need to be punished severely and regularly, Sophie.” 
 
    She tried to catch her breath and to process what he was saying, but it was impossible. Sensation overload had turned her head into a foggy mess, and all there was now was Jared, the hurt, and the potential for something hotter. 
 
    “Daddy has clearly been far too easy on you.” 
 
    “Daddy, I…” Her voice trailed away as he struck her again, whatever defense she was about to make lost in the echo of the smack. 
 
    “Sophie needs ginger more often.” His voice was huskier, and she imagined how hard his cock would be, tucked away in his pants. 
 
    “No, please, Daddy…” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I think I’ll find a root for you every day for the next week, then perhaps just once a week from then on—if you’re good.” 
 
    What—every day? Sophie blinked wildly at the crazy proposal. There was no way she could cope with that. Absolutely no way! 
 
    “That’s settled then.” He landed a rally of hard smacks to her cheeks. “Ginger every day, Sophie. Until I can trust my little girl again.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Jared 
 
    He was in heaven as he delivered the spanking. The ginger root looked fucking incredible as it jutted from her delightful arse, and every time he pumped the thing in and out of Sophie, her reactions set him on fire. Jared’s cock was harder than it had been for some time, and with Sophie around the place, that was saying something. She was in pain, there was no doubt about that, yet with a number of strategic swats to her beautiful cunt, a few connecting with her clit, she seemed to be coping. Just the hint of arousal—that’s what Sophie needed—easy to achieve when so many of his degrading treatments seemed to drive her crazy. 
 
    “Daddy, please, I can’t.” 
 
    Jared shook his head, shifting his hand south to her pussy. He swept a finger across her lips, and as expected, they were already wet with desire. Despite the burn of the ginger, his little girl had managed to find some desire in the ordeal. He was almost proud of her. 
 
    “You always say that,” he replied with a smile. “You always say you can’t cope, yet you do, Sophie. You cope just fine.” 
 
    His finger edged slowly between her lips into her sodden pussy. Arousal surged through him, the sound of her breathy little gasps doing nothing to assuage his interest. 
 
    “See?” He slid a second digit in to join the first, easing both from her gorgeous flesh before filling her up once more. “See how well you’ve coped?” 
 
    Sophie moaned in disbelief. “I-I can’t help it, Daddy. I swear I still hate the ginger!” 
 
    He laughed. “Of course, you do, yet you managed to get this worked up at the same time.” 
 
    Her head fell forward as though she was ashamed of the achievement. “It’s just when you spank my pussy, Daddy.” 
 
    He could see her cheeks burning with embarrassment at the admission. “You like that?” 
 
    “Yes.” She sounded mournful. “Yes, Daddy, I do.” 
 
    Jared’s fingers inched further into her wetness, his cock now rock-solid. “This was a penance, little girl.” He employed his stern tone, intentionally intending to mask his true feelings about her arousal. “You were not supposed to enjoy it this much.” 
 
    She was clearly torn, her head twisting to meet his gaze for the first time since she had presented herself for punishment. “I didn’t mean to, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie looked fabulous. She was flushed, her honeyed hair in disarray, and her wide eyes desperate for approval—his approval. He arched an eyebrow at her, knowing exactly what response that elicited in his little girl.  
 
    “You’re in enough trouble already, young lady. I don’t know how much more you can stand.” 
 
    “Oh God.” His cock swelled at her frantic tone. “Please, no more today, Daddy.” 
 
    He eyed her intently, wishing he could convey his true feelings about the extent of her desire. He would love to be able to share just how much he relished her responses—how proud he was—but he couldn’t, not yet. Not while there was still punishment to deliver. 
 
    Not while there was a lesson to learn. 
 
    “Your spanking is over.” Jared kept his tone even. “But the penance is not done yet.” 
 
    She inhaled, and he watched a wave of panic reverberate along her body, halting at her filled arse, which she clenched, no doubt out of instinct, then seemed to regret at once. 
 
    “Down now. Back on your knees.” 
 
    He supported her body as she rose on shaky legs, holding her hand while she descended to her knees. It was a red-faced, tear-stained version of his little girl who ultimately met his gaze. He didn’t think she’d ever looked more wonderful. 
 
    “How’s the ginger now?” His tone was sardonic. Jared knew precisely how the ginger would be, having used it on plenty of women in the past, let alone the fact Sophie’s eyes conveyed every ounce of her delightful suffering. She was the real deal. There was never any faking it with Sophie, and he admired that almost as much as her fabulous tits and her beautiful face. 
 
    “It hurts so badly, Daddy.” Sophie’s voice was hoarse, illustrating just how taxing she’d found the ordeal, and it wasn’t even over. “Please, can you take it out now, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared had to take a moment to catch his breath at the way she made that sound. 
 
    So hot. 
 
    So desperate. 
 
    So entirely perfect. 
 
    “Not yet.” The way she affected him was obvious from his husky tone, but he doubted Sophie would even notice, such was her preoccupation with the ginger. “You have corner time first, little girl.” 
 
    He reached for the curtain of her hair that fell over her face as she lowered her head in disappointment. Drawing it back, his hand slipped beneath her chin, compelling her gaze back in his direction. 
 
    “You’re nearly through with it.” His voice was softer now and apparently more reassuring, but if Sophie scratched beneath the surface, she would see it for what it was. 
 
    Daddy’s game. 
 
    Taunting and teasing were all part of his game, tricks designed to lull her into the submission he sought. Ploys that worked as well as the discipline and coercion when they were used in the right way, at the right time. 
 
    “All you have to do is wait out your corner time like a good girl, then Daddy will remove it.” 
 
    She sighed, her shoulders falling as her hands slumped to the floor on either side of her body. “Will it make the burning stop, Daddy?” 
 
    “Soon enough.” He didn’t want to tell her the effects could linger even after the root had been removed. “And Daddy might even kiss it better for you. If you please him.” 
 
    Her gaze seared him, trying to decide if that was a good deal or not, but the burning seemed to have clouded her every judgment. All there was in the world was Jared and the root he’d inflicted on her. 
 
    Just the way he liked it. 
 
    “Do you remember where you should stand?” 
 
    Sophie’s attention flitted to the place he’d made her wait before, and she nodded, despite his finger at her chin. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Go,” he instructed. “You can kneel if standing is too much. I know it’s been a long day.” 
 
    Even he was exhausted after the game of chase earlier and the intensity of the sexual marathons before that. His stomach growled for food, and he knew Sophie would be hungry as well. He removed his hand and waited. 
 
    “Should I walk, Daddy?” 
 
    Jared’s arousal soared at the way she sought his permission.  
 
    “Crawl,” he told her, deciding she might not be physically capable of more than that for the time being. And crawling would be delectable to witness, that was for sure. “Crawl over there, then kneel for me, legs apart, and hands in the small of your back.” 
 
    She inhaled, her eyes huge and despondent. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She shifted and made her way across the pink floor to the place he’d designated. Jared watched her go, his eyes hungry for what he saw. Her arse cheeks were pink—perhaps not as crimson as he would have liked—but the hue was enough to remind them both of her penance. The root jutted out wonderfully, its position shifting as her hips swayed, and of course, her glistening pussy was as alluring as ever. By the time Sophie knelt into position, he had to rise and adjust his cock, just to make the arousal bearable. She splayed her legs before her hands linked behind her back and unthinkingly, rested her temple against the pink wall in front of her. 
 
    “Very nice.” He reached into his pocket for his phone and flicked the device into camera mode. Moving in Sophie’s direction, he took a few shots of her punished behind. He was going to enjoy reviewing those later. “Now, just stay right there and think about why your bottom is burning and sore.” 
 
    Sophie sniffed, releasing a shaky breath. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    There was contrition in her tone—he heard it—but he guessed that was a result of the impromptu figging, not any genuine remorse. Sophie had run, and she would run again, given half the chance. Jared would need to consume her thoughts and feelings before that would change. The idea depressed him and his brow furrowed at the realization. Before he’d taken her, it had all seemed so clear.  
 
    He would remove her from her dull, monotonous existence and educate her about the benefits of being his little girl, and there were benefits. Jared was besotted with Sophie. He would do anything and everything for her, and if she’d only obey, he’d bestow the greatest pleasure she’d ever known, day after sordid day, but she had to let go first. She had to give in. He’d never factored in the way her kids kept drawing her back—the consideration had never even crossed his mind—yet it seemed the powerful draw of a mother’s love was his biggest nemesis. 
 
    Time passed as Jared’s thoughts consumed him. He stood there for a while, watching the tremble in her thighs and the evident battle her muscles were fighting with the ginger. She wanted to tense and try to push the thing out of her body, yet every clench brought a greater burn, and the resulting suffering drained more of her energy. At some point, he released his eager cock from his pants and stroked its length as he watched her. Sophie was fucking mesmerizing—he couldn’t wait to have her again. 
 
    “Are you thinking, little girl?” His voice was unnecessarily hard as he tried to conceal his raspy tone.  
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Tell me.” He ran his palm up and down his shaft. “Tell me what you’re thinking.” 
 
    “About how I ran, and I shouldn’t have.” 
 
    Sophie didn’t move or look up as he neared, he noticed her eyes had slid closed. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And what happens to me when I’m bad.” Her already heated face blushed deeper at the admission. “About how Daddy punishes me.” 
 
    Fuck. He exhaled at that, his balls tightening as a fresh surge of arousal soared through him. Sophie was a living, breathing, wet dream, which made him the luckiest son of a bitch in the world. He had her now. He had her, and he would never let her go. 
 
    “Good. Turn around.” 
 
    He was right beside her now, the lure of her wonderful arse having drawn him from the bed to the wall she leaned against. As she turned, her eyes widened at the sight of him. Presumably, she had heard the volume of his voice increase as he moved closer, yet seemed ill-prepared for the large, desperate erection which sprung out in her direction. 
 
    “Take me in your mouth, little girl.” Jared’s hands moved to his hips as he gave the order. “You know what to do.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fluttered at the order, and gingerly, she edged forward, her lips parting to receive him. She swallowed him in one go, the heat of her mouth enveloping Jared as she worked her mouth up and down his length. 
 
    Christ, she was good at that. 
 
    What had happened to the hesitant woman, he’d first encountered? The one who had been so unsure about fellatio? He smiled, panting while one fist shifted into her mass of hair. The answer was obvious, so fucking obvious—even her useless fucking husband could have worked it out. 
 
    Jared had happened. 
 
    He had roused the confident siren who now lapped and sucked at him as though her life depended upon it. And in some ways, he supposed it did. 
 
    If the ginger still burned, there was no sign of it—no sign when her gaze flitted north to meet his or when he took control and pumped in and out of her throat. Sophie seemed lost to the sensations now, her hands still behind her back where he would usually bind them, her breasts bouncing beneath them beautifully as he cajoled her back and forward over his shaft. 
 
    She was perfect. 
 
    This was perfect. 
 
    And every moment of perfection drove him closer to the edge. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Sophie.” The words were a guttural moan as he orgasmed over her waiting open mouth. She caught the majority of the climax with her tongue, her eyes squeezing shut as the remainder painted her face. Jared caught his breath as the powerful hedonism washed over him. 
 
    “That deserves a reprieve, little girl.” He grinned as her chocolate brown eyes flitted open. “Turn around and let’s get the root out of you.” 
 
    Sophie scrambled into position faster than he’d ever seen her move. Even the woman running for her freedom earlier hadn’t been as lithe and agile as the one back on all fours in front of him, her arse prone and expectant. He lowered to a crouch behind her, assessing the ginger. It was a shame to have to remove it—it looked so good sticking out of her backside—still, he had said he’d do so, so remove it he would. Besides, he’d already promised the thing would be back in place again tomorrow. Just a few fresh shavings of the root should suffice to reignite the old hurt. 
 
    “Deep breaths, Sophie.” 
 
    She complied in a heartbeat, and a moment later, Jared was able to ease the root from her punished little bottom. He wandered to the chest of drawers and placed the root there to be collected later before he turned and assessed Sophie. The residual burn of the ginger was probably still in effect, yet her relief at the root’s absence was clear. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    His lips curled at her unprompted gratitude. “You’re welcome, little girl. Now crawl back to the bed and let Daddy hold you.” 
 
    She glanced over her shoulder, their gazes locking for a moment before she obeyed him. He joined her there, patting his thighs. 
 
    “On Daddy’s lap.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes fluttered, but she rose to her knees again and allowed him to lift her into position. She tucked her head into the crook of his neck, and he breathed in the scent of her hair, wrapping his arms around her naked body. 
 
    “All of that misery, little girl.” Jared shook his head for effect. “And for what?” 
 
    Her chest heaved at his question as though she was wondering the same thing. 
 
    “And now you have the root to contend with tomorrow, too.” 
 
    Sophie’s body tensed at the reminder. “Daddy, please.” Her voice was weary, and something about the sound made his arms embrace her tighter. “I’m so tired.” 
 
    Jared lowered his mouth to her hair and kissed her. Maybe she was right. Now wasn’t the time to torment her further with the threat of penances in the future. Sophie had endured enough for today. 
 
    “Sleep then,” he coaxed her. “Daddy will hold you for a while.” He shifted her in his arms, drawing back her honeyed tresses from the cum still drying on her face. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she murmured, her head already rolling toward his chest. “I’d like to sleep.” 
 
    And just like Jared, by the time she reached a comfortable position, sleep had come to take her.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Sophie 
 
    The first thing was the heat. Sophie was frantic, desperate to escape, but she was so hot and tired, the warmth lapping at her ankles, grasping her as if it wanted to hold her back. 
 
    To hold her down. 
 
    Her heart raced, driving her feet on as they stumbled through the darkness. She had no idea where she was. All she knew was she had to get away—away from this place, away from whatever was chasing her. 
 
    This was a dream. 
 
     The notion resonated even though the frantic energy continued to push her forward. It wasn’t real. She wasn’t really caught in this peculiar realm, but the thought was little reassurance. There was an urgency in her body, a sense that all was not right in the world, and all she could do was keep going. 
 
    Keep moving forward. 
 
    A sound in the gloom drew her attention behind her, and she glanced over her shoulder while she staggered onward. There was nothing there, yet there was—she knew there was. He was there. 
 
    A bloom of panic grew in her chest as that thought cemented. Jared was there, chasing her, looming over her like an ever-present thunder cloud. He would always be there, a shadow she could never shake away. She knew that now. 
 
    “Leave me alone!” She hissed the words to no one, turning to continue her pursuit, though where she was and where she was headed was still unclear. “I don’t want you. I don’t need you.” 
 
    “Oh, Sophie…” His voice reverberated throughout the gloom. “We both know that’s not true.” 
 
    Sophie’s hands balled into fists at his patronizing tone. Why was the man always trying to tell her what to do—as though he knew better? He was worse than Jason. Jared was not her father, whatever the hell he demanded she called him, and she wasn’t a child. It was time for this to end. She had to get back to Billy and Lucy—whatever happened, whatever the cost. 
 
    They were her priority. 
 
    “I’m going.” Sophie’s brain instructed her feet to move faster, to pound harder against whatever constituted the ground in this strange place. “I’m going, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me!” 
 
    That much at least seemed to be true in the dream. There were no restraints holding her down, no shackles to chain her, no cages to confine her. Sophie was free. She could get away. Her assertion was met with the sound of Jared’s dark laughter.  
 
    “And we both know that’s not true either, don’t we?” 
 
    Dread paralyzed her, his ominous tone seeming to coincide with a change to her movement. She could no longer run freely and no longer lift each foot to set down the next stride. It was as though the floor was suddenly made of syrup, each effort slowed to a virtual stand-still. 
 
    “Stop this!” Sophie screeched with frustration. “Let me go.” 
 
    “Never!” He was close, his voice louder than before. “I’ll never set you free, little girl.” 
 
    The worst of it was she knew he was telling the truth. Jared would never do the right thing. He didn’t care about her children and had no moral fortitude. He wanted Sophie, and that was as far as his reasoning went. The realization weighed her down like lead, and she stopped moving altogether. 
 
    “Can’t you see I’m not happy?” 
 
    She lifted her chin, expecting to see him right in front of her, and right on cue, there he was, appearing in the way people did so easily in dreams. His body was masked in shadow, but she could see the outline of his tall, strong frame. 
 
    “No.” Jared’s voice was calm. “I see how contented you are, Sophie and the way that, despite your protests, your body speaks of pleasure and release.” 
 
    “That’s not the same.” Her hands rose to her hips. “Being turned on by some of the things you do is not the same as being happy.” 
 
    He laughed, the silhouette of his face emerging from the gloom. “Semantics, Sophie,” he murmured with a smile. “You are arguing in riddles.” 
 
    There it was—his usual arrogant tone. The sound riled her. 
 
    “I am telling the truth.” She practically spat the words at him, but to her chagrin, there was barely even a flicker of reaction in his expression. 
 
    “You are earning yourself another punishment, young lady.” His eyebrow rose in the way which seemed to speak directly to her needy clitoris, but she fought to counter its insistent throb. “Even when you know what awaits you when you open your eyes in the morning.” 
 
    A wave of dread washed over her like a tsunami. 
 
    The ginger. Was he talking about the ginger? 
 
    “Yes, the ginger.” He smirked, briefly revealing a row of near-perfect white teeth. “You’ll have that inside you every day now, remember?” 
 
    Sophie almost lost her breath. 
 
    “No.” Her answer was a sob. “No, you can’t.” 
 
    “I can.” Jared’s tone was knowing, demonstrating the truth both acknowledged. 
 
    In the real world—the universe beyond this dream—he could do what he liked. 
 
    And he would. 
 
    “Do yourself a favor and stop fighting.” He shook his head. “Stop running.” 
 
    “I can’t. I’m getting back to my children whether you like it or not, Daddy.” She muttered the final word at him with venom. “I’m not yours. I’m not stay—” 
 
    “Stop it.” His hard voice cut her off, temporarily silencing her. “We both know the truth, little girl. You are mine.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Sophie shook her head and stepped away from his towering presence, yet every time she took a pace backward, he was right there with her. Her brow knitted. Why couldn’t she be free of the devil—if only for a few moments in her sleep? Why did the torment never end? 
 
    He chuckled. “Yes, you are.” There was that low, cajoling timbre again, his eyes twinkling as he gazed down at her. 
 
    “In your mind, you have already succumbed to me, and God only knows how many times you have offered consent with your body.” An errant grin spread across his face. “And the pleasure, Sophie.” He inched closer, ever closer until she could feel the heat of his breath at her face. “You remember the pleasure.” 
 
    Shit, she recalled the pleasure, alright. How could she not? 
 
    “That doesn’t make me yours.” Sophie pushed the words out, even though she could hear the lack of conviction in her tone. “It’s just sex.” 
 
     “Oh, it’s far more than that, little one.” Jared ran his tongue over his teeth. “It’s pure unbridled passion and chemistry. You can’t fake that. It can’t be contrived.” 
 
    “Jared.” 
 
    His expression hardened at her error, and acting on some ridiculous reflex, Sophie actually felt something akin to shame. 
 
    “I mean, Daddy.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    He pressed his body flush against hers, and for the first time, she noticed he was naked. They both were, and his hardness pressed into her belly. 
 
    “Please try to understand.” Her voice was a plaintive plea. “However much I want this, I cannot leave my children. I won’t!” 
 
    “Oh, Sophie.” His smile was soft as it neared her mouth. “You’ll do as I tell you—no more and no less.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The desperation burned in her chest. Worse than the ginger shoved inside her behind, this pressure was threatening to rise to her throat and cut off her air supply. It was such a contradiction—this need she felt to submit to a man like Jared, to play his awful games—yet she couldn’t reconcile that part of her with the woman she’d become. The mother, the wife, the friend—those people couldn’t merge into the wanton woman who existed in Jared’s dark world. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Her face rose at the word, and he was on her, hot, commanding lips capturing her mouth, forcing her to yield. His hand was in her hair, immobilizing her, the way he always restrained her, and even though she was conscious of the yearning at her core, she resisted it. Somehow, she managed to lift her right hand and bang her fist against his shoulder. Jared’s caress stilled for a moment, his gaze darting to see what had transpired, giving her just enough time to pull away from the kiss. 
 
    “Stop fighting.” Jared pulled her flush against him again. “Surrender, my beautiful little Sophie.” 
 
    She arched her back away from his face, slamming her fist into this chest this time. “No!” Her voice was emphatic. “No, I don’t want this.” 
 
    He grinned. “Stop it, little girl.” 
 
    It seemed like every ounce of frustration and angst in her body spiked at that moment, her will to resist stronger than ever. She beat her fist against him again, acknowledging the flicker of pain in his eyes, and each fresh flash of recognition spurred her on. 
 
    Hit him harder. Sophie heard the instruction in her head, a desire which up until now had been silent—a desire to hurt him. Wallop him. Make him stop. 
 
    She inhaled before thumping him with greater intensity. 
 
    Harder. The voice was louder—more excited. Make him pay. 
 
    She wanted to, God, how she wanted to. Taking revenge against Jared for everything he’d done, everything he put her through, was utterly consuming—thrilling and terrifying her in equal measure. 
 
    With renewed vigor, her hand beat against his flesh again, over and over as her exhilaration grew. With a sigh, Jared glanced down to the place she was hitting. 
 
    “I said, stop it.” 
 
    Just like that, Sophie seemed to lose all the power in her hand as if he had interrupted her ability to command her own body. She could see her limbs, but they no longer obeyed her instructions, her hand refusing to strike him again. 
 
    Gritting her teeth, she turned to look at her right hand, willing it forward toward his chest. 
 
    Jared shook his head, the irritating smile returning. “No, little girl.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    He didn’t seem to hear her pitiful query. In a heartbeat, he was gone, disappearing in front of her eyes as fast as he had manifested, but she was still unable to move. Frantically, Sophie tried harder, ordering both of her arms to lurch forward, but frustratingly, they wouldn’t budge as if someone was holding her back—not someone, but something. She closed her eyes. Yes, that was it—something—the sensation she’d experienced too many times before in the last few days with Jared. It was as though she was bound to something. Something holding her arms up above her head. Something that prevented her from moving at all. 
 
    Sophie gulped in panic. She was pinned down by an unseen force, an invisible power that held her rigid whatever her brain instructed. 
 
    Oh God! 
 
    The panic peaked in her mind, shifting her breaths into fast and furious pants. 
 
    “Please!” she called out loud, shaking her head side to side, which seemed to be the only motion available to her now. “Please, no—let me go.” 
 
    “Sophie?” 
 
    Her eyes opened, yet still, the dread lingered. Where the hell was she now? Cool linen surrounded her, and though it was dark, the atmosphere of the place was different. The scent was earthy with a hint of spice, reminiscent of the cologne Jared wore. She swallowed at that, certain she was no longer in the suffocating pink room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Jared 
 
    Jared hadn’t intended to take her to bed with him, but for the second night running, he’d seemed unable to resist the mesmerizing allure of the woman. She’d fallen asleep so quickly, her helpless body passed out in his arms as he’d cradled her on the bed in the room down the corridor, it would have been simple enough to stretch her limbs out on the pink bed and restrain her. The easiest thing in the world—in fact the right thing—so why hadn’t he? 
 
    He exhaled, unsure how to answer his logical analysis. He should have left Sophie in her own room and come back here alone, but he hadn’t wanted to. When push came to shove, that’s why he’d brought her here—his own selfish desire had vetoed the right way of doing things. 
 
    The fact having her close meant more than doing things properly. 
 
    Again. 
 
    He’d secured her wrists to the head of his bed while she slept, using light, loose ropes—enough to contain her, but not hurt. Sophie’s arms were splayed out above her head, the bondage long enough to leave her in a more natural position, but still ensure she wasn’t going anywhere if she woke first. Jared had meant what he’d said—there would be no more running—and that entailed him playing his part as well. Leaving her unbound had been stupid—he knew better than that—and he wouldn’t let it happen again. 
 
    Closing the bedroom door, he stripped completely, folding his clothes into piles designating if they needed to be washed. Satisfied, he strode to the window and gazed out at the darkness. Jared pressed his nose against the glass, heating the pane with his breath. His stomach tightened at the fact Sophie had made it out there at all. Half-dressed and completely unprepared, she had run out into the autumn evening, apparently happier to accept her fate in the fields and forests than she was to stay with him. 
 
    His jaw clenched at the realization. Was she seriously so unhappy, fleeing into the countryside without even a pair of shoes seemed like a good idea? How long would she have lasted out there in the damp and cold? They were ten miles to the nearest town with few signs of life between here and there, and their location wasn’t a coincidence. Its comparative isolation had drawn Jared there in the first place, a rare accomplishment in a country as small as England. Of course, those had been in the days before Sophie—before he’d planned to snatch her away—but still, the signs had evidently been there. He’d craved the remoteness, relishing the way he could literally go weeks without seeing another human being if that’s what he wanted. The only person Jared wanted to see was his little girl, with the occasional visit from Daniel and Anton. There was no one else—no one who meant anything to him—no one who mattered. 
 
    A loud sigh from the bed echoed around the shadows of his room, and he turned, striding back toward Sophie. Jared half expected to find her awake and protesting at the restraints, but her face was visible from the moonlight spilling into the bedroom, and he could see she was still fast asleep. She looked so slender and gorgeous, strewn across his bed linen, her pale flesh a contrast to the dark blue bedding and blonde hair fanning out across the matching pillow.  
 
    Jared had never let anyone sleep in his bed before, not once. Even past girlfriends had never stayed. He’d preferred to meet in other places to fuck. Hotels in the middle of the afternoon were always a favorite place he could come and go without leaving a trace, save for the pseudo name he always employed at the time of booking. If need be, he would go to the woman’s place, though that rarely happened. Most seemed happy to let him take the lead and book them into five-star hotels. Few had complained about the luxury he offered before he chained and humbled them. He smiled at the thought, pleased there were still a few privileges of being Brock Saunders’ son. Saunders was a name he rarely used anymore, but it was still his name—a legacy of the family he had left behind. 
 
    An image of his deceased father popped into his head like the memory of a childhood villain. He cringed. With a sigh, he eased himself into the bed beside Sophie’s sleeping form. Her wrists were only stretched across her half of the bed, and as it was a huge, king-sized variety, there was ample room for him to slide in beside her—more than enough room, maybe too much. Jared would have given anything to ease closer to her warm skin, to reach out and graze her flesh with his hand, to claim her once more, but he resisted the urge. She needed rest—they both did—and while he might not be able to sleep without her, he would have to find a way of sleeping without touching her, at least for the time being. 
 
    Propping himself up on his pillows, Jared’s thoughts returned to his father or, more specifically, to both of his parents. Brock and Kay Saunders had led the high-life—the sort of life many of those girlfriends had probably sought when they arrived at the fancy hotels, case in hand, and eyes wide at the grandeur. His dad had made his money in investment banking. As a child, that was all Jared knew, that, and the fact he was rarely at home, and when he was, the arguments started. Brock drank too much—both parents had—and coupled with Brock’s strings of infidelities, they shared a toxic marriage. To say their relationship had been volatile was an understatement. Jared had witnessed more than his fair share of fights over the years, many resulting in violence. Kay frequently had cut lips and black eyes, most of which were explained away to family and friends—she’d had one too many and slipped by the pool, or she’d tripped on the fur at the head of the staircase and fallen most of the flight—but none of those excuses were true. The only thing his mum’s face had landed against was Brock’s fist. 
 
    Not that she was always the victim, far from it. It would be easy to cast Kay as an innocent in the sorrowful story, but that would be a corruption of the truth. Kay wasn’t an innocent. She’d have known what Brock was like before agreeing to say, ‘I do.’ By all the accounts from Jared’s grandmother and uncles, the man had always been a swine, yet she’d still married him. Jared snorted softly at the incredible lack of judgment his mother had shown. She’d done it for the money, he supposed, as taken with the fast cars and fancy holidays as the women Jared had wooed. Even after they’d married and Jared had been born, Kay had stayed with Brock, endured, and fought back. Jared recalled vividly the occasion she’d smashed a bottle of his father’s favorite scotch—the type that cost a small fortune—over his head. Brock had slumped to the floor, his scalp bleeding, and what had his mum done in response? Reached for another bottle and crawled her way back to the bedroom, leaving six-year old Jared to run and tell one of the household staff. 
 
    His parents had been useless. They’d offered no decent examples, except by demonstrating what not to do, and in doing so, they’d let Jared go his own way. He’d lapped up the expensive education his father’s money had afforded, primarily as a route out of the family home. At age eleven, he was allowed to board, and he chose the furthest school he could find, relocating to the Scottish Highlands until he turned eighteen. He went to university in Edinburgh, graduating at twenty-one with a first-class degree in structural engineering, and never returning home. By the time his mother had realized she’d lost him, he was already gone. Even her irritating phone messages dried up by the time he was fourteen, which had pleased Jared. She had offered him nothing in those formative years. Hell, she hadn’t even tried to intervene when Brock had turned his violence in Jared’s direction, preferring to slink away than accept the grim reality of their lives. There was no way he was going to offer her solace, even once the doctors had informed her the tumor was inoperable, and she only had months to live. 
 
    He swallowed at the memory of her funeral, Kay’s death forcing him to make an uncharacteristic return to the family home he loathed. Jared had stood by her graveside at the family plot in the pouring rain, listening to his father bleating on about how much he’d loved her, how much he would miss her. His heart pounded at the hypocrisy of the man as he slumped against the bed linen—his father was a fucking joke. Jared had decided there and then, he would never return home again—not until it was over, not until Brock was dead. And Jared was a man of his word. Thanks to his fine education, decent qualifications, and the useful contacts he’d made during the process, he hadn’t wanted for money. That situation had improved somewhat once his sniveling dad finally did the decent thing and died, leaving the vast estate to his only son. 
 
    The only admirable thing either of his parents had ever done was accumulate wealth, and in their fortunate absence, it had all been left to him. Jared had given up his career eighteen months after the inheritance, no longer stimulated, making forty grand a year, when he could earn that much in interest alone. He’d re-established his childhood friendships with Daniel and Anton, and finally had the resolve to live the life he’d always fantasized. 
 
    He turned his head on the pillow, allowing the memories to dissipate. None of that shit mattered anymore. Not now, he had the life he’d always wanted. Now that life meant Sophie—in all her wonderful, submissive glory. 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    Her scream sent Jared’s heart into a spin. Sophie was panicked, presumably by whatever she was dreaming. Rolling in her direction, the arm nearest to him was trying to rise from the sheets in sporadic fits of force. She yanked the wrist up as high as the rope would permit before it came crashing back down to the bed, replaying the deed over and over until she sounded breathless. 
 
    “Please, no.” Christ, she sounded so desperate, frantic enough to make his cock stir. “Let me go.” 
 
    “Sophie?” 
 
    He eased in her direction, unsure if she was still asleep. As he rose onto his elbow, his shadow blocked the light from her face, and it was impossible to tell if her eyes were open. Her hand was still now, and her breathing labored, but that didn’t prove anything either way. 
 
    “Sophie, are you okay?” 
 
    His lips twitched at the irony that he should care, given the way he’d treated her, but he wasn’t a fool. Jared did care. That’s why she was there in his bed with him in the first place. Evidently, he cared too much. 
 
    “Oh God.” She sounded terrified as he reached for her in the darkness. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he told her in a soothing tone. “It was just a bad dream, Sophie. Daddy is here.” 
 
    As he lowered toward her and assessed her anxious expression, the thought occurred that for Sophie, the nightmare had only just begun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Sophie 
 
     “Where am I?” Her throat dried, the knowledge of what had to follow, temporarily stealing her voice. “Daddy?” 
 
    His hand brushed her midriff. “You’re safe.” There was a pause as though Jared was struggling with the explanation. “In Daddy’s room.” 
 
    In his bedroom? Well, that was a first. In all the hours he’d kept her here, he had never brought her in here before. Her mind flitted back to the memory of the open doorway she’d spotted yesterday on her way to the bathroom, recalling the dark color scheme and how it had compared to her own shocking bedroom. 
 
    “Oh.” It was all she could think to say. “I-I didn’t know.” 
 
    He laughed softly. “It was a spur of the moment kind of decision. How are you feeling now?” 
 
    She clenched the muscles between her legs, and for the first time in what seemed like an age, there was no discernible burn as a consequence.  
 
    “Better, thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie turned her head toward the darkness at the admission, not able to risk catching his eyes in the eerie moonlight spilling from the large window to their right. 
 
    “Good.” His palm slid south, pressing over her mons and down between her legs. 
 
    She wiggled her ankles to see if they were also bound and was relieved to be able to close them, halting his pursuit until his taunting tone goaded her. 
 
    “Sophie.” His voice was almost playful. “Daddy hasn’t bound your legs, but I can if you need me to?” He presented it as a question—as if she had any choice in the matter. 
 
    “No, thank you, Daddy.” She was weary of this game already, but she shuffled her thighs apart regardless. She had no option but to play. 
 
    “I’m glad we understand each other.” 
 
    His fingers grazed her clit until her hips jerked at his touch, then they slipped effortlessly into her pussy. Her folds were soaking as they always were around Jared. Despite her reservations, she found herself accepting them, even clenching around them as they eased in and out of her. 
 
    “Mmmm.” His lips were at her neck, nipping and caressing her flesh. “Now, I remember why I brought you in here in the first place.” 
 
    “Daddy?” 
 
    Her head was clouded. Still half asleep and exhausted, she was full of his tantalizing ministrations and foggy with the sensations his mouth created. It was one thing to know she should resist Jared, but to wake up, bound to his bed, powerless to prevent his perusal of her pliant body, was infuriating, but there was no denying, it was also scintillating—like every dirty fantasy she had played out in her dreams before she encountered him. The desire to be bound, the desire to be compelled—the complete abdication of control. 
 
    Sophie inhaled, her breath catching as his palm folded, grazing her throbbing clit once more. 
 
    “Accessibility,” he murmured in to her right ear. “I like you always being open and available to Daddy.” 
 
    “Oh God.” 
 
    Her eyes slid shut at the rhythmic rocking of his palm and the way her nipples had beaded into tight little knots at the stimulation. 
 
    “Does my little girl need to come?” He sniggered at her in the half-light. 
 
    “Yes, please, Daddy.” 
 
    There was no hesitation now, no querying the logic of why she was here or how she should manage this latest predicament. After all the effort and torment of yesterday, she simply didn’t have the will anymore. Jared would take what he wanted after all, just like he always did. If there was any chance she could receive some pleasure at the same time, where was the harm in it—why shouldn’t she beg for it? 
 
    It was what he wanted. 
 
    Fuck, it was what they both wanted. 
 
    Sophie might be desperate to claw her way out of his clutches, but until she did, she would rather spend a thousand hours bound and teased like this than have to tolerate the insufferable punishments the man could conjure. Her throat dried at the reminder of the ginger, but she pushed the memory away. She didn’t want to think of anything now—nothing but the heat of their combined bodies, the scent of his aftershave, and the soft caresses his lips continued to plant while she squirmed futilely in the bondage. 
 
    “Then maybe I’ll let you come.” 
 
    He was playing with her again, and she had no choice but to cede and throw herself at his mercy. Her smart mouth would do nothing to pave the way to more pleasure. 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    Jesus, who was this husky-sounding woman? Could that really be Sophie? 
 
    “You can do better than that, baby.” This time she caught the smile on his face as he rose to his elbow at her side. “You can do much better than that.” 
 
    “Please, Daddy!” Her frantic need was more than evident in the raspy, breathless tone she whimpered. “Please, let me come.” 
 
    She saw his eyebrow rise in the half-light. 
 
    “And is Sophie going to be a good girl for Daddy today?” 
 
    Sophie clenched around his digits, her hips bucking north, seeking his flesh. “I’ll try, Daddy.”  
 
    And she would. She would have to if she didn’t want to incur more of his monstrous wrath. After more than one failed escape bid, Jared would be tired of her attempts, and if she wasn’t careful, she might find herself bound permanently. 
 
    “Hmmm.” He sounded skeptical. “You say that, yet I haven’t seen much obedience from you recently.” 
 
    “I was wrong.” Sophie arched her back as his fingers fucked her sensually. “I’m sorry, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared chuckled at her apology, no doubt aware its sincerity was based only on the growing thrum of desire at her core. “You’re so magnificent.” His gaze traveled down the length of her bound body. “So perfect for this, Sophie.” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath, uncertain how to respond. At times, it seemed as though she was peculiarly suited to this age play existence Jared had carved out for her, even though she had never known it was on the horizon and had never consented. She had always yearned for the submission and for a man like Jared. 
 
    The realization was striking, and though it wasn’t the first time Sophie had reached the conclusion, it was no less potent. She might not have asked for this, but she had gone seeking the BDSM lifestyle. She had invited him into her life. 
 
    Oh God. Sophie gulped down the guilt. I did this. I contacted him. 
 
    But you never wanted this! Her rational mind was quick to respond. You never asked to be taken—to leave your children. You never wanted to be anyone’s little girl. 
 
    “I think Daddy will let you come.” His words were a soft, coaxing timbre. “I think we both deserve the wet, eager mess you’re going to become when you come apart for me.” 
 
    She panted, knowing his assessment of her condition was likely to be true. Sophie was all too aware of how masterful Jared could be. He could make her squirm with one stern glance and command her body to dance with just the merest touch. He had brought her to heel with both his tongue and his palm in the past couple of days. If the man wanted her to climax, he would ensure it happened—with or without her approval—and she’d already told him of her burgeoning need to come. 
 
    “Daddy?” She splayed her legs wider, lifting her hips from the sheet. 
 
    “Yes, little girl.” Jared laughed gently. “You need it badly, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped, intentionally allowing all thoughts of the morality of the situation to slip away. Sophie would have to live with the remnants of this for the rest of her life, and when she finally got away—if she ever got away—she’d be in counseling for fucking years, but at this moment, she wanted to let her darker side win. She wanted to give in to his insistent fingers, his enticing words, and his soft caresses—to live this fantasy a little longer. 
 
    To help him make this twisted fairy tale. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie’s orgasm was close, the tension building in her body, curling and tightening like a snake seeking to suck the air from her body. Oh God, she wanted it. She wanted to explode. After everything she had been made to endure last night—she deserved it. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    Her brain registered the command as she turned her head in his direction, locking gazes with her captor. 
 
    “You’re allowed to come, little girl.” Jared leaned closer. “But as you do, you’re going to tell me how much you want it.” 
 
    Sophie’s lips parted. “Daddy.” 
 
    It was neither refusal nor concurrence, just the urgent whimpers of a woman on the precipice of pleasure. 
 
    “Yes.” His lips grazed the side of her neck. “Tell me what you need.” The intensity of his expression shifted into her line of sight. “Tell Daddy.” 
 
    “I need to come, Daddy.” It was a pitiful admission to make, and yet each word was painfully accurate. “Please, Daddy, I need to come.” 
 
    Jared’s lips curled. “Soon, baby.” He shifted his palm, ensuring a more consistent contact with Sophie’s clitoris. “Keep going.” 
 
    “Oh, Daddy.” Her lip caught between her teeth, his dark, scintillating eyes searing into her bare flesh. 
 
    “I know.” His words could almost be mistaken for the gentle murmurs of a lover. “Keep going, little girl.” 
 
    “Please.” She tried to rise from the bed to capture his lips, but whatever he’d fettered her with, held her tightly. Falling back against the pillow, she gulped. “Please, Daddy. I need your fingers. I need your hand to make me come undone.” 
 
     “I know, little girl,” Jared smirked. "Daddy knows precisely what you need.” 
 
    Sophie groaned, tugging hard at her binds. 
 
    “You need Daddy’s hand, his rules, and routines.” 
 
    She thrust her pussy up, pushing herself onto his fingers like a woman possessed. Sophie had become one of the wild and wanton heroines she’d always read about during the long evenings Jason had left her alone, and the children were finally in bed. The ones she had secretly masturbated to in the darkness alone. Except this wasn’t from the pages of one of those books—this was real. 
 
    “And Daddy’s cock.” 
 
    She could hear the exhilaration in his tone. 
 
    “You need Daddy’s cock, too, don’t you, Sophie?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Sophie’s nipples tightened into tiny buds at the confession. “I need your cock.” 
 
    There was a flicker of satisfaction in his dark glint.  
 
    “And my rules?” 
 
    His fingers pumped faster, his palm brushing her clit with maddening regularity. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. I need your rules.” 
 
    “Good.” Jared leaned toward her and pressed a kiss against her cheek. “Then you will come for me now, little girl, and when you do, I want you to scream it, baby. See if you can make the people in the nearest house hear you.” 
 
    Sophie’s throat dried with the instruction, yet it barely mattered anymore. She was so tightly wound, the restriction at her wrists and the yearning at her core—this was the point of no return. Let him have his words, his humiliating admissions. There was no turning back for her. 
 
    No retreating from this dark haven of pleasure. 
 
    No second chances. 
 
    “I need your rules, Daddy.” The first bolt of lightning struck her body, contorting her limbs until only his hand and the bondage held her in place. “Oh, fuck, I need them.” 
 
    There was a flicker of a scowl at the profanity, but Sophie scarcely acknowledged it. Not now she’d reached that higher ground and was flying high above the clouds. 
 
    “And my cock?” He growled the words down at her. 
 
    “Yes!” Sophie’s body jerked in recognition. “Yes, I need that, too, Daddy.” She gasped as another intense wave crashed over her prone body. “I need your cock.” 
 
    Triumph shone in his eyes while Sophie was consumed by those waves, her lids closing to block out his face, although the expression was burned into her mind. 
 
    “That’s right.” His thumb grazed her clit again, and she jerked, her gaze flying open at the sensation. “You do need it, little girl, and don’t you forget it.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. Th-thank you.” 
 
    Jared’s lips descended for another kiss before slowly, his fingers withdrew. She remained there, panting as he sucked greedily at the digits. “I love the taste of my little girl.” 
 
    “I’ve never met anyone like you before, Daddy.” She disclosed the information without thinking as though the salacious look in his eyes had hypnotized her. 
 
    With a smile, he traced an idle circle around her right nipple. “I’m pleased to hear it, and do you know what else?” 
 
    Sophie shook her head at the question, and his smile widened. 
 
    “You never will again, little girl.” He winked at her, his thumb and forefinger pinching the exposed and helpless nipple. “You never will again.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Jared 
 
    Jared rose from the bed, his gaze hungrily surveying his bound captive. Bringing her to climax had been a total whim—just as bringing her to his room in the first place—yet he couldn’t regret it as he switched on the small side light and illuminated her gorgeous form. She was here, wet, needy, and hopefully, all the more compliant after her orgasm. Ripping it from her had been an absolute pleasure, and Jared’s raging erection, throbbing for attention, was a testament to how much he’d enjoyed the experience. 
 
    Her brown eyes followed him as he wandered back around the side of the bed, her gaze landing inevitably on his swollen cock. 
 
    “Daddy knows what you want, little girl.” 
 
    She flushed beautifully, heat blooming in her cheeks at this statement. “I…” She bit her lip, evidently trying to decide what the right words should be. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He sniggered at her eventual response. “And you will have it. When Daddy says so.” 
 
    Sophie inhaled, nodding her head as her gaze crawled around the room. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    It was like she was forcing herself to break the connection between them by looking away, but Jared knew better. Whatever chemistry they had created here was stronger than that—so much stronger. Let her look around. What difference could it make? She was still the one bound to his bed, the one who would cede to whatever dark demand he commanded. 
 
    “You like Daddy’s room?” Jared’s brow arched at his query, his tone sardonic. 
 
    Her lips twitched at his unexpected change of tact. “Yes, Daddy. I like the colors.” 
 
    He snorted, shaking his head before he took a gulp of water from the glass beside his bed. “That’s good. Perhaps Daddy should keep you tied up in here instead, although it does seem an awful shame when I went to such trouble decorating your room for you, Sophie.” Jared perched on the edge of the dark blue covers, running a finger across her hip. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to be disrespectful, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie sounded genuinely contrite, and his brow rose at the tone. Could it be, permitting her the orgasm had been a good decision? Was his little girl finally going to be the obedient submissive he wanted, now that she’d recalled the enormity of the hedonism Daddy could bring her? 
 
    “It’s all right.” His hand skimmed over her belly, settling at her right nipple again. “Daddy’s glad you like his room. Really, he is. You can take a look around while I play with you.” 
 
    She gasped at his words, but Jared’s attention was already at her wonderful breasts, relishing the way her sensitive buds reacted to each tug and pinch. His balls ached at the stimulation, but Jared ignored their throbbing need. There would be plenty of chances for his pleasure. He’d meant what he’d told her—he would fuck her again soon, but why rush the exquisite pleasure? She’d be here, fettered and available for him all night—why hurry through his examination of her body? It was such a special opportunity to have her here, and now her body was illuminated, it was all the sweeter. 
 
    “What’s that, Daddy?” Her inquiring tone was a stark interruption, and Jared’s brow furrowed as his focus rose from her tits to her face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Sophie gestured behind him, and instinctively, his gaze followed toward the mantle. He rarely used the fireplace in his bedroom since the central heating was far more economical and efficient, so he barely paid attention to the feature, and it took a moment for him to realize what had caught Sophie’s eye. 
 
    “The statue.” Her voice was tiny as though she sensed her disruption had not been appreciated. “It looks important.” 
 
    Jared’s irritation softened, and he chuckled as he turned back in his little girl’s direction. “That’s Daddy’s trophy.” Christ, he actually sounded proud as he made the declaration. 
 
    “Trophy, Daddy?” 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    His fingers tightened around her nipple before they slid over to the other vulnerable teat. Sophie gasped as they began their pursuit afresh, her wrists pulling against his ropes as though they stood any chance of halting his game. 
 
    “Your Daddy was once a martial arts champion,” he said wryly. It was something of an overstatement, but somehow, he couldn’t help accentuating his glory. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    Jared couldn’t be sure if her reaction was a response to his fingers or his words. 
 
    “You won it?” 
 
    His caress shifted so both his palms could manhandle Sophie’s delicious tits. One thing was for sure, he was never going to grow tired of having her naked, bound body around. He was prepared to live with the perpetual hard-ons and the inability to think of little else all day and night. Sophie was worth it. This thing between them was worth it. 
 
    “Yes.” His tone was a raspy growl, but he glanced toward the golden trophy once more as he answered. 
 
    Jared had started martial arts training after he graduated. Determined to keep in shape and in some vain attempt to channel his aggression, he’d signed up for classes, and for a while, they’d worked. He had relished them, training three or four times a week as he’d ascended through the ranks and was soon competing at regional, then national level. He’d fought hard for that trophy—the only real reason he still displayed it—that and the fact it was one of the few things he’d had to work for. Between his parents’ money, the contacts his education bought him, and his good looks, most things had come easily to Jared, but that competition—that fight—that had been a battle. 
 
    “It was a long time ago.” He sounded wistful, despite the growing distraction of his arousal. Glancing back at the wide-eyed woman trussed to his bed, he offered her a small smile. “It doesn’t matter anymore.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. I was only curious.” 
 
    “I know.” His hand rose to her cheek, and she inhaled at its advance, perhaps expecting a physical reprimand, but that wasn’t Jared’s intent. He sought only to brush her soft, blushing cheek. To offer her an ounce of solace before he dragged her back down to his depths once more. Before the degradation resumed in earnest and the flicker in her gaze shifted from desire to disgust. “I don’t mind, Sophie. Not now you’re going to be my good girl.” 
 
    She swallowed at that as though some part of her had guessed what was coming next. 
 
    “And you are, aren’t you?” Jared inched toward her. “You said you were going to try.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He smiled with a nod. “There’s my girl. Wait while Daddy gets the plug for you then.” 
 
    “Plug, Daddy?” Sophie’s eyes fluttered wildly, his words the first indication of what now awaited her.  
 
    Jared could tell it pained her to have to ask, yet she had to. She always had to. Sophie’s need for information was insatiable. It had, after all, been that same curiosity that had led her to him initially. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He moved away from the bed, back in the direction of his en suite shower room. Jared might have spent a small fortune renovating the family bathroom, but he still preferred the privacy and proximity of his own. Striding past the mantle, he entered the room and flicked on the light to find the ginger plug waiting where he’d left it, alongside the kitchen knife he’d brought along for the purpose. It took only a minute to carve at the sides of the plug, releasing fresh ginger juices before he discarded the unwanted remains, then went back to his bed again. 
 
    “Daddy, no!” Sophie caught sight of what was in his hands long before he reached the bedside table and placed the bulb down next to his glass of water. 
 
    He glanced at her with a smile. “Yes, baby. We talked about this. You get the ginger every day for a week, and if you bear it now, you can sleep off most of the ill-effects after I’ve fucked you, then it’s done for another twenty-four hours.” 
 
    Jared bit back the grin that wanted to paint his face. He’d somehow concocted a story which made it seem as if he was doing her a favor by administering the ginger again so soon, when the truth was, they both understood the reality and the reasonings—she’d wear the ginger plug again because it’s what Jared wanted. 
 
    And he always got what he wanted. 
 
    “But please.” Panic reverberated in Sophie’s voice. “Please, I can’t cope with it again. Not now.” 
 
    Her legs closed beside him, and he shook his head in annoyance. 
 
    “Open them,” he ordered, kneeling on the bed beside her. “Open them and let Daddy in, or prepare to be bound, however I want you.” 
 
    Jared had a spreader bar, which would be perfect for the occasion and was more than happy to utilize it if Sophie wouldn’t comply. 
 
    “But why, Daddy?” She was panting again, but this time with fear, not arousal. “What have I done to upset you?” 
 
    “Open.” He swatted the side of her thigh, just hard enough to reinforce the message, and slowly, miserably, she obeyed. “Nothing new. This is still your punishment from running away from Daddy. You’ll take the ginger whenever I decide.” 
 
    Jared met her large, terrified eyes. There was no questioning in them. She knew precisely what it would be like when he pushed the ginger inside. His cock pulsed at the thought, impatient to get the deed done. 
 
    “Oh God.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyelids squeezed shut, and with a deep breath, she compelled her legs to open, only a few inches, but it was compliance. 
 
    He chortled at the agonized expression on her pretty face. “It’s always God you ask for,” he tutted with a feigned scowl as he positioned himself between her legs. “It’s starting to make Daddy jealous.” 
 
    “Don’t do this, please.” Those big, brown eyes were fixed on him again. “Please, Daddy.” 
 
    The hand not clutching the ginger root slid underneath Sophie’s bottom and lifted her legs clean from the bed. Her legs bent at the knees, splaying open and unwittingly permitting him to capture her ankles in his grasp. She gasped at the sudden movement, straining against his ropes in a way that heightened his hedonistic reaction as he held her legs in place. 
 
    “No begging unless I command it.” His hard gaze flitted to Sophie’s. “You’re taking Daddy’s ginger because it’s what you deserve, little girl. Did you really think you could just wake up here, be pleasured, and that would be the end of it?” He shook his head in disbelief. 
 
    “No, Daddy,” she began, but Jared’s attention was already lost, his focus slipping down her body to the exposed and glistening sex of his captive. 
 
    He didn’t hear her whimper for clemency or the way she mewled as he lifted her ankles higher. Every fiber was fixed on Sophie’s vulnerable sex. The climax he’d so generously gifted her earlier had served another benefit, lubricating the entrance he wanted to use. Lining up the ginger, he knew it would slide in with little resistance. She’d stopped talking, but he raised his chin to regard her.  
 
    “Do yourself a favor and don’t try to fight me.” Jared pressed down against her, his glare shooting her the warning. “Who is stronger, little girl—Sophie or Daddy?” 
 
    Her chest heaved, highlighting those amazing tits again.  
 
    “You are, Daddy.” 
 
    She sounded deflated by the answer—beaten—enough at least to concede to the act to come. 
 
    “Right.” He hesitated, allowing that thought to absorb. “And which of us is in control here—Sophie or Daddy?” 
 
    “Oh God.” 
 
    Jared wanted to roll his eyes at her predictable little whine. 
 
    “You, Daddy,” she mewled, screwing up her beautiful features as the realization washed over her. “You’re in control.” 
 
    “That’s right.” He nodded for full effect. “So, don’t think you can push back or do anything to change my mind. If you do, Sophie, I will increase your daily ginger allowance. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Y-yes, Daddy.” 
 
    His attention fell back to her arse, the muscles clenching even as he shifted, moving the root to her anus. “Deep breaths,” he reminded her. “You know how to take it by now.” 
 
    Sophie sniffed at the instruction, and he had the feeling if he acknowledged her expression, he’d find more tears. But he didn’t. Jared wasn’t interested in shows of emotion. He only wanted obedience, and right now, that meant Sophie accepting the ginger root before he screwed her into his bedding. He couldn’t wait… couldn’t wait to witness her captivating responses to the burning again. He couldn’t wait to fill her wet cunt while her arse was full of the punishing ginger, and he couldn’t wait to gag her and climb into bed beside her while he left it there—clawing at her, stinging and claiming her sweet behind while he slept with a smile on his face. 
 
    Jared held back until she exhaled, then could wait no more. He pushed the root into her entrance, ignoring the yelps from her lips and the way her muscles clenched and tried to repel the thing. Waiting for her to relax, he held it firmly in place until there was space to resume its journey, then completed the task, sliding it inside until her greedy backside sucked it from his fingers. He glanced down at his plugged little girl with satisfaction. Not only did she look amazing, but the pained pleas from her lips were making him even more excited. 
 
    “Oh God, no!” She yanked harder at the ropes, barely registering him when he climbed into position between her legs and grazed the crown of his cock against her wetness. “Please, Daddy. Please, no!” 
 
    “Too late, little girl.” 
 
    Even if Jared removed the root now, which he had no intention of doing, the remnants would still torment for her some time. That was the power of the ginger.  
 
    That was the joy of it. 
 
    With one hard thrust, he lunged inside Sophie’s pussy and leisurely, he began to fuck her. Her mouth opened at the competing sensations, her gaze conveying her confusion—the incessant mixture of hedonism and hell. The look drove him on as he picked up the pace. The expression that curled his lips when he filled her up again, reveling in how tight her cunt was now that her arse was filled with the cruel root. The expression which tightened his balls even as his grunts fought to be heard over her frantic whimpers, and the countenance he conjured in his head when it all became too much, and his eyes fell closed. 
 
    Sophie. 
 
    His poor, confused, punished little girl. 
 
    She never knew what was coming next, and be it pleasure or pain, Jared knew one thing for certain—she would never have a choice. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Sophie 
 
    It was dark again. Sophie had no idea how long she’d been lying awake on his bed, blinking into the darkness or what time it was, but she noticed the moonlight no longer lit any part of the room. It, too, seemingly having found rest, just like the giant of the man who was snoring lightly at her right side. The same one who had left her bound and gagged with the unbearable ginger root shoved inside her arse before he’d switched off the bedside light and drifted off. 
 
    She inhaled, trying to pull free of the binds for the hundredth time. She knew it was futile. It was always futile. There was no getting out of whatever held her down. Sophie had as much chance of slipping free of them as she did yanking the evil root from her flesh and inflicting it on the sadistic son of a bitch next to her. 
 
    Absolutely none. 
 
    Swallowing down that stark reality, her mind skipped reflexively back to the burn at her backside. While it was true, the sting had lessened over the duration she’d been forced to bear it, it was still there, taunting her, its mere presence goading the powerless woman about her ordeal. While it was there, it proved its own point. Sophie couldn’t move, and she couldn’t dislodge the unyielding root. Hell, Sophie couldn’t even cry out for help. 
 
    Her tongue flicked against the ball, shoved between her teeth. It felt like rubber—less hard to touch yet still rigid enough to make pushing it away an impossible dream. Heat burned at her face at the thought, her embarrassment every bit as debilitating as the damn gag. How dare he! She turned her face in Jared’s direction in the shadows, narrowing her gaze at the bastard’s audacity. How dare he fucking do this! Sophie had been nothing but compliant since she’d been brought back here. She’d bore his bloody punishment only last night before she’d woken up here, only to be put through it all again. The sense of injustice was infuriating, swelling in her chest until it was difficult to breathe. 
 
    How had this happened? 
 
    The question echoed around Sophie’s head for the millionth time since she’d fallen foul of Jared’s ploy. 
 
    How the hell had Sophie gone from bored housewife and mother of two to this—whatever this was? One moment, she’d completed the school run and been complaining about the state of her kitchen, the next, he strode into her house and turned her whole life upside down. Jared had taken her to places she’d never been before. He’d inspired her, pushed all her buttons, and elevated her to highs she had only dreamed about before, yet he’d also used her, taken what he’d wanted, and dehumanized her at every possible opportunity. At least, that’s how it seemed every time he came up with another inventive way to demean her. Whether the ribbons, the bib, or the damn cage, posing as a playpen, the last day or so had been one arduous ride after the next. 
 
    Jared had snatched the things she used to dream about and morphed those fantasies into shame and dread. 
 
    Shame, dread, and the hottest arousal you’ve ever known, the helpful little inner monologue reminded her. 
 
    She sighed at the unnecessary reminder. Sophie had been complicit in this. She had got in touch with the man she’d known as Carl, and while she never intended for any of this to happen, she had told him incredibly personal things, information she should have kept to herself—details she wished she’d withheld. 
 
    That had been the beginning. 
 
    Sophie’s head rolled back against the pillow, tears welling in her eyes. She had initiated the genesis of all this, had put her faith in the wrong man, and now, she was paying the price. A price far higher than she could ever have realized, a cost she would never have voluntarily offered to pay—separation from her husband and children—from the people she loved the most in the whole world. Guilt twisted in her belly as the image of Jason sprung into her mind. 
 
    Jason. 
 
    The man she had promised to love and honor. What the hell would he think of her after all this? Sophie blinked away the tears as the question resonated, then from somewhere deep down, the real question rose. What did it matter what Jason thought? It wasn’t thoughts of her husband keeping her awake. Their marriage had been on shaky ground, long before Jared sauntered into it with his cocky bravado and malevolent intent. Sophie had never wanted to admit it, of course—neither of them had—but they’d stopped talking years before. Jason no longer cared for Sophie’s ambitions or her needs. He focused his every ounce of energy into his career and the litany of younger models who flitted around his office, and while Sophie understood that, she had come to resent it. Naturally, she didn’t blame him entirely. The real responsibility for their communication breakdown was with both of them. They’d both watched the connection they had slip away without so much as a goodbye. 
 
    No, it wasn’t Jason she cried for. Whatever they’d once had ground to a halt some time before. It was Sophie’s children who occupied her mind as she yanked against the binds once more. Billy and Lucy—they were the true innocents in all this. The ones who’d never asked to be born, let alone to parents who had so little interest in keeping their marriage healthy for their growing offspring. They were the ones who were hurting now. They were the ones Sophie had to make it up to—and she would. Just as soon as she got away from the sadistic prick, who demanded she call him Daddy. 
 
    If I ever get away. 
 
    She blinked into the darkness at that bleak notion. 
 
    The black of the night pressed down on her as though it was a foe in its own right. Hours of grim night might lie ahead, and if she couldn’t switch off her thoughts and get some rest, Sophie was never going to make it. She’d go mad before the bastard woke up and decided what to do next. Her jaw ached at the way the gag forced it to stretch around the demanding ball, and her head pounded, a dull, neverending hurt that never let up. 
 
    Oh God. It was all clear to her at that moment. 
 
    She was going to go insane, wasn’t she? It wouldn’t be Jared who finished her in the end, it would be her own, pitiful mind succumbing to the dark—to her fate—and that grim reality would finish her. 
 
    She had to get away. Pulling hot ribbons of hot air through her nostrils, Sophie compelled herself to be positive. 
 
    She would get away. 
 
    She had to. She simply had to. A world without her children wasn’t one worth having, however good the sexual chemistry was. 
 
    Sophie clenched as she acknowledged the sizzling attraction once more, the gesture sending a fresh sting to her weary brain. Whatever else happened, she knew that much had been real. It was impossible to contrive a connection as intense as the one between her and Jared. The yearning that burgeoned in her and the urgency he inspired was like nothing else she had ever experienced—but it wasn’t enough. 
 
    None of this was enough. 
 
    Not enough to suffer this hard. 
 
    Not enough to live as his captive. 
 
    Not enough to lose her children. 
 
    That was the moment the idea crystalized in Sophie’s head. 
 
    A plan as simple as it was daring. A plan to get away from Jared’s clutches and finally be free of his sink depravity.  
 
    A plan to get her life back. 
 
    She lifted her head from the pillow, her gaze wandering to the other end of the room where she knew the mantle was. Somewhere on that mantle was her chance. Somewhere on it, was hope, and one day soon, hope was going to offer her a chance. 
 
    It might not be tomorrow—Sophie had to accept that. Hell, it might not even be next week, but the time would come. Hope would rise up, and Sophie would be ready. She would seize it and use it to pulverize Jared. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Her heart leapt at his voice, her head falling back to the pillow as she tried to answer through her gag. Naturally, the reply came out as humiliating, blurred consonants—a fact that both riled and aroused her in equal measure. 
 
    Jared laughed. “I forgot I had you gagged.” 
 
    Sophie tensed as his hand reached for her in the shadows and slowly tugged the ball from her mouth. What the hell did the son of a bitch mean, he’d forgotten? He’d gagged her, fallen asleep, and was completely oblivious to her woes as a result? Her toes curled at the sickening indignity of it, her plight a stark reminder that her every need now hinged on a man as twisted as Jared. 
 
    “So, now you can tell me.” His hand withdrew. “What were you doing?” 
 
    “N-nothing, Daddy.” 
 
    Sophie cringed at the way she sunk so low with such awful ease. That’s what he had done to her—he’d demanded her supplication, and like a fool, Sophie had given it to him. 
 
    “Still awake, then?” His voice had taken on the irritating, sarcastic edge, the tone that caused fury to furl and lick inside Sophie. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. I can’t sleep like this.” She sounded as resolute on the point as she was weary. He sighed, and in the dark, she sensed him roll in her direction.  
 
    “You need to sleep, little girl.” 
 
    “But Daddy, I’m so full and uncomfortable.” She wanted to weep at her pathetic whimper. “I’m sorry. I just can’t.” 
 
    “Can’t?” He repeated the word back to her in a tone so ominous, her heart pounded in reflex. “You’re telling Daddy you can’t do as you’re told?” 
 
    Sophie inhaled sharply. Was that what she was telling him? Ignoring the dread that furled in her body, she realized it probably was. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    It was a dangerous game to play with a man as cruel and creative as Jared, yet as she remained bound to the bed, Sophie had to wonder, what more could he do to her? She was already completely at his mercy, all her holes available to him, her body accessible to fulfill his every demented desire. 
 
    Where was the harm in admitting the truth at this juncture? 
 
    Cold fear spiked in her body, regardless as she waited in oppressive silence for his verdict. Even if her conclusions were accurate, there was still no way of knowing what he would do in response. There was never any way of knowing what he would do. Time dragged by, seconds bleeding into minutes, and still, there was no response from the foreboding giant. 
 
    What was happening? 
 
    Had he fallen back to sleep? It was possible, she supposed, but much more probable was the likelihood that he was still awake beside her, intentionally making her wait. Tormenting her. 
 
    “Why can’t you?” 
 
    Sophie exhaled at the sound of his question, though she hadn’t realized she’d been holding her breath. 
 
    “Does that ginger still hurt?” He sounded almost disappointed at the idea its sadistic effects might have worn off. 
 
    She tightened her ass around the root as though she needed to clarify the damn point. “Yes, Daddy. A little.” 
 
    “Is that the problem?” 
 
    Yes, that’s the fucking problem, the voice in her head retorted as she glanced in his direction. I have an arse full of fucking ginger, and I’ve been gagged and bound to your bed. How relaxing does that sound to you? How sleep-inducing? 
 
    She smiled into the darkness at the thoughts, though, of course, Sophie didn’t dare to vocalize them. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Well, you’ll need to get used to it, little girl.” Jared’s tone was emphatic. “Because Daddy likes fucking you with that root in place, so I can see a great deal more nights in your future being spent like this one.” 
 
    Sophie’s smile evaporated. More nights? Was he fucking joking? 
 
    “So, I suggest you find a way to sleep because tomorrow, Daddy has new routines for you to learn.” 
 
    His hand was at her shoulder then, inching up toward her face until it reached her jaw. “Open.” 
 
    She blinked at him wildly, the anger spiraling in her body. 
 
    He was doing it again—using her for what he wanted, then discarding her like some cheap fucking whore. Like a piece of trash. 
 
    “I said open.” 
 
    The order reverberated around the room, just like the pulsing fury inside her body. There was no way she was going to open her mouth and let him slot the damn ball gag back into place. No way she was going to be complicit in this one final aspect of her misery. 
 
    Daddy could go and fuck himself. 
 
    Jared sighed, and she felt his weight lean into her. The next thing she was conscious of was the feel of his other hand at her body, pawing her flesh as it made its way to her face. 
 
    “When will you learn to do as you’re told?” he hissed as the fingers of the second hand grazed over her cheeks toward her nose. 
 
    Sophie pressed her lips together in a hard line, stubbornly refusing to answer him and gift him the opportunity he was waiting for. 
 
    She wouldn’t open her mouth. 
 
    She would not give in. 
 
    She was sure of that—absolutely certain—right up until the moment his finger and thumb reached her nostrils, and he pinched them closed, cutting off her supply of oxygen. 
 
    Panic pinballed around her brain as the conundrum revealed itself, her resolve scattering. With Jared holding her nose closed, Sophie would get no air, which meant she would have to open her mouth—she’d have no choice. She could sense his digits at her jaw, holding the ball and no doubt, waiting for the moment she gasped for breath. She squeezed her eyes closed as the inevitability presented itself. For all her fight, Sophie was going to have to surrender. The ball would go back in. 
 
    Jared would win. 
 
    She held on for as long as she could—until her lungs were nearly empty, and until she felt like she was going to explode if she didn’t take another breath—then did what they both knew she would do. Her lips parted, and she inhaled. Sophie had intended to make the deed fast and silent, hoping, in the dark, Jared would miss his one chance, but who had she been kidding? He was right there, looming, as he always was, and the moment she gasped, he lurched, slotting the ball back into position and tugging on the strap for good measure to ensure it remained in place. 
 
    Sophie groaned, the frustration coursing through her like the adrenaline had flooded her body. 
 
    “You’ll pay for that in the morning.” 
 
    His tone was dark as he settled back into the sheets, and when he rolled away, Sophie knew he was right. 
 
    Someone was going to pay. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Jared 
 
    In the end, he slept quite well, all things considered, despite the moaning and the fidgeting of the woman bound beside him, and despite the rage simmering under his skin at her ridiculous show of defiance. Somehow, he had let that emotion go, and sleep had come for him soon after. It was light when his eyes flickered open again, the pale, milky glimmer gleaming through his window as he slipped from the sheets and padded over to the view. 
 
    Morning again, a new day and new opportunities to train and use his little girl. 
 
    Jared turned at the thought, his gaze falling on Sophie. Her eyes were closed, her arms still stretched above her head, and her right breast revealed where the sheet had rolled away at his departure. So, she’d finally fallen asleep? Good. That would help them both later when he chose to push her boundaries—and push them he would. If Sophie thought last night was trying, she would freaking love what he had in store for today. 
 
    But first thing was first. He had to rouse the sleeping beauty, allow her to use the facilities, and consider shaving her again. His focus shifted to the adjoining shower room. Perhaps, it would be easier to transfer her sponges and razor to his en suite and deal with her there. If he was going to keep her in his room, for the time being, containing her to one space would be for the best. Sophie was exponentially too smart for her own good—he knew that now—and if he kept allowing her access to things, she would be only too happy to use the knowledge against him. He’d also have to feed her, which would mean taking her back downstairs to the kitchen, but that could wait an hour or so. Neither of them had mentioned food after all the drama of her escape, and in the end, the evening meal had been the last thing on Jared’s mind. 
 
    He slipped from his bedroom, heading to the bathroom to collect the things he’d need for his naughty little girl. Selecting a fresh pink towel, he found the other items he wanted and carried them back to his bedroom. When he returned, Sophie hadn’t stirred, so he stowed the items in his shower room, switching on the heated rail to warm their towels. He might be a sadistic bastard, but never let it be said, he wasn’t a thoughtful one. 
 
    “Daddy?” 
 
    He heard her attempt at the word from behind the gag, his cock stirring at the desperate, muffled sound as he strode to the place she was tied. 
 
    “Ah, there’s my little girl…” 
 
    He peered down at her, yanking the sheet away to reveal all of her luscious form. Sophie looked tired, the hours she’d likely spent awake in torment visible on her face, and for just a moment, a pang of guilt surged. Jared was supposed to be her Daddy. He was supposed to be looking after her, yet she was drawn, pale, and no doubt, hungry. Yes, he wanted to punish her—he couldn’t let her audacious break for freedom go without severe consequences—but he didn’t want to actually cause her real harm. He’d meant what he’d said before. He was in this for the long run. Jared meant to keep Sophie. 
 
    She was his now. 
 
    He eased the ball from her dry lips and grazed a line over her chin and down to her collarbone. Tired brown eyes blinked up at him, her expression passive as if she couldn’t decide how to respond. Or perhaps, she just didn’t have the energy. 
 
    “I thought you might like to shower with me this morning?” He paused, watching her reactions with interest. “Rather than have a bath.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was like a sigh, exhaustion meeting resignation in one taunting tone. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He suppressed the concern her unresponsiveness flagged in his head, concluding it was either weariness or Sophie’s way of getting back at him for the way he’d dealt with her last night. Either way, it wouldn’t work. He wouldn’t let her win. 
 
    “Once you’re in the shower room, Daddy will let you use the toilet, so long as you’re fast, then we’ll remove the root.” 
 
    Sophie exhaled, her gaze unwavering. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared’s brow knitted at the exchange, though he fought to control the response. 
 
    “I’m going to untie you now, little girl.” 
 
    He ensured his tone was firm as he moved toward the wrist nearest his pillow. Leaning over her, he tugged at the binds, aware of how his cock thrust toward her face. Glancing down, he smiled at the proximity, but once more, Sophie didn’t move. Her expression was the same, her gaze searching for the ceiling behind his looming body. 
 
    “I hope I’m not going to have any trouble with you this morning, Sophie?” Jared studied her face as he referred to her by name, but yet again, there wasn’t even a flicker of recognition. “Do I need to keep you bound in the shower?” 
 
    His eyebrow rose at the question, an intentional gesture which he used to elicit a reaction from his little girl, but to his frustration, he couldn’t even be sure she had noticed it. She swallowed, the only perceptible sign she was conscious, save for those brown, unmoving eyes, until her mouth moved. 
 
    “No, Daddy.” She licked her lips. “I’ll be good.” 
 
    Jared exhaled, uncertain how he felt about this sudden wave of compliance. Of course, it was what he always said he sought from Sophie, but in truth, now that he was presented with the reality, he wasn’t so sure. He missed the fire in her eyes and her unrelenting, tenacious defiance. More than that, he didn’t trust this new wave of submission. There must be a reason she was suddenly surrendering by choice. With Sophie, there was always a reason. 
 
    “There’s my good girl.” 
 
    He tried to make the words mocking, but predictably, her expression gave nothing away about their receipt as he shifted to the ropes at her other wrist. Once the ropes were loose, he rubbed the flesh that had been contained for so long, lowering her arms, and still, she remained static, watching him, waiting for his command. Jared’s erection thickened at the display of obedience, but it perturbed him at the same time. 
 
    It was what he wanted, but he didn’t believe it. 
 
    It couldn’t be this easy. It was never this easy. It must be a pretense… 
 
    “Up you get.” He took a step back and thrust his palm in her direction. 
 
    Sophie rose to a sitting position with a sigh, her gaze falling first to the rope marks at her wrists before she shrugged her no doubt aching shoulders. 
 
    “Take my hand.” 
 
    She glanced up at him, those normally emotive eyes impassive before she reached out and slipped her hand into his large palm. 
 
    “I expect you need to relieve yourself by now?” 
 
    Her jaw tightened, the gesture lasting only a second before it relaxed again. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    His hand enclosed around hers. “Come then.” 
 
    Jared tugged her forward, glancing behind to see Sophie shuffling on shaky legs. She was weak, a fact that pulled further at his heartstrings, but one he wasn’t prepared to allow her to use as an excuse. Sophie had been the one who’d fled yesterday—not him. She had taken advantage of the situation and run for it, so she was the one who had paid the price—and who would continue to pay. All things considered, Jared thought his response had been rather kind. One moderate spanking and a ginger root didn’t seem that vindictive. 
 
    He led her to the toilet and watched as she perched on the seat. Sophie no longer met his eye as she hovered there, her expression neither anxious nor grateful. He folded his arms across his chest as she sat there, her gaze finally flitting to where the roll of toilet paper was waiting. 
 
    “Please, may I use some paper, Daddy?” Her tone was even, but there was just the faintest bloom of heat in her cheeks as she asked the question—a mere flicker of her embarrassment. 
 
    “Yes, you may.” Jared leaned against the door frame, scrutinizing her performance. 
 
    “And wash my hands, Daddy?” That brown gaze fluttered and at length, slid to look at him, their eyes locking. 
 
    “You’d like to wash your hands?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    His cock throbbed at her immediate reply, an act she would no doubt have noticed. “Okay.” Jared nodded for effect. “You may wash them, then wait on your knees for me.” 
 
    She exhaled, mumbling the appropriate response, and he waited, watching her performance as though it was out of the age play captive’s textbook. Every gesture humble, every reply, word-perfect, watching Sophie now was as if the woman had been transformed in the darkness, and here she was—the little girl he’d always wanted. A woman he could bind, use, and belittle as he saw fit. Jared’s shaft swelled at the alluring notion. 
 
    Sophie was that woman. 
 
    For the first time since he woke, Jared began to wonder if his dreams really had come true. Perhaps the ginger and the gag were all that had been needed to break Sophie, and now, she would acquiesce. Not content exactly, but compliant, and with compliance, contentment would sometimes follow. Experience had taught him that—his life had taught him. 
 
    He eyed the root jutting out from her perfectly formed arse as she stood at the basin, then watched with satisfaction as she turned and fell to her knees before him. Running his palm over the length of his cock, he moved toward her certain of one thing—today was going to be a good day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
    Sophie knelt in front of him, her head lowered in preparation for what was to come. It wasn’t the blow job she knew he’d demand or whatever humiliation awaited her in the shower she readied herself for—that chapter of her story was set in stone and would be whatever her Daddy wanted it to be. It was the next part that roused her attention. The segment she had been rolling around in her head since the early hours when sleep had finally come for her. 
 
    “Daddy has something for you, Sophie.” Jared’s low, needy tone translated the obvious, and she lifted her chin to find his swollen organ ready for her focus. 
 
    She inhaled the scent of his arousal, her gaze flitting north to meet his eyes. “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    He grinned at her reaction and bizarrely, Sophie was almost aroused as she took the crown into her mouth. It wasn’t that she didn’t desire Jared. She had established a long time ago, he was a handsome and beguiling man—one she’d have given more than a second glance at in another situation. It was also clear they shared a number of kinks, and he understood how to get beneath her skin, how to dominate her, and drive her wild, and that made the man more attractive, whether she wanted to admit it or not. Those things were not in dispute as she sucked at his hard length. Sophie was used to those things—she had come to know them—yet she’d expected to feel nothing this morning. As she performed for him, pleasured him—did whatever he commanded—she’d assumed the hedonism would pass her by, that her mind would feign desire, just as her body feigned obedience. 
 
    She had been wrong. 
 
    Her hands glided into the small of her back as she took the whole length of his cock, not because Jared had commanded it, but because it made her horny to do so, to be submissive, yield to him—it turned her on, just like it always had. 
 
    Just like it always would… 
 
    Despite the bleak outlook that presented, it offered her new hope as she surrendered to him in the shower room. It meant something—a hook she could cling to while she played the game. 
 
    “Good girl, Sophie.” His hands were in her hair, his grip tightening as he held her in place. “Oh fuck, that is so good.” 
 
    Her gaze darted north, past his nest of dark hair and up the length of his hard torso and chest until she could see his expression. It paused there, observing the ecstasy in his expression as he lunged deep into her throat over and over, pounding her face and making her gag. She blinked away the tears, no longer ashamed by them, but finally able to revel in them again because this was what Sophie wanted. It was what she’d always wanted—to kneel before a man and be used, to give herself up to the pleasure and submit. The thought had fascinated and inspired her for so long, and once the next chapter was over, that might be it—she might never get to yield again. 
 
    She choked as his cock hit the back of her throat but didn’t try to move away. She didn’t refuse him. There might have been no binds at her wrists for the first time in hours, but Sophie had no intention of resisting this exquisite torment. On the contrary, she wished to capture it in her mind and hold it there forever. So, once she was finally back where she belonged, with her children in her arms, she could recall it, probably with guilt, maybe with shame and perhaps, in time, with some nostalgia, as the time when the so-called fantasy had been thrust upon her. The time when she had no choice. The time when just one look from the man who’d taken her could inspire hot, needy arousal as well as fear and trepidation. Sophie didn’t know when that time would be. She hoped it would be soon, but maybe her prayers wouldn’t be answered. Maybe she’d have to wait until the next life for that moment of bliss, but she no longer doubted the certainty of it. 
 
    That time would come, and this time would be over. 
 
    “Christ, I’m going to come.” 
 
    Jared sounded frantic as the admission rolled from his lips, but rather than brace herself as she’d done so many times before, Sophie actually raised her head to take more of him. Resisting the fist in her hair, she lifted her gaze to look at Jared as her mouth took him apart. His features screwed into a ball, the tension evident in every sinew of his body as the pleasure peaked, then his cock withdrew from her throat and pumped hot cum all over her face. Her eyes closed out of instinct, but her lips remained parted. She wanted to catch the remnants of his pleasure—to taste him once more—and as he deposited a quantity on her tongue, she swallowed it down greedily. 
 
    Jared. 
 
    The taste of him. The scent of him. 
 
    It was oddly alluring now that it was all to end. And end it would. One way or the other, Sophie was decided. She wouldn’t stay with him anymore. Either she was going to contrive a way to ultimately be free of his clutches, or it would mean the end for Sophie. After her long, torturous night in the darkness, she was prepared for that, and she accepted that in the end, it might be yet another thing she had no choice over. It broke her heart to think she might never look upon the faces of her children again in this life—see them grow, graduate, marry, and all of the other hopes she harbored for them both—but in the end, it wouldn’t be her decision. 
 
    Sophie had only one decision left—to live or to die. 
 
    She’d fight for the former—with everything she had—but if it came down to it, she’d take the latter. Anything to grasp the power back from Jared. 
 
    Anything but play Daddy’s game. 
 
    The fist in her hair relaxed, and her eyes fluttered open to find him right there with Sophie on his haunches in front of her. 
 
    “That was phenomenal, little girl.” He smiled at her, his hand shifting to stroke the underside of her chin. 
 
    She blinked at him, her hands still nestled obediently in the small of her back as she swept the remainder of his cum from her lips with her tongue. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared tilted his head at her as though he could sense something was different, but he couldn’t decide what. 
 
    “Let’s get the shower nice and warm for you.” 
 
    He reached behind him toward a panel on the wall. There was a beep as he selected an option, and behind him, the waterfall shower burst into life. Sophie inhaled at the power of the stream. Like everything in this house, the shower room was impeccable and evidently, equipped with the latest technology. 
 
    “Turn around for me now.” 
 
    His order drew her attention back to his face, but she only hesitated for a moment before her knees responded, taking her in the direction he required. 
 
    “Face down and arse in the air.” Jared sounded almost wistful. “It’s time to get that ginger out.” 
 
    Sophie clenched at his verdict, but it made no difference anymore. The fire of the ginger had lost its severity long ago, yet she’d still been forced to wear it, to endure it as a reminder of her position—her inability to choose. She sighed as her face pressed into the soft bathroom mat, forcing her breaths to lengthen as he tugged at the plug in her behind. She turned her face away as he laid the damn thing beside her, presenting her the evidence of her humiliating punishment. 
 
    “We’ll keep it out for now,” he concluded, slapping her cheek playfully. “Then Daddy can fuck that wonderful arse again after we’ve eaten.” 
 
    She stared at the black and white tiles which decorated the wall. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” Her answers were instinctive now. She didn’t even have to think—the response was right there, on the tip of her tongue, ready to cede to him. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    The sound of the water increased, and she glanced behind to find he had opened the glass partition, which protected the rest of the room from the intense flow of water. 
 
    “In you go then.” He turned to look at her. “Crawl under and get your hair nice and wet. Daddy will be in to shampoo it for you.” 
 
    She nodded, resisting the natural complaint which wanted to rise at having to crawl into a shower. There was no time for that now and even less point. What difference did it make if she walked or crawled? If he came on her face or in her arse? None of that mattered. Not now that she’d decided to call time on their debauchery. 
 
    Sophie pressed her palms forward until the water rained down over her, turning her hair into a wet mane that covered her eyes. She lowered her head, catching her breath in the bubble of air her body had created, and a moment later, he was behind her. She heard his advance, the sound of the glass door closing, then the caress of his hand at her backside. As Jared rose to his full height, he broke the stream of water, and she blinked up to see it cascading down over his firm, muscular body. Catching her eye, he grinned before he reached for the settings and with one flick, switched the torrent from full waterfall to a number of much smaller sprays that burst from the sides of the unit. 
 
    “Come here, little girl.” He beckoned her forward with his index finger as he crouched in front of her again with the bottle of shampoo he’d used before. “Kneel for me, legs apart.” 
 
    She advanced, permitting him to apply the product and lather it into her thick mane. He took his time, running the shampoo through her tresses in a slow, sensual way. Her heart sped up in response, though Sophie had no idea why. It was a little late for furtive touches after all the misery the man had caused, yet it seemed Jared was every bit the contradiction Sophie was. Always ready to change his approach and surprise her. Always happy to leave her reeling. He lifted a free-standing shower head from the wall and rinsed the suds from her hair before applying a thick layer of conditioner. His hands worked the product through her hair slowly, his torso pressed up against her face as he kneeled over her, and again, Sophie remained passive. 
 
    The fact she was quite enjoying the feel of his fingers in her hair was irrelevant. It meant nothing. Sophie ignored the small, contented sighs which escaped her lips as he rinsed her clean for a second time, remembering the rules of the game. 
 
    This was all part of the performance—not something to be relished. 
 
    Not tender or significant—a means to an end. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Jared 
 
    The pliant, yielding version of his little girl continued, and as he ordered her against the shower wall, Jared still couldn’t quite decipher what was happening. Was this adaptation for real—was Sophie now putty in his hands, malleable to her Daddy’s needs without complaint? There was still a large part of him that was skeptical, but he didn’t allow that aspect of his thinking to color his demeanor. Sophie was being good—that was the important thing. In fact, she was being exceptional and watching as she pressed her back against the tiles and slid down to the shower floor, he wanted to reward that. 
 
    “Arms up,” he told her as he grabbed her razor and the can of shaving foam. “Hold onto the faucets.” 
 
    She glanced left and right, finding the nozzles he referred to, then complied. Jared smiled at her obedience, recompensing her with a tweak to both nipples before he squeezed the foam into his palm and massaged it into her underarms. Sophie was like a statue as he found the razor and removed the hair with care, a vision, her creamy skin flushing in the warm water, and her breasts tempting as she clung to the water valves. 
 
    He could have bound her to them somehow, and his gaze summated the options for another time. The image of her fettered while he showered and pumped his cock in and out of her face filled his mind, rousing his cock, despite its recent satiation. For today, though, this was enough. Her compliance was sufficient. If Sophie was stupid enough to try anything at this juncture, he would bring her down with ease and ensure it was the final time he ever trusted his little girl in the shower again. 
 
    He shifted his focus to her legs, easing them apart before he lathered each long limb and shaved them both bare. He smiled as he rinsed the remaining foam from her beautiful, slender body. She was almost ready—only one thing remained. 
 
    “Now on your back, baby.” He gestured to the shower floor, and Sophie’s gaze followed his finger. “Arms over your head and legs wide. Daddy needs to keep that pussy nice and smooth—just the way he likes it.” 
 
    She bit her lip, the first real response from her since she’d awoken. “Yes, Daddy,” she murmured as she slid down, just the way he’d instructed. 
 
    Splayed out on the floor, her golden locks fanned out around her, she looked like a fucking goddess. She parted her legs and pushed her hips forward, presenting herself to him. Jared was hard again in an instant, that salacious twinkle in her eyes, confirming she knew precisely the effect she was having on her Daddy. 
 
    He shook his head with a smile, redirecting the streams of water falling near her face and ignored the pulsating call of his cock. Instead, he turned his attention to the task at hand—making sure Sophie’s delectable pussy was soft and baby smooth once more. She was silent as he worked, her breasts rising and falling between them until finally, her pubic hair was only a memory. Rinsing her free of foam, Jared lowered himself between her legs. 
 
    “Do you need Daddy again, little girl?” His hands slid up the wet shower floor to grasp her open palms, and slowly, their fingers entwined. 
 
    “If it pleases you, Daddy.” She ran her tongue over her lower lip, fluttering her brown eyes at him in the most provocative way. 
 
    “Oh, it pleases me.” 
 
    Jared couldn’t wait any longer. Even though he’d screwed her in the middle of the night and his lust had only just been satisfied by her delicious mouth, he was desperate for her again. He eased his hardness between her legs, pressing at her entrance until she groaned. It wasn’t the sound of protest, it was one of desire. Sophie wanted him—every bit as much as he wanted her—and when he impaled her and the heat of her cunt enveloped him, he wasn’t sure anything had ever felt better. 
 
    Slowly, exquisitely slowly, he began to screw her into the tiles. Her gaze seared into him the entire time, widening with each new intrusion, as he gently pressed her down. This was a whole new level of intensity. They’d always had chemistry. From the first time her name had pinged in his message inbox, and he’d devoured her words, Jared had felt there was something—some imperceptible connection, a destiny yearning to be fulfilled—but never in his wildest dreams had he imagined it could be like this. So raw and so passionate. Even though he had claimed her, he’d demeaned her—he’d lived out so many of his basest fantasies with her already—none of that had prepared him for this version of Sophie. 
 
    She was so full of need. 
 
    So open and ready for him. 
 
    She’d been so fucking good since he’d released her, doing everything he’d expected and more. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to come inside her all too quickly. 
 
    “Daddy.” 
 
    His balls tightened at her plaintive little call, making his breath catch in his throat.  
 
    “Yes, little girl?” He forced the words out as he gazed down into her deep brown orbs. 
 
    “Please fuck me, Daddy.” Her voice was low and mournful, like a small child begging for candy, the tone alone nearly toppling him. 
 
    What was this? In all the hours he’d had her, Jared had never known her to be so desperate for him. Usually, her energy was plowed into insolence and trying to get away. There was little of this sweet surrender, the puppy-dog eyes, and the voice like treacle. 
 
    Somewhere in the back of his mind, a small rational voice called for caution. Perhaps this was all part of a new trick—a way to ensure Jared was on the back foot—to allow her to rise up and win, but he pushed that notion down where it belonged. The idea was unthinkable. After everything they had experienced together and especially after yesterday, the concept that Sophie would be intrepid enough to fool him again seemed ridiculous. She was contrite—he had seen that for himself—even if that contrition had been born of yet more torment and penance. Sophie was different now, subservient, and dare he say it, loving? He wanted this new reality to be more than a façade. He needed it in a tangible, real way, and this version of Sophie was the closest he had come—the closest they had come. Jared intended to hang on to it with both hands. 
 
    “I’m fucking you, beautiful,” he snarled against her jaw in a snarl. “Daddy is going to fuck you all the time.” 
 
    Her lips parted at the news, the remnants of the cum he’d deposited there now washed clean by the shower.  
 
    “Please, Daddy.” She arched her back beneath him. “Fill me up. Take me.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    Jared squeezed his eyes closed at her words. Much more of that and he was going to explode. This level of intensity was damn impossible to contain. 
 
    “Oh, yes, Daddy.” Her voice vibrated past his ear. “Please, it’s so good. Fuck me harder.” 
 
    Her imploring tone was his undoing. As the tension at his core crested, he collapsed over her body, the power of the orgasm overwhelming him. 
 
    They remained sprawled on the shower floor for some moments, the steam of the water rising around them as Jared rose to allow his little girl some space to breathe. He eyed her intently, looking for any sign what they’d just shared hadn’t been real, but there was nothing—no flicker of deceit in her gaze and no sign of ill-resolve. Her body was relaxed, her expression peaceful as she met his gaze. There was only one thing which could have made that moment even more perfect for Jared, and when his lips skimmed her shoulder, he heard the words he needed to hear. 
 
    They came like a soft sigh, gentle, earnest, and full of longing. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
    Lulled by the intensity of his cock and the sweet caresses of his lips, Sophie lost track of how long she stayed in the shower. The jets of water kept her warm even after Jared’s body weight disappeared, her head heavy with the intimacy they’d shared. Of course, her initiation of the affection had been part of her plan—to win his favor and go some way to earning his trust again—but once he was between her legs, shaving her pussy of hair, something had shifted in her head. It was more than just a performance. It morphed into something weightier, something harder to define—something with more meaning. She remembered the way his gaze had captured her, pinning her to the floor, just as his fingers laced with hers. It had been unlike anything she’d known with Jared before. Hell, it had been better than anything Sophie had ever known. 
 
    She gulped at the perturbing thought. What on earth was she thinking with that train of thought? Jared was the man who had snatched her, taken her from her children, and done this to her. She needed to stop romanticizing what was happening between them. There was no real tenderness to discern—only the bond between a captor and his captive. She couldn’t be falling for him. Sophie was way too old for all of this Stockholm syndrome shit—too old, too smart, and too shrewd. 
 
    “Sophie.” 
 
    She turned her head at the sound of her name to find Jared smiling down at her. He was dressed—when did he get dressed?—and there was a towel outstretched between his hands. 
 
    “Time to get out of the shower now.” His tone was soft and playful, stirring her from whatever idiotic sexual stupor she’d stumbled into. She rose to her knees, grasping his waiting palm before she stepped out of the shower. 
 
    “Here you go.” 
 
    Jared wrapped the towel around her shoulders and proceeded to dry her body in the same, fastidious way he had done before. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy.” She heard the murmur from her lips as he worked and noticed how he met her glance with a smile. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” he replied, moving the towel between her legs. “I thought I’d lost you for a moment there.” 
 
    She offered him a quizzical expression. “Daddy?” 
 
    He chuckled. “You just seemed dazed, that’s all.” 
 
    Sophie flushed at that. As if all of this wasn’t humiliating enough, now she had acted like a fucking lovestruck teenager around the man who’d kidnapped her. This was fast becoming beyond absurd. 
 
    “Don’t worry.” He ran his hand along the back of her wet hair. “I understand. That was truly something, Sophie.” Jared’s gaze drilled into her with a passion she suspected she’d never escape, whatever transpired between them. 
 
    “I…” She hesitated, her mind still trying to decide what to say as she searched his face for an answer. “I was just tired, Daddy,” she mumbled at length. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    He smirked at her explanation. “No need,” he replied. “Let’s get you back to the bedroom and dry your hair properly. Daddy wants those ribbons back in today.” 
 
    Her heart fell, his words a stark reminder of the reasons why whatever had happened in the shower was irrelevant. There could be no meaningful connection with a man who wanted to permanently belittle her. It was hopeless. It was that sense of despondency that filled her as he guided her from the shower room. By the time she approached the mantle, Sophie was fit to burst with it. 
 
    “Here.” His hands halted her. “Stand in front of the mirror, and you can watch. Hopefully, Daddy will make less of a mess of the job this time.” 
 
    She bit her lip, permitting herself to be positioned as he saw fit until she stood directly in front of the fireplace. Sophie lifted her head, eyeing the mantle she’d spotted last night and the gleaming trophy sitting on top of it. Behind it was a large mirror, reflecting the wide-eyed stare of another Sophie. She watched as her brow knitted. A mirror? How had she not noticed that last night? But then, in the half-light, and from her place tied to the bed, Sophie supposed she wasn’t surprised. 
 
    “Can I trust you to stay put?” Jared’s gaze narrowed in the mirror. “I just need to grab your hairbrush and some more ribbons.” 
 
    She glanced right, meeting his inquiring gaze. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Really?” His eyebrow rose. “Because the last time I took my eyes off you and left you in an unlocked room, you slipped out of my house and ran for it.” 
 
    Sophie felt the blood drain from her face at the reminder of just how close she’d come to be free of all of this. 
 
    “I think perhaps you should come with me, little girl. That way, Daddy can keep an eye on you.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” She nodded, hoping her sentiment was coming across as contrition, rather than regret. “Should I crawl?” 
 
    She made the offer as a distraction, a way to throw him off the scent that she might have anything more on her mind than just blind obedience and whatever was happening between them, but it wasn’t clear whether she succeeded. 
 
    “Good idea.” Jared beamed at her. “Yes, on the floor, and stay by my feet.” 
 
    Sophie went with a small sigh. She’d made the offer to crawl, after all, and it was necessary—to keep him on her side and prevent herself from becoming bound to some other inanimate object—yet there was no part of her that wanted to move in such a denigrating way. Granted, she might have secretly enjoyed it in the past, but this was different. Sexual satisfaction wasn’t her driver anymore. Sophie had a plan—one final decision to make. 
 
    There was no choice in the short term, though, and as Jared strode away, her limbs scurried to keep up. They traveled back down the gloomy corridor, back into the heinous room, where she waited while he collected a brush and two fresh ribbons. Predictably, all three items matched the same hue as the awful walls. 
 
    “Okay,” he said in a thoughtful tone. “Back we go, little girl.” 
 
    She didn’t lift her chin to acknowledge his voice. There was no point because Jared was already pacing in the direction of his bedroom. Quickly, she commanded her hands and knees to take her to the same destination, and moments later, he helped her back to her feet in front of the mantle mirror. Sophie gazed into the glass, scrutinizing the reflection of the woman who stared back. She was familiar in some ways—the shape of her face and the color of her hair, but that’s where the decipherable features ended. Sophie didn’t know the flush of her skin or understand the way the heat at her cheeks deepened as Jared’s knowing gaze met hers in the mirror. 
 
    “What do you see, Sophie?” 
 
    “I…” She sucked her lower lip between her teeth. “I see you, Daddy.” 
 
    “And who else?” he encouraged, gripping her hip as he stared at her blushing face. “Who else do you see?” 
 
    Her heart hammered at his question. She was certain it was a trick—a test—and one she was bound to fail. “Me, Daddy.” 
 
    “Yes.” He lowered his mouth to her nape, and his voice thrummed excitedly past her ears. “You see yourself, don’t you? My beautiful little Sophie.” 
 
    She pulled in a shaky breath. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Say it.” Jared peered up at her in the mirror. “Tell me who you are.” 
 
    Oh fuck. Not these mind games again. “I’m y-yours, Daddy.” Sophie sounded uncertain. “Your little Sophie.” 
 
    The palm which wasn’t grasping the hairbrush and ribbons crashed down hard upon her left arse cheek, and she yelped at the blow. 
 
    “My beautiful little Sophie,” he corrected her. “Say it properly, or you’ll be back over my knee before breakfast time.” 
 
    Her belly clenched at the prospect of either another spanking and the ritualistic humiliation she knew breakfast was going to be. 
 
    “Your beautiful little Sophie. Daddy.” 
 
    His head rose behind her, his smile widening at her compliance. “Better.” 
 
    The hand that had swatted her rose to her chest, idly playing with her nipples while he went on. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Sophie. I don’t want you to ever forget.” 
 
    “I won’t.” She forced the words out, trying to suppress the desire to push his hand away. “I won’t, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good.” His mouth skimmed her neck before his body straightened, the brush primed in his hand. “Right, let’s get you ready.” 
 
    She watched as he drew the bristles through the length of her hair, forcing herself to remain passive as he went about trying to divide it into two equal halves. It should have been amusing to witness a grown man who seemed apparently incapable of creating a straight parting in her hair, yet after all the years Sophie had taken care of her own, then Lucy’s long tresses, she found it innately irritating to watch. In the end, he created some type of zig-zagged attempt. She pressed her lips into a hard line, trying to stifle her desire to smile at his scowl. 
 
    “I can help, Daddy,” she proffered in as innocent a voice as she could muster. “If you like?” 
 
    Jared’s expression hardened, and dread swarmed in her chest.  
 
    “I do not like,” he hissed in a tone which made her shiver. “You are mine, and this is my job now.” 
 
    The reflection of his stare burned into her, and she nodded, lowering her gaze. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I can’t say I appreciate your tone or the way you think it’s appropriate to intervene and correct me, young lady.” 
 
    Her chin rose to meet his eyes in the mirror. “I didn’t mean it like that, Daddy,” she implored him. “I only wanted to be helpful.” 
 
    “Allow me to decide which comments are helpful and which are not.” His jaw tightened. “As far as I recall, little girls are not supposed to speak unless they are spoken to. Is that not correct?” 
 
    Was it? 
 
    The query bounced around the inside of her head, though the answer wasn’t clear. It was more than possible Jared had made such a ludicrous demand on her at some point in the prior two days, but she couldn’t specifically recall the instruction. She thought he preferred to just employ his gag if he was bored of listening to her or even more likely, he found another use for her mouth altogether. 
 
    He regarded her with a cold expression, the sort which she hadn’t seen for hours, and she knew what it meant—he was musing on the idea of punishing her again—of taking her to task for some ridiculous infraction which she hadn’t even committed. Sophie’s throat dried as the realization washed over her, and her hands balled by her side. 
 
    “I don’t know, Daddy.” 
 
    The soft, submissive replies of earlier were only a memory now. Even Sophie could hear the curt undertone in her voice, and she wasn’t sorry. She’d had just about enough of this shit—of his endless demands and the relentless games he wanted to play. The way her head was constantly in a spin, unable to keep up with his inexorable list of requirements. 
 
    She’d been a fool to be pacified by whatever sensuality he’d summoned in the shower. 
 
    Nothing had changed. Jared wasn’t going to change. 
 
    Sophie had to get out of here. 
 
    She either had to walk out a free woman—taking care of Jared once and for all—or she would pay the forfeit and leave in a box. 
 
    Either way, Jared couldn’t have her. 
 
    She couldn’t belong to him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Jared 
 
    Jared was conscious of the way his irritation surged at her offer to help. He felt the way his hackles rose as he took her to task. Every time he thought they were getting somewhere—that Sophie had learned—it ended in disappointment. Evidently, her performance in the shower room had been just that—a routine she’d feigned to lull or indulge him, nothing more. The realization cut like a knife. It wasn’t just her duplicity which stung, but the knowledge he’d been foolish enough to believe in it. 
 
    Sophie wasn’t compliant. 
 
    Not really. Not in the ways he wanted, and yes, he could coerce her into most behavior he wanted and punish her for disobedience, but it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t the fantasy he’d invented in his head of the gorgeous blonde who would serve and adore him. It was something else—a stark reality that Sophie would fight him every step of the way. 
 
    The thought was crushing, and his fingers tightened around the hairbrush in response. He had to get a handle on his emotions before they took control, and he did something he regretted. He couldn’t permit Sophie to chide him into that. He was in control. 
 
    He was Daddy. 
 
    “I think you do know, little girl.” Jared forced his voice to be even as he replied to her whimpered words. “I think you know exactly how Daddy expects you to behave.” 
 
    She tilted her head at his reaction, but rather than the subservient, doleful expression he might have hoped for, he noticed the way her expression hardened. 
 
    “I guess I can’t keep up, Daddy.” 
 
    He inhaled, wrestling the first pink ribbon into a bow in her hair. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    Jared admonished himself. He should have never asked the question aloud. He should have never have engaged her that way. It didn’t matter what she meant, what mattered was she did as she was told. 
 
    “It means I never know what to do to make you happy.” She sounded exasperated, tugging her head away from his hands, which were still attempting to arrange the ribbon. “One moment you want to talk to me, the next you want me silent. One minute you’re angry, the next you’re…” She hesitated, her brow knitting. 
 
    “I’m what?” 
 
    He had to physically suppress the anger which pulsed through his body at her reply. The nerve of the woman—criticizing him when she was the one causing all of the issues. Couldn’t she see by now what he was trying to achieve? A routine that would finally bring them both pleasure—a new life for both of them.  
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    In her reflection, Jared saw emotion flare in her eyes, though he couldn’t say if it was fear, fury, or frustration. 
 
    “Tender?” she spat the word out. “Sometimes, it seems as though you love me, and other times like you can’t stand the sight of me!” 
 
    Jared paused at that. It was a response he hadn’t been anticipating.  
 
    “That’s how it is, baby,” he concurred, pulling at the other side of her hair roughly as he bundled it together for the remaining ribbon. “That’s how you make Daddy feel.” 
 
    “So, it’s my fault?” Her eyes widened with disgust. He stared at her for a long moment in the mirror, his fingers pausing the infuriating task at her hair. “I make you feel this way?” 
 
    “Of course, it’s you.” 
 
    Jared blinked in disbelief. Why was he having this conversation? Why was he even entertaining it? Yet some part of him seemed to need the catharsis—to say what needed to be said, to get it all out there before he came down on her like a ton of bricks again. 
 
    “It’s always been you, Sophie.” 
 
    He forced the second piece of ribbon into place, discarding the hairbrush onto the bed before assessing his handiwork. Sophie was right about one thing—his hairdressing abilities were seriously lacking, and her hair hung in untidy, wonky pigtails on either side of her head. 
 
    “Everything I’ve done, I’ve done for you.” 
 
    Hadn’t he told her this before? 
 
    “The times you messaged me late at night when your useless fucking husband had left you all alone. I replied to you. I returned those messages. Didn’t I?” 
 
    Her brown gaze swam with feeling. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “For you, Sophie.” Their gazes locked in the mirror. “I did that for you.” 
 
    Sophie’s brow furrowed, and she looked away until he snaked his hands around her body, his palms massaging her wonderful, exposed tits. Even after nearly two days, he wasn’t used to having her naked all the time. He doubted he’d ever be used to it. 
 
    “The plan I created to get to you, to get into your home. Hiring the van, getting my friends on board.” He waited until her eyes flitted back to his before he continued. “All for you, little girl.” 
 
    She nibbled her lower lip, her expression conveying the idea she didn’t quite agree with his argument, but that was irrelevant. It appeared Sophie would never agree and would just have to learn to concede instead. 
 
    “And this place.” Jared pressed his body against her nudity, his arms tightening around her. “Everything I did to make this an inviting place for you, Sophie. All of the modifications I made. The playpen, the chair in the kitchen, and your room, Sophie—I decorated the whole damn place for you, baby girl.” Emotion spiked in his voice at the memory of the effort.  
 
    “All. For. You.” He sighed into her hair. “I yield for no one, yet I turn my whole world upside down for you.” 
 
    Glancing away into the corner of the room, that thought resonated. It had all been for Sophie. She had mesmerized him from the very first message, and he never wanted to give that up. He would never give her up. If only she could see that—if only she could understand… 
 
    “I didn’t ask for this.” Her voice was shaky. “I didn’t want any of this, Daddy.” 
 
    Jared wanted to roll his eyes. Not all this shit again.  
 
    “You asked me for quite a lot of things as I recall, little girl?” His gaze drilled into her face. “Do I need to get the message trail and remind you?” 
 
    Sophie’s face blanched. “No.” She squirmed in his embrace. “No, Daddy. I remember.” 
 
    “Do you? Because it doesn’t seem like it, little girl. It doesn’t feel like it when you act up like this, when you question me, when you’re insolent.” 
 
    She gulped, trying to wiggle free of his arms, but he held her in place with ease. 
 
    “You can see what I’ve done here, Sophie, can’t you?” 
 
    Panting, she lifted her head to assess his expression.  
 
    “Yes, Daddy. I can see.” 
 
    “Everything I have done for you—the sacrifices I’ve made, the risk I’ve taken, and the commitment I’ve promised—all for you.” 
 
    “But I don’t want it!” Sophie’s face reddened as she practically screeched the words into his reflection in the mirror. “I don’t want this. I’m not your little girl.” 
 
    “Oh, but that’s where you’re wrong, Sophie.” His voice had lowered to a growl at her display, and inwardly, he fought to contain the seething anger. “Because you are mine.” 
 
    Jared pushed her forward, forcing her feet toward the mantle until they were less than a foot from the thing. 
 
    “Every part of you belongs to me.” 
 
    She lifted her head against his chest, but it wasn’t the deference he’d expected to see in her eyes that greeted him but the old air of defiance. The side of her that was as likely to spit in his face as it was fall to her feet and beg for forgiveness. The flash of insubordination in her gaze wounded him, her eyes as cruel as anything he could bestow upon her defenseless body. 
 
    “Every part of you.” He emphasized the first word for effect, grabbing at her left breast. “From this fabulous tit to that sweet cunt.” His free hand shifted south between her legs and squeezed her pussy. 
 
    “Mine.” He stared at her reactions in the mirror as though the intensity of his gaze would somehow make her submit. “It’s all mine.” 
 
    “No…” The protest was there at her lips, but there was less conviction in her voice. Jared could hear her will waning, and he seized on that. 
 
    “Yes,” he insisted, clutching her breast and wet folds harder. “These are mine. All of your body is mine, and do you know what else belongs to me?” 
 
    Sophie fluttered her eyes at the query, her head shaking slowly as if she was trying to make sense of it all in her head. As though she couldn’t believe any of this was happening. 
 
    “No?” He prompted her in a low sneer until she gasped. 
 
    “No, Daddy.” 
 
    There it was—the expression he’d craved since this interlude had started—the one which spoke of surrender. If only he could get under her skin sufficiently. If only he could get inside her head. 
 
    Slowly, he lifted his right hand from her sex, grazing the digits up the length of her body, intentionally pinching the erect nipple which met his palm as he passed until her reached jaw. Gently, sensually, he held his hand there, tipping her chin, so their gazes met again in the mirror. 
 
    “This belongs to me.” The anger had evaporated, replaced by the old purr which Sophie had always found so hard to resist. “This head. This beautiful mind.” 
 
    “No.” The whisper was pained, suggesting she recognized the truth but couldn’t bear to admit it. 
 
    “Yes,” he murmured into her left ear before his mouth crashed onto her nape, the taste of her skin making him ravenous again. “Yes, little girl. It’s all mine.” 
 
    She swallowed hard, the gesture turning his attention back to her glorious throat. Reflexively, his palm drifted from her jaw, his fingers wrapping around her tiny neck with ludicrous ease. 
 
    “No, Daddy.” 
 
    There was fear in her voice now—he heard it, and so did his cock. 
 
    “All of it is mine.” Jared smiled as his head lowered to the side of her neck again. “And I love it all, Sophie. I claim it all.” 
 
    “Oh God, no.” 
 
    His digits tightened, only a fraction—an instinctive reaction to her ongoing complaint.  
 
    “Yes,” he breathed into her creamy skin. “Yes, little girl, and the sooner you realize and accept that, the better for me and the better for you, Sophie.” 
 
    She pulled in a frantic breath, tipping her chin higher as she gasped for breath.  
 
    “Stop it, Daddy.” Her fingers rose to the hand at her neck, clawing at it. “Please stop… I can’t breathe, I can’t…” 
 
    “Shhhh.” Jared kissed the sound into her skin, flexing the strong digits holding her neck in place. “You can breathe just fine, baby. You just need to learn the lesson and understand who’s in control.” 
 
    She scratched at his palm, her other hand, which had been restrained by his left arm, struggling to rise and assist its companion. 
 
    “Who’s in control, Sophie?” Jared was starting to enjoy himself again. “Who has authority here?” Sophie panted hard as he nibbled her nape, but his brow knitted when she didn’t respond at once. “Little girl?” 
 
    What was this—one final show of willfulness? If he hadn’t been so aroused by the situation, he might have been angry, but the feel of her breast and the soft skin of her throat were just too alluring to be furious. Sophie was too good. 
 
    “You’ll learn,” he promised her with a chuckle, shifting his lips to her ear. Her scrabbling hand had fallen away—a reassuring thought as he considered which part of her to kiss next. “You will learn your place, little girl. You’ll learn, wherever you go, Daddy will be there—Daddy will find you. You’re mine now.” 
 
    It was only then that Jared’s gaze flitted back to the mirror—only then he noticed Sophie’s movement and the fact her free hand reached for the mantle. By the time he’d registered the motion, she’d already grasped for it, the only thing sitting proudly on top of his fireplace. The only trophy he’d ever earned fair and square. 
 
    Time protracted as her small fist closed around the metal, and for one, lingering second, Jared saw the thing heading for him, the deed echoing in the reflection in front of them as though he was forced to watch a rerun of the act at the same time it occurred. His brain told him to fall back, to let go of her, and move away, but his feet wouldn’t obey. 
 
    Disbelief filled his mind as she sent the trophy crashing back against his temple. Disbelief and confusion. How could Sophie have done this? How could she have rewarded him this way? 
 
    Those questions were never answered, and as the trophy collided with his skull, a piercing pain the likes of which he’d never known amplified in his brain. 
 
    Then there was nothing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Sophie 
 
    It all happened in an instant. Or so it seemed. One moment Jared had been pawing at her body, his right hand shifting to her neck and closing in on her windpipe. Panic bloomed as those fingers had tightened, the task of breathing becoming more fraught with each new inhalation. And then came his sneering words. 
 
    “Who’s in control, Sophie?” She could hear the trace of glee in his tone, or she might have done, had her brain not been filled with frantic fear. “Who has authority here?” 
 
    She panted, trying to catch her breath.  
 
    “Little girl?” 
 
    Sophie tipped her head back further, desperate to lessen his grip on her throat as her hand clawed at his flesh for release, but it was futile. His grasp was tighter than ever. 
 
     “You’ll learn.” His voice was full of dark promise, his lips skimming her skin. “You will learn your place, little girl. You’ll learn wherever you go, Daddy will be there—Daddy will find you. You’re mine now.” 
 
    The next moment, Sophie had forced her gaze back to the mirror, catching sight of her red-faced struggle, and that’s when she’d seen it. 
 
    The trophy. 
 
    The martial arts trophy he’d won. 
 
    It was large, and it was metal, but more significantly, Jared had pushed them both forward, so it was within her reach. Sophie grasped it, her fingers collecting the cool metal within her palm as she grappled with Jared for air. She lifted it out of instinct, only wanting to be rid of his clutches, only desiring to be free of the palm, which threatened to crush her windpipe. Yet there was anger in her as Sophie ultimately seized the opportunity and sent the metal crashing down behind her. Using the mirror as a guide, she smashed the trophy against Jared. It collided with the top of his forehead, and for one, awful second, nothing happened. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    No noise and no motion. 
 
    Jared appeared frozen in time, his disbelief written all over his expression, then he fell backward. The hand at her throat ensured Sophie had no choice but to stumble with him, her body landing on top of his as they crashed into a heap on his bedroom carpet. 
 
    Panting, she scratched his hand from her throat and scrambled away from her captor, the trophy still locked into her fingers as she crawled for sanctuary. Her other hand rose to her neck as she inhaled, drinking in the welcome oxygen with vigor. 
 
    And then her brain engaged. 
 
    Oh crap. 
 
    What had she done? 
 
    Jared was going to be fucking livid when he got his hands on her. Her gaze darted around the room and toward the door as though some new, magic exit would appear. When nothing new presented itself, she braced, curling up into a ball, anticipating the barrage of abuse and punishment she would receive. 
 
    It was only when there was no response from him—no shouting insult and no sound of movement—she dared to peek out from beyond the safety of her arms. Breathing deeply, she leaned closer to appraise her captor. She was more than a foot away from him, but it was clear he was unconscious and not moving. As she edged closer on her hands and knees, the trophy still lodged in her fingers, she began to wonder if he was breathing. There were no obvious deep breaths from his chest, and she didn’t see any small, gasping ones either. 
 
    Dread furled in her chest. 
 
    Cold, lethal alarm, the sort Sophie had never experienced before—not even at the hands of Jared—swarmed inside her. 
 
    What the hell had she done? 
 
    Had she fucking killed him? 
 
    Good. There was the small snide voice in her head again, the one increasingly difficult to ignore. I hope he is dead! The bastard deserves to die after what he’s done to you! You said it yourself, Sophie. It was him or you. 
 
    Nausea rose in her belly. 
 
    “Oh God!” she whispered into her chest. “Oh God, I’ve killed him…” 
 
    Panting, she edged closer, the tension rife in her limbs. At any moment, she expected him to open his eyes and be on her, roaring with rage at the way she’d behaved. Conflict warred—the desire to see him alive and confirm she wasn’t a murderer fighting with the fear he might be alive. The image of all the things Jared would do to her in that event unraveled in her mind, sending her heart hammering into a new frenzied spin. 
 
    Her gaze fell on the place the metal, still clutched in her hand, had impacted with his head. There was a small red bruise visible, but nothing more—no bleeding, nothing ominous—nothing to indicate the man was dead. 
 
    “Daddy?” 
 
    She mumbled the words, her voice trembling as she gently pushed against his shoulder. 
 
    What was she doing? If he was dead, she should go—find the damn key and get out of here! Hell, even if he was just unconscious, she should take the chance and go. Why was she even trying to rouse him? Why did she give a shit? 
 
    For some agonizing reason, though, Sophie did. 
 
    She cared if Jared was alive or dead. 
 
    She cared if she had just extinguished him from the world. 
 
    Steeling herself, she tried again. “Jared.” Her voice was harder now—clearer. Surely, he would respond to the sound of his name if he could—if only to chastise her for using it? 
 
    Sophie held her breath while she waited for a response. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Shit. The dread was morphing into pure panic. Shit, she had killed him. Sophie had done that! 
 
    She glanced down at the trophy in her hand and shocked and repulsed, flung it away. Her hand shook, even though it no longer clung to the murder weapon, and she brought it up toward her face as if she couldn’t believe it was a part of her body. 
 
    This wasn’t Sophie. She wasn’t a killer! Yet, there Jared was—lying before her—proof she was, in fact, that most heinous of villains. The well of nausea rose suddenly, and rising to her knees, she fled for the bathroom, the urge to vomit too strong to contain. Leaning over the toilet, she wiped her mouth with a discarded towel and warily glanced back over her shoulder. 
 
    For all the world, Sophie wanted to believe it had all been a dream… a nightmare. 
 
    That she had never been taken by Jared in the first place—she had never even laid eyes on him—let alone be accountable for his death. 
 
    Sophie exhaled. Perhaps, she’d been wrong? Maybe he wasn’t dead, after all, but only in the deepest slumber. The bloom of hope gave her the strength to rise and slowly shuffle in Jared’s direction. There were still no obvious signs of life, but maybe his breaths were regular now but unnoticeable? She shook her head at her foolishness. To delay now—to give a damn when there was one chance to flee—was folly, but the incessant need to know his fate gnawed at her conscience, ensuring she fell back to her knees. 
 
    Tentatively, she lifted her palm toward his chest, trying to recall the basic first aid she’d been taught after Billy’s birth. There was no notable movement of air, nothing which indicated he was breathing, no sign his lungs were inflating as oxygen filled them. She reached for his wrist, trying to focus on finding a pulse, but there was nothing. Her throat dried, unsure if that meant he was dead. She’d always been useless at locating people’s pulses and had failed a number of times, even on people who were clearly very much alive. 
 
    She inhaled for him, for them both, and dropped his wrist to the carpet as the stark truth washed over her. 
 
    All the signs suggested Sophie had killed him. 
 
    She was a murderer, and one day, she would have to deal with that. 
 
    One day. 
 
    But not today. 
 
    Her gaze flitted to his clothes on the other side of the bed, and pushing down the rising emotion, she tried to think. She had to get out of here, and that meant finding the damn keys. Jared had them—she knew he had them, having seen him pocket at least one after her unceremonious return last night. Breathing as deeply as she could, she considered climbing back to her feet, but her gaze darted to his face instead. Jared looked so calm—so much like he was sleeping—she still expected him to sit up and lurch for her, pull her straight over his knee and spank her arse until she begged him for mercy, but that wasn’t going to happen again. 
 
    Not now, she’d slayed him. 
 
    Tears filled her eyes, but she blinked them away. What was she crying for? For Jared—the man she had sworn to finish or die trying? Or perhaps, for herself? For the fate which awaited her for taking his life? It didn’t matter, either way, she concluded. There was no time for pity. 
 
    She rose and dashed around to find the trousers and shirt Jared had been wearing. Both were folded neatly by the side of his bed and searching every pocket she could find, she identified both the single key she’d used to escape through the back door, plus a bunch of unknown ones—which she felt sure had to unlock the fortress which was the front door. Sophie panted as she clasped the keys to her freedom in her hands, her eyes flitting around to find something suitable to wear. Pacing to the built-in closet, she drew open the door to find lines of neat clothing, all arranged by type and color. The unnerving organization doing nothing to quell her anxiety, she fled from the wardrobe and back to the bathroom, where she recalled seeing a bathrobe hanging behind the door. She unhooked the blue robe and forced her arms inside, ignoring the way Jared’s scent enveloped her as she tied the rope at her tummy. Dropping the keys into the large pocket, she tiptoed out of the shower room, not allowing her gaze to linger on Jared’s body as she left. 
 
    Fleeing down the staircase, Sophie considered her options. 
 
    She could call the police—she should call them. 
 
    She was the victim, after all. The one who had been snatched away. Surely, Jason would have contacted them by now, or even if he hadn’t, Sophie knew her mother would have done so. They’d be looking for her. 
 
    She smiled at the thought. 
 
    Yet she couldn’t call for help. If the police arrived, then they would find him—they would know what she’d done—and this would never be over. Even with the extenuating circumstances of her case, Sophie had still killed a man, and she would have to pay for that. 
 
    Jared’s justice would come. 
 
    She shook her head, her hands shaking. 
 
    She couldn’t go to prison. She couldn’t be separated from her children again. 
 
    There was no way that was happening. 
 
    She spun at the bottom of the stairs and headed toward the monochrome room that housed his desk. Sophie recalled it all too easily, the potent memory of being caged in the so-called playpen he’d constructed stark in her mind. The sight of the caged construction sending shivers up the length of her spine, she strode straight to the desk, assessing its contents, and there, just as she remembered, was Jared’s phone. Turning her back to the cage, she lifted the black handset, her fingers pausing over the numbers. This was the moment of choice—did she call the authorities and live with the consequences or walk away from this place and try to forget all this? Sophie had no idea if it was possible to erase the memories burned into her psyche, but she had to try. She had to bury Jared in her mind for this to truly be over. 
 
    To be free. 
 
    After moments of paralyzed inactivity, she realized there was no choice. Sophie had already resolved to never abandon her children again, and that meant choosing the latter option. Her digits punched the number to Jason’s mobile phone into the handset, and heart racing, she waited for the call to connect. The dialing tone rang at the other end of the line, its rhythm considerably more serene than her poor pounding pulse. 
 
    “Hello?” Jason’s voice filled the phone, and she wanted to cheer. 
 
    “Jason?” 
 
    “Sophie?” he gasped. “Where the hell are you? I’ve been worried sick, and the kids… the kids have been—” 
 
    “Jason, please.” She interrupted him, needing to get the words out before she crumbled. Before the whole house of cards fell in around her. “I’ve been kidnapped. I don’t know where I am. Can you call this number back and get the local code? Can you find out where I am?” 
 
    “What? You’ve been kidnapped? Then for God’s sake, call the police!” 
 
    She swallowed. “I can’t.” She squeezed her eyes closed as that reality slid over her. “I can’t explain now, but I just… can’t. Will you help or not?” 
 
    Sophie hadn’t meant to be so sharp with him. He was still her husband, but Jason was doing what he always did—thinking he knew better than she did, trying to take control. Her grip tightened on the handset. No man was ever going to do that to her again. 
 
    Not unless Sophie wanted it. 
 
    “Okay.” She could hear the hurt in his voice, and she winced at the sound. “Okay, Soph. Hang up, and I’ll get the number, then Google it. I’ll find you.” 
 
    “Thank you. Thank you, Jason.” Murmuring the words, she knew she truly meant them.  
 
    “It’s okay. I’ll call you back.” 
 
    She cut the call, her gaze staring at the handset for a long time before she took another breath. 
 
    It was okay. It was going to be okay. Jared was dead, and Jason was coming. 
 
    Sophie was getting out of Daddy’s depraved world. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Five years later… 
 
    Sophie 
 
    She was wandering through the shopping mall, hand in hand with Lucy and arms full of new purchases when it happened. It was a bright April day, and their shopping spree was virtually complete as light spilled in through the glass walls of the building, temporarily blinding her as mother and daughter made their way around the corner toward their favorite coffee shop.  
 
    Their shopping trips had become something of a tradition. Now that Lucy was nine years old, she’d discovered the same passion for retail therapy as her mother, and once every few weeks, Sophie would treat her daughter to a trip at the mall. She didn’t want to spoil the girl, but browsing the lines of shops, the rails of new clothes, and stopping for tea and cake had become something of a treat for them both, and this Saturday outing was no exception. 
 
    “What are you going to choose today, Luce?” Sophie turned to her daughter as she asked the question. 
 
    “I’m not sure, Mum.” Lucy’s lips curled into a broad smile. “I think maybe one of those huge cherry Danish pastries though. They’re so yummy!” 
 
    “Cherry Danish it is then,” she concluded, smiling at her daughter’s enthusiasm. “And what about me? What should Mummy have?” 
 
    Lucy was getting to the age where she no longer liked to refer to Sophie as her Mummy anymore, and Sophie’s heart broke at the reality. Her babies were growing up. Billy was more or less a teenager now. The little ones she’d invested so many hours in were nearly all grown. The thought made her chest tighten. Even though things hadn’t worked out with Jason, Sophie loved her children fiercely and was proud of the way they’d all managed the split.  
 
    It had been four years now since her marriage had ended, and despite the inevitable pain and angst of the initial separation, Sophie knew all four of them were better off with the new status quo. The children seemed content with the joint custody arrangements and were both doing well in school, and for her part, Sophie was much happier. Of course, she’d always be grateful for the way Jason had come to her rescue after Jared, driving the seventy miles to find her walking along the desolate road toward the nearest village, but she’d never forget the way he’d looked at her, his gaze narrowing as he took in the blue bath robe. 
 
    “You were kidnapped?” It was the first thing he uttered when she collapsed into the car, and the cynicism laced into his tone tore at her insides. 
 
    “Yes,” she hissed. “I was taken, Jason, by three guys claiming to be your bloody carpet cleaners.” 
 
    His eyes widened in surprise. “What did they do to you? You seem…” He hesitated. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay? I seem okay?” Sophie shook her head, turning away as frustration and desperation swilled into rage. “And how exactly do I seem okay?” 
 
    Jason switched off the engine and turned to her. “Is this about those BDSM sites you’d been chatting on?” 
 
    She could scarcely catch her breath at his direct line of questioning. How the hell did he know about that? 
 
    “The police found them,” he explained, although she never vocalized the question. “After they were called, they went sniffing around your laptop and discovered it all.” 
 
    Her belly lurched, the oxygen in the car vanishing, just as it had done when Jared’s hand had been slowly restricting its supply. 
 
    “How could you, Soph?” His tone was the same condescending one she’d always loathed. “How could you be chatting to strange fucking men when you were supposed to be at home looking after my children—in my house?” 
 
    “Our house.” She gritted her teeth. “It’s our fucking house, Jason, and they’re our children.” 
 
    He snorted at her. “Who paid for the mortgage, darling? That was me, not you.” 
 
    She inhaled. Same old fucking Jason. 
 
    “Is that why you won’t call the police? You weren’t bloody kidnapped, were you, Sophie? You asked for this—you wanted it. It’s all been some twisted sex game that’s got out of hand, and now, you just expect to saunter back into our lives?” 
 
    Sophie remembered the way she had stared at him as those questions reverberated around his beloved car, and that had been the moment she’d decided the marriage was over. Innocent she might not have been, but she could no longer continue to delude herself, she couldn’t stay with a man like Jason. She no longer wanted to be Mrs. fucking Bannister. 
 
    She exhaled at the memory, her smile growing. Liberated from the weight of Jason’s old-fashioned views and expectations, for the first time in her life, she was free to be her own woman. 
 
    The woman she was always supposed to be. 
 
    “Why don’t you have one of those cakes you always get?” Lucy lifted her chin to regard Sophie, but her mother’s attention was elsewhere, scanning the line of people waiting in the coffee shop as the memory of her ex-husband faded, wondering how long it was going to take to get served. 
 
    “Which one, sweetheart?” 
 
    “You know, the huge one, covered in sugar. What’s it called?” Lucy paused, her brow furrowing as she struggled to recall the name of the baked item, and as a throng of shoppers passed between them and the patisserie, something new caught Sophie’s eye. 
 
    Or more specifically, someone. 
 
    She couldn’t say what it was about the figure that garnered her attention. There was nothing obvious that should have startled her, yet there was something. Something in the stance, in the imposing frame, and in the dark, intense eyes that sent a shiver of electricity up the length of Sophie’s spine. In an instant, she knew what it was. 
 
    She knew who it was. 
 
    “A Chelsea bun?” Lucy’s voice traveled past her, but Sophie wasn’t listening anymore. 
 
    Her every focus was on the man leaning against the fancy white pillar. His arms were folded across the huge expanse of his chest, his legs apart, and as her gaze rose up the height of his body, Sophie was paralyzed by the look of him. Dark hair hung over his deep blue eyes, but even so, she knew that gaze—recognized the unimpressed expression—knew what it meant. 
 
    “Mum?” Lucy squeezed her hand, and momentarily, Sophie’s attention was drawn back to her daughter. “Is that what it’s called?” 
 
    Sophie blinked at her. “Er, yes.” Her voice was raspy as though she wasn’t getting enough air. “Yes, that’s right.” 
 
    She forced a smile in Lucy’s direction before her gaze slid automatically back to the man who she knew was still watching her. She could feel the weight of his stare—of his expectations, but even when their eyes locked for the first time, Sophie’s head couldn’t believe it. She couldn’t comprehend what she was seeing. 
 
    It just wasn’t possible Jared was there. 
 
    Jared was dead. Sophie knew he was dead. She knew because she was the one who had killed him. She knew because she had knelt over his body, checking that the lights were out. Witnessing his fall, she’d checked for signs of life. 
 
    She had done those things. 
 
    And she’d lived with them—for all of these years—with the memories that often visited her at night in dark, monochromatic dreams. The flashes of his brooding face. The face which had captured her in so many ways. His voice, that soft, lulling tone that could so easily morph into the ferocious thunder that had always made her cringe and shudder. Sophie recalled it all. Every feathery touch, every twisted tweak, and every sick punishment Jared had ensured she endured. Each moment was burned into her mind for all time—whether she liked it or not—so as she stared into the knowing blue eyes of the man across the mall floor, Sophie knew it was Jared. 
 
    Even though it couldn’t be. Even though there was no way it made sense. 
 
    She just knew it was him and had there been any doubt in her mind, the way his right brow arched at her and her core contracted at the sight cemented it. 
 
    This was Jared, alright. He was back. He was here. 
 
    He had found her, just like he promised he would, and the final words he’d uttered that fateful morning echoed around her head again… 
 
    “You’ll learn wherever you go, Daddy will be there—Daddy will find you. You’re mine now.” 
 
    “Shall we go in?” Lucy sounded irritated as she pulled Sophie’s hand in the direction of the coffee shop. 
 
    “Why don’t you go in and get in the queue?” She tried to sound upbeat while she reached into her purse and handed her daughter a twenty-pound note. “There’s just someone I need to speak to quickly.” 
 
    Bewilderment decorated Lucy’s face, but she didn’t argue. Sophie’s daughter had increasingly craved independence, so the prospect of taking the money and being in charge of ordering was no doubt a compelling one. Powerful enough for her not to question the suggestion and ask who it was Sophie needed to speak to. And powerful enough to see her offer her mother a kiss before she skipped away toward the café. 
 
    Sophie watched Lucy’s arrival at the line, pulling in a deep breath before she spun on her heel to face Jared. He was like the boogeyman, the ghost hiding under her bed as a child—the thing that had always terrified her—and whatever transpired, Sophie knew one thing. She needed to confront him. 
 
    Perhaps he was just a figment of her mind, a projection of guilt from her sordid imagination. It was possible, she supposed, after the type of trauma she’d experienced, that she could have created the vision she’d seen—conjuring Jared as if he was her own personal poltergeist. Or perhaps, her very worst nightmares had come to fruition, and she’d been wrong. Jared wasn’t dead. Even though she’d checked—maybe she’d been wrong. 
 
    Maybe she’d been wrong about it all? 
 
    Either way, she had to know the answer. Inhaling, she turned back in the direction of the pillar, bracing herself for the final confrontation. She would demand a response from him and find out why he was here. After everything Jared had put her through, that was the least Sophie deserved. Striding toward the place he’d been, her feet paused. 
 
    He was gone! 
 
    Sophie’s eyes blinked at the realization. 
 
    Gone—Jared really was gone. 
 
    Her heart raced, but she couldn’t decide if it was delight or some type of twisted disappointment that inspired the symptom. Shit, he was gone! So, that decided it? He must surely have been an invention of her mind, her memory playing tricks on her in the haze of the sunlight? Yet Jared had seemed so real—so large, so tall, and so foreboding… 
 
    “Looking for me, little girl?” 
 
    The resonance of his voice traveled down the side of her face, tickling her neck on its way. Sophie leaped at the sound, spinning to face the inevitable. 
 
    “Jared!” She clasped her hands over her mouth at the sight of him, her belly furling into painful knots at the way he loomed over her—with such ease, with such authority. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s how you address me, Sophie.” Jared’s tone was low and playful, but Sophie’s heart still sped up at his words, her mind struggling to process this new, absurd reality. 
 
    “Wh-what are you doing here?” she stammered, taking a step away from him. “You can’t be here!” She lifted her chin at the accusation, and he smiled. 
 
    “Oh, but I am here, little girl. I’m here for you. I found you, just like I promised I would.” Jared’s lips parted as he edged closer to Sophie’s trembling body. “You remember Daddy’s promises, don’t you?” 
 
    Sophie gulped, dropping the bags she was carrying. Oh God. She remembered. She remembered everything as if it had happened only yesterday, not years ago. “You can’t be here,” she repeated in a lower, calmer tone, but she didn’t know how she managed it. 
 
    Sophie didn’t feel calmer—she wasn’t calmer. 
 
    “I killed you.” 
 
    It was good to say the words out loud. After all the years, Sophie had been burying them, repressing them, and denying them, it was strangely cathartic to let them out, but the way his lips curled at the sound of them did nothing to reassure her. 
 
    “Well, it would seem not, huh, little girl? Daddy’s right here, fit and healthy.” 
 
    “But that can’t be!” Sophie shook her head as she backed away, her focus flitting momentarily back to the shop to find Lucy still waiting patiently in line. “This can’t be happening.” 
 
    Jared ran his fingers through the long, dark strands of his hair. Sophie’s gaze followed them, the act triggering a hundred memories in her mind, like fireflies in a dark, winter’s sky. 
 
    “This wasn’t quite the welcome I was hoping for,” Jared admitted. “But I get it. I also remember the way we last saw each other. I recall the way things were left between us.” 
 
    He paused, and Sophie was sure those blue eyes penetrated her, reaching into her soul as they’d done so many times before in that evil little house. But that was stupid—just like all of this. Jared couldn’t really be here, and even if he was—even if somehow, he’d escaped the fate Sophie was so certain she carved out for him—there was no way he could still have this much power over her. No way his gaze could still immobilize her with such apparent ease. 
 
    So much had happened since that time—the reunion with her family, the joy of holding her children, the pain of the realization her marriage was finally over, and the weight of carrying Jared’s death with her for all those years. The guilt and the expectation that at any moment, there would be a knock at the door, and the law would come seeking justice. Sophie hadn’t survived all of that to allow this one fleeting moment of madness to floor her, to cripple her with some temporary lunacy. 
 
    There was no way that was happening. 
 
    “I expected a little bit of contrition, baby.” Jared closed the distance between them in one long stride. “A little remorse for what you’ve done.” 
 
    “I...” She opened her mouth to reply, but nothing came out. Apparently, there were no words for this. 
 
    Whatever this was. 
 
    “Aren’t you sorry, Sophie?” Jared arched that eyebrow at her again. “Aren’t you sorry for what you did?” 
 
    Sophie’s heart pounded in her chest, threatening to leap into her drying throat at any moment.  
 
    “I-I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    He laughed at that, the soft noise seeming to reverberate straight through her body.  
 
    “You always say that,” he told her in a playful tone. “That’s what you always used to say.” 
 
    As though time was moving in slow motion, Sophie watched as he reached for her, one large hand moving in her direction until it caressed a gentle line across the curve of her cheek.  
 
    “You haven’t changed, little girl. Still the same old Sophie. Still, my little Sophie.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    Jared 
 
    Just like that, there she was. 
 
    Sophie. 
 
    His perfect Sophie, back in his life as if she’d never been away. As if she’d never walloped him over the head and left him for dead. 
 
    Willed him to be dead. 
 
    Assured herself, he was dead—extinguished him like a flame in the darkness. 
 
    Jared shook his head sadly at the thought. That’s precisely what Sophie had done. After everything he had done for her, with her, because of her, she had repaid him with an injury that could very well have killed him. It might have done, too—if it hadn’t been for Daniel. 
 
    In the end, it had been Daniel who saved him. 
 
    He’d called in on his way to work, intending to collect the bag he’d left in the kitchen the day before—the day they’d both fucked Sophie—and finding the front door ajar, where Sophie had slipped away, he’d grown concerned. Jared never left the door unlocked. He was fastidious about those things, and knowing he wouldn’t have taken Sophie away from the house, Daniel concluded something was badly wrong. Of course, Jared had no recollection of those events—Daniel phoning for Anton’s help, finding a weak pulse, and spending half an hour keeping Jared alive until Anton arrived, or when they had taken him back to Anton’s house. Those were things Jared had learned after the event in second-hand accounts from Daniel himself. Fragments he pasted together like a battered jigsaw, but they made sense.  
 
    Jared could imagine his two oldest friends coming to his rescue. They were good guys, but more than that, they wanted to cover their own arses. Jared had dragged them into his twisted fray the moment he’d persuaded them to help take Sophie, and knowing that, Daniel and Anton had to know what the score was. Why wasn’t Jared answering? When they’d finally accessed the property and found him lying unconscious and Sophie gone, panic must have set in. If Sophie was free, she would likely go to the police and could incriminate them all. 
 
    They could all go down for this. 
 
    Jared was certain that had been their overriding driver the morning they’d saved his life, but he didn’t blame them. He would have felt the same way. He’d been the one who’d fucked up, and it was true, Sophie could have brought them all to justice for the things that had taken place. 
 
    Jared had expected that for months after her departure. The weeks he’d spent recuperating in Anton’s place and the subsequent ones he endured back at the house, having to face the reality of life without Sophie. There had hardly been a day he hadn’t anticipated a knock at the door and an overweight, drawn detective to come snooping around, asking questions about Sophie—how he’d taken her and loved her—but that knock had never come, which Jared had concluded meant one of two things. The police had nothing on him, no actual evidence they could use to identify Jared and the others. But based on the state Sophie would have been in the day she left, the DNA they could have taken from her body, her no doubt vivid recollections of the way she’d been captured, as well as the fact she could likely accurately describe all three of them, that seemed improbable. 
 
    The other possibility—the only other one Jared could conclude after months of racking his brain on the subject—was Sophie hadn’t gone to the police. She hadn’t wanted to go to them because, just as he’d suspected, she did have feelings for him. The chemistry between them was real. It had never just been a fragment of his albeit fucked-up imagination. That had been the thought that kept Jared going all the months he’d mourned her loss. All those times he’d wanted to drive back to the house she shared with her idiot husband and take back what belonged to him. 
 
    But he hadn’t. 
 
    He couldn’t. Just in case he was wrong. Just in case the police were lurking in the shadows. But Christ, he’d wanted to. Christ, it had been painful. 
 
    Being apart from Sophie had nearly killed him all over again, and now, here she was, those large brown eyes wide as she regarded him. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” Jared shifted the hand at her face, reaching for her hand. “We have time to talk about all that. We have all the time in the world.” 
 
    “No.” She pulled her hand free of his grasp and backed away. “I can’t talk. I-I don’t want to talk.” 
 
    Jared smiled. That was Sophie all over, always resisting when she should succumb, but they both knew it was futile. Jared would have his way. Sophie would play his game, just as she always used to. “Of course you do,” he told her softly. “Of course, you want to talk.” 
 
    “I’m here with my daughter,” she hissed, her gaze narrowing. “Don’t you understand? After all this time, after everything you put me through, why can’t you understand? This isn’t about you. I have things in my life. Important things. Real things.” She screwed her face up before continuing. “Things that don’t have anything to do with you and your twisted kinks, Jared.” 
 
    “Our kinks,” Jared corrected, taking a step toward her. “Those things that happened between us, the emotion and the arousal, weren’t down to just me, little girl. They were real for both of us, and you know it.” 
 
    “What happened was wrong. All of it was wrong.” 
 
    There was conviction in her voice, and Jared wondered how many nights she had stretched out in bed, having this conversation in her head. How long had it taken her husband and her kids to erode the walls he’d started to erect? How long had it taken for his perfect little girl to become nothing more than the housewife he’d first started talking to? 
 
    It was a depressing thought. 
 
    “Wrong?” Jared arched an eyebrow at her, just like he used to, and a sense of satisfaction washed over him at the way Sophie’s face flushed. It was still there—the chemistry between them—the connection. It hadn’t gone away, despite Sophie’s apparent insistence to the contrary. 
 
    “If that was true, then how come you never went to the police, Sophie?” He was hedging his bets, but somehow, Jared was willing to bet it was true. The police were reasonably fucking incompetent, but if she had gone to them, he’d have known by now. It would have been in the press. Word would have reached him. 
 
    Sophie squeezed her eyes shut. “I couldn’t.” She forced the words out in a long breath. 
 
    “You didn’t want to,” he corrected, smiling down at her. 
 
    “No!” Sophie’s stare was hard when it pinioned him again. “That’s not how it was, and since we’re here having this conversation, you might as well know the truth, Jared. You might as well know how it was for me. After everything.” 
 
    She glanced back over her shoulder toward the café her daughter had disappeared into before finding Jared’s face again.  
 
    “After you.” 
 
    That was an accusation, Jared was sure of it, and while he didn’t appreciate the tone, he sensed whatever Sophie had to say was significant. Something she needed to get off her beautiful chest before they could be together again. Before they could resume where they’d left off. 
 
    “Okay.” His voice was calm. “So, tell me how it was? Tell me why you never reported me if I was so wrong?” 
 
    Sophie laughed wryly and leaned closer toward him while her voice fell to a whisper. “Isn’t it fucking obvious?” 
 
    Her eyes fell closed again, and in that fraction of a second, she looked so much like the Sophie he remembered, it was scary—so resolute, yet so vulnerable—that beautiful contradiction he’d missed so much. 
 
    “I was too ashamed.” Her brown gaze pierced him once more. “Ashamed of the things you’d done to me. Ashamed of the way I felt about them, and ashamed about how we met, I…” 
 
    She drew away as though she had just recalled who he was.  
 
    “I couldn’t go through all of that with the police. I told them it had all been a misunderstanding when they followed up on the missing person’s report. I just couldn’t…” 
 
    Sophie’s voice trailed away, and instinctively, Jared reached for her. 
 
    “I understand, Sophie.” 
 
    “Don’t touch me!” She dismissed his advance with one flick of her wrist, her stare harder than he’d ever seen it. “You don’t ever fucking touch me again.” 
 
    The ferocity in her voice stunned Jared, and for a moment, he just blinked at her, unsure what to say. In the end, though, it was his usual self-assured demeanor that took control. Ironically, the same demeanor which had attracted him to Sophie in the first place. 
 
    “That’s not how you speak to me, little girl, and you know it.” Jared closed the distance between them. “It may be years since we’ve been together, but you remember the rule, don’t you, Sophie? I know you do.” 
 
    She gazed up at him, uncertainty flickering in her eyes for just a second, but it was enough. He had seen her hesitation—that moment when she’d presumably recalled the rule he referred to, and her conviction faltered—and knew he could use that insecurity. He could exploit it. 
 
    “I remember it.” There was no contrition in her tone when she answered, but nonetheless, she had responded. “I remember everything.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Sophie 
 
    Jared was messing with her head again. Just like he always did, like he always had. Sophie had never met a man like him—someone who could snake into her internal thought processes until he was almost able to take control. Control of everything—the way she thought, the way she reacted. It was like being conditioned to someone else’s will. That’s what Jared did. That was his power, and it had taken her bloody years of angst to even begin to unravel the web he’d spun. So, why was she standing here, having this conversation with him? Why wasn’t she enjoying a sweet treat with Lucy? 
 
    Why wasn’t he dead? 
 
    She turned at the thought of Lucy to find her daughter being served at the counter. That meant she didn’t have long before Lucy would start wondering what was keeping her and who was the man Mummy was talking to. That meant this encounter had to be over. 
 
    “Then tell me,” he demanded in that low, throaty resonance that had always driven such terror into Sophie. Fear and arousal, both as immobilizing as the other. “Tell me what you remember.” 
 
    “No.” Sophie kept saying it as though the repetition now would somehow make up for all those times, she hadn’t been able to use it. “No, I have to go.” 
 
    Jared’s expression darkened. “Go? You’re not going anywhere, Sophie, unless it’s home with Daddy, where you belong.” 
 
    A shiver ran up the length of her spine at the way he put that, the word Daddy resonating like an earthquake. For months after she’d made it back to her house, she’d never been able to hear it without wanting to vomit. Every time Lucy or Billy had called for Jason or referred to him, she’d had to steady herself, steel herself not to flee in panic. Jared had done that to her—this twisted monster looming over her—he had been the one to inflict her with that trauma, and now, he had the audacity to stand there and make demands on her time. 
 
    Who the hell did he think he was? 
 
    “You wouldn’t fucking dare!” She leaned into him as her voice lowered. “You wouldn’t dare make a scene in a public place like this.” 
 
    He sniggered at her assertion. “Yeah, maybe you’re right,” he said with a shrug. “But that doesn’t mean I’m not right, baby. We do belong together. You know it as well as I do.” 
 
    That lingered between them, Sophie’s heart racing so fast, she was almost light-headed. 
 
    “Mum?” 
 
    Lucy’s curious tone broke the spell Jared cast, and with a gasp, Sophie turned to see her daughter standing beside her, hands filled with baked goods and Sophie’s change. 
 
    “Lucy.” 
 
    Sophie’s every instinct told her to protect her daughter from the madman devoid of all rational thought who loomed over them both. She hadn’t intended for the two of them to ever come face to face—hell, up until five minutes ago, the man had been dead and buried—but now that they had, she had to manage the situation carefully, and not rouse Lucy’s suspicions about who he was. 
 
    “I gave up waiting and came to find you.” Her daughter’s blue eyes flitted toward Jared’s face. “Who’s this, Mum?” 
 
    “No one.” Sophie’s voice was strained, but she feigned a smile as she went on. “Just an old friend.” 
 
    “Jared.” 
 
    Sophie twisted in his direction as he calmly introduced himself to her daughter, thrusting his large palm out to shake Lucy’s hand. Sophie eyed that palm intently. That was the same hand that had spanked her, which had pleasured and mastered her. 
 
    It was the same palm that had tried to choke the life out of her. 
 
    “I’m Lucy.” Her daughter laughed as she tried to take his hand and shake it, despite the bag of goodies in her hands. 
 
    Sophie’s belly furled as she witnessed the interaction. 
 
    “Glad to meet you finally.” Jared grinned, flashing his near-perfect teeth. “Your mum has told me a lot about you.” 
 
    “We need to go.” Sophie moved forward, breaking the contact between Jared and Lucy, physically putting herself between them. “Nice to have seen you again.” 
 
    “Right.” Jared shot her a knowing gaze. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt your special girl time.” 
 
    “It’s all right,” Lucy replied, skipping around, so she was back in Jared’s line of sight. “We do this all the time.” 
 
    Sophie flinched at the way Lucy happily divulged their personal routines to the man who, once upon a time, had nearly taken her mother. The man who, in another story, might very well have mastered her entirely. Unsurprisingly, Sophie had mentioned none of this to either of her children. Even Jason had thankfully managed to keep the details of the incident out of the divorce proceedings, citing irreconcilable differences, just as she had done on her counter papers. Still, even in her innocence, Lucy faltered dangerously close to the predator Sophie knew Jared was. 
 
    “Really?” He flashed a smile at Lucy. “How lovely! What a lucky girl you are to have such an attentive mother.” 
 
    Lucy grinned up at them both, her small hand slipping into Sophie’s as she balanced her purchases in one arm. “I am lucky,” she determined. “She’s a great mum.” 
 
    Sophie squeezed her daughter’s hand, her heart warmed by her compliments, yet still uneasy at the threat Jared posed. She had to get Lucy out of here—away from him. 
 
    “Awww.” Jared met Sophie’s gaze again. “That’s so special. Why don’t I help you to the car with all those purchases, ladies?” His gaze lowered toward the bags Sophie had dropped before darting to Lucy’s arms. 
 
    “That would be helpful,” Lucy replied with a sweet smile. She was completely unaware of the devil she was engaging, acting in her usual, polite manner. At another time, Sophie might have been proud. As it was, she was terrified. “Thank you.” 
 
    “No, it’s fine,” Sophie tried to interject as she watched the scene unfold. She reached for the handles of the paper bags quickly. “We’ll manage.” 
 
    “Now, now.” Jared winked at her as he stepped forward to wrestle the bags out of her hands. “Let’s not cause a scene, Sophie. I only want to help you.” 
 
    “Yeah, come on, Mum.” Lucy was already offloading her purchases into Jared’s arms. “It’ll be nice to have some help, and anyway, we’re done now, aren’t we?” 
 
    Sophie was aware of the color draining from her face as both sets of blue eyes pierced her, waiting on her verdict. Her every instinct told her to refuse Jared’s offer, to snatch the bags, and get away from him. Hell, she’d leave the bags if it came down to it, but there was no way Sophie could achieve that without alarming Lucy. The last Sophie wanted was for either of her children to have any idea who Jared was. 
 
    What he’d done. 
 
    What he wanted. 
 
    “If you’d help us to the edge of the mall, that’d be great.” She forced a bright smile to her lips. “Then we’ll take it from there?” 
 
    “Yay, a compromise!” Lucy clapped her hands together excitedly. “We were just learning about those at school.” 
 
    “Well, of course, A compromise it is,” he conceded, though Sophie noticed the way his eyes narrowed at her reasoning. 
 
    If he took them to the edge of the mall, they’d be free to lose him in the car park. That’s what he wanted, Sophie was sure of it. Jared wanted to locate their car, identify her registration, and use it to track her down. Her palms were sweaty, her heart hammering against her ribs, but she couldn’t let it show. 
 
    Not while Lucy was there. 
 
    “I’d be happy to. Which parking lot are you in?” 
 
    “Red car park on level four,” Lucy came straight out with the information, her honesty about to hold them hostage. 
 
    “I’m pretty sure it was level two, sweetheart,” Sophie countered with a smile, watching as Lucy’s brows knitted. 
 
    “No, Mum, it was definitely four. I remember because today’s the fourth, and I mentioned that as we left the lot.” 
 
    Of course, Lucy was correct on both counts, but her accuracy did nothing to dissuade Sophie. 
 
    “I’m certain it was two,” Sophie insisted. “But let’s say Jared takes us to two, and we figure it out from there.” 
 
    Lucy snorted and rolled her eyes, clearly unable to understand why her mother was being so difficult. 
 
    “I don’t mind waiting while you figure it out.” Jared glanced toward Lucy. Clearly, he had worked out which of them was the weak link and the fastest entry back into Sophie’s life. 
 
    “No, you’ll have done quite enough already. And remember, what we’re looking for here is a compromise. Isn’t that right, Lucy?” 
 
    Her daughter grinned and gave her a thumbs up. “That’s right. Compromise wins every time!” 
 
    Sophie glanced back at Jared. His calm, happy façade had slipped, but he was clinging on, doing just enough to impress Lucy, but not enough to concern her. 
 
    “No problem. Lead on, Lucy.” 
 
    Lucy saluted in response and skipped away in the direction of the red parking lot, leaving Sophie and Jared behind. His long strides were soon after her—a stride Sophie recalled only too well—and she hurried to keep up with the pace. 
 
    “You’re only stalling for time, little girl.” His lowered tone vibrated past her ear, and Sophie gasped as she turned to meet his insistent gaze. “You’re mine, and you know it. Daddy’s naughty little girl.” 
 
    “Come on, Mum!” 
 
    Lucy had danced a few feet ahead and called out as she turned and waved. 
 
    To Sophie’s horror, it was Jared who raised his palm in recognition, and Lucy laughed before she spun on her heel and bounced away. 
 
    “Daddy’s naughty little girl needs a good spanking, doesn’t she?” 
 
    Sophie blew out a breath at the way he made that sound, ignoring the way her nipples wanted to bead at the suggestion or the tingle in her clit. She’d tried not to think about those things for a long time, yet even as the idea filled her mind, she could feel heat blooming at her face. 
 
    “Doesn’t she?” Jared slowed his pace and leaned closer. 
 
    For a split second, their eyes locked. His deep, commanding blue orbs demanding the required response from her wide brown ones. 
 
    “Doesn’t she, little girl?” 
 
    “I…” They had come to a complete halt now, and fleetingly, her gaze looked for Lucy. She’d stopped outside a shop window and was looking adoringly at another outfit. 
 
    “Don’t make me find somewhere to turn you over my knee right here at the mall, Sophie.” 
 
    His voice was full of ominous threat, and even though she doubted Jared would have considered it, the idea of being taken in hand here, in such a public place, was shamefully scintillating. Sophie’s focus shifted back to his handsome, knowing gaze.  
 
    “I-I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Yes, you do. Daddy taught you exactly what to say. Didn’t he?” 
 
    Oh God. He wanted her to say it again—wanted her to succumb—the way she’d always succumbed. She wanted to protest and tell him to take a hike, but at the same time, his words were so good. That needy little pulse at her sex was so strong. 
 
    Sophie had forgotten how much she’d missed it. 
 
    “Didn’t he, little girl?” 
 
    A group full of teenagers passed behind him at that moment, and though his gaze drilled into her, it was impossible for Sophie to speak. Her focus darted back to Lucy, who was happily assessing what to buy, then back to Jared, and as the final straggler moved on, finally, she forced the words out. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She shivered at the way it felt to say the word aloud again—to say the word to him—and he nodded in response. 
 
    “And does my naughty little girl need a spanking?” His left eyebrow arched for good measure, and all of a sudden, Sophie needed to catch her breath. 
 
    “Y-yes, Daddy.” Her cheeks burned at the admission. “But not here. Not now.” 
 
    Jared smiled, the smug expression she’d always despised. “Not here and not now,” he agreed. There was that soft, taunting tone again. The one that raised the tiny hairs on the back of Sophie’s neck. The one that dampened her pussy. “But now that I’ve found you again, you have that spanking coming.” He smiled, revealing a row of near-perfect teeth.  
 
    “Now that I’ve found you, I’m never going to let you go.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Sophie 
 
    For nights, Jared plagued her, the scent of his cologne rousing her from hot, restless dreams, even though he wasn’t there. He couldn’t be there. She had checked and double checked every lock and window at least a dozen times to ensure it. Yet still, he came. His smile infected her consciousness until she saw it on the lips of every man she met, until it invaded her mind so deeply, it was impossible to dream without him. 
 
    Jared. 
 
    Daddy. 
 
    His hot touch. The brunt of his palm. The sound of his dark laughter. The taste of his mouth as it claimed her. 
 
    She yearned for it by night, unable to sleep. The image of him rising in the bed above her, then the feel of his binds at her wrists, holding her down and restraining her as he knelt over her fettered body. 
 
    “There’s my naughty girl.” That dark eyebrow rose at his assertion. “Not where I left her, but still…” 
 
    Jared paused, running his fingers through his luscious hair while he appraised her. Making her wait and yet allowing her eyes to devour the look of his fine, taut body. 
 
    “You’re back now, Sophie.” He leaned over her, his palms pressing into the bed on either side of her face. “That’s what counts.” 
 
    “Daddy, I…” She gazed up at his face, uncertain what to say. 
 
    What was the etiquette for this? The moment the man who’d captured her returned from the grave and started to take her over again, the moment she could feel her will slipping away—at least in the hot arousal of her imagination? 
 
    The clear answer was there was no such protocol. 
 
    It had never been done before because it was so inanely ridiculous. 
 
    “What is it?” Jared’s breath was warm as she gazed up into those intense blue eyes. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say.” Her brow furrowed at the admission. 
 
    “What should a good little girl say?” He tilted his head at her. “I wonder, do you remember?” 
 
    “Nothing, Daddy.” Of course, she bloody well remembered. 
 
    How could she ever forget? 
 
    The legacy of the things he had done to her—the times they had shared—was forever branded into her subconsciousness. That’s why he still had the power to haunt her—why he always would. 
 
    “They say nothing.” 
 
    He smiled, inching closer until there was nothing in the world except the heat of his body, pressing down into her flesh and the power of those blue eyes.  
 
    “That’s right.” His breath tickled the side of her neck. “They say nothing until Daddy has given them permission, but that’s okay, baby.” 
 
    Her eyes fluttered closed as his lips brushed her jaw. It was so good. He was so good. There hadn’t been anyone else since him. Sophie had never even contemplated fucking Jason again, and she certainly wasn’t in the right headspace for starting a new relationship. 
 
    It was still Jared. It had always been Jared. Jared, who preoccupied her thoughts. Jared, whose caress she craved. 
 
    Jared, Jared… fucking Jared. 
 
    “It’s okay because Daddy wants you to talk.” 
 
    Her heart raced at that revelation. 
 
    “He wants you to tell him what happened and why.” He sighed, lowering his mouth to the side of her face again. “Why did you hurt me, Sophie? Why did you leave me?” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes widened as her brain registered his words and the feelings they inspired. After everything that had happened—the abduction, her return, and the divorce—she was startled to find it was guilt twisting in her belly at the questions. Guilt that ascended to her throat, threatening to choke her, just like he had done all those years ago. 
 
    “You were throttling me, Daddy.” She blinked up at his face as it rose into her line of sight. “Choking me. I-I couldn’t breathe!” 
 
    A soft, sad smile greeted her explanation.  
 
    “That’s folly, little girl, and you know it. Daddy might like to hurt you with a well-deserved punishment, but,” He paused, shaking his head. “I could never truly cause you any harm. You know that, Sophie. You know me.” 
 
    “No.” She pushed the response out in a whisper. “No, it was true. Maybe you didn’t realize. Maybe you didn’t know how much your fingers were cutting off the air.” 
 
    She met his gaze with imploring eyes, yet even as she said the words, she knew they were bullshit. Jared had tried to choke her by mistake? Jared never did anything in error. He was the most meticulous and organized man she’d ever encountered, and whatever he’d done, he’d done by design. 
 
    By choice. 
 
     “You frightened me, Daddy.” 
 
    Why was she explaining this to him? Wasn’t it fucking obvious why she’d crashed the trophy over his head? She did it to escape his clutches, to gasp for air—to survive. 
 
    “Daddy does that sometimes.” His lips curled into that errant smile she recognized only too well. “He loves to inspire fear.” 
 
    Sophie gasped at the confession, even though it should have been obvious to her.  
 
    “Why?” she demanded in a plaintive tone. “Why, Daddy?” 
 
    He inhaled, stroking the loose strands of her hair from her face.  
 
    “Fear is such a good motivator, little girl,” he murmured. “It works better than just about anything else I know. Apart from maybe attraction.” 
 
    She tugged at the binds, unsure what was restraining her wrists or even if she wanted them there or not. Nothing was clear now that Jared was back in her life, the old mist of arousal clouding her judgment. 
 
    “Desire can compel people to do all sorts of things,” Jared smirked down at her. “Isn’t that right, Sophie?” As he spoke, she could feel the crown of his cock nudging her thigh, seeking her entrance. “It makes them a little crazy and out of character.” 
 
    “Yes.” She eyed his lips hungrily. God, she wanted to kiss those lips, taste them again, feel them at her mouth, her breasts, her sex… “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “That’s right.” His expression was knowing. “We both went a little crazy back then, didn’t we, Sophie? Crazy with fear, lust… desire.” 
 
    Sophie pulled in a deep breath, allowing the scent of him to overwhelm her. Jared was right. She had been crazy. It had all been crazy. Crazy to marry a man who was so clearly unable or unwilling to even discuss her sexual needs. Crazy to contact men behind his back and certainly, crazy to cede to the man who stepped out of the shadows to claim her. And cede she had. In her mind, Sophie had succumbed a hundred times to Jared’s goading words online, but once they’d met—once he had her—it was so much worse. His will had been iron, his determination every inch as strong as hers. 
 
    When she looked back now, she wondered if it hadn’t only been insanity keeping them both together, that and his ruthless resolve. 
 
    “Now what?” 
 
    His question hung in the air between them. 
 
    “Daddy?” 
 
    “What happens now?” His cock prodded at her lips, demanding her submission. “What do we do now I have you back?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” She pushed her hips north to meet his arousal. 
 
    “You don’t, huh?” His brow arched again, his expression skeptical. “You don’t want me to fuck you?” 
 
    Yes. She closed her eyes as the word screamed in her head. Yes, Sophie wanted that. She wanted him to fill her up again more than anything else in the world right now. Now that her kids were safe, now that she had a footing back on the career ladder, and life was settled—that was what she wanted. 
 
    What she’d missed. 
 
    What she’d yearned for. 
 
    All the sins in her life had been attempts to fill the void. 
 
    This void. The desolate space his authority had filled. 
 
    But there was no filling the void Jared created—the hollowness that was left when she ran from him. Sure, she could walk, she could run, and she could fight. She could buy a new house and paint each wall a shade as far away from pink as she could find. 
 
    She could convince herself she was happy. She was content. 
 
    That it was enough. 
 
    But it wasn’t. 
 
    It wasn’t even fucking close to being enough. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. Yes, I want you.” 
 
    “I know you do.” His self-satisfied tone was lost as his mouth devoured the other side of her neck. 
 
    Sophie groaned in response until his incredible ministrations paused. 
 
    “So, you’re going to give me what I want in return.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    She was lost to it now—so lost, she might have been prepared to surrender to the insanity again and make a ludicrous promise she’d likely regret, but Sophie didn’t care—not at this moment. All there was now was Jared’s insistent gaze, his tempting mouth, and the compulsive longing for his cock, to feel him again—to be his again. 
 
    “What do you want?” Her tone was laced with the impatience that surged through her veins. “What do you need, Daddy?” 
 
    She blinked up at him, frantic for his answer and for this sweet torture to stop. Desperate for him to impale her with one hard thrust and make her feel like a woman again. It had been so long. 
 
    “You, little girl.” Ultimately, his reply was one breathy exhalation, the words rolling over her. “I want you back. I want your submission, Sophie, but this time I want it to be real.” 
 
    “Oh God.” She hadn’t meant to say the words, yet there they were. “But we can’t, Daddy. We can’t. I have a life now—my children, a job I love—and I can’t give those things up.” 
 
    “Not even for me?” His lips nipped at her chin gently. “Not even for your Daddy?” 
 
    Sophie’s head thrashed against the bed. This—this was agony—to be this close to the satisfaction she desired, but not have it was pure torment. Precisely the type of torment Jared had relished inflicting on her so many times before. But there was no denying the truth. While she craved his attention, Sophie couldn’t let her desire control her entire life. 
 
    This time she had to do the right thing. She had to put her children first. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy, but no.” 
 
    The expression on his handsome face pained her. 
 
    “I mean, I want you. I want you so much, but not at any cost. Not in exchange for everything else.” 
 
    “Oh, Sophie.” Disappointment hung in his reply. “I had so hoped you wouldn’t say that.” 
 
    “But Daddy, I…” She hesitated, desperately wanting him to see reason, but when had that ever happened? When had Daddy ever heard her pleas? “I have no choice. Can’t you see I have no choice?” 
 
    He shook his head, already withdrawing from her body. “But you do have a choice, Sophie,” he murmured, though, for some reason, she couldn’t find his face anymore in the darkness. “It’s always been your choice.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She called the word into the shadows, wanting to reach out and grasp his body, but his binds wouldn’t let her move, wouldn’t let her go. Her body was cold without the warmth of his body. Her lips bereft. 
 
    “Your choice, little girl.” Jared’s voice was distant now. “It’s all yours, but you need to make it.” 
 
    “I can’t.” She wanted to cry with frustration. “I can’t choose.” 
 
    “But you will, baby girl.” He chuckled from somewhere in the darkness. “You have to choose.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Jared 
 
    Jared had known where she was. Of course, he had. She’d only remained with her loser husband for a matter of months after she’d returned, and once their property had been sold, he’d tracked her down again. It wasn’t difficult, not in this day and age, when most people were happy to publish their personal details online. Within weeks, Sophie was registered at her new house, and voila, he’d traced her address with only a few clicks of his laptop. She was only ten miles or so away from the place he’d first taken her, and for a while, it was perfect. He could watch Sophie, scrutinizing the small smiles on her lips and the way her arse wiggled provocatively in her skirts. He could revel in the sight of her again. 
 
    He hadn’t acted—not at first. 
 
    A part of him wanted to know how Sophie would react—what she would do, how she’d fare out in the real world—and she didn’t let him down. Without her alleged husband dragging her down, his little girl seemed to thrive, and whenever he caught sight of her from the vehicle he often parked at the end of her street, she seemed happy and relaxed with her kids. He scrutinized her for months, the onus growing as the paranoia about the police began to fade. Evidently, Sophie hadn’t called the authorities, or they would have called him to account by now. But the question remained… why? If she’d been so traumatized she’d needed to knock him unconscious and flee, why hadn’t she gone straight to the cops? After much deliberation on the subject, Jared had concluded there was only one logical answer—she’d spared him because she had feelings for him. 
 
    Feelings impossible to reconcile. 
 
    She loved him. 
 
    There was another part of Jared—a portion of himself he was ashamed to acknowledge—who was just too damn scared to make his move and pursue Sophie again. He’d devoted so much time to her, and she’d repaid him by knocking him out and abandoning him. By all Daniel’s accounts, Jared was lucky she hadn’t killed him. If the blow had been harder or just an inch or so in a different direction, that could have been it—adios amigo. He’d struggled with that concept for a long time, night after night, wrestling with how to move forward, until one day, he’d resolved to let go of the distrust and forge ahead. 
 
    It was time. 
 
    For too long, he had hidden in the shadows, a passive observer, but Jared wasn’t an easy bystander. He preferred to be in the midst of the action. 
 
    That was when he started to examine Sophie’s routine a little more closely—how she drove to work, which schools her children attended, and how often she had her hair done—slowly piecing together the puzzle, which was her new life. He noticed that on every other Saturday, Sophie tended to take her daughter to the local mall. They would shop at overly pretentious stores before stopping at a local café for a bite to eat. Week after week, Jared would watch her delectable lips part and take in the sugar-coated delicacy she chose, and each time, his cock throbbed in response. He wanted to be that bun, sliding effortlessly between her waiting lips. Jared needed to be that man again. 
 
    That was when he’d decided to engage her—to put himself in her path and see what would happen, how she would react. Sophie didn’t disappoint. The shock on her face when she’d first laid eyes on him had been priceless. 
 
    He smiled at the thought as he sat at the laptop, his fingers poised to take the next step in his plan to win Sophie back and pen her a message. It was just like the first time they’d connected, except this time, it would be him reaching out, and this time, he wouldn’t let her slip away. 
 
    Sophie 
 
    His fingers paused at the keyboard as the image of her filled his mind. 
 
    Ever since I saw you at the mall, I haven’t been able to think of anything else, and I know, deep down, you feel the same way. 
 
    He considered how best to put her at ease. 
 
    I know you have a life of your own, and I can see you’re happy, but can you honestly say you don’t think about me? You don’t imagine being with me? You don’t want me? 
 
    I think you do, little girl. Jared smiled as his digits flew over the letters. I think you think about me when your children aren’t around. At night, when you’re on your own and need someone to take the woes of the world from your shoulders—that’s when you think of me, isn’t it? That’s when you need Daddy. 
 
    All I’m asking for is some of your time. Time to talk and see if we both feel the same. Time for Daddy to put some of those worries to bed, little girl. 
 
    We deserve that much, don’t we? 
 
    He deleted the final line, rewriting it quickly.  
 
    You deserve that much, don’t you? 
 
    If you agree, then email me back, and we can meet. 
 
    I miss you, little girl. 
 
    Jared contemplated how to sign off, toying with the idea of using his name or even Daddy, but in the end, he decided to leave it as it was—concluding with his honest feelings. He did miss her like the deserts missed the fucking rain and couldn’t even contemplate another year without her—another month, another week with the dull, vacant emptiness which plagued his life—but it was too early to divulge any of that. This was only about making contact again, but softly and surely, he would get back into her life. 
 
    Jared was sure he would. 
 
    He owned that little girl. He knew her in a way no one else ever could. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Sophie wasn’t surprised by the email. 
 
    She had expected it—she’d expected something—but that didn’t stop her pulse from racing or her palms from sweating as she read and reread the lines. 
 
    All I’m asking for is some of your time. 
 
    Her gaze paused on that line, her belly clenching. 
 
    Her time? Her time! Jeez, that man had wanted more than just her time from the very beginning. He had lured her into his web, and innocently, she had gone gladly, crawling into his trap until she realized it was too late. 
 
    Until she realized she was caught. 
 
    But Sophie wasn’t innocent anymore. 
 
    She was wise to Jared and his motivations and aware of just where that web would lead her—right into the depth of his depravity, and in its belly, she would find both the pleasure and the pain she’d missed. No matter how she dressed it up, Sophie had missed—missed the constant haze of arousal, not being in control, the bondage and the spanking—but what she hadn’t missed were all the games, Jared’s neverending ruses, and duplicity. His desire to dominate her every waking moment until she suffocated in him. Until Sophie, the woman, no longer existed. Until there was only his little girl. 
 
    She couldn’t be that person anymore. 
 
    She had her new life to think about. The career she’d trained for and enjoyed and the children she adored. She wasn’t going to give those good things up for Daddy’s latest game. 
 
    But that didn’t mean she wasn’t interested in seeing Jared again. 
 
    There was little doubt, Sophie had obsessed about him since she’d spotted him in the mall, and that wasn’t good news. It wasn’t good for her parenting skills, and it sure as hell wasn’t good for her mental health. She needed to see him again—to meet him—to say the things she’d always wanted to say. All those years, she’d thought he was dead. All the times she’d repressed her regret and remorse, coupled with all the times she’d wanted to say no, but he’d railroaded, bound her, gagged her, and did whatever he chose. Those emotions still simmered, and laying eyes on the man again had brought them all back to the surface. That was the reason she couldn’t sleep, and she could scarcely eat. That was the reason she could barely function. 
 
    That was the reason she had to agree to meet him. 
 
    Sophie waited until the children were in bed before she responded. Her tummy was filled with nervous energy as she opened her laptop, her eyes devouring Jared’s message for the hundredth time. With one deep breath, she tapped out the reply. 
 
    Jared. 
 
    Thanks for your email. 
 
    Her fingers paused as she scanned the line. Thanks—she was thanking him? Sophie rolled her eyes as she deleted the words, rewriting them quickly. 
 
    I was surprised by your email, but yes, I admit I have thought about you. I have always thought about you, Jared. Even when I thought you were no longer here. 
 
    Her belly twisted at the inference, but she couldn’t bear to type the truth—she couldn’t contemplate having to admit she’d believed she’d actually killed the guy. 
 
    We could meet, but I’m not promising you any more than that. 
 
    I have things I’d like to say to you. Things I never had the chance to say. 
 
    She took a gulp of her red wine before she continued. 
 
    If that interests you, we can talk more. If I don’t hear from you again, I understand. 
 
    Even though the concept of never receiving another communication from Jared, never taking in the look of his brooding face again, cut her deep inside, she would understand. She would accept it. She had accepted it all the years she’d thought he was dead, and she could do it again if she had to. 
 
    Sophie would survive. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    Sophie 
 
    She pulled into the parking lot and cut the engine. Her car’s wipers ground to an abrupt halt, but the gray torrent of rain continued to pound against the windshield. Sophie had arrived a few minutes early on purpose, wanting time to catch her breath and think about what she was doing—what she was going to do. 
 
    All the feelings Jared had whipped up since he’d sauntered back into her life, the feelings she thought she’d dealt with or at least buried, were back, resurfacing with a fury. He’d put those in her, re-conjuring the passion with only a few words in the mall, and for what? Her mind flitted back to the email he’d sent her, and her heart picked up its pace. 
 
    All I’m asking for is some of your time. 
 
    Sophie pulled in a deep breath. She knew Jared better than that, didn’t she? She knew that was the very least he was asking for. He wanted her back—back under his control, back in his domain—and while there were aspects of that hedonistic whirlwind that enticed her, there were far larger ones which warned caution. Sophie wasn’t falling back down the rabbit hole. She wasn’t giving up her liberty again or missing her children—not that she’d given those things up the first time around. Jared had snatched them from her. 
 
    There’d been no choice. 
 
    No consent. 
 
    So, what am I doing here? 
 
    The question reverberated as she checked her make up in the rear-view mirror. What was she doing? The reality was, after everything, there were still unresolved issues between them. Sophie had assumed they’d been managed, but meeting him in the mall had shattered those illusions. Those matters weren’t managed, they were barely even contained. The way he’d been able to infiltrate her consciousness in the weeks since was proof of that. 
 
    She wasn’t over Jared. 
 
    She’d assumed he was dead—that she’d killed him—and she’d tried to carry on, but she wasn’t even vaguely over Jared. 
 
    Whatever else happened, she had to put the feelings she harbored for him to bed. Sophie couldn’t see any conceivable way they could forge any sort of normal relationship from the ashes of the car crash he’d created, much though she’d fantasized about the idea. The idea of going on dates—catching a movie or spending an evening cuddling on the couch—was bizarrely alluring, though she couldn’t understand why. Jared was the man who had bound her, stripped her of any ounce of dignity, and for a time, erased any hope she’d ever see Billy and Lucy again. But the fact remained he had also moved her, bestowing more pleasure on her body than her ex-husband had ever achieved and given her an unexpected level of solace in those moments after the climaxes. The times he’d held her, spoken to her softly, and lulled her—those times had been tangible and intense as genuine as the unadulterated passion they’d bloomed together. 
 
    She sighed, reaching for her purse. The riddle was real. Did she deny herself the world of perverted pleasure she knew awaited beyond the doors of the restaurant, or did she cede? Just like she’d always ceded—until that final day. 
 
    The day she’d struck back. 
 
    “Time to find out,” Sophie whispered as she clutched her purse to her chest. “No more musing. It’s time to get in there and bloody well find out.” 
 
    Opening the door, she skipped out into the rain. In her haste to arrive early, she hadn’t considered packing an umbrella, and by the time she’d run the short distance to the front door in her kitten heels, she was drenched. 
 
    She blinked the water away from her eyes. 
 
    So much for the first impression, she thought wryly, but then, it was rather too late for first impressions. She and Jared were already well acquainted. Flicking the wet hair from her gaze, she pulled open the door to the building and strode inside. She intended to dash to the restroom quickly and check her appearance, one of the benefits of early arrival, but as she wove her way through the bar area toward the ladies’ room, she was halted by a familiar voice. 
 
    “There you are, little girl.” 
 
    Sophie’s feet came to a sudden stop, her body twisting to identify the voice’s owner, and there he was, as bold as brass, apparently even earlier and taller than she’d recalled. 
 
    “D—” She stopped herself from responding the way he desired, forcing an intake of air. “Jared.” Her face flamed, but she continued regardless. “I was just going to freshen up.” 
 
    Jared’s gaze ran up and down the length of her, and he smirked at her sodden appearance.  
 
    “You do seem rather wet, Sophie.” His grin grew. “Just the way I like you.” 
 
    Fresh heat bloomed in Sophie’s cheeks at his quip.  
 
    “Yes, it’s raining cats and dogs out there.” 
 
    “Go then.” He gestured toward the toilet. “I’ll wait for you.” 
 
    Her heart pounded at his reply. Jared would wait for her? Well, that was a first.  
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    She sought the sanctuary of the ladies’ room, where she pulled a brush through her hair and blinked at the blushing woman in the mirror. 
 
    “Look at you.” Her voice dripped with contempt for the bewildered woman staring back at her. “Three sentences, and you’re already flustered.” She kicked the small waste basket by her feet with irritation. “You’re like a pathetic schoolgirl.” 
 
    Pulling in a steadying breath, she dried her hands and fought for composure. She had come here to talk—to hear what he had to say—and, if possible, put the ghosts of what had transpired between them to rest. That meant pulling up her big girl pants, going out there, and facing the man. It meant remembering all the things she had wanted to say to him over the years and not allowing herself to be railroaded by his smooth talk. 
 
    At least, not until she was out of here and back in the safety of her house. Once she was there, she could cede and fantasize about him all she wanted. Sophie had the sense that she would. 
 
    “Deep breath, Soph.” She eyed the woman in the mirror again. Not as young as she used to be, but still, she could turn a man’s head. She turned Jared’s. Her lips curled at that, reacting to the butterflies in her belly, fluttering their wings. “You can do this. You have to do this.” 
 
    With those words ringing in her head, she stepped out into the bar, taking in the scene properly for the first time. The area was furnished in dark wood, and there was a lingering smell of stale ale that turned her stomach as she wandered in Jared’s direction. There he was, every bit as imposing as she recalled, but it was the dashing smile which nearly took her breath away. 
 
    “Better?” he asked her in a wry tone. “You look better.” 
 
    “Better?” And for maybe the first time in their tumultuous time together, it was Sophie who arched her eyebrow at him. 
 
    He laughed gently in reply, raising his palms in a conciliatory manner. “Not better. I mean happier, Sophie. You seem more relaxed.” 
 
    She couldn’t help smiling. Did she finally have Jared on the back foot?  
 
    “I am,” she insisted. “Thank you.” 
 
    He lowered his hands, tucking them casually into the pockets of his trouser suit. As expected, the man was impeccable, and it didn’t help that she knew precisely what he was hiding under those pinstripes. 
 
    “Would you like a drink first?” Jared turned his head toward the unoccupied bar. “I can call someone to serve us, or we can go straight to the table?” 
 
    “I’m driving.” She lifted her chin at the statement, emboldened by her sudden surge of confidence. “So, no thanks to the drink.” 
 
    “The table it is then.” He spun on his heel in the direction of the restaurant area before glancing back at her. “Ladies first.” 
 
    “No, it’s okay. You can go first.” 
 
    Jared threw her a sardonic look but didn’t protest. He paced forward, speaking to one of the waitresses before she’d even arrived. 
 
    “Our table is ready.” 
 
    “Great, I’ll follow you.” 
 
    Their gazes locked for a moment, the irony of her words evidently not lost on either of them as they wandered to the table. It was so odd to be here with him like this. After everything—all the fucking, the humiliating ways he’d dressed her up and contained her—now they were in a public place, pretending to be grown-ups. 
 
    She took her seat, hanging her drenched coat on the back of her chair before she placed her purse by her side. The waiter was babbling on about the day’s specials, but Sophie wasn’t paying attention. All she could think as she eyed her purse was about the brooding man sitting opposite. 
 
    “Am I allowed to say you look beautiful?” His eyes were hungry as she sat upright again to find the waiter gone. “That color suits you, Sophie.” 
 
    She smiled at the compliment, a reflexive response she couldn’t contain. “Thank you,” she answered, glancing down at her pale pink blouse and chocolate colored skirt. “I like the outfit, too.” 
 
    Sophie had literally spent hours trailing through her wardrobe, looking for the right choice. Initially, she had been reticent about the pink, but in the end, she relented. The light version of the shade had always suited her complexion. and anyway, the man didn’t bloody own the color. It was time she took it back. 
 
    “I can see why. Thank you for meeting me. I know it can’t have been easy.” 
 
    Sophie’s gaze fell to the menu at her place. “It wasn’t.” Her toes curled inside her shoes at the confession. “But I’m glad we’re both here. We have some unfinished business, you and I.” 
 
    His brow rose at her assertion. “You’re different than the way I remember,” he told her. “More—” 
 
    “Confident?” she interrupted as the waiter returned to pour water in their empty glasses. 
 
    Jared smirked. “Maybe,” he replied after a moment. “But I was going to say worldly.” 
 
    Worldly? 
 
    She flushed at his assessment. If she was worldlier, it was almost certainly due to Jared. 
 
    “I like it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m glad.” 
 
    Sophie hadn’t intended her response to be quite as sarcastic as it sounded, but once it was out there, she was glad. Let him hear her wise-cracks. This was the woman Jared had never taken the time to get to know. He may as well witness the real Sophie. 
 
    “I suppose I deserved that.” He picked up his glass and held it to his lips, his gaze searing into her face before he took a sip. “But don’t for a moment think you’re going to get away with those comments when we’re alone together.” 
 
    Her belly clenched at his thinly veiled threat.  
 
    “We’re not going to be alone together. This is just dinner, Jared. Nothing more, nothing less, and I’m sure as hell not going home with you.” 
 
    He blinked at her, and there was a flicker of disappointment in his gaze.  
 
    “Maybe not today,” he said at length. “But this isn’t over, little girl. You know that.” 
 
    “It was over the moment I left you for dead.” Her voice was dry, and he flinched at her words. “And I did, you know. I thought you were dead. I hoped you were.” 
 
    Jared’s gaze narrowed. “Just keep it up.” He settled back in his chair, folding his arms across his chest. “You’re earning yourself quite a hiding, young lady.” 
 
    Sophie leaned forward. “You can’t touch me anymore, Daddy.” She grinned, emboldened by the realization. “You never get to touch me again.” 
 
    “Unless you want me to,” he added, his unimpressed expression reminding her of the man who’d once intimidated her. “And I know you do.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter if I do.” She shook her head for good measure. “There’s more to life than just lust and control, Jared. More to life than this. And I, for one, need more.” 
 
    As the words left her lips, Sophie knew she was right. That was the answer she’d been struggling with the days and nights Jared had haunted her since the mall. He represented a debauched world which had always tempted her, a world that, perhaps, she would still like to enjoy one day, but she would no longer do so on Jared’s terms. His dynasty was over. Now that she looked at it that way, it seemed obvious—easy. 
 
    Jared wasn’t enough for her. 
 
    He was never going to be enough for her, so ceding was simply not going to be an option. Sophie had come this far on her own—just her and the kids—and she would continue to excel that way. 
 
    She didn’t need any man. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    Sophie 
 
    They ordered drinks and a meal, or she should say, Jared did. Sophie was so consumed with the realization that had dawned on her as she sat across the table from the man who’d dominated her profoundly, all she could do was mumble her choices into her chest. She didn’t even make eye contact with the waiter as she chose the Caesar salad, unable to glance up at Jared until the server had left. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Jared tilted his head at the query, his concern apparently genuine. “You seem pale… fidgety?” 
 
    “I’m fine.” She looked him in the eyes as she answered. Sophie wanted to ensure Jared heard her words, wanted to make him understand. “I’ve just wanted to have this conversation with you for a long time, Jared.” 
 
    She allowed his name to end the sentence and smiled. All of a sudden, the noun was powerful—for all the times he had never allowed her to use it, every time she’d been punished for not addressing him the correct way, every moment she’d struggled to call him Daddy, and worse—for every one when the term had seemed all too appropriate and, she’d started to revel in the endearment. This moment, in the small innocuous restaurant on the outskirts of town, put pay to all of that. He had no authority over her now—no right to demand anything, no right to command her. 
 
    Jared lifted his fingers to his head, rubbing his temple as though he was weary.  
 
    “So, tell me.” He sighed as he swilled the red wine he’d chosen in the glass with his other hand. “Tell me what you want to say, Sophie.” His tone was softer now as if he’d given up on the concept of pushing his ruthless agenda— at least for the time being. 
 
    Sophie’s gaze wandered to the glass of water in her grasp. For a fleeting moment, she wished she had ordered something stronger—something to help her through this last, final trial—but no, she’d decided to stay sober. Today of all days, she needed to be clear-headed. 
 
    “After all this time, it’s like I can finally think straight.” 
 
    She paused, eyeing his responses. Jared remained passive, his blue eyes on her while both hands nursed his wine glass. It had been a long time since those hands had enacted pleasure and pain on Sophie, but as she glanced at them, it was as though she recalled each and every moment of sensation once more, and for a second, she was forced to catch her breath. 
 
    “And what have you decided—with all this time to think?” 
 
    Her gaze traveled back to his face. This was it. This was the moment she had been playing out in her head all this time. 
 
    “You had no right.” Sophie’s tone was muted at first. “No right at all. No right to take me, and no right to do any of that stuff.” 
 
    “You wanted it.” Jared’s voice was soft but accusing. “You know you did, little girl. That’s why you never went to the police. That’s why you left that idiot husband of yours.” 
 
    “You’re wrong. I was aroused by some of the things you did, but that’s not the same as consent, and we both know it.” 
 
    Her heart pounded furiously in her chest, though Sophie was strangely calm, her voice firm, yet gentle. She was finally getting her right to reply. A chance to tell the man who’d snatched and used her, it wasn’t okay—not okay to assume permission, not okay to treat people that way, and definitely not okay to play the twisted mind games Jared liked to engage in. 
 
    “As for Jason, the writing was on the wall for us long before you came along, Jared.” She smiled wistfully. “That’s why I was online in the first place. That’s why Carl even had a chance.” Her eyes fluttered as she recalled the persona Jared had initially assumed. It had been Carl who’d lulled her into a false sense of security, and Carl she’d spilled her deepest thoughts and fantasies to. But there was never a Carl—it had always been Jared. 
 
    It would always be Jared. 
 
    “Meeting you just confirmed what we both already knew. It was time to face facts. He and I were not compatible. That’s why we divorced. It wasn’t because I was in love with you. I was never in love with you.” 
 
    Even though, once upon a time, Sophie had thought she was. 
 
    She had been in love with him—with the electricity they’d inspired together, with the dedication and devotion he had demonstrated. 
 
    Where else would she find a man like that? It had taken months for her to accept the bleak truth—she probably never would. 
 
    The state of her head was a dark and confused place after she’d returned to her family home, and even after the divorce and the counseling, thoughts of Jared had lingered, like bacteria she just couldn’t clean away. Even now, Sophie wondered if she ever would. Jared was a memory that would follow her forever. Wherever she went and whatever she did, a part of her would always be gagged and bound in the lurid pink room he’d created for her. Sophie knew that. She had accepted it. 
 
    “If that’s what you want to believe.” Jared’s tone was cynical. “If that’s what you need to believe to get through, then fair enough, Sophie. But I know better.” Jared leaned back in his chair, his lips curling at the certainty in his voice. “I know the truth, little girl. I was there. I remember those times. The way we talked. The way you surrendered to me—for me. The way we touched the stars.” He paused, sighing as he shook his head. “Those times were real.” 
 
    “It wasn’t real.” Even now, she was serene. “Seizing someone from their everyday existence and dropping them into a dark world you’ve created isn’t real, Jared. It’s pure fabrication. Nothing but a twisted fairy tale.” 
 
    “No, little girl.” 
 
    “Yes.” She raised her voice this time, staring at his widening gaze. “That’s exactly what it was. You were never my Daddy, and it—whatever the hell it was—was never going to last.” Sophie blinked at him as he absorbed the news. “You knew that, right?” she asked. “You never truly thought I was going to stay with you, did you?” 
 
    “I did.” His voice wavered at the admission. “I always did, Sophie. This was never part of my plan.” He gestured around the place with his hand, trying to demonstrate his meaning. “You were supposed to stay and be my little girl.” 
 
    “But I never was your little girl.” Sophie sighed with exasperation, lowering her voice. “You never even spoke to me about age play before you turned up at my door that day, Jared. I was never into any of that. Being Daddy was definitely your thing. Not mine.” 
 
    He pressed his lips into a hard line. “You’re right. It was my thing. It always will be, but I know you bloody loved it, too.” 
 
    “Sometimes, I enjoyed the things you did.” Her body straightened at the confession. “I’m not denying that.” What would be the point? “But that doesn’t mean I wanted to be taken or forced to live like a child in your disgusting pink palace.” 
 
    Jared snorted. “Your pink palace,” he corrected her. “I created that little empire for you, baby girl. And everything in it was for you. All the things you reveled in—the binds, the gags, the spanking implements—all of it.” 
 
    “It was too much.” She said the words slowly as though he was the child, and she needed to emphasize the point. “I never asked for any of it. I never wanted it.” 
 
    There was silence as her words settled between them, broken only by the server bringing their dishes. Sophie stared down at the salad. She couldn’t recall a time she’d been less hungry. 
 
    “I guess I figured that out when I woke up with a cracking headache.” Jared’s voice was wry, but she clenched at his verdict, the guilt she wrestled with furling in her belly. 
 
    “I am sorry about that.” Sophie watched him push a French fry into his mouth. “I hadn’t planned to hurt you, it just… kinda happened.” 
 
    That wasn’t strictly true, but naturally, he didn’t need to know how desperate she’d become in those final hours. 
 
    “I guessed,” he mumbled. “But fair play to you, Sophie. You did a good job. Daniel tells me you could have finished me off if you’d caught me a little harder or an inch in a different direction.” 
 
    “Don’t say that.” She pushed the words out in one long rush of air. “I didn’t want you dead. Not really. I just wanted it all to stop.” 
 
    All the years Sophie had thought she’d killed him and clung to that restless burden, she’d never garnered any pleasure from it. There had only been grim culpability and awareness she’d done the wrong thing. There was nothing sweet in the alleged justice the act served. 
 
    Picking up her fork, she played with a crouton.  
 
    “I’m pleased you’re alive.” 
 
    He snorted. “Oh, really?” 
 
    “Yes.” She lifted her chin with the assertion. “Yes, really, because we get to have this conversation. Now we can part as equals.” 
 
    Jared’s expression darkened. “Part?” 
 
    “That’s right.” Her tone conveyed a confidence Sophie didn’t feel, not now they were face to face, and his scowl was waiting on the other side of the table.  
 
    “This is it, Jared. This is the end.” 
 
    “It’s not.” His infuriating arrogance surfaced again. “It’s not, and we both know it.” Cutting into his chicken, he eyed her hungrily. “You’re mine, little girl.” Jared licked his lips as he spoke, his familiar smirk growing. “You’ll always be mine, and let’s face it, even death couldn’t come between us.” 
 
    “Let’s get one thing straight.” She put her fork down again, though nothing had made it past her lips yet. “I’m not yours, I was never yours, and I will never be yours.” 
 
    Anxiety twisted in her tummy at the statement as she watched Jared’s reaction. His face was like thunder, and there were evident storm-clouds in his eyes. It was an expression that spoke of warning and caution, but it was too late for that. They were here—in the restaurant—and they were going to have this thing out. 
 
    There would never be another chance. 
 
    “One day.” 
 
    She shivered at his low, menacing tone. 
 
    “One day, we’ll be together again. One day you’ll call me Daddy, and I will tan your hide for this performance.” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip, glancing nervously over her shoulder to see if anyone else had overheard Jared’s words. Reassured, she turned back, meeting his gaze. 
 
    “You’re wrong.” She stared at him intently, taking in the lines of his face one last time. “There will never be another day, Jared. You’ll never be my Daddy.” 
 
    Pushing her plate away, she rose from the table and collected her damp coat. For a moment, she considered throwing a twenty pound note down on the table—easily enough to pay for the salad she hadn’t eaten—but she resisted the urge. Fuck it. Jared could pay. He owed her that much  after everything he had put her through. 
 
    “Where are you going, little girl?” 
 
    His voice carried the age-old warning again, the one that clenched her pussy like a reflex. Even though he had no power over her anymore, the habit seemed ingrained. 
 
    “I’ve had enough.” Reaching down, she grabbed her purse, opening the thing, and fumbling for her car keys. “I’ve said what I came to say. We’re done.” 
 
    “We are not done.” He raised his chin to meet her flitting gaze. “Sit down, please.” 
 
    There was a moment, her eyes darted to the chair again, and she considered doing as she was told. In her imagination, Sophie envisioned that obedience. She pictured herself sitting down again and accepting the scolding which would inevitably follow, the way her cheeks would flush with heat, and the arousal that would pool at the apex of her thighs when he described the things he was going to do to her as a penalty. 
 
    But Sophie was no longer that woman, and challenging her had been his final mistake. 
 
    She needed more than just an autocrat. If a man was ever going to dominate her again, it had to be on her terms as well as his. 
 
    “No.” A surge of adrenaline crashed around her body. “No, I’m not sitting down. We’re done. See you around, Jared.” 
 
    Turning on her heels, she paced away, still able to hear him calling after her, demanding she stop. Insisting she stay. Adamant that she should sit down and listen to him. 
 
    But Sophie wasn’t listening. 
 
    She stalked from the restaurant, throwing a smile to her server before she pushed the door open so hard, she heard it crash against the brickwork of the building. Breathing in the cool, outside air, she wandered into the parking lot. Sophie lifted her chin and looked into the dark sky. The rain had finally stopped, and there were the first signs of the clouds clearing. She inhaled, resisting the urge to glance back. This time, there would be no going back, no redemption for the man who had demanded she call him Daddy, and no rewinding. 
 
    This time, she would win. 
 
    This time, Jared’s game was over. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
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