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    The napalm in your eyes 
 
    Is all my cold heart needs 
 
    You bring the matches 
 
    I'll bring the gasoline 
 
    -Sparks 
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Prologue 
 
      
 
    I was lying in bed on my side pressed against her. The way the moonlight shown slivers of her body in the dark, showed how immaculate she truly was. She was finally trying to go to sleep and I felt so much better about what I had done to her. The whimpers had finally subsided and the insatiable screams of pain were finally leaving my head. 
 
    I handpicked her over a year ago and I finally had the nerve to do everything I wanted without holding back. Something about this one shook me to the core which was an experience I never had before. If I trained her correctly she could be my match in every twisted desire that I wanted to explore.  
 
    Would she ever trust me? I paid a great deal for women in the past, but I never paid for the trust. I believed that was something that you either would earn or not. Once I would see that trust wasn’t building, I would release them of their “contracts” and pay them a sum of money to never speak of it again.  
 
    But this one … this one was the one I wanted the most.  
 
    I leaned my face down to her long brown hair, running my lips gently over it.  
 
    Through the smell of sex and sweat, the faint intoxicating fragrance of her filled my nose and I closed my eyes.  
 
    I wanted her again, and I wanted her now. 
 
    Running the back of my hand gently down the side of her body and over the curve of her hip always made her body shiver. I still couldn’t tell if that was in anticipation or fear, but either way I enjoyed her natural reaction to my touch. It had been the exact same since I had found her.  
 
    I slid my hand around her waist and pulled her back against me. Her skin was the smoothest I had ever felt and I intended to do my best to keep it that way. I could get carried away at times and I would … 
 
    It didn’t matter.  
 
    I wouldn’t do it to her unless she allowed me to and then I would be sure to properly care for her. If we ever did get to that point I knew then that she trusted me and I would allow her to perform the act on me as well. 
 
    Her sudden sniffle caused me to open my eyes. It was obvious that she didn’t trust me. Obvious because of her tears and because I still had to bind her to keep her from running away. My hand traveled from her belly to the rope I had secured around her wrists; she shifted her body a little and the rope around her ankles tickled my leg.  
 
    “Don’t cry,” I said softly to her. “It won’t always be like this.” 
 
    A deep, steady breath was her response. She was trying to stop the tears and it wasn’t because she wanted to, it was because I asked her to stop. 
 
    “We’ve got six more hours before the sun comes up and I have to put you away. Do you want more?” I whispered into her ear.  
 
    If she said yes, I would spend the next six hours pleasuring her in every way that I could. I would make her orgasm harder than she ever had before and I would unbind her ankles as an act of kindness. 
 
    If she said no, then I would put her away six hours ahead of schedule and not concern myself with her for a week.  
 
    She shrugged and I smiled. It was obvious that she was weighing her options which was a far cry from when we were first together. She fought me viciously; each time she struck my face it only made me harder and want her more. She relented after I wound up tying her to the bed, by choice I would like to think, not because of the restraints.  
 
    With as terrible as that may seem, I never forced myself onto her. I never even took my clothes off until she stopped fighting me. Even though she was mine and I could use her any way that I wanted, I still respected her.  
 
    “Riley? You have to make a decision,” I prompted gently. 
 
    Just saying her name was enough to get my blood flowing to all the right places. I could feel my desire starting to swell and pressed it gently against her. 
 
    “No,” she whispered quietly.  
 
    I scoffed and got off the bed. I walked around to her side and stood there for a moment, looking down at her.  
 
    My body blocked most of the moonlight, but I could see her wide open blue eyes were pooling with tears. I leaned down and kissed her gently on her forehead even though I was a bit angry at her rejection.  
 
    It was to be expected though; we hadn’t gotten to that part of the requirements yet.  
 
    I reached down and scooped her off the bed and held her closely to my chest while I walked out of the room and down to the first floor of my sprawling estate.  
 
    I made my way through the living room, the master dining room, the elaborate kitchen, and toward the basement door.  
 
    I opened the door and adjusted her in my arms slightly so that I would be able to see the concrete steps as I walked down them.  
 
    Once I reached the landing, I went to the wall with the false panel and pushed it aside.  
 
    She whimpered slightly as I turned on the dim light in the narrow corridor and made my way to the double enforced steel door. 
 
    “Don’t look,” I instructed her.  
 
    In her newly acquired obedience, she turned her head and buried her face into my chest while I pushed the code into the door before pulling it open. 
 
    I stepped back and let the door swing slowly open before walking in and feeling the left side of the wall for the light switch.  
 
    I glanced around the room and smiled; she hadn’t destroyed anything since the last time I put her in here. Good girl. The first few times she left the room in shambles and I had to discipline her accordingly.  
 
    I carried her over to the bed I had placed in the room and laid her down. She turned to face me and held out her hands so I could undo her bindings. I wrapped the rope around my arm as I ran a hand down her pale leg slowly before I undid the restraints around her ankles. 
 
    “I’ll see you in one week,” I said quietly before walking out of the door.  
 
    The last thing I heard as I stepped out of the door to punch in the lock code was her burst into hysterical tears as the door slid shut. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter One 
 
    (Riley) 
 
    One year ago 
 
      
 
    I was standing behind the customer service desk at work trying to get through all of the online book reservations. It was Tuesday morning and since that was usually new release day, the reservations had exploded overnight. 
 
    I grabbed the stack of papers off the printer and ran off to find the corresponding books. Ninety nine percent of them were for the new Stephen King book, while the one lone one was for a self-improvement book. After I gathered all the books, I went back to the customer service desk and began to wrap the corresponding papers to their books while checking YES on the reservations in the computer so that the customers would know their books were available for pick up. 
 
    I glanced at the time on the computer and sighed. It was only ten thirty in the morning and I already felt like I had worked a full day.  
 
    I grabbed a basket from the side of the counter and piled the books into it before I walked quickly to the front of the store. I ducked behind the register and put the books in alphabetical order on the shelf before I grabbed the small stack of returns and ran back to the desk. I could already tell that today was going to be a long day. 
 
    I pushed my brown hair back behind my ears and grabbed the print out schedule and scanned it to see when my break was. Two more hours. I can do this.  
 
    Now again, because it was release day, those two hours flew by rather quickly. I punched out the clock for lunch when my cover person had arrived and went into the back room to retrieve my purse.  
 
    I decided that today I would eat in the small café inside of the store. As an employee it would be half off and I was struggling a little bit for money until I got paid again on Friday. So I ordered a plain bagel, cream cheese, a cherry coke, and sat down at one of the corner tables. 
 
    I was one of about five people in the café. Usually this was the busiest part of the store but the rush for the new book had led most of the consumers elsewhere. Either way, it was job security so I didn’t care where they went as long as they bought something.  
 
    I got up and went to the magazine stand to browse for something to read while I ate. I looked through the gossip magazines before I went over to the travel section. I crouched down and grabbed Afar, Travel + Leisure, and National Geographic Travel. 
 
    I mean I knew I couldn’t go to any of the places in these magazines, but sometimes I would like to look at the pictures and read the articles as if though I were there too. When I stood up and turned, I bumped directly into a customer and my magazines and some books hit the ground. 
 
    “Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said as I fell to my knees to retrieve the scattered books. 
 
    A friendly laugh met my ears as the customer dropped to their knees to retrieve my magazines. 
 
    “It’s alright. You didn’t hurt me if that’s what you think,” the accented voice said teasingly.  
 
    A pair of strong hands held out my magazines and I glanced up. Wow. That was the only thing that I could think because … wow. He had a big bright smile on his face, gorgeous light brown eyes, and straight, blonde hair that fell just below his ears.  
 
    “See? No harm done,” he said getting to his feet after taking the books from me. 
 
     I nodded and stood up.  
 
    I suddenly felt so tiny standing in front of him. He was tall and well built, but not unreasonably big; he didn’t look like he was in pain like a lot of those guys tend to do. He ran his hand back through his hair, his smile deepening, and dimples started to slowly appear on his cheeks.  
 
    “Well, thanks Ms. Riley,” he said peering at my name badge.  
 
    “You’re welcome,” I mumbled before I walked quickly back to my table and set the magazines down. I checked the time on my phone and realized I wasted fifteen minutes trying to find magazines and then assaulting a customer with them.  
 
    I sat down and quickly spread the cream cheese on my bagel and opened one of the magazines. As I was eating and flipping pages, I felt someone suddenly standing near me. I looked up slowly and saw my victim standing there.  
 
    “Mind if I sit down? It’s a bit crowded in here,” he said gesturing around. 
 
    I didn’t realize the sudden explosion of customers in the café area, so I nodded and motioned toward the empty chair across from me with my half eaten bagel. 
 
    I went back to the magazine as he set his backpack down and opened his bag of food. We sat there in absolute silence as I flipped through the magazine and he read his book. I glanced at the time on my phone. I had five more minutes before I had to punch back in.  
 
    I sighed and got to my feet, collecting the magazines when he finally spoke.  
 
    “Leaving already?” he asked.  
 
    “My lunch is almost over, I kind of have to,” I explained with a small smile. 
 
    He nodded, as he shoved half of his food back into the bag and got to his feet. He leaned down for his backpack and slung it over his shoulder.  
 
    “I’ll throw that stuff away for you,” he offered grabbing my plate and the empty plastic cup. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said gratefully. 
 
    I ran off and put the magazines away before I made my way quickly back to the break room to drop my purse off. I went back to the customer service desk and punched in. I took a deep breath before I turned around to help the waiting customer when I laughed. 
 
    “How can I help you?” I asked my victim. 
 
    “If you had to recommend one book, any book in the store, what would it be?” he asked with a sexy grin. 
 
    I crossed my arms over my chest and stared at him for a moment. I couldn’t tell where he was from so that was a bargaining chip. 
 
    “Tell me where one comes from with such an accent and I’ll see what I can do,” I replied a little flirtatiously. 
 
    “New South Wales,” he replied with a laugh. “I’m Jaxton,” he said extending his hand.  
 
    I shook it quickly before I turned my attention to the computer to look up the bestselling books in the store. 
 
    “No, don’t be conventional,” he said after he leaned over to see what I was doing. “What would you read?” 
 
    I moved my hands away from the keyboard and motioned for him to follow me. We walked past the romance section, the fiction section, and the teen section, arriving in Sci-Fi.  
 
    “Take your pick,” I said, making a sweeping gesture with my arm. 
 
    He looked at the shelves before he turned his attention back to me, “You know what I think, Ms. Riley? I think you’re lying to me right now. I think you brought me to the Sci-Fi section because you think that I look like a Sci-Fi kind of person.” 
 
    The way his eyes became so serious and his voice became very quiet was unnerving. I don’t know why, but it was and I didn’t know what to do or say in that moment because he was right.   
 
    “Now, tell me the truth. What would you read?” he asked stepping a little closer to me.  
 
    “Riley are you okay?”  
 
    I glanced to my left and saw one of the managers standing there looking at us rather curiously. I nodded and she gave Jaxton a stern look before walking away and leaving us there.  
 
    “Riley dial two, four, seven at your convenience please,” came the announcement over the PA system. 
 
    I reached for the phone that was in my side pocket and dialed my manager. 
 
    “Hey,” I said when she answered.  
 
    “If you need to get away from him you can come to my office. I’ve been watching you guys on the camera and something doesn’t seem right about him,” she said.  
 
    “Okay. Sure, I’ll be right there,” I replied. “Sorry, I’ve got to run. My manager needs me,” I said to Jaxton apologetically. 
 
    I watched a small smile start to crease his beautifully full lips. He knows I’m lying again.  
 
    “I’ll see you around then,” he said with a nod as he walked toward the registers to pay for his books. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at home in the dark, with only the television illuminating the living room. I was eating a tuna fish and mayonnaise sandwich while watching reruns of The Twilight Zone. My favorite episode was on; Nick of Time. Luckily I had all of the episodes on DVD so I could watch them whenever I wanted. 
 
    That was my simple night time routine. To sit in my one bedroom apartment, eat a sandwich of sorts and watch The Twilight Zone.  
 
    I glanced at the clock next to the couch and sighed.  
 
    It was nine fifteen at night and I wasn’t tired yet.  
 
    Not that I had to go to work the next day, it was my day off, I just knew that tonight would be one of those nights where I would struggle to go to sleep and I’d be tired all day tomorrow because of it.  
 
    I finished my sandwich and cleaned up the coffee table of crumbs and cup ring marks before I turned off the TV and went into my bedroom. I climbed into bed, rolling onto my side as I raised the blanket to my waist, closing my eyes.  
 
    I opened my eyes again when my cell phone started to ring loudly. Guess I forgot to shut that off, I thought with a loud sigh. I closed my eyes when it stopped and angrily threw my sheet off when it happened again. 
 
    I stomped into the living room and leaned over the couch to retrieve it. 
 
    “Hello?” I barked into the phone. 
 
    “Sleeping were you?”  
 
    It was Jaxton. Not caring how he got my phone number at that particular moment, I went back into my bedroom and lay down on my bed. His accent was absolutely delicious and I didn’t mind talking to him for a little while. 
 
    “Trying, but then my phone rang,” I replied with a loud yawn. 
 
    “Should I let you go?” he asked. 
 
    I honestly thought about saying yes, but the way he made me feel earlier that day was enough to make me say no. 
 
    “Good, so I never did get to pick another book. Do you work tomorrow, Ms. Riley?” he asked. 
 
    Ms. Riley?  
 
    “Nope. Got the day off,” I replied. 
 
    “Then why are you going to bed so early?” he inquired. 
 
    I shrugged instead of answering. A chuckle was his response at my verbal silence, which prompted me to ask what I was wondering. 
 
    “How did you get my phone number?”  
 
    “You can find a wealth of information on the internet. It’s quite amazing really what’s public record and so easy to find. Especially for someone like me who is an immensely talented researcher,” he replied simply. 
 
    “For example?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “Well your phone number for instance,” he said with a laugh. 
 
    “Yeah but you would need my last name to go online snooping,” I pointed out. “I never gave it to you.” 
 
    “Ah yes, but the cashier did. I asked her for it and explained that I wanted to write a letter to your manager commending your supreme customer service,” he replied slyly. 
 
    “That’s creepy,” I said bluntly. “And I think I’m going to hang up now.” 
 
    I suddenly didn’t find his accent delicious or the thought of his smile appealing. I did, however, find that if he could locate my private cell phone number online because he was some sort of super hacker, he might end up at my doorstep. I hung up the phone as he laughed and put it on the table next to my bed.  
 
    I reached over for it again and was about to turn the volume off when the little text message box started dancing.  
 
    I clicked it open and read the message from Jaxton. 
 
    Too soon to call? I just wanted to hear your sexy American accent again. 
 
    I rolled my eyes before responding. 
 
    I don’t have an accent, New South Wales. And you could have just asked me for my phone number instead of acting like a teenager and sneaking around online to find it. 
 
    A few moments passed before he responded again. 
 
    Ouch. Good night then. 
 
    I didn’t bother responding. Instead I shut the phone completely off and stuck it in the top drawer. If the phone was out of sight, I wouldn’t be tempted to turn it back on and see if he had sent another message.  
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    I sat up when I woke up the next morning, yawned, then stretched before pushing off the sheets. Once I was semi-awake, I made my way into the bathroom to go through my morning ritual; pee, wash hands and face, brush teeth, floss. 
 
    I walked out of the bathroom and into the kitchen. Tossing a couple of brown cinnamon Pop Tarts into the toaster, I went into the living room and switched the TV on. I took the remote back into the kitchen and set it on the counter as I turned on the coffee pot, then leaned on the counter and rubbed my face with my hands. I knew that not going to sleep sooner was going to leave me tired today, I just knew it. 
 
    The toaster dinged next to me and my Pop Tarts sprang up. I grabbed a paper plate and quickly threw them on it trying not to burn my fingers. I started to nibble on one while I waited for the coffee to be done, when I realized something felt weird.  
 
    I haven’t looked at my phone yet. I went into the bedroom and pulled it out of the drawer, powering it on, and setting it next to my paper plate in the kitchen. 
 
    I had settled on some talk show that I never watched before and became so engrossed in it that I didn’t notice the light blinking on my phone for at least five minutes after I had made my coffee. 
 
    When the show went to commercial, I threw away my paper plate and grabbed my phone and coffee. I sat down on the couch and put my coffee down before I brought the phone screen to life. 
 
    I had one solitary message waiting to be read, so I shrugged and put my phone back down without reading it. 
 
    I spent the next thirty minutes on the couch drinking coffee and flipping through channels. This was my typical day off; sit at home and not do much of anything. To most people that would seem boring, but the prospect of being able to sit and not run all over the place was a nice change for me.  
 
    I was getting up to put my cold coffee cup in the sink when I saw the light blinking again. I raised an eyebrow and fell back onto the couch and finally opening my messages.  
 
    They were from Jaxton. One was from last night and the other was from five minutes ago.  
 
    I didn’t mean to frighten you. I’m sorry if I did. 
 
    That was from last night, the one he sent this morning was a picture of himself giving me a sad face. 
 
    I smiled and responded: 
 
    I’m sorry if I came across as a bitch. It was just weird to meet you and have you get my last name and phone number the same day. No hard feelings?  
 
    I put the phone down and went to empty my cup. I washed it and poured fresh coffee in it when I saw my light blinking again. I set the cup down and practically skipped to the couch. 
 
    None whatsoever Ms. Riley. :) 
 
    He should stop calling me that. I’ll get used to it and expect to hear it from everyone, I thought wryly. 
 
    How is your morning going Mr. Jaxton?  
 
    Jax is fine. Better now. 
 
    Good. 
 
    No response. He wound up staying quiet for the better part of the day and I wound up lounging on my couch happily being lazy for that same amount of time. When he did finally respond it was with a request.  
 
    Ms. Riley, I’d like a picture of you please.  
 
    I raised an eyebrow and didn’t respond right away. That was starting to cross into weird territory again. I decided to be witty and see if he would go for it. 
 
    I’m pretty sure you can Google one.  
 
    It wouldn’t be the same silly girl.  
 
    As I read that message I realized that I couldn’t remember the last time besides my mother that someone wanted a picture of me, so I got up and went to the bedroom and stood in front of my full length mirror. I was wearing a white camisole top and black panties. As I stared at my reflection for a moment, I wondered if it would be crossing the line to send him a picture dressed like I was, but before I could ponder it any further I held up the phone, snapped the picture, and hit send. 
 
    To say I was nervous about his response would be an understatement. If anything, I really just wanted to throw the phone in the trash can and never look at it again, but my curiosity wouldn’t let me. Instead, I sat on the bed and stared at my messages like a woman obsessed wondering what he had to say. 
 
    But he didn’t respond. For the rest of the day and even when I went to bed, the phone never blinked again.  
 
    I woke up the next morning and took a shower before getting dressed for work. I wanted to scrub the “stupid” off me for sending him that damn picture, but unfortunately I couldn’t. The only thing I could do was pray that that picture wouldn’t end up online somewhere. 
 
    I went into my room after I dried off and grabbed a loose light blue top and my black slacks. I slid on a pair of black ankle socks then reached under my bed for my light blue Mary Jane heels with bows on the side and gave myself a once over in the mirror. I ran my hands quickly through my hair and walked into the living room to grab my purse. Locking the door, I walked away from my apartment oblivious to the knowledge that my life was going to change forever. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Work was fairly uneventful. I got stuck at the registers for my shift and spent most of my time looking up books on the computer.  
 
    When I arrived for my shift, my co-workers told me that it didn't actually start for about six more hours.  
 
    With all that extra time, I decided some window shopping could be fun.  Then I went to eat some lunch, then I window shopped some more, then I came back to work.  
 
    I yawned and leaned against the shelves behind me as I waited for a customer, any customer, to bring something to the front so I could do something worthwhile. Instead, I saw one of my managers approaching the front with a very serious look on her face. 
 
    “Riley, come with me. Nancy is going to cover the rest of your shift,” Anya said.  
 
    I’m fired. I’m so fired.  
 
    Those were the only thoughts that ran through my head as I followed her back to the break room and into the manager’s office where she closed the door. 
 
    “Sit down,” she said softly. 
 
    I sat nervously on the edge of the seat across from her and started to wring my hands.  
 
    “Did I do something wrong?” I asked, my voice breaking. 
 
    “No. Riley, your mother called. Your grandmother just passed away,” she said gently. 
 
    I stared at her for a moment. Your grandmother just passed away. Did she really just say that?  
 
    “But ... She wasn’t sick,” I stammered. 
 
    “She had a heart attack.” 
 
    My body went numb as I tried to grasp onto the fact that my grandmother, one of my favorite people in the world, was dead.  
 
    “I have to go,” I said getting shakily to my feet.  
 
    “Of course,” Anya said. “Take some time off and let me know when you’re ready to come back. Your job will be waiting for you.” 
 
    I nodded and opened the door to the office. I went over to my purse and picked it up with shaky hands. Because I hadn’t zipped it I could see the light flashing inside.  I fumbled for it and left the break room with tears blurring my vision.  
 
    I was hoping it was my mother but it turned out to be Jaxton.  
 
    Beautiful picture, Ms. Riley. I apologize for the delayed response.  
 
    I didn’t bother texting a response. I hit the small phone icon next to his name and listened to the phone ring. Once, twice, until he finally answered. 
 
    “Miss me did you?” he asked with a laugh. 
 
    “My grandmother just died,” I replied in a shaky voice as I pushed the doors open and walked out into the night air. 
 
    “What? Where are you?” he asked in concern.  
 
    “I just walked out of work. I’m sitting on the sidewalk outside. I don’t know what to do, Jax,” I replied as the tears finally began to flow. 
 
    “I’ll be there in a minute, I was down the street,” he said before he hung up.  
 
    I dropped the phone into my purse and my purse onto the sidewalk next to me, as I put my face in my hands and burst into tears.  Customers walked in and out of the store and some stopped to ask me if I was okay. All I would do is nod and hope they would go away. 
 
    Five minutes later, I heard a pair of footsteps making their way quickly toward me.  Someone sat down next to me and I felt a strong arm go around my shoulder.  
 
    “I’m here, Ms. Riley. It’ll be okay,” Jax said as he held me close.  
 
    I put my head on his shoulder and just sobbed until I couldn’t anymore. Until the tears dried up and until it was almost physically impossible for me to breathe.  Jax would run his hands over my hair while he held me and at one point put his cheek against my hair, inhaling deeply.  
 
    I finally pulled away from him and rubbed my face with the back of my hand. I sniffled a couple of times before I got to my feet, him standing up next to me.  
 
    “Do you want to know why I’m really crying?” I asked. 
 
    He pushed my hair behind my ears and nodded. 
 
    “Because I don’t have any money. I can’t afford to go to the funeral,” I explained, dangerously close to tears again.  
 
    “I can help you, Ms. Riley. If you‘d let me, I can help you with that. But I would have a couple of conditions,” he said softly. 
 
    “You don’t even know me and you want to help me get to my grandmother’s funeral?” I asked with a sarcastic laugh. 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Riley. But like I said, I have a couple of conditions.” 
 
    “Fine. Name them, I’ll do anything to be able to go,” I replied blinking back tears. 
 
    “The first is that you let me go with you. I won’t be in the way and your family won’t even know that I’m there. I just ... It would sadden me greatly to know that you’re going through that without me.” 
 
    Whatever.  
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And the second is that you spend a little time with me when we get back. I’d like to get to know more about you before I decide,” he said. 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed with a nod. “I’ll let you come with me and I’ll spend time with you, if you can get me to and from the funeral.” 
 
    “Done,” he said with a triumphant smile. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Two days later we were at the airport. Jax had been quiet up until today when he called me and told me that he would be picking me up this morning.  He was even quiet on the ride here and while we stood at our gate.   
 
    “Thanks again,” I said, desperate to break the silence. 
 
    “Don’t thank me yet, Ms. Riley,” he replied. “Thank me after; when we’ve had some time alone together.” 
 
    I sighed and turned my face. I didn’t know what he was expecting would happen, but I didn’t plan on much other than hanging out and watching some movies, possibly. I wouldn’t allow it to go further than that. 
 
    The gate attendant called for our rows to board and he put a hand on my lower back, gently giving me a push. I glanced up at him and he smiled slightly as he fell in line behind me.  
 
    We walked down the hallway and onto the airplane where I looked around for our seat numbers.  
 
    Once I found them, Jax took my carry on bag and put it in the overhead before sliding his in and securing the door. He sat down next to me and fastened his seat belt. I opened the shutter that was covering the window and looked outside.  
 
    I didn’t get a chance to fly very often and I loved watching the world grow smaller and smaller below us the higher we went. 
 
    Jax leaned over and shut the shutter. I gave him a dirty look and opened it again, prompting him to lean across me and shut it again. 
 
    “Is there a problem?” I asked through clenched teeth. 
 
    “I don’t like the window open during takeoff,” he explained with a shrug. 
 
    “Well, I do,” I replied opening the shutter again. 
 
    A smirk appeared across Jax’s lips. He leaned back against his chair and closed his eyes.  
 
    “You’re disobedient. I kind of enjoy that,” he said. “But you will close that shutter when we take off, Ms. Riley.” 
 
    “I will?” I asked raising my eyebrows at him. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    His eyes were still closed and his head was still back against the chair. He seemed so damn confident that it was starting to drive me a little crazy. 
 
    I wouldn’t mind if he asked me to close the shutter, but doing it himself and then telling me that I would when the plane took off was a bit much. 
 
    The flight attendants finally started going through their safety routines and the captain finally made the announcement that the plane was going to take off, noting that we were second in line on the runway. 
 
    As the plane backed away from the gate, I put my chin in my hand and watched out the window. I was excited for the takeoff even though the end result would be a heartbroken family and a funeral. 
 
    I sighed as the plane slowly rolled forward. One more takeoff and we’d be next. Five minutes later, the engines on the plane came on as we started to roll down the runway. 
 
    “Ms. Riley; the shutter,” Jax said quietly. 
 
    I looked at Jax whose eyes were now open. His head was still leaned against the seat, but he was looking at me the same way he did in the Sci-Fi section of the bookstore. Dangerously and intensely, mixed with a hint of seductiveness. 
 
    “What about it Jax?” I asked tiredly. 
 
    “Shut it.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Jax gave me his sexy grin before he leaned over and pressed his forehead against the side of my head. He used his fingers to gently move my hair away from my ear. 
 
    “I’d rather not do this to you so soon and in such a cramped environment if I don’t have too,” he whispered. “Close. The. Shutter.” 
 
    The heat of his breath on the side of my face, the way his fingertips trailed along my neck when he moved my hair, and the grazing of his lips against my ear sparked something in me that I never felt before. 
 
    Submission.  
 
    With shuddery breaths and a shaky hand, I reached for the shutter and brought it down just in time for our plane to take off. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never been to Louisiana,” Jax remarked as we walked through the Louis Armstrong International Airport.  
 
    “I haven’t been here in five years,” I replied. 
 
    “Was that when you left, Ms. Riley?” he asked, glancing at me. 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    We walked in silence after that. I led him out the main doors wondering how the hell we were going to get to my parents’ house from here.  
 
    “I saw signs for rental agencies inside, Ms. Riley. Should we take a look?” Jax asked. 
 
    “Yeah. Catching a cab from the airport is going to cost a fortune and I already owe you,” I replied.  
 
    “Yes you do,” he said with a small smile creeping across his lips. 
 
    I rolled my eyes as we went back through the terminal toward the rental car counters.  
 
    Jax walked over to the closest counter with a female behind it and put his bag down. He leaned across the counter with a dashing smile and began to chat with her.  
 
    She was bright red and giggling within seconds. I watched him reach a hand across the counter and take the pen from her shirt pocket and wink at her before he started filling out the rental information.  
 
    And for some odd reason, I felt jealous.  
 
    I felt damn angry that he had seemed to have forgotten why he was in Louisiana to begin with and that I was standing only twenty feet away from them watching. 
 
    The rental car agent looked over at me and gave me a friendly smile. A smile that said, “I’ll be with you in just one second.” I returned it with a look that said, “Keep your hands to yourself or I’ll rip your hair out by the root.” 
 
    Her smile faltered.  
 
    Jax finally looked up and shoved the paperwork and pen across the counter toward her. 
 
    Two can play this game.  
 
    I knew that I potentially had enough money on my credit card to rent a car, so I went to the counter three spaces down from Jax and the Giggler. The guy behind the counter smiled brightly at me and I couldn’t help but notice how pretty his blue eyes were.  
 
    “Hi there. My name’s Mason. What kind of car are you interested in?” he asked cheerfully. 
 
    “Something small and compact. I won’t need much space, it’ll just be me and my bag,” I responded loudly. 
 
    I felt Jax’s eyes turn to me, but I refused to return his look.  
 
    Mason gave me a half smile and turned his computer screen to face me.  
 
    Seeing as though I knew it would be hot in New Orleans, I was wearing a pastel yellow tank top and my short denim shorts. I lifted myself off the floor and leaned over to get a better look at the screen. And also to give Mason a better look at me. 
 
    “How about that one?” I asked pointing at a white Toyota Corolla.  
 
    I glanced up at him and saw that he was staring at my breasts. 
 
    “Mason?” I asked with a giggle. 
 
    I kicked my legs a little since they were dangling above the floor, to add more to the flirtation. 
 
    “Um, sure,” he said, tearing his gaze away and turning the monitor back to face himself. 
 
    As he started to tap the keys on the keyboard, I felt a hand firmly land on my ass. I yelped and dropped down off the counter.  
 
    Before I could turn around, Jax pressed his body firmly against mine, pinning me to the counter. 
 
    “I think we’re okay here. I booked us a rental already, Ms. Riley. Sorry to waste your time,” he said to Mason. 
 
    I tried to take a deep breath to protest but I found myself starting to feel a bit lightheaded. My air supply was starting to become cut off by being held against the counter at the waist.  
 
    “Apologize, Ms. Riley,” Jax whispered softly into my ear. “Tell him you’re sorry for wasting his time.” 
 
    “Sorry for wasting your time,” I managed to gasp out. 
 
    Jax backed away from me and took my bag. The look he gave me reeked of satisfaction as he nodded toward the door and I followed him out into the parking lot. 
 
    We reached a dark red Mercedes SUV and he pushed a button on the remote he was holding. The hatchback slowly opened and I raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “A Mercedes? Isn’t this kind of expensive?” I asked him. 
 
    “I was going to get a smaller car, non-luxury, until I noticed your display. Of course, that upped the ante, Ms. Riley,” he said as he took my bag and put it in the back.  
 
    “This isn’t a game, Jaxton. We’re here because of a funeral; my grandmother’s funeral, might I add,” I retorted. 
 
    He smiled and lifted his bag into the back of the SUV, before he walked around to the driver’s side door. I heard him open it and watched him climb in before closing it again.  
 
    “Besides,” I continued once I was in the passenger’s seat, “you’re the one that practically accosted that girl at the counter. I didn’t see you apologizing to her for that.” 
 
    “How did it make you feel to see that, Ms. Riley?” he asked, adjusting the mirrors. 
 
    I stared at him. The urge to slap him across the face for playing this stupid game was so strong in me, but I figured that he might like it for some reason, so I didn’t. Instead, I just pulled my seat belt on and looked out the tinted window. 
 
    Jax set the keys on the console and drummed his fingers on the steering wheel, “I asked you a question, Ms. Riley.” 
 
    “I’m not deaf, Jax. And please cut out the ‘Ms. Riley’ stuff,” I replied with a heavy sigh. 
 
    “I rather like it,” he said with a smile. “Your blatant disobedience. This can prove to be quite fun. Would you like to know what I want from you now, Ms. Riley? In exchange for all of this?”  
 
    “You already told me. That you come with me, which you have, and that I spend time with you when we get back,” I replied curiously. 
 
    He finally turned his eyes toward me but the smile had left his lips. In fact, Jax looked so serious that my hands instinctively went to the door handle. I was ready to jump out and run if need be. 
 
    “Yes. But there’s something you need to sign in order to spend time with me. I have it with me; you can choose to view it when we get to the hotel or you can wait until we get back,” he said. 
 
    “Hotel?” I asked in confusion. “I thought we were going to stay at my parent’s house.” 
 
    “I told you that your family would never know I was here didn’t I Ms. Riley? I won’t attend the services and I won’t go near your family’s home. That was part of the deal,” he replied. 
 
    I opened my mouth and closed it. I couldn’t argue with him there, but I also wasn’t going to stay with him in the hotel. I planned on staying at my parent’s home and that’s what I intended on doing.  
 
    “Would you at least drop me off at their house?” I asked him. 
 
    “No, Ms. Riley. I couldn’t risk having them see me. They’d ask too many questions,” he said quietly. “I will, however, pay for your cab fare to and from the hotel.” 
 
    I knew it. He thinks I’m staying with him. Fuck that. 
 
    “Jax, I’m staying with my mother and father while I’m here,” I replied evenly. 
 
    “You misunderstood,” he said with a chuckle. “What I meant was that I will pay for you to get to your parents’ house after I check in and when it’s all over, I’ll pay for you to come back to the hotel the night before we leave.” 
 
    I glanced at the keys on the console and back at Jax, “When do you plan on starting this thing anyway? I mean, we can have this chat on the way to your hotel, can’t we?” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Riley. We can.” 
 
    He grabbed the keys and slid the larger one into the ignition, bringing the engine to life.  
 
    I made myself comfortable in my seat as he strapped the seat belt against his broad chest.  
 
    For the trip he had worn a casual black shirt with the sleeves rolled just above the elbow.  
 
    He wore dark red True Religion denim jeans and expensive looking black deck shoes with no socks. 
 
    Jax stretched his arm out and put a hand behind the headrest of my seat and I watched his arm flex as he put the truck in reverse. It took everything in my power not to reach out and run my hand down his arm.  
 
    “It’s the accent, isn’t it?” I asked, fighting my urges and turning on the air conditioner. I was suddenly sweating and I didn’t want him to notice. 
 
    “What?” he asked, pulling his arm away and putting the car in drive. 
 
    “Your accent, New South Wales,” I said with a laugh, “It gets the girls every time doesn’t it?” 
 
    “It definitely helps,” he replied with a chuckle. 
 
    Half an hour later we were pulling into the Windsor Court Hotel parking lot. My eyes widened as I looked at the building in front of us. Obviously this was going to cost him a pretty penny. 
 
    “This ... looks expensive,” I said. 
 
    “It is Ms. Riley. But in the end it will be worth it. Now wait here; I’m going to go check in and then I’ll return to collect you,” he said, getting out of the truck. 
 
    I nodded and watched him reach into the back of the SUV and grab a hooded jacket. He pulled it over his head and gave me a small smile, before walking into the extravagant hotel. I sighed and undid my seat belt.  
 
    Check-ins didn’t usually take very long so it knew it would be no time before Jax was back.  
 
    I pulled down the visor and flipped open the lid to the small mirror and looked at myself. I wasn’t quite sure what it was about me that commanded his attention as much as it did, but he seemed to be attracted to me for some reason. 
 
    I mean I didn’t think I was bad looking, but I knew I wasn’t “hot” either.  
 
    I had a bad habit of dying my hair to hell and back, so I had threw a box of black into it and called it a day. 
 
    I was also tired of cutting it so much; now it sat past my shoulders. My face was a little fuller than most and I had maybe an extra five or so pounds on me.  
 
    What the hell is he seeing? I wondered, squinting at myself.  
 
    I rolled my eyes and closed the visor. I turned my attention to the people who were walking to their cars on the other side of the parking lot, when a strong hand went over my mouth.  
 
    A small pinprick of pain into my neck followed. It all happened so quickly that I never had a chance to fight back.  
 
    And that was the last thing that I can remember. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure how long I had been asleep or what the hell had actually happened. The headache that was radiating throughout my head was absolutely blinding, but past it all I could almost swear that I smelled the ocean somewhere.  
 
    That’s … weird. There aren’t any oceans near Cheyenne.  
 
    I opened my eyes finally and put my hand to my forehead. The blast of sunlight that crept its way through the wooden shuttered windows caused me to grunt in pain and close my eyes tightly. 
 
    Maybe I had fallen and hit my head. That had to be it, right? I’d never felt such a horrible headache before in my life. I forced myself off the bed and looked around the room, completely unfamiliar with my surroundings. I looked down and saw that I had been dressed in a light blue, delicate over shirt that hung open with no way of closing it.  
 
    Underneath it was a white bra, a pair of very short white denim shorts, and not much else. I felt naked honestly. 
 
    I decided to get to my feet and walk over to the window to take a peek outside and inhaled sharply.  
 
    The beautiful white sandy beach and the crisp blue waters were rolling gently on the shore.  
 
    I was dressed like the scenery outside.  
 
    I felt like, in a way, I was meant to be a reflection of the Utopia outside the window. What are the chances that I’ve died and gone to Heaven? 
 
    I heard the sound of deep laughter suddenly ring out through the house somewhere and I jumped.  
 
    I obviously wasn’t alone.  
 
    I took a deep breath and walked barefoot across the softly carpeted floor toward the door of the enormous bedroom and slowly opened it.  
 
    It was already slightly cracked so I was able to easily slide my fingers around it and pull it back toward me.  Another boom of laughter wafted up the stairs toward me. Yes, I was upstairs; that much was obvious from the view I had when I looked outside. 
 
    I bit my lip tentatively. I didn’t recognize the laugh but if this person wanted to hurt or kill me, wouldn’t they have done it already?  
 
    Stop being such a chicken, Riley.  
 
    I chuckled quietly at my inner heroine, as I liked to call her, and walked out of the bedroom. Wherever I was, the house was kept extremely neat and the hallway seemed never ending for some reason. I moved as quickly as I could, my feet muffled by the same carpeting that was in the bedroom. It was weird honestly but it helped me quietly navigate toward the staircase, which by the way did not have the same carpeting. Instead they seemed to be made of some kind of expensive stone. Marble? Limestone? Does it matter?  
 
    I put a hand to my mouth to stop myself from giggling. My inner heroine could be so sarcastic sometimes.  
 
    My feet slapped against the cold, hard stone as I made my way down the steps. I heard the sound of what I assumed to be the television lowering as I continued down. Even the stairs seemed never ending for some reason, but soon I was standing on the main floor, which was as cold as the steps.  
 
    I wrapped my shirt around myself and decided to head toward the sound of the quieted voices and see who it was that lived here. I knew I had to be careful, so as I passed doors, I made mental notes of how many steps it would take to get to them. I wanted the nearest exit handy just in case I needed to barrel through it.  
 
    “Hello?” I called out nervously. 
 
    The only response was the sound of a chuckle that echoed into the main room I was standing in. I shifted from my right foot to my left and stared at the open doorway of the room to my right. That’s where the sounds of the television had drifted from and that’s where the chuckle had just come from.  
 
     “Hello?” I repeated. 
 
    “Come in,” the voice said.  
 
    I had seen horror movies that started like this. It was almost like going into the basement when you knew the world’s most horrible things tended to happen in there, but you went anyway. 
 
    I cleared my throat and walked into the spacious living room.  
 
    I stopped short when I saw a man sitting with his back to me, sitting on the arm of the couch.  
 
    His body was absolutely immaculate; one that you wanted to reach out and touch even though you knew it would lead to deep, dark sins.  
 
    He was wearing a black sleeveless shirt and it looked like black athletic shorts, but I couldn’t tell from where I was standing. I craned my neck to see what he was watching but couldn’t see past him. 
 
    “Hi,” I said quietly. 
 
    He turned his face slightly and I saw the smile that was sitting on his face. His gorgeous lips curled at the edges and I felt a shiver go through me.  
 
    “It’s about time you woke up. You’ve been asleep for days,” he replied. 
 
    His accent was absolutely amazing and even though it was a bit hard for me to understand some of his words, I wanted to just sit next to him and listen to him speak.  
 
    Find out who he is and where you are before you fawn all over him. 
 
    “So, um. What’s up?” I asked, pulling the shirt tighter over myself.  
 
    He chuckled again and turned his face back to the television.  
 
    “How’s your head, Ms. Riley?” he asked conversationally. 
 
    “It hurts a bit,” I responded truthfully. 
 
    “It’ll go away soon. I promise,” he said turning the volume up a few bars. 
 
    He cleared his throat and continued watching whatever it was that I had interrupted him from.  
 
    He was hunched over where he sat and after a few moments, he leaned over to the table next to him and placed a hand towel down, before setting an empty bowl of cereal on it.  
 
    Well, almost empty; I could still see some milk and a few pieces of whatever it was at the bottom of the bowl. 
 
    He stretched his arms over his head before sliding down onto the couch cushion and interlacing his fingers behind his neck.  
 
    I stood there uncomfortably waiting for some further kind of acknowledgment, but I didn’t receive any.  
 
    Instead, he continued to laugh at the program he was watching, shifting on the couch every now and then.   
 
    “This is a very nice house you have here, Mr. … ,” I said, capitalizing on the fact that commercials had just started rolling.  
 
    “Whitlock. Thank you, Ms. Riley. I’m glad you like it,” he replied. 
 
    Okay, I don’t know any Mr. Whitlock. I need to get out of here. I took a few steps backward, listening and agreeing with my inner heroine. Something about him not turning to face me or acknowledge my presence was starting to scare me.  
 
    I turned around and walked as quickly as I could to the closest door to the living room. The main doors to the estate I was in were tall and thick.   
 
    They were topped with beautiful arched windows that allowed the sunlight to have secret glimpses into the home of Mr. Whitlock.    
 
    I quietly put my hand on the wrought iron door handle and pulled down. But it didn’t budge. I gave it a wiggle and tried to push down again and nothing.  
 
    “All the doors in the house and on this property require separate codes to open and close,” Mr. Whitlock said. 
 
    I jumped and screamed in shock, turning to face him.  
 
    He was sitting on the stairs watching me with a look of amusement.  
 
    And dear God was he beautiful.  
 
    So beautiful in fact, that I didn’t realize I was standing there the closest to being naked in front of a man as I ever had been, until he leaned back against the steps and let his eyes wander down my  body. 
 
    I quickly pulled the shirt around myself feeling my face turn crimson from embarrassment. 
 
    “Don’t hide yourself from me, Ms. Riley. I quite enjoy looking at you. I have from the first day I saw you,” he said quietly. 
 
    “How do you know my name?” I finally blurted out. 
 
    He looked at me suspiciously for a moment, before a look of understanding dawned on his face.  
 
    I watched Mr. Whitlock as he got to his feet and make his way toward me. He stopped a few inches away from me and ran a finger down the side of my face. 
 
    “It will all come back to you, Ms. Riley. You’ll remember who I am and why you’re here. You’ll remember the deal we made and you’ll remember what I expect of you so far. I would, however, like to make a small request,” he said in a soft tone.  
 
    I was so mesmerized by his touch that I knew I would damn near agree to anything he wanted from me. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply as he used his other hand to gently pry my hands away from the shirt. He slid his hand around my waist and pulled me close to him.  
 
    “Yes?” I asked in a whisper. 
 
    Mr. Whitlock leaned his face down toward me, his lips hovering a mere breath away from mine. 
 
    “I want you to take your clothes off. I want you to come upstairs with me. I want to fuck you, Ms. Riley. I desperately want to feel you from the inside. I want to revel in you tightening around me,” he whispered, pressing himself against me.  
 
    What?  
 
    I snapped out of my “trance” immediately and pushed him away. I wrapped the shirt around myself and stepped back until I was flat against the door.  
 
    “No thank you,” I replied evenly. “I don’t think I want my first time to be with a total stranger. In fact, I know I don’t.” 
 
    He smiled as he put a hand on either side of my face. He had me trapped against the door and a half smile was sitting on his gorgeous face. 
 
    “Your first time?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “But it wouldn’t be your first time, Ms. Riley,” he replied mysteriously. 
 
    “Mr. Whitlock, I have to disagree. I have yet to have sex. With anyone. Now if you would be so kind as to punch the code into the door, I’d like to get the hell out of here,” I said uneasily. 
 
    “I understand,” he said with a heavy sigh. He leaned against the door next to me and pursed his lips before he spoke again. “I won’t let you out just yet since that would be a violation of our agreement. And as for my request; I just thought you’d want to be awake this time to enjoy it.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    I was sitting on the bedroom floor absolutely numb to his words; I just thought you’d want to be awake this time to enjoy it. Was he telling me the truth? Was it a mind game? How would I ever know?  
 
    Mr. Whitlock’s footsteps echoed as he started to climb the stairs.  
 
    I got to my feet and looked around for a way out.  
 
    The window. If I jump it won’t kill me, it’ll just hurt like hell.  
 
    I took a deep breath and made my way toward the window quickly. His footsteps intensified as I put my hand on the pane and started to pull with everything that I had inside of me. 
 
    “Open,” I grunted urgently. 
 
    Fuck. This goddamn thing is stuck! 
 
    “You need a code to open the windows as well,” he said from the doorway.  
 
    “Let me out of here!” I screamed as I stubbornly pulled on the window again.  
 
    Mr. Whitlock approached the window and gently pulled my hands away from it. He held them up for a moment, almost as if inspecting them, before he let me go and went to sit on the bed. 
 
    “Ms. Riley, I need you to calm down. Stop trying to leave and stop yelling,” he said tiredly. “I will not let you out until we’ve fulfilled our agreement and I will not tolerate raised voices in my home unless they are mine.” 
 
    I ran out of the room and he sighed heavily behind me. There had to be a way out of this place and I was going to find it. I was standing in the hallway wringing my hands knowing that going down the stairs wasn’t going to lead to anything other than more coded doors, so I ran the other way and started pulling on doors. Doors that wouldn’t open; doors that had small electronic pads under the handles. 
 
    “Ms. Riley. Come back. Now,” he said in a stern voice that echoed down the hallway. 
 
    “Stay the hell away from me,” I yelled back as I moved to the next door and pulled with all my strength. 
 
    In a matter of moments, I felt his strong hands on my arms pulling me away from the door.  
 
    He spun me around to face him and used one large hand to hold my wrists together like a vice. He gave me a stern look paired with a soft smile as struggled to get out of his grip. 
 
    “I won’t tolerate disobedience in my home, Ms. Riley. I believe that if I ask something of you as simple as to not run around my home, not scream, and not try to break my doors and windows down, that you should kindly abide by that,” he said his voice as soft as his smile. 
 
    “Then why don’t you let me out and you won’t have to deal with my ‘disobedience’”, I shot back, still trying to get out of his grip. 
 
    He laughed loudly at my words. I didn’t find anything amusing about what I said and he seemed to think that holding me hostage in this fortress was a game of some sorts.  
 
    Oh God. I’m probably going to die here, I thought frantically. And that’s when my inner heroine surfaced. I knew that if I calmed down there was a slim chance I could talk myself out of this situation.  
 
    “What’s your first name?” I asked taking a steadying breath. 
 
    “Jaxton. I’ve already told you that you can call me Jax, Ms. Riley,” he replied, not loosening his grip. 
 
    “Why do you call me Ms. Riley instead of Riley?” I asked in genuine curiosity. 
 
    “Because I believe in manners. Until you give me permission to call you by your first name, then I’ll refer to you as Ms. Riley,” he said matter-of-factly. 
 
    “You officially have my permission to call me Riley,” I replied carefully.  
 
    “Thank you,” he said with a pleasant smile. 
 
    I nodded, “How long do you plan on keeping me here, Jax?”  
 
    “I was thinking of forever, of course.” My vision blurred at his words.  
 
    I felt the tears threatening to spill over but I blinked a few times, refusing to let them. “But I also have a trial period. I think that you’re just what I need to feel enough and I’m sure that once you become acclimated to how I like things to be, you’ll find that I’m quite good for you as well.” 
 
    Keep talking, Riley. Whatever you do, don’t give up. 
 
      “What arrangement did we come to?” I asked my voice barely above a whisper. 
 
     “Oh, Riley,” he said softly brushing the hair off my forehead. “Your grandmother died. In exchange for fare to the funeral, you agreed to let me accompany you and spend time together when we got back.” 
 
    I furrowed my brow trying to remember and letting the tears finally fall. My grandmother was dead? I turned my face away from him for a moment and took a small steadying breath. Okay. I would accept that. For now. 
 
    “What do I have to do to get you to trust me?” I asked. 
 
    He chuckled and tightened his grip around my wrists.  
 
    It wasn’t particularly painful, but I was worried that if he gripped any tighter, he might leave bruises on me.  
 
    “You can’t talk your way out of my home, out of our arrangement, and out of being obedient, Riley. You have to earn certain privileges with me and trust is the last one you’ll be rewarded with. But I think that for the rest of the day I’ll let you walk around the house. Most of the doors won’t open without a code as you know, and the ones that do aren’t a way to escape. As a matter of fact, some of the doors that do open might frighten you. Some of them might thrill you. You’ll have to let me know which does which when I come to collect you. And tonight, you and I will start your lessons. Much like the doors, some you will enjoy and some will scare you. But it will be up to me, not you Riley, to decide which ones are the most tolerable and intolerable for you,” he said in a low, serious tone. 
 
    “Agreed,” I whispered in a shaky voice. 
 
    He nodded and let go of my wrists. I began to rub them as I wondered what the hell I was going to have to endure to gain my freedom. 
 
    “The sun goes down in four hours. You have until then,” Jax said before he turned and walked away. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    I spent the first hour of my “freedom” exploring the second floor.  
 
    By exploring, I meant punching in every combination of numbers I could think to open the damn windows, but I always managed to lock the pads after the third try.  
 
    I knew he would most likely be angry when he realized what I had spent this time doing, but he would also be dense to not assume that I wouldn’t try. 
 
    After I had sufficiently tripped the safety backup on all of the code pads, I made my way down the stairs. 
 
    Jax had gone back to the living room and I could hear him watching something again.  
 
    From the sounds of the screams, I assumed it to be a horror movie of some sort. Figures, I thought rolling my eyes. 
 
    I tiptoed past the living room and followed the wide hallway into the kitchen. 
 
    I looked around curious at how immaculate it was.  
 
    It looks like it’s never even been used. Okay; he’s a neat freak. Check. 
 
    Behind me, I heard his footsteps as he made his way to the kitchen. He walked past me without so much as a glance and reached into the large restaurant sized refrigerator for … what is that?  
 
    He set the slab of meat on the counter and reached up into one of the beautiful oak cabinets to pull out a loaf of bread. 
 
    I watched as he sat down on one of the stools and put at least six slices of the meat onto the two slices of bread, before going back to the refrigerator to replace the meat and pull out a bag of lettuce and some mayonnaise.  
 
    After putting three pieces of lettuce on his growing sandwich, he opened a drawer under the counter he was sitting at, pulled out a knife and applied a thin layer of mayo to it.  
 
    I had never found the making of a sandwich to be as intriguing as the way Jax did it because he actually held it up eye level, put it down, and cut the excess lettuce that was peeking out of the sides off, before he was satisfied enough to return the bag and the mayo back to the refrigerator. 
 
    My eyes wandered to the knife on the counter. It was sharp enough to … hurt.  
 
    Jax drummed his fingers along the top of the fridge while he stood in front of it looking for something else.  
 
    I moved closer to the counter, never taking my eyes off the knife. If I can get my hands on it I can force him to let me out.  
 
    “If you’re planning on sticking me, I would hope you’d think to use a better knife than that, Riley,” he said, still engrossed in the contents of the fridge. “Something larger, sharper; something that would make me wonder if I was going to survive the attack. Not a knife used to spread condiments on a sandwich.” 
 
    He shook his head in amusement, before he finally pulled out a big plastic jug of water and came back to the counter.  
 
    Setting it down, he reached for the knife and cut the sandwich in half, then held it out to me. 
 
    “If you want to have a go, please do. But make sure that I don’t survive, Riley. I’d be quite upset if you attacked me and left me with scars,” he warned seriously. 
 
    Take the knife and ram it through his throat! my inner heroine screamed.  
 
    “No thank you,” I replied to him and her. I pulled my shirt around myself again and stood there for a moment. “Jax, can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Yes?” he asked, placing the knife down. 
 
    “Why am I dressed like this?” 
 
    He leaned forward, putting his elbows on the counter and crossing his arms.  
 
    A genuinely happy smile crossed his face and he looked me up and down for a moment before he answered, “It reminds me of Bondi Beach, the way you’re dressed. I have a lot of good memories from childhood on that beach. God, I haven’t been there in years,” he said wistfully. 
 
    “How come?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “Are you really interested? I can tell you now and chew up your ‘free’ time or I can tell you tonight after our lesson,” he replied. 
 
    I sat down on the stool across from him. It was obvious that I was in a homemade version of Fort Knox, so free time wasn’t really needed or wanted. 
 
    “I’m interested,” I replied, crossing my left leg over the right. I used one hand to hold my shirt together and placed an elbow on the counter.  
 
    Jax smiled at me and took a bite of his sandwich. I waited patiently for him to chew and swallow the piece in his mouth because I had another question for him.  
 
    “Ask me. I can see it in your eyes,” he said, wiping his mouth with a napkin. 
 
    “Where’s Bondi Beach?” I asked sheepishly. 
 
    “About one hundred miles south,” he replied with a smirk.  
 
    “What? That doesn’t make sense. I’ve never heard of a ‘Bondi Beach’ anywhere near Wyoming,” I replied in confusion.  
 
    Jax finished his sandwich in silence.  
 
    He took the plate to the sink and washed it thoroughly followed by his hands, then came back to retrieve the fork.  
 
     Once that was washed and he had the dishwasher properly loaded, he took the sponge, wet it, and wiped the counter clean.  
 
    Clearing his throat, he took his place on the stool across from me again and drummed his fingers on the countertop. 
 
    “What makes you think you’re still in Wyoming, Riley? Or in America for that matter?” he asked conversationally. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I think that?” I countered reasonably. “I don’t have a passport Jax; no airport, or any port for that matter, would let me out of the United States.” 
 
    He smiled and got to his feet. He left the kitchen and told me he’d be right back and not to move. I sighed resting my chin in the palm of my hand. I didn’t believe him and he knew it.  
 
    “May I have your hands please?” he asked walking back into the kitchen. His hands were behind his back obviously hiding something from me. 
 
    “Why?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Because I’m going to take you outside, and I’d rather that you not try to run away,” he replied simply. 
 
    This is your chance, Riley. Take it! Run and scream ‘fire’ so people pay attention! 
 
    “Your hands,” he prompted softly. 
 
    I slowly climbed off the stool and walked over to Jax. He gave me a small smile as I held my hands out in front of me. 
 
    “Not that way, this way,” he said turning me around.  
 
    With swift movements, he pulled my hands behind my back and secured some kind of leather cuffs around my wrists.  
 
    I stood in place while he buckled them securely, before turning me to the side and snapping a chain in between them. He balled the chain around his fist and ran his free hand gently down the side of my face smiling at me.  
 
    “Don’t you look absolutely beautiful like this,” he whispered leaning down into my ear. 
 
    Feeling his breath on the side of my face again was so intoxicating that I closed my eyes for a moment. I was getting the same familiar feeling I had in the bookstore.  
 
    The … bookstore? 
 
    I opened my eyes and turned my face completely toward him. He, undaunted by my sudden movement, let our lips graze each other’s briefly before he stood back up to his full height. 
 
    “You were in the bookstore,” I said. 
 
    “Memory coming back to you? I told you that it would once the dose wears off. But we’ll worry about all of this later. I have something to prove to you right now. But first …” 
 
    His voice trailed off as he stood there staring at me.  
 
    After about ten seconds of inspecting me, he pulled me toward him and let his hand wander up the back of my over shirt. I stood there helpless to stop him as he flicked the hooks on my bra. 
 
    Okay. Stay calm; he can’t get the fucking thing completely off you if you’re hands are tied behind your back.  
 
    Jax stepped back for a moment and looked at me, before he shook his head, “That won’t do, will it?”  
 
    He led me to the counter we had been sitting at and pulled open a drawer.  
 
    I heard him rifling around in it before brandishing a pair of sharp scissors and coming back toward me.  
 
    *Snip, snip*; the straps were cut and the bra hit the floor. Jax stepped back for a moment and nodded in satisfaction before he put the scissors away and picked up the bra, tossing it into the garbage can underneath the counter. 
 
    “Much better,” he murmured. 
 
    I dug my heels into the floor as he began to pull me forward.  
 
    I was already embarrassed enough to just be standing in front of him half naked; there was no way in hell I was going to be paraded outside for everyone else to see to. 
 
    “Riley?” he asked giving the chain a pull. 
 
    “Absolutely not,” I replied.  
 
    “But I didn’t ask you if you wanted to,” he replied with a small smile. 
 
    “There’s no way in hell that I’m going outside with my tits hanging out for the world to see,” I said stubbornly pulling on the chain. 
 
    “Again, I didn’t ask you if you wanted to,” he said, yanking me roughly toward him. 
 
    “I said no,” I spat back trying to pull away from him again.  
 
    He looked outraged and angry for a moment, just a precious moment, before he nodded and lifted me off the ground. 
 
    “Apparently, we need to start our lessons earlier than I thought,” he said quietly. I bucked in his arms trying to get away from him and he stopped walking.  
 
    He gave me an angry look and took me into the living room, where he tossed me onto the floor.  
 
    I landed hard on my stomach and grunted when he gently pressed his knee into my side to hold me in place.  
 
    I couldn’t see what he was doing, but I heard him open a box of some sort. The next thing I knew, I had another pair of leather cuffs around me, but these were on my ankles.  
 
    And the chain ... The chain he had balled up around his fist was now holding my wrists and ankles together at an odd angle.  
 
    The bastard had hogtied me.  
 
    I knew better than to struggle in this position because there was a danger of dislocation. So, I lay there on my stomach, hogtied, while he went into the kitchen to retrieve another bowl of cereal. A minute or two later, he came back, turned the television on and sat on the couch arm again. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    I can’t believe he went to bed and left me like this. 
 
    I was still on my stomach and hogtied on the lushly carpeted living room. Jax hadn’t said a single word to me since he put me in this position; he just turned off the television and the lights when he was done and went upstairs.  
 
    My arms were aching terribly and I felt myself becoming tired.  
 
    I kept fighting the sleep off though. I didn’t want to relax and then tear something because of it. I sighed and rested my face on the carpet trying to think of ways to stay awake.  
 
    Another hour (I think) passed when I heard him humming as he descended the staircase. 
 
    The light in the living room flipped on and I turned my face to watch him. I expected that he would come over and take these fucking things off me because that would be the right thing to do.  
 
    I expected incorrectly. 
 
    After he had crouched down in front of the entertainment center and picked out a movie, he walked out of the living room again and switched the lights off on the way out.  
 
    The darkness and the silence started to get to me after yet another hour passed. The sun had gone down and the moon was barely shining into the room. I had reached the point of sheer exhaustion and I knew what I had to do. 
 
    Endure. 
 
    But not like this. I took a few quick breaths and closed my eyes tightly as I began to pull. Don’t stop. No matter how much it hurts, break your way out of this. 
 
    I did everything that I could to break free without terribly hurting myself. I arched myself up so that I could grip the chain as best as I could in my fingertips.  
 
    I followed the length of it and realized that it was being held in place by a mere fish hook clasp at the end, so I stretched my left arm just a little further.  
 
    Almost … just a little more … 
 
    That’s when I felt it.  
 
    My left shoulder popped and it was followed by a burning feeling of pain. I put my face against the carpet and tried not to cry out. 
 
    I didn’t want him to know what I was doing because I didn’t know if he would think this an act of disobedience worthy of punishment. But now, because my arm had gone limp, it was easier to undo the chain and get out of this terrible position I had spent hours in.  
 
    I rolled over onto my back, the leather cuffs still around my ankles, and stared at the ceiling. Ten minutes, I was still trying to collect myself when I heard Jaxton making his way down the stairs again.  
 
    I got to my feet and looked around desperately for a place to hide.  
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a bookcase I hadn’t quite noticed before and tiptoed quietly toward it.  
 
    I managed to squeeze myself behind it somehow and did my best to keep my shuddery breathing to a minimum as the lights came on again. 
 
    His sharp gasp of shock was followed by quiet laughter.  
 
    “The one that got away,” he mused to himself as he turned the lights off and exited the room. I waited a while behind the bookcase. Because I couldn’t hear his footsteps from here, I only came out from behind it when I assumed it was safe enough that he would be in another part of the house. 
 
    I held onto my arm as I carefully snuck out of my hiding spot and made my way toward the doorway. I listened for a moment; complete silence. I took a few tentative steps into the moonlit hallway when the lights suddenly came on overhead. 
 
    I swallowed the scream in my throat when I saw Jaxton sitting on the stairs and leaned back, watching me in amusement. He looked at my arm and shook his head. 
 
    “You know what you remind me of? This dingo my father once broke and gutted when we were hiking in Cairns. See, he had given the damn animal plenty of opportunities to move on and let us by, but it was so stubborn. Like you, Riley. So when he saw the opportunity, he broke it,” he said with a smirk. 
 
    He’s fucking nuts. I’m stuck in a house with a psychotic person and I can’t get out.  
 
    “Now please don’t worry. I would never harm you physically, but I will break you if I have too,” he said getting to his feet. “Come here, please. I’d like to put that back into place for you.” 
 
    I took a step back for every step that he took forward until I found myself against the door.  
 
    “Riley, please. I’ve already said that I’m not going to physically harm you. Just let me put that back in place. I can wrap it after and have someone come take a proper look at it in the morning,” he said standing no more than a foot away from me.  
 
    One more day Riley; you can do this.  
 
    I took a deep breath and nodded. Jax came over to me and put a hand firmly on my arm and another on my shoulder. 
 
    “This is going to hurt, so please forgive me,” he whispered before he popped my shoulder back into place.  
 
    I let out a scream of pain and Jax pulled me toward him, wrapping me up in his arms.  
 
    He ran a hand over my hair and shushed me.  
 
    He told me that the pain would go away as suddenly as it appeared, but we would need to go upstairs so he could try to wrap my arm.  
 
    I nodded and blinked back tears as he put an arm gently around my back, while still holding my left arm carefully. We walked up the stairs in silence until we reached the one door I never thought to look in because I hadn’t noticed it for some reason until now.  
 
    He pushed open a pair of double doors and led me into what I could only assume to be his bedroom.  
 
    It was absolutely stunning; the walls were pure white and reminded me of snow.  
 
    The carpet wasn’t as lush as the carpeting in the room I woke up in, but it was just as soft and black.  
 
    He had a huge flat screen television on the opposite wall of where his king sized bed sat. T 
 
    here was one large bay window on the wall, which sat open and led to a balcony.  
 
    Thin white linen (but I knew better) curtains were dancing lazily as the cool breeze drifted into the room.  
 
    “Do you like it?” he asked softly. 
 
    “It’s … beautiful,” I marveled. 
 
    “Thank you. I need you to remove that now,” he said.  
 
    I looked up at him questioningly and he chuckled. “I can’t wrap your arm over the shirt. I need you to remove it please. I promise no lessons tonight, since I think you’ve already taught yourself one for the both of us.” 
 
    I sighed and nodded again.  
 
    He was right; it just bothered me that I was going to be standing in front of him feeling even more naked than I already was.  
 
    I shrugged off the left sleeve after he let my arm go, then the right. Jax moved behind me and slowly removed it from my shoulders, letting his fingers trail down my back. 
 
    I shivered involuntarily and turned slightly to give him a dirty look, which he met with a smile before folding the shirt and placing it on the bed.  
 
    “Sit. Please,” he said softly. 
 
    I used my right arm to cover my breasts as I tried to get comfortable on the edge of the bed. Jaxton crouched down and placed a hand on either side of me.  
 
    “I want nothing more than for us to be equals, Riley. I want us to learn to please each other; sexually and emotionally. I can’t have you disobeying me, understand? I wouldn’t have left you in the living room all night, but I also don’t want to have to worry that you’ll hurt yourself to get away from me every time I tie you up,” he said, brushing my hair out of my face. 
 
    “I don’t want to be here,” I responded in a shaky voice. 
 
    “I know. But you will want to be here eventually. I don’t want to … discard you, Riley. I would like to keep you for as long as possible because you’re the one that has intrigued me the most,” he said getting to his feet. 
 
    I watched him turn on the light in his walk in closet and disappear inside. I stood up and walked quietly toward the closet. I put my hand on the back of the door before I peeked around the side. His back was to me and he was rifling through a container of sorts.  
 
    Close the door! Lock it and jump out of the window, my inner heroine yelled.  
 
    It was a good enough idea to at least just try.  
 
    I quickly swung the door shut and looked for a lock on it, but there was none. Instead there was the sound of a few beeps as the code pad reset itself.  
 
    I heard his angry shout from inside the closet as I ran toward the window and out onto the balcony.  
 
    I heard the sounds of beeping as he punched the code in. 
 
    “Riley!” he shouted racing toward me as I put my legs over the side of the balcony.  
 
    I made the mistake of looking down instead of just jumping. I had always been afraid of heights and even though this wasn’t exactly high up, it was enough to stop me for a few seconds.  
 
    Enough time for Jaxton to catch me before I could jump.  
 
    Enough time to feel the unmistakable leather of a belt going around my neck and enough time to jerk me back so hard that I hit my head and lost consciousness.  
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    When I woke up I was in a room. A stone room that wasn’t necessarily big but not too small.  
 
    I was lying naked … naked?  
 
    Yes, naked, on a bed that was sitting against the wall of the room. I sat up and immediately felt the restraints around my ankles. I glanced down and saw that there was a rope tied securely around them, and then again to the posts of the bed.  
 
    My lower lip trembled as I glanced around the room, a feeling of absolute terror running through me.  
 
    Was this what happened to the others when they “disobeyed” Jaxton? He had mentioned about doing this before but he never said what happened to the other women.  
 
    I shifted uncomfortably on the bed and felt something under my left thigh crinkle. I lifted my leg and looked down to see a note with my name on it. I instinctively reached for it with my left hand. 
 
    “Motherfucker!” I screamed in pain.  
 
    He hadn’t wrapped my arm like he said he would and the sudden movement had caused terrible pain to start radiating in my shoulder.  
 
    I reached underneath my leg with my right hand and pulled the note out. I opened it and flattened it against the bed so I could read it and somewhat nurse my arm at the same time. 
 
      
 
    You have 72 hours in this room.  
 
    Enjoy your stay. 
 
      
 
    I crumpled the letter angrily in my fist before I threw it against the wall. Those three or so seconds I spent hesitating on the ledge of the balcony cost me just as many days in this room. I should’ve just jumped; I shouldn’t have doubted myself.  
 
    I didn’t know how I was going to stand being in this room alone for three days. Would he at least bring me something to eat or drink? What if I needed to use the bathroom? What the hell had I gotten myself into? 
 
    The sound of beeping on the door made me sigh unhappily.  
 
    I laid back down on the bed and stared at the ceiling stoically.  
 
    The door opened and I heard him walk in, followed by the sound of a chair scraping across the floor and stopping next to me. But he didn’t sit down; instead he went back into the hallway to retrieve something else that he scraped across the floor, setting it by the foot of the bed.  
 
    One more trip in and out and he finally closed the door behind him.  
 
    He cleared his throat as he turned on the television and slid a disc into the DVD player. Then he sat down next to me and propped his legs up onto the bed. 
 
    I turned my head slightly so I could watch him out of the corner of my eye. He had his hands crossed behind his head as usual and he was watching the television. I watched a smile slowly spread across his lips. 
 
    It was the same as it was when I first woke up in this place. He ignored the fact that I was there while he watched TV. The only difference was there were no bowls of cereal around and he didn’t mind scraping around in here.  
 
    “The first time is always the sweetest,” he whispered in an alluring voice I had not yet heard from him.  
 
    He raised the volume on the television set and I heard soft moaning. I rolled my eyes at the ceiling assuming he was watching some kind of soft core porn television show, until  the sounds suddenly stopped and he nudged me gently. 
 
    “You’re not paying attention,” he said in a playful tone. “I need you to watch this Riley. I need you to see how bad this can really get for you if you don’t follow the rules.” 
 
    I took a deep breath, letting it out in a long sigh. I wasn’t interested in watching movies when I could be figuring out how to get out of this place once and for all. 
 
    “Riley, please sit up and watch,” Jax said again softly. 
 
    I won’t tolerate disobedience in my own home.  
 
    His words went through my head again and I knew that after being knocked unconscious, the best thing would be to just sit up and watch whatever the hell it was that he wanted me to. 
 
    “Could you help me please?” I asked quietly. 
 
    I felt his strong hands as he leaned over and slid them underneath my back. He pushed me up gently and instructed me to wait a moment while he gave the rope some leeway.  
 
    I turned my face away, again at his instruction, until he told me to grip him as well as I could. With my right arm, I turned my body to the side slightly and put it as far around his shoulder as I could. 
 
    “I’m going to lift you for a moment, but don’t worry. I won’t drop you, Riley,” he said. 
 
    Jaxton was strong; something that was not only apparent by how he kept his body, but also by how easily he lifted me with one arm.  
 
    He grabbed a pillow from under the bed and propped it against the wall before leaning me back on it.  
 
    He gently set me down and gave the ropes a pull to make sure they were still secure. 
 
    “Comfortable?” he asked me with a smile. 
 
    I stared at him.  
 
    How could he ask me something with such genuine concern for my comfort when my shoulder still hadn’t been wrapped and I was naked tied to a bed?  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Good,” he said moving his chair back against the wall, sitting right next to me. “Before I start this again, I want you to know that I will understand your anger, humiliation, and whatever emotion it makes you feel.” 
 
    I looked at him questioningly. 
 
    “I also want you to know that I will enjoy every moment of it,” he said, the smile never leaving his face.  
 
    What the hell is he going to make me watch? I wondered nervously.  
 
    I simply nodded instead of replying. I was quickly learning that words didn’t work with Jax; he seemed to be more of an “actions speak louder than words” enthusiast.  
 
    “Good,” he said softly, running his hand down the side of my face. “You’re so beautiful, Riley.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I replied as I started to tremble at his touch.  
 
    It wasn’t a “good” tremble; it was more of an “every time he touches me something painful or harmful happens to me” tremble. I had never feared someone so much in my life as I did Jaxton. 
 
    “I hope you like this,” he said, finally turning his attention away from me.  
 
    Jax leaned forward and grabbed the remote.  
 
    Once again, he propped his legs up onto the side of the bed and clasped his hands behind his head. “I’ve never done anything like it, but then again, I’ve never had anyone like you before. Are you ready?” 
 
    I nodded and leaned my head back against the wall. I found myself suddenly anticipating what he wanted to show me.  
 
    Maybe it was the way he was building it up or maybe it was the way that he was building me up; either way I wanted to watch now.  
 
    More than I ever had before, I wanted to watch. 
 
    Jax pressed the play button on the remote control and set it down on his lap. I stared at the television curiously.  
 
    So far, it was just an empty bed. I tilted my head to the right.  
 
    There was something familiar about that bed.  
 
    Isn’t that his bed? It has to be; I’ve never seen one that big before.  
 
    Now that I knew that he had a camera hidden in his bedroom somewhere, it made me wonder where the other ones were in this prison. 
 
    “Yes, they are everywhere and no, you’ll never find them,” he said with a chuckle.  
 
    I glanced at him for a moment.  
 
    The smile on his face as he watched the screen was so happy that I glanced away as quickly as I could.  
 
    Not because it scared me, but because I felt a smile starting to cross my lips as well.  
 
    Get a grip, Riley. Remember that he’s your captor, not your best friend. No matter how nice he is to you most of the time, he’ll never let you leave. Not alive. 
 
    I let out a shaky breath as I continued to watch his room with the empty bed.  
 
    In the background, I heard the door beeping open as the code was punched. I leaned forward and squinted as I saw the back of Jax’s body as he carried someone to the bed. 
 
    Because there were no lights on in the room, I couldn’t see who he had laid there. It was obviously a female though; that much you could tell from her small frame.  
 
    He disappeared out of the range of the camera and I heard the door close.  
 
    Moments later he was back and standing at the foot of the bed. I watched him take her legs and straighten them out, keeping them slightly apart.  
 
    Then I watched him pull his shirt over his head, fold it, and lay it on the ground.  
 
    “What is this?” I asked, watching him remove his pants on the screen and then his boxers.  
 
    His body is fucking perfect, I thought looking at his nakedness.  
 
    There was not one slight birthmark on him, not a single scar, and his ass … I had never been attracted to an ass before in my life, but his was absolutely immaculate. 
 
    “Just watch,” he whispered back.  
 
    A few more seconds of him standing at the foot of the bed, before he climbed on top of the girl and began to kiss her neck.  
 
    I assumed it was her neck he was kissing, since he had taken the time to move her long, brown hair out of the way.  
 
    I watched him as he slid his hands underneath her shirt and pulled it over her head, tossing it to the ground. Impressive; he didn’t fold it. He began to lower himself on her body, kissing her skin while keeping his hands tightly gripped on her bare breasts. 
 
    I leaned forward a little more and noticed something really weird.  
 
    She wasn’t responding to what he was doing.  
 
    How could someone not respond to being kissed and groped that way?  
 
    Jax let go of her breasts long enough to pull her pants and panties off, tossing those to the side as well.  
 
    I inhaled sharply when he pushed her legs further apart, before settling on top of her, not yet pushing into her, but instead staring lovingly at her.  
 
    My lower lip started to tremble as he reached over to the lamp on the side of the bed and pressed the button.  
 
    “You’re so beautiful, Ms. Riley,” he said to the girl on the bed. 
 
    The unconscious girl. 
 
    The girl that didn’t know she was about to be abused; pillaged.  
 
    That she was going to lose her virginity to a deranged stranger.  
 
    The girl that I had been watching this entire time; being touched and kissed and caressed, and finally being fucked so gently and lovingly on the beautiful bed in the beautiful room was me. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    The video lasted three hours.  
 
    Every time I would look away or try to cover my eyes, he would reach over and squeeze my shoulder and the sharp pain would make me cry out.  
 
    Jaxton told me it was important for me to watch so that I wouldn’t miss a moment of my first time.  
 
    How could that even qualify?  
 
    I wasn’t awake for it; any of it. I didn’t feel anything when he was … I took a deep breath and bit my lower lip to keep from crying.  
 
    I wouldn’t let him have the satisfaction of my tears. Not for this and not ever again. 
 
    When it was finally over, he got to his feet and turned off the TV and DVD player.  
 
    He pushed everything out of the room again and came back for his chair, which he carried out as well. He sat on the edge of the bed and put a hand on either side of me, looking at me with adoring eyes. 
 
    “Did you enjoy watching us, Riley? Together like we should be?” he asked softly. 
 
    I had to be careful on how I answered him.  
 
    My inner heroine was warning me to watch my words at this moment.  
 
    Jaxton seemed like he had a lovesick crush on me and the wrong words would make this situation painfully worse. But I wouldn’t lie to him either; I wouldn’t tell him that I enjoyed watching something that turned my stomach.  
 
    “Um,” I said in a shaky voice. I looked into his big brown eyes that were full of expectation and wondered how to answer him without hurting his feelings.  
 
    Why would you care if his feelings were hurt? Just tell him the truth.  
 
    “I don’t like that it happened, Jaxton. I don’t like that I will never remember something that I should never be able to forget. I don’t like that I wasn’t given a choice and I don’t like that you think it was okay to do,” I said carefully. 
 
    He sighed unhappily and looked away. On what I could see of his face, he looked absolutely crushed. 
 
    “I’m not finished, Jax. Those are the things that I didn’t like. Do you want to hear what I did like?” I asked. 
 
    He turned to look at me and nodded.  
 
    “That you were slow about it. That you didn’t force yourself in a brutal matter and that you cared for me after. For that much, I can say thank you,” I finished quietly. 
 
    Jax smiled, “I don’t find any pleasure in forcing a woman to do something she doesn’t want to do. I don’t mean to sound like an arrogant bastard, Riley, but I knew that eventually you would give yourself to me, and I couldn’t help myself in that moment. I didn’t want to wait and I will apologize for that. I will also tell you that it will never be like that again. Never without your permission, but you will permit me every time. Remember the dingo I told you about? I still see you in that way. A small, scared animal that needs to be broken.” 
 
     “Or you could just let me go,” I replied desperately. “Jaxton, I swear that I will never tell anyone about what’s happened here if you’ll just let me go!” 
 
    “And where would you go exactly, Riley?” he asked, moving me over on the bed.  
 
    He sat next to me and stretched his legs out, crossing his arms over his chest.  
 
    “Back to Cheyenne,” I whispered. 
 
    “And how will you get there? You yourself said that you don’t have a passport,” he replied. 
 
    “I don’t need a passport to travel around the US,” I replied through grit teeth. 
 
    “You never were very good with geography were you? When I told you that Bondi Beach was one hundred miles south, you said that you’ve never heard of anything with that name near Wyoming. I told you that you weren’t in Wyoming,” he said patiently. 
 
    “Then where the fuck am I?” I exploded angrily.  
 
    “What have I told you about screaming in my home?” he asked sharply.  
 
    I rolled my eyes and he cleared his throat.  
 
    “Bondi Beach, it’s quite beautiful really and as I’ve said I had fond memories as a child there. I can give you a hint as to where you are, Riley. Do you know where the Tasman Sea is?”  
 
    “Near Tasmania, I would imagine,” I replied rolling my eyes again. 
 
    “Don’t do that,” he replied sharply, holding up a warning finger. “Don’t brush off what I’m saying with sarcasm. It will only serve to make me angry. I’ll ask you again; do you know where the Tasman Sea is?” 
 
    I blew out my breath impatiently.  
 
    Why was I being asked a question, instead of being given an answer?  
 
    “I’m thinking. And while I’m thinking, can I at least have a shirt?” I asked glancing at him. 
 
    “No. You lost your privilege of clothes when you tried to escape. You can earn them back later,” he replied matter-of-factly. 
 
    “You know Jax, all of these privileges and rules you have and want me to learn are only going to make me hate you in the long run. I will end up despising you when this is over and never think of you again,” I said.  
 
    “I understand,” he replied quietly. I watched him as he pulled his shirt off over his head and help me pull it onto myself.  
 
    I’m starting to wonder if this is really as bad as it seems. Besides the whole being trapped here thing. Okay, Riley. Think. The Tasman Sea. Um …  
 
    “I was right with Tasmania; being the general location I mean, right?” I asked glancing at him as I settled back against the pillow. He nodded. “Okay so I know that Tasmanians get mistaken for Au –” I turned to look at him, my heart racing inside of my chest.  
 
    “Australia?” I whispered.  
 
    “Correct! I knew you were smart,” he said with a grin.  
 
    He’s lying. He’s fucking lying! He has to be! How the hell would he get me here without anyone noticing the unconscious girl he would’ve been carrying?! 
 
    “Private jet,” he replied with a wink. “See, Riley, I’m not just some loony as you’ve probably been imagining. I’m quite meticulous and when I see something that I want, I will find a way to get it. And you, my precious Riley, I’ve wanted for a long time.” 
 
    He got to his feet and stretched.  
 
    I watched the muscles in his back ripple again and wondered how it was possible to be so attracted to someone who was keeping me a prisoner, a sexual prisoner, in their home?  
 
    “So, unless you plan on swimming back home, which I would never allow of course, then you should probably resign yourself to the fact that for the time being Newcastle is your home,” he said heading toward the door.  
 
    “Until when Jaxton?” I asked, fearing the answer.  
 
    “Until you’re my equal, I’m satisfied, or one of us is dead,” he replied with a shrug. “I do hate to leave you in this room though Riley. I’ve been thinking about it and I know that you were only going with your instinct because we’re behind on our lessons. I would like to remove you from this room, but there’s something I would like in return.” 
 
     I looked down at my ankles.  
 
    The ropes were starting to burn because of all of the movement and I probably had hideous marks on them. Eventually they would become raw and the burn would become pain.  
 
    I wanted out.  
 
    No matter the cost. 
 
    “Okay,” I replied quietly. 
 
    “Don’t you want to know what it is that I want first?” he asked curiously. 
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    The truth was that if I heard his proposition first, I’d probably be left to rot and die in this room for the rest of my life. 
 
    He stared at me for a moment, before he nodded and approached my legs. I sat there patiently while he undid the ropes and then came over to lift me off the bed.  
 
    I winced as my shoulder settled into his chest. Jax shifted me in his arms so that I wouldn’t feel the sting and walked toward the room. 
 
    “First I’ll finally wrap that shoulder, then you can properly thank me for letting you out of here ahead of schedule,” he said, using his foot to close the door behind us.  
 
    “Okay,” I repeated.  
 
    What is he going do to me? Or make me do to him? How can I do anything with a bum shoulder? Why won’t he just let me go?  
 
    Those were the last thoughts I had as a normal, sane woman. Everything after that day changed. Every belief I ever had after that day was dead.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Three Months Later 
 
      
 
    “Riley? Come here please,” Jaxton called out.  
 
    I had been in the hallway sitting on the staircase trying to breathe. Ever since he started “allowing” me to have clothes, I had been wrapped up in a corset. Every fucking day.  
 
    No, that’s a lie.  
 
    Not “ever since”, it started the day I was curled up, chained to the foot of the bed in horrible pain.  
 
    I wasn’t quite sure why I was having vicious stomach cramps like I was, but he had called someone over who he said had “extensive experience in the medical field” and had examined me.  
 
    Jax had looked absolutely terrified when this person left and told me that once the pains went away, he would start dressing me in corsets.  
 
    Truthfully, I was more concerned with who this person was that didn’t find it odd or strange that there was a girl curled up in a ball of agony chained to someone’s bed.  
 
    I had asked Jax of course, who said that it didn’t matter. He told me a few days later, once he had calmed down and started shoving me into corsets that he was an old friend of his who used to do what Jax still does. I think mentor was the word he used, but I can’t be sure.  
 
    He also told me that he gets paid well for his silence and services.   
 
    I got shakily to my feet and began to walk up the stairs.  
 
    He had allowed me to be barefoot if I wished, because the first time I was set in heels, I fell down.  
 
    Not once did he assume it was the damn corset stealing breaths from me, making me lightheaded, dizzy, or vulnerable; no he just assumed it was the fucking shoes and that I could stay in the corsets barefoot.  
 
    I made my way down the hallway and pushed his cracked bedroom door open. I glanced around, waiting for his permission to enter his room.  
 
    Me, a full grown woman, waiting for permission.  
 
    “I’m out on the balcony. You can come and join me,” he said. 
 
    I sighed deeply and walked into his room and directly out onto the balcony, where he was leaning over, arms crossed, and looking up at the sun setting in the horizon.  
 
    “Beautiful, isn’t it?” he asked without looking back at me. “I’ve never seen a more beautiful sunset than the ones in Australia.”  
 
    I stood in the doorway of his bay windows and waited for further acknowledgment.  
 
    One thing I learned rather quickly was that just because Jaxton said something to me, it didn’t mean it was an invitation to do anything other than to stand or sit there and listen.  
 
    Finally he glanced over his shoulder and smiled at me.  
 
    “Come stand with me. I want to watch this with you,” he said. 
 
    “Thank you,” I replied quietly. I walked over and stood next to him. Jax looked at me for a  moment; I didn’t have to see him do it. I could feel his eyes on me.  
 
    Clearing his throat, he moved from his spot next to me to behind me. He reached down and gently put my hands on the railing, running his hands up and down my arms slowly. 
 
    I swallowed hard.  
 
    The one thing I hated was having Jax touching me the way he was, but what I hated more was not having him touch me at all. In the few months that I had been held captive here, he taught me to yearn for his touch in every way. 
 
    But since he first had his way with me, he would usually only touch me like this.  
 
    Gentle caresses that would make my heart race and my eyes flutter.  
 
    “Do you think it’s beautiful too?” he whispered breathlessly in my ear. I nodded laying my head back against his chest.  
 
    Almost immediately I pulled it away, “I’m sorry.”  
 
    I was nervous and absolutely terrified of the room that he would put me in when he felt I was misbehaving or what the fuck ever else went on through his mind.  
 
    Jax chuckled and I felt the tips of his fingers gently grazing my neck, following the length until he reached my chin.  
 
    He carefully pushed up until my head was resting against his chest again and we were looking into each other’s eyes.  
 
    “Don’t apologize for that, Riley. I enjoy that you’re beginning to finally relax around me enough to do it,” he said with a small smile. “I’ll allow something as simple as that without need for apologies.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered shakily. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” he replied with a smile. “Let’s watch this now. Silently. Together. Until it’s gone. Then I’ll finally collect on my payment for letting you out of the room the first time you were in it. Is that fair?” 
 
    I nodded and turned my attention to the sun setting, willing it to get stuck in the sky.  
 
    This moment, no matter how beautiful it could have been, was just tainted with the fear that he had decided to “finally collect.”  
 
    Because it was Jaxton, that could be a number of any disturbing sexual acts or it could also just as easily be watching television together.  
 
    I didn’t know and I was scared. 
 
    Jax rested his chin gently on the top of my head, his arms wrapped around my waist, as we watched sun disappear.  
 
    Fastest sunset I’ve ever seen in my life, I thought miserably as the last ray disappeared.  
 
    “Shall we step inside, Riley?” he asked turning me to face him. I stood in front of Jaxton, letting my arms drop stiffly to my sides. “Look at me, Riley.”  
 
    I hesitated for a moment which prompted him to lift my face with his hand again. The look in his eyes was intense and full of insatiable hunger. I had never seen anything like it before.  
 
    “Would you like to know what I want from you now, Riley?” he asked quietly. 
 
    “I think I know,” I replied feeling the tremble going through me again.  
 
    “Are you afraid?” he asked, stepping forward and pinning me against the balcony. 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered.  
 
    “Good.” He put his hand around my neck and pressed his lips lightly against mine. So lightly in fact, that I wasn’t sure if he was kissing me at all or if it was just him breathing. “I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do, Riley. Not this time. This time, I want you to enjoy it; the feeling of us together as one. Would you like that Riley? To enjoy your first memorable time? Or would you like me to have my way with you, after all? To make you feel like the dirty little girl that I sometimes see you as? The dirty little girl that deserves to be punished? That deserves to be in that room for the rest of her life; deprived from human contact except for when I feel that you’ve earned a fucking at my hands. Locked in a room where no one will care or know if and when you die in there and your body gets tossed into the ocean like the trash that you are. Tell me, which do you want?” he asked, pushing my hair out of my face. 
 
    “I want—” I stopped and took a breath to steady myself. I didn’t want anything, but I knew that wasn’t what he wanted to hear. Not to mention that I did owe him for letting me out of the room ahead of schedule. 
 
    “Yes? Tell me what you want, Riley,” he whispered intensely. 
 
    I closed my eyes for a moment and looked down.  
 
    What was going to happen was inevitable and what I needed to do was find the quickest and most painless solution. 
 
    “Riley?” he prompted softly.  
 
    I opened my eyes and took a deep breath. I looked up at Jaxton and wondered what he could possibly be capable of.  
 
    Could he really use me, kill me, and dump my body when he was done with me?  
 
    Had he done it before?  
 
    How can someone with the face of an angel hide the intentions of the devil so well? 
 
    “I want you to use me as you see fit,” I whispered in a shaky voice, that I didn’t quite recognize.  
 
    What? That’s not what I wanted to say. Fuck, look at his eyes; he loves what I just word vomited. How the fuck do I take it back? 
 
    “My sweet, sweet girl,” he breathed with a small smile. Jaxton moved his hands to my face, taking it in his hands. The look he was giving me was one full of craving with a hint of pity. “That’s not what you want. You aren’t ready for that.” 
 
    “Yes I am,” I replied. 
 
    He pulled away from me and eyed me carefully while I tried to figure out what inside of me was saying this was a good idea.  
 
    To let him do whatever he wanted with me so soon; I knew I was asking for something I would never be able to handle. 
 
    “No. I won’t do this how I want to. Not just yet. I want to take my time in breaking you Riley and so far we’ve made good progress haven’t we? You don’t speak out of line, you don’t enter rooms without permission, and you’ve stopped screaming. I’d like our official first time to be gentle with just a hint of pain. With that being said, on your knees, Riley,” he said as he began to undo the zipper on his jeans.  
 
    I did as I was told.  
 
    I got to my knees and again found myself having my breaths stolen by the corset that I was being forced to wear.  
 
    I looked down because I didn’t want to see anything until I absolutely had too. 
 
    “Your innocence makes me smile, you know. I love how timid you are even though I’ve already had you and even though I’ve seen you naked more times than you’d like to admit. But Riley, I have to ask you, if you’re so willing to give me whatever I want right now, then how can you look away?” he asked. 
 
    I didn’t answer.  
 
    I rested my hands on my knees instead and tried to focus on my breathing.  
 
    I was starting to feel lightheaded and I knew that even if I passed out, it wouldn’t stop him.  
 
    Jaxton got to his knees in front of me and used his hands to raise my face to look at him.  
 
    He was peering at me closely even though I kept my eyes focused on anything but him. I glanced up at the sky and tried to take in a fresh gulp of air, but I couldn’t.  
 
    My eyes fluttered for a moment and Jax moved quickly. He reached behind me and pulled the corset off me by ripping it in half. I pitched forward, my head on his chest, taking in greedy lung filling breaths.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said, breathing heavily. 
 
    “I’m willing to wait for a bit. I didn’t realize that the corset was robbing you of your breath,” he said quietly. 
 
    I put my hands on his shoulders and used them to push myself to my feet.  
 
    I wasn’t going to delay this, I wasn’t going to wait.  
 
    I was going to get it over with and I was going to do it now. 
 
    Jaxton looked up at me with curious eyes.  
 
    I reached down for the torn corset and folded it in half, neatly placing it on the balcony floor, before I walked into his bedroom.  
 
    I took my place at the foot of the bed where he had me stand so many times before, and clasped my hands behind my back. 
 
    Within moments, he was in the room behind me. I felt the familiar roughness of rope as he held my wrists together and bound them tightly.  
 
    He ran his hands down my stomach and gently kissed my neck, before lifting me onto the bed and instructing me to stay on my knees.   
 
    I heard him punch the code to his walk in closet and turned my attention toward the balcony.  
 
    I was fighting the urge to try and jump again.  
 
    Something inside of me wanted me to run for my life, but something else inside of me, something new, wanted to experience Jax in every way possible.  
 
    “Thinking of leaving again, are you?” he asked quietly reentering the bedroom.  
 
    Yes. “No.” 
 
    “Good,” he said he came up behind me and pressed his now naked body against me. “I would’ve been quite disappointed if you tried to leave me again, Riley.” 
 
    He put one large, strong hand around my neck and gripped it tightly. I let him tilt my head up and looked at him as he moved himself so that tip of his now throbbing erection would graze my fingers.  
 
    I opened my hands as best as I could and reached back for him, but he tightened his grip around my neck and stepped back. 
 
    “I didn’t give you permission to touch me yet, Riley,” he said. 
 
    I gurgled in response.  
 
    The sudden movement caught me off guard and took my breath away.  
 
    He took his hand away and sighed. I could tell that I had “disappointed” him by touching him.  
 
    Even though most of me wanted to get this over with a small part of me wanted to be able to enjoy it. I didn’t know what was happening inside of me. I didn’t know why I wasn’t fighting him off.  
 
    But all of my feelings that wanted to be with him died when I felt him starting to fit another corset around me.  
 
    It was my “punishment” for touching him without permission he told me.  
 
    He said because he would have to make it tighter that he knew I wouldn’t be of much use to him so I wouldn’t have to do much.  
 
    Not at first; he said that if he did give me permission to touch him and if he enjoyed my hands on him, he would loosen the corset for every touch that made him feel like no other touch would ever be able to satiate him.    
 
    And if I failed to make him feel that touch in anyway at all, it would be “to the bottom of the Tasman Sea.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    The next morning we were sitting in the living room. I was still in my corset from the night before and Jaxton allowed me to sit on the floor next to him instead of being his footstool as usual.  
 
    As he sat there eating his cereal, I kept running last night through my head over and over, trying to understand what touch I had exactly given him that had allowed me to keep my life.  
 
    “For now, I want you to just sit there. I’ll let you know when you have permission to touch me, permission to touch yourself, and when the time comes, permission to come,” he had said. 
 
    “How will I be able to stop something like that?” I had asked with curiosity. 
 
    Jax had been standing next to the bed with his arms crossed over his chest, full erection still on display. I stole a glance at his rather large cock and wondered if it was going to hurt.  
 
    “Because you’ll want to please me Riley; I can tell by the way you’re sitting there. You’re afraid that you won’t be able to and that something bad will happen if you don’t. Do you remember when I said I would never physically harm you?” I thought for a moment and nodded. “I say these things to you to see if I have your trust yet, which I don’t. So for now the one thing that I want is for you to please me; sexually.” 
 
     I had taken a few shaky breaths.  
 
    He was right.  
 
    I was terrified about everything that was about to happen, but I also wanted it so badly and I didn’t know why. This was a man that used corsets to torture me, locked me in a room for days on end when I was disobedient, and used me as a piece of furniture. 
 
    “Look at me, Riley. Do you see what you do to me already? I don’t even require a touch from you to become hard and ready to fuck,” he had said gently as he climbed onto the bed and leaned back against the headboard.  
 
    He arched one leg and draped his arm across it, tilting his head and looking at me, tied helplessly at the end of the bed he smiled. “Have I told you how beautiful you are?” 
 
    “Yes. Thank you,” I had replied, my voice barely above a whisper. 
 
    “Come here, Riley,” he had commanded, his voice taking on a stern tone I had yet to hear. I looked up at him and saw the look on his face had changed; almost as if a mask had been taken off.  
 
    I swallowed nervously as I shimmied on the bed toward him, stopping at his side when he told me that I was close enough. He leaned over to the table next to the bed and opened the top drawer. I watched as he slid his hand inside and then pulled it back out, empty but seemingly satisfied.  
 
    “I had to turn the cameras on,” he explained. “And I’ll turn them on every time. I will make you learn to enjoy watching us together, Riley. But for now, I’m done talking.” 
 
    He reached out quickly and pulled me on top of him.  
 
    My arms, still tied behind my back, ached slightly at how he was holding me. 
 
     His beautifully carved chest was moving in heavily, and I looked up at him curiously.  
 
    In that split second that I raised my face to his, he roughly pressed his mouth onto mine, kissing me like he’d never get the chance again. He slid his tongue into my mouth and conducted the most seductive dance I had ever experienced before, making me moan softly into his mouth.  
 
    “Already?” he had asked quietly with a grin, pulling away from me. “Then I wonder how you’ll react to this.” 
 
    Jax moved me so that I rested against him on my right arm and he slid his hands into the black lace panties he had put me in. 
 
    I gasped as he trailed his fingers gently over my freshly shaved mound.  
 
    That was something he had asked of me earlier in the day; to let him shave me.  
 
    He had said that he knew he would want me tonight and he wanted a ‘clean surface’ to work with. 
 
    When he gently slid a finger inside of me, it brought me back to the moment, to what he was doing and I closed my eyes, and rested my head on his chest.  
 
    While he moved inside me gently at first, I wanted to kiss him again, bite his neck, and be let out of the fucking restraints.  
 
    But because he had yet given me permission to do any of those, I had to sit there and let him do as he pleased with me.  
 
    “Oh fuck, Jax,” I moaned against his chest when he slid another finger in.  
 
    He chuckled in response and began to move his fingers in and out of me. I squirmed at the movements, moaning louder and turning my face slightly. 
 
    I wound up grazing my lips against his chest which caused him to inhale sharply. And stop. He had fucking pulled his fingers out of me and stopped; just like that. 
 
    “How am I supposed to do this if you’re moaning my name and kissing my chest? Hm?” he asked gently. “You’re to sit here quietly and let me do as I please, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I had whispered. I tried to move so that his fingers could easily slide back inside of me, since they were resting on my thigh, but Jax laughed and moved his hand away completely. 
 
    “No, I think we’re done this evening. You couldn’t follow the rules I set forth, then you don’t get to continue. We’ll try again tomorrow night,” he said as he got off the bed, exited the room, and leaving me with desire trailing down my inner thigh.  
 
    “Have you seen this show before?” he asked, snapping me back to reality. 
 
    I glanced at the television for a moment and wondered what the hell exactly it was that he was watching. 
 
    “No,” I replied.  
 
    A loud, rumbling sound escaped from inside me.  
 
    I was hungry and my stomach was making funny noises, but I knew better than to ask for something as simple as food. 
 
    “Hungry?” he asked, glancing down at me.  
 
    “A bit, yes,” I replied in a small voice. 
 
    “Come on then,” he said getting to his feet.  
 
    I stood up and waited for him to tell me it would be okay to follow him, but he just stood there for a moment watching the show before he laughed and grabbed his bowl of cereal. “Let’s go into the kitchen,” he finally said. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said as I followed him.  
 
    We walked into the kitchen silently and he told me to sit on any stool I pleased. I sat in the one that I had first sat in and waited with my hands folded in my lap.  
 
    He took his bowl to the sink, rinsed it out, and set it in the dish washer before turning and leaning against the counter. 
 
    “What are you hungry for?” he asked looking at me.  
 
    “Anything is fine, thank you,” I whispered.  
 
    “Well, are you very hungry or a little hungry?” he asked as he started to drum his fingers along the countertop. 
 
    How is it possible that no one has noticed I’m missing? I miserably and suddenly thought to myself. Because they don’t care, a voice whispered back.  
 
    My stomach growled again in response as I wiped tears away from my eyes.  
 
    I didn’t want him to know I was crying so I had to clear my mind.  
 
    I didn’t know what would happen if I showed any weakness toward a simple question. 
 
    Especially when that wasn’t why I was crying at all.  
 
    “Do you have dessert after breakfast?” he asked, moving toward the stove and pulling out a few pans.  
 
    “I can’t say I ever have,” I replied blinking furiously.  
 
    Stop crying.  
 
    He opened the refrigerator and pulled out a carton of eggs, a package of bacon, and some butter.  
 
    “Would you like to try?” he asked as he turned on the stove and began to smear butter into one pan.  
 
    I watched as he turned on another burner and threw some slices of bacon in it. “How do you like your eggs, by the way?” 
 
    “Yolky.” 
 
    Jax glanced at me as he chuckled in amusement.  
 
    I realized at that moment that it was a juvenile thing to say, but it was how I had always referred to it.  
 
    He held my gaze for a moment, a grin creeping across his lips and I returned it.  
 
    Just a little. 
 
    “Come stand with me, Riley,” he said, still grinning as he turned his attention back to the stove.  
 
    I got to my feet and adjusted the bottom of the corset that was gripping me like a vice and went over to him.  
 
    He glanced down at me for a moment and I looked up holding his gaze. 
 
    “Is it weird that, in a way, I find myself enjoying your company? Regular company I mean; not just the sexual,” he asked softly. 
 
    “I wouldn’t hope it’s weird,” I replied back feeling shy.  
 
    “Good. Because I want today to be normal. I want to see what you do if I let you do as you wish; not as my equal, but as an acquaintance. Today, I won’t give you any rules after dessert and save for tonight, when I attempt to collect from you again. How does that sound?” he asked, flipping the bacon strips.  
 
    “Why?” I blurted out in shock. 
 
    “It’s the Queen’s Birthday,” he replied with a shrug. “I’d rather not treat you like you don’t belong when we could spend the day together as acquaintances.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said softly. 
 
    “You’re welcome. But for now, sit down and eat please,” he said, setting two eggs and a small pile of bacon on a beautiful plate on the island.  
 
    Nodding, I went back to my stool and waited for him to unlock the drawer that held the utensils. He handed me a fork and sat across from me with his chin in his hand and a smile on his face.  
 
    It took me no time to devour my breakfast to which he responded by making another pair of eggs and giving me the remaining strips.  
 
    When I was finally full and done eating, I thanked him again and he took the plate away. I waited for him to finish his obsessive routine of rinsing the dish and fork and opening the dishwasher and finally turning it on. 
 
    “I’ll give your food a moment to settle before I give you dessert,” he said with a smile, sitting across from me again. 
 
    “Can I ask you something?” I said timidly.  
 
    He raised an eyebrow for a moment, but cleared his throat, “Yes.” 
 
    I sat there kind of in shock. I don’t know what I was expecting, but a “yes” was definitely not on the list.  
 
    Now I had to think of a question to ask that wouldn’t offend or upset him.  
 
    What do you ask a sexual predator that likes to kidnap women and break them down until he’s tired of them? 
 
    “Got any hobbies?” I asked brightly. You know, besides abducting women and making them your fuck things, I finished silently to myself. 
 
    “Is that really what you wanted to ask me the one time I let you slide? What my hobbies are?” he asked with a laugh. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied trying to sound interested.  
 
    He narrowed his eyes as he looked at me. I watched him purse his lips, still smiling before he finally answered, “I’d rather show you. But after dessert, okay?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    What the hell was dessert and when was it going to be ready anyway? I was getting tired of sitting there and my food had already settled.  
 
    “What is for dessert anyway?” I asked curiously. 
 
    Jax chuckled as he hopped off the stool and came over to stand next to me, “Food settled already?” 
 
    I nodded and turned slightly in my stool to face him. Jax looked at me, his grin never leaving, as he reached down and scooped me off the stool and placed me on the island.  
 
    “You are what is for dessert, Riley. I will allow you to touch me but do not overstep your boundaries,” he warned before he kissed me again like he did the night before. 
 
    I lost myself in his embrace, returning the kiss as hungrily as he was giving it to me. I wondered, however, what would he consider overstepping my boundaries?  
 
    It was obvious what this was going to lead to right now and it was obvious that I was going to put my hands on him, but what would happen if I did something he didn’t approve of?  
 
    Would he just stop like he did the night before? 
 
    He wrapped his arms around my waist and moved his lips to my neck, licking and biting, causing my heart to start beating erratically.  
 
    God, the sensations that were running through my body as he moved his lips down and pulled my corset down was overwhelming.  
 
    One more yank and my breasts were exposed. Jax moved his mouth lower still and took my left nipple into his mouth, licking and sucking gently.  
 
    I tested my boundaries with Jax.  
 
    My hands instinctively went through his hair and balled into fists. He stopped for a moment, but moved from my left nipple to my right as I pulled hard on his hair.  
 
    I bit my lip so hard that I could almost swear that I drew blood.  
 
    I didn’t want to make any noises that would cause him to stop what he was doing. Even though I hated him for what he had done to me and even though I hated him for being my captor, I needed this.  
 
    I felt his hands at my hips and heard the tearing of the fabric as he ripped my panties away from my body.  
 
    Gripping me tightly, he pulled me toward the edge of the island and lowered his pants and boxers. In a breath, he pushed himself deep inside of me.  
 
    The initial thrust hurt.  
 
    It was a sensual kind of pain and I wanted him to do it again.  
 
    And he did, over and over, Jaxton pushed inside of me causing me to wrap my arms around his shoulders and grip them tightly. I wanted to cry out, I wanted to moan his name into his ear, but he hadn’t given me permission for that. Jaxton pulled back slightly and I was afraid that he was going to stop, but he didn’t.  
 
    He covered my mouth with his kissing me deeply, a moan escaping into my mouth. 
 
    “Riley,” he breathed as he thrust deeply inside of me two more times.  
 
    The way his voice sounded at that moment and how my name rolled off his tongue in that accent was the sexiest thing in the world. 
 
    Jax pulled out for a moment.  
 
    I thought he was done or maybe he wanted to catch his breath, but instead he slid me off the island and turned me around.  
 
    With a vicious shove, he bent me over and slid inside of me again.  
 
    This time he balled my hair in his fist.  
 
    One hand on my hip and using his fist to keep my face flat on the counter, he began his rhythmic thrusts again. I 
 
    t only lasted another ten minutes.  
 
    A few more vicious pumps and I felt a warm rush fill me. He moaned loudly when it happened and I felt him lean forward and rest his forehead on my back for a moment before pulling himself out of me.  
 
    “Well. What did you think of dessert?” he asked, with a  breathless laugh. 
 
    I put my hands down on the counter and pushed myself up to a standing position.  
 
    My head hurt from where he held me down and my legs were unsteady.  
 
    As I felt him running down my inner thigh and I took a few steadying breaths before answering. 
 
    “Messy. Painful.” 
 
    “Riley, if you think that was painful, then you really won’t be able to deal with what I have in store for you. But go up to your room, the one you woke up in, and change your clothes. Because we are now acquaintances for the rest of the day, I’ll clean this up,” he said with a grin. 
 
    “I need you to unlock the doors, remember?” I asked quietly. 
 
    He laughed and reached down for his pants, pulling them up along with his boxers.  
 
    He went over to the sink and grabbed a dishcloth, ran it under the water, and pulled out a bucket from under the sink. 
 
    “You’re right. Change of plans then. You clean this up and I’ll be back with something for you,” he said tossing the rag at me as he left the kitchen. 
 
    I looked at the side of the island and at the floor and sighed heavily.  
 
    The faster I got this over with the faster I’d be able to put clothes on again and maybe take control of something for once.  
 
    I wiped down the side of the counter, then got on my knees to make sure that nothing had pooled on the floor.  
 
    When I was done with the task that had been given to me, I took the bucket to the sink and filled it halfway with hot water, before tossing the soiled rag into it. 
 
    “You look damn sexy when you clean,” he said from the doorway. I jumped because I was startled; I never heard him reenter the kitchen. 
 
    “I wouldn’t imagine it has anything to do with my ass on full display?” I quipped rolling my eyes. 
 
    He laughed good-naturedly and came over to inspect what I had done. I watched him nod in approval before handing me clothes. I took them gratefully and held them against my chest. 
 
    “I’ll lead you to the shower down here. That way you can clean yourself up properly, while I go upstairs and do the same,” he said putting his hands on my shoulders and guiding me out of the kitchen. 
 
    Shower? I don’t ever recall even seeing a bathroom on this floor.  
 
    Jax lead me through the living room and down the only hall I had never been in on the main floor.  
 
    “Close your eyes,” he said and I did.  
 
    He let go of my shoulders and stepped around me. I heard the familiar beep of a code being punched into a door, not even realizing there had been a door there to begin with. 
 
    “You can open them now,” he said, taking my hand and leading me into a smaller room. “Shower’s in there. These doors aren’t coded, only the one in and out. So once you’re done, just wait for me on the stairs and I’ll be down when I’m ready, alright?” 
 
    I nodded and watched him leave. 
 
    He left the door cracked slightly open so that it wouldn’t lock me in and I pushed open the door to the bathroom. It was pretty; medium sized with glass doors on the shower, a big vanity mirror, and everything seemed to be made of marble or porcelain.  
 
    Smiling, I set my clothes on the edge of the pretty sink and leaned into the shower to turn the water on.  
 
    I ran my hands under the faucet making sure that the temperature was just right before I stepped in and washed myself.  
 
    I spent about half an hour in the shower, mostly just standing under the shower head and letting the hot water pour over me.  
 
    I slid one of the glass doors open when I was done and reached for the towel that was sitting, folded neatly, on top of a closed hamper.  
 
    I wrapped it around myself and went to the mirror. I used my hand to wipe a diagonal clearing so that I could look at myself.  
 
    I took a deep breath and wondered what I was becoming. It was obvious by all of his “equal” talk, he was training me; grooming me for something terrible and in the kitchen, I enjoyed it.  
 
    Get a grip, Riley. He’s using you and you’re letting him. You need to start fighting back and you need to start now. 
 
    She was right.  
 
    My inner heroine was trying to save me from a lifetime of horrors. Maybe the only way out of this would be for him to kill me, but I wouldn’t go down without a fight.  
 
    I looked around the bathroom and saw a washcloth sitting neatly on the cabinet to my right. I went over and ran my hands along the shelf. I wondered what else could be there that I could use somehow to fight off Jaxton the next time he wanted “dessert.” 
 
    My fingers grazed over something small and sharp. “Oh my God,” I breathed, carefully sliding the dangerous, small object off the cabinet and safely into the palm of my hand. I don’t know if he had forgotten this was there or maybe if he left it as a test, but I quickly dressed and slid the new weapon into my pocket.  
 
    I took one long last hard look at myself in the mirror and tied my hair back into a ponytail.  
 
    Today, I will become a free woman. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Fifteen 
 
    (Jaxton) 
 
      
 
    I tilted my face up and to the right inspecting it carefully.  
 
    I wanted to be sure that Riley hadn’t scratched my face during our little soiree in the kitchen.  
 
    I was not vain for myself, you see, I was vain for my conquests. I wanted them to always have something pleasant to look at.  
 
    That’s part of the reason I kept my body in the condition it was in as well. For the length of time I kept them, I would always be sure that they would at least enjoy seeing me, even if they didn’t enjoy what I did to them.  
 
    I chuckled as I turned off the light in the bathroom and walked out.  
 
    No scratches on my face and none on my body.  
 
    Not that I would have secretly minded.  
 
    Riley was the one for me; my match in every way and I knew it. I felt it so strongly when I first saw her that all I had to do was get her to see it too. 
 
    I walked down the hallway and toward the top of the steps when I saw Riley standing at the bottom with her back to me. I smiled and took a seat on the top step.  
 
    Out of all of the conquests I’d had so far, Riley was by far my favorite.  
 
    She had renewed my taste for virgins but that was something I wouldn’t ever indulge in again without her.  
 
    But as I sat there staring at her, in her cutoff denim shorts, her black vest, and her hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail, I couldn’t find it inside of myself to discard her.  
 
    Even if she disobeyed and failed me in the process of our arrangement, I wouldn’t get rid of her. I’d let her get rid of herself and then my conscience would be clear.  
 
    The loss would be great to me, but it would be something that I would live with and move on.  
 
    “Hey,” I called down to her. She turned her body slightly and looked up at me.  
 
    “Hey yourself,” she replied with a smile. 
 
    I stood up then jogged down the rest of the way.  
 
    Her feet were still bare because I wouldn’t give her shoes or sandals.  
 
    If anything, they would serve to help her escape and I hadn’t lost one conquest yet to that, I wouldn’t start now. 
 
    “I have something for you,” I said pulling a small leather black choker out of my back pocket.  
 
    Riley eyed it curiously for a moment before she turned around and lifted her ponytail out of the way. 
 
    “Thanks. Did you make this?” she asked running her fingers on it. 
 
    “I did. It’s actually one of a kind. I’ve never let anyone wear it yet,” I replied. 
 
    “Then why me?” she asked curiously. 
 
    “Because you wanted to see what my hobby was, didn’t you? We have to go outside for that. That choker has a chip in it that will let me know where you are at all times. If you try to run, I will know where you are.” 
 
    I watched her become nervous and I knew in that moment that she still intended on getting away from me if she could.  
 
    And for some reason, that hurt me; so deeply in fact that I snapped and slapped her across the face.  
 
    How could she dare still think of leaving me?  
 
    She fell to the floor and put a hand to her left cheek. She looked startled and tears pooled in her beautiful blue eyes. I was still breathing heavily when I leaned toward the ground and pulled her up by her arm.  
 
    Apparently, Riley hadn’t learned shit from being in that room for only a day, so now I was going to show her how bad for her I could really make this.  
 
    She tried to pull away from me and I tightened my grip on her arm, half dragging her toward the basement door.  
 
    I ignored her cries of pain and I ignored her trying to claw at my chest to get me to release her. I hoisted her over my shoulder and locked my arm around her like a vice to stop her flailing while I carried her down the stairs.  
 
    I walked down the length of the narrow hallway behind the hidden panel and angrily stabbed the code into the door.  
 
    I dropped Riley onto the cold concrete floor and pulled the door shut behind me.  
 
    I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it aside. I reached down for Riley and she kicked at me.  
 
    She actually kicked at me.  
 
    I laughed and smacked her foot away, grabbed her by the other ankle, and dragged her to the center of the room. 
 
     I looked around for a moment until I found the sturdiest rope I knew that I had.  
 
    “Move or attack me in any way and I’ll break your legs. Do you understand me?” I asked her. 
 
    She nodded and the tears spilled over.  
 
    I was angry at being had; Riley was a lot smarter than I had given her credit for. She seemed to have faked every emotion so far as well as the only fuck for which she was awake.  
 
    That’s fine. I’ll break her regardless; I thought looping the rope through the metal hook I had hanging from the ceiling.  
 
    Her spirit first and then her body.  
 
    Once I was satisfied that the rope would hold, I went back to her and got to my knees. I began to rip her clothes off.  
 
    Not for any sexual gratification, but to make sure she felt the full extent of humiliation. To learn that she needed to obey me at all times; to learn that I would not be had again. 
 
    I pulled her to her feet, naked and trembling. I  gripped her arm again and led her to the rope where I tied her wrists together above her head.  
 
    “The only way for you to learn is to keep you in here for a while. This time there is no reprieve for good behavior, Riley,” I said putting my hand gently around her neck. “You fooled me into thinking that I was reaching you. It won’t happen again. I’ll come back for you when I feel like it.” 
 
    She started to cry and I walked to the false panel hidden in the far left corner of the room and pushed it aside.  
 
    I stopped and looked around the shelves that I had hidden in here.  
 
    These, of course, were things I only reserved for the Last Day.  
 
    But I didn’t want to hear her screams and I wouldn’t be able to stand looking at her tears.  
 
    I chose the black leather studded blindfold and a thin silk wrap and walked out of the room. I slid the false panel back into place and made my way back to the crying beauty.  
 
    “You need to calm down or you’re going to suck this into your throat,” I replied calmly as I stood in front of her.  
 
    “Jax, please. I’m sorry! Please don’t leave me like this,” she begged.  
 
    “Open your mouth, Riley,” I said quietly.  
 
    I didn’t want to admit it but her begging, her tears, they were starting to make me hard.  
 
    That had never happened before; not with a conquest. 
 
    “What do I have to do, Jax? Please? I’ll do anything,” she sobbed. 
 
    I could feel my cock wanting to burst out of my pants. I could feel the pre-cum starting to make its way out and I wanted to pull my pants off, spread her legs, and fuck her until she passed out. 
 
    “What you have to do is open your mouth,” I replied through gritted teeth.  
 
    She whimpered and opened her mouth slightly.  
 
    I nodded and wrapped the silk firmly in place, knotting it underneath her ponytail.  
 
    When I placed the blindfold around her eyes she started to cry harder than ever before.  
 
    “Are you afraid of the dark?” I whispered into her ear. 
 
    She nodded furiously as a sob escaped, wracking her body.  
 
    I chuckled at the thought.  
 
    A fear of the dark was something I could use to my advantage in the future. 
 
    “You just won’t behave Riley and I can’t have that,” I said quietly, running my hands over her bare stomach. “I need you to be a good girl and eventually my equal and you can’t follow simple rules. I know I told you that I would never hurt you physically but since you can’t follow my rules, why should I? 
 
    “You gave me a false sense of hope,” I continued, as I moved my hands to her breasts. I squeezed them tightly and pulled the nipples roughly causing her to let out a muffled cry of pain. “You won’t deceive me again. I want you to know that,” I whispered.  
 
    I raised an eyebrow for a moment, before smiling.  
 
    I kissed her neck and she shivered.  
 
    I could smell her excitement. Her body liked the simple pain of having her nipples pulled and twisted and the evidence was her wet opening.  
 
    I reached a hand down and slid a finger gently inside of her, giving her nipple one last pull before I used my other hand to start rubbing her clit.  
 
    Riley arched her back and the sensation of her ponytail rubbing gently on my back caused me to rub a little faster and slide another finger in.  
 
    Her tears were almost immediately taken over by moaning; loud intense moaning.  
 
    I was intrigued at the fact that pain brought on this arousal from her.  
 
    I pulled my fingers out of her tight, wet hole and moved my hand away from her pearl. I walked around to the front of her and fell to my knees.  
 
    I had yet to taste her and if she was as sweet as I was expecting, maybe I would make a regular habit out of it. Turning her on with pain and pleasing her orally afterward. 
 
    I gently used my fingers to move her lips apart and expose her beautiful wetness and gently blew on her clitoris. She inhaled sharply and I saw it become harder. I smiled.  
 
    Disobedient or not, Riley was definitely my favorite. 
 
    “Are you enjoying this, Riley?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head and I watched her breathing become uneasy. I reached around and grabbed her immaculate ass with both of my hands tightly and gently used the tip of my tongue to begin licking her.  
 
    Because her arms were tied above her head, I wasn’t going to fully please her, but I just needed a taste. 
 
    I plunged my tongue inside of her before I pulled out and shoved two fingers inside of her.  
 
    I began to lick hungrily at her clit but I knew that I would have to be fast. If she pulled or bucked too much, she would dislocate her shoulders again.  
 
    Her moans were enough to make me crazy.  
 
    Certifiably insane; I pulled my fingers out of her and moved my mouth to cover her so that I could taste her fully and pulled my throbbing dick out of my pants.  
 
    I started to tug on myself while I continued to lick her. I wanted to be inside of her again desperately, but that was a privilege she would have to earn back.  
 
    I was, however, surprised when her body started to shake.  
 
    Was it this easy to make Riley come?  
 
    I continued to stroke myself and lick her as her breathing began to intensify.  
 
    Within a matter of mere seconds, she started to moan loudly and her juices began to flow over my tongue.  
 
    I licked her dry, making sure not to spill a drop. Then I stood up, still tugging until it was my turn. I gasped loudly as I shot my semen all over her perfect belly.   
 
    I stood there for a moment, trying to steady my breathing, before I pushed myself back into my pants. I didn’t bother to clean her up; it served to add to the humiliation and lesson. 
 
    Instead, I grabbed her clothes and my shirt and walked out of the room, firmly closing the door behind me. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    I was woken up the next morning by the obnoxious sound of someone banging on the front doors.  
 
    I sighed and tossed my quilt off and walked quickly down the hall and made my way down the stairs. I rubbed my face tiredly before I pulled the door open to see who even stepped foot on my property to begin with. 
 
    “Yes?” I asked the young couple that was standing outside my door. 
 
    “I’m sorry to have woken you up sir,” the raven-haired male with glasses said. “We got a flat tire and I was wondering if you had a phone we could borrow?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said stepping aside and letting them in.  
 
    The girl he had with him was young, eighteen at the most, and had blonde hair and big doe green eyes.  
 
    Freckles covered her face, arms, and shoulders; pretty much every square inch of her skin that I could see and I was suddenly reminded of my “test conquest.” The one my mentor had given to me before he retired so to speak from this lifestyle.  
 
    Anberlin; she looks just like Anberlin, I thought as I led them to my study.  
 
    This was one of the rooms that I didn’t have a code pad for so I just pulled the door open and waved them in.  
 
    “There’s a phone over by that table,” I said nodding to the right.  
 
    “Thank you,” he replied.  
 
    I watched them both, her huddling at his side, and him lifting the receiver to make his phone call. I sat on the edge of my desk and crossed my arms over my chest watching her more so than him.  
 
     Some things in life could be considered pure coincidence, but this I just couldn’t brush off as such.  
 
    Anberlin’s twin turned slightly to glance at me over her shoulder and I felt an urge starting to rise inside of me.  
 
    It wasn’t the urge that I had with Riley, it was more of a “how did you manage to escape” urge.  
 
    I walked around the desk and sat on the chair, powering on the computer.  
 
    I wanted to go through the galleries I kept on it; I was very meticulous with my record keeping and to think that this could be Anberlin and not a twin, was making me a little angry. 
 
    The young man turned to look at me, “Excuse me, sir? Your phone doesn’t seem to be working.” 
 
    “I know,” I replied, pulling up the folder I was looking for.  
 
    They stood there and stared at me; I knew because I felt their eyes on me as I sat intensely staring at the pictures that were now beginning to fill the screen. 
 
    “Do you have another that we can use?” he asked a bit nervously. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The first was of a beautiful speckled girl with long straight blonde hair. Terrified big green eyes and a nose that was slightly turned up at the tip.  
 
    I had a hand placed firmly around her neck as I held her down on the bed, penetrating her ass so violently that she hadn’t been able to walk for days. The added look of pain on her face was magnificent. 
 
    “Okay, well, thank you anyway,” he said taking her by the hand and leading her toward the door.  
 
    I pushed a button underneath the desk and the door swung shut, locking itself securely.  
 
    I scrolled to the next photo of Anberlin suspended above the bed, chains allowing her to hover over me, and her wrists and ankles tied together; my hard cock crammed in her mouth.  
 
    I turned off the computer and let my eyes wander toward where they were standing by the door; him struggling to open it and her crying.  
 
    “What’s your name, Miss?” I asked quietly. 
 
    She looked at me with those huge terrified green eyes; the same eyes in the picture and her young gentleman friend stood in front of her. 
 
    “Let us out! Please! We just want to go!” he yelled frantically. 
 
    I got to my feet and stared at him for a moment. It was almost unfair how much smaller he was than me and how simple it would be to just …  
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked again. 
 
    “I’m Evan and this is my girlfriend, Perry,” he said pushing her against the door and damn near flattening himself on her. 
 
    I smiled and looked out the window of the study.  
 
    I guess it wasn’t Anberlin after all.  
 
    The sense of anger started to leave me.  
 
    Now that I knew that I hadn’t let one go after all so to speak, I also knew that I had something to entertain myself with while I attempted to break my beautiful Riley in. 
 
    “How old are you Perry?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “Seventeen,” she whispered, trying to control her tears.  
 
    “And how old are you Evan?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m twenty. Please, just let us go,” he begged again. 
 
    “No,” I replied simply. 
 
    “Why not?” he shouted, looking around the room for some sort of weapon.  
 
    “Because, I have a little project I need Perry’s help with and I’ve decided to keep her for a while. You, however, are of no use to me,” I said approaching them. 
 
    I shoved Perry out of the way and took Evan’s head in my hands.  
 
    One quick movement was all it took to snap his neck which of course was then followed by the screams of terror from his girlfriend.  
 
    Ex-girlfriend; she wouldn’t be much use to him now. 
 
    I grabbed her securely around her wrists with one hand and dragged her past her dead boyfriend’s body and out of the room.  
 
    “Ms. Perry, I don’t tolerate screaming in my home. I’ll ask you to stop once and then I’ll teach you what happens when you don’t,” I warned.  
 
    Perry screamed again and I sighed.  
 
    I stood her up and held her against the wall, my hand around her throat.  
 
    I had to figure out how to silence her without hurting her; the pain would come later, it always did.  
 
    “If I promise to let you go soon, will you stop screaming, Ms. Perry?” I asked kindly. 
 
    “You killed Evan!” she shrieked between sobs. 
 
    “Yes, I did. Would you like to join him, Ms. Perry or will you allow me the pleasure of your company and assistance for a little while?”  
 
    She bit her trembling lower lip and nodded.  
 
    To which question, I wasn’t quite sure, but she seemed to relax a bit and I pulled my hand away from her neck. I smiled at her and she turned her face away, before we continued our walk past the hallway, into the kitchen, and toward the basement door.  
 
    “I don’t trust you, so I’m going to have to carry you down the steps, Ms. Perry. Is that okay?” I asked as I hoisted her over my shoulder.  
 
    To be honest, her opinion didn’t matter I just wanted to extend some form of courtesy by giving her a choice that wasn’t hers to have. 
 
      I took her to the room that held Riley and punched the code to open the door. I entered and smiled when I saw Riley’s beautiful naked body suspended from the ground just where I left her.  
 
    “I’ve brought you some company, Riley,” I said cheerfully as I dropped Perry on the ground. 
 
    I went over to her and lifted her body ever so slightly so that I could unhook her.  
 
    I decided to put Perry in her place for now and give Riley’s arms a rest for a few nights before putting her back up there. 
 
    She mumbled something I couldn’t quite understand as I laid her on the bed.  
 
    Gently, I pulled the silk down. 
 
    “What was that?” I asked softly, running my hands back through her hair. 
 
    “Water. Please,” she muttered. 
 
    “Will you allow me a moment? I have to put someone in your place and then I’ll be back with water. Is that acceptable?” I asked, still running my hand over her hair. 
 
    She nodded and rolled on her side.  
 
    I could only imagine what her arms felt like at the moment. I had never left a conquest suspended overnight the way I did with her, but then again, I didn’t see her as a conquest exactly. 
 
    I picked up Perry, bound her wrists, and hung her in Riley’s place. 
 
    I didn’t bother with her clothes because it was obvious that just by the way she flinched at my touch that the chances were great that she was pure.  
 
    I decided that I would save her for Riley and that locking her in this room would be best. 
 
    I left the room and made my way to the industrial-sized sink on the far left wall of the basement and filled a clean jug with cool water.  
 
    I reentered the room and helped Riley to a seated position, holding the jug to her lips. 
 
    Her still bound hands grabbed at the neck of the jug as she slurped loudly and sloppily, the water dripping down her body.  
 
    I adjusted myself on the bed; her hungriness, her thirst was starting to cause a rise. 
 
    She finally leaned back against the wall breathing heavily and using the backs of her hands to wipe away the excess water. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said breathlessly. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” I replied gently.  
 
    I hated to see her in this room, but emotional betrayal was definitely a cause for punishment, so in this room she would have to stay. 
 
    I leaned back against the wall and put an arm around her shoulders, pulling her close to me. I kissed the side of her head as she rested against me. I had almost forgotten that Perry was hanging in the room had it not been for her sudden outbreak of sobs. 
 
    Riley picked her head up and I could tell that she was trying to figure out where the sound was coming from. 
 
    “I won’t hang you back up. Not any time soon, Perry here is going to take your spot for a bit. Would you like to see her, Riley? I kept her for you—for us,” I said softly. 
 
    Riley pulled away from me and scooted back toward the top of the bed.  
 
    She brought her legs up to her chest in an effort to keep as far away from me as she could.  
 
    I sighed and moved toward her, I pulled the blindfold off her and she stared at me with wild, angry eyes. 
 
    “You have permission to speak,” I said softly. 
 
    “Are you out of your fucking mind?!” she shouted. “It’s bad enough that I’m a pawn in your sex games, but now you kidnapped someone else too?” 
 
    I shrugged.  
 
    The truth was that in a way I did feel as though I were out of my mind.  
 
    It took so little to catch my eye but yet so much to keep my attention long enough to invest time into what I did.  
 
    I considered it an art really; a sexually charged art in where I would test the limits of the female  body and if they broke too soon or before I felt I was done with them then I would dispose of them.  
 
    Depending on the conquest or the length of time it took me to break them, some would get dumped while others, the ones that survived the longest, would get quite poetic send offs. 
 
    “I thought you would like some company is all. I actually resisted the urges I had earlier with this one. I think that says a lot about how I feel about our arrangement,” I replied clearing my throat. 
 
    “Good for you,” she spat sarcastically. Apparently the water had given her all of her fire back.  
 
    I crossed my hands behind my head and sighed deeply.  
 
    I was obviously in a bit of a predicament. I assumed that by keeping little Anberlin, Riley would do anything, anything, to gain her freedom from this room, but it seemed that I was mistaken. 
 
    “I have a proposition for you,” I said resting my hand on her ankle, which she promptly pulled away.  
 
    I raised my eyebrows at her gesture and she hesitantly put them back within reach of my hand. “Thank you. As I was saying, I have a proposition for you.” 
 
    “What?” she barked. 
 
    “I will let you out of this room once you prove us to be equals. Perry will be your test. Either fuck her or kill her to prove it to me. I’ll give you all the time you need to make your decision Riley. And I will be watching,” I said, pointing to all four corners of the room in turn. 
 
    Perry burst into hysterical tears. I got to my feet and snatched the silk wrap I had used to quiet Riley and roughly shoved it into Perry’s mouth. 
 
    “I told you I don’t appreciate shouts and loud noises in my home. Now be quiet!”  
 
    She closed her eyes and whimpered. I stared at her dangerously for a moment before  
 
    I shook my head and turned around. Riley was on her feet and she actually looked like she wanted to fight me. I smirked as she stood there looking as fierce as an angry small creature who would kill to gain freedom. 
 
    “Have a go, Riley. I’ll allow it this once,” I said in amusement holding my arms out to my sides.  
 
    She stared at me for a moment, and I could see the contemplation creep across her beautiful face before disappearing.  
 
    She sighed unhappily and sat down on the bed, crossing her legs underneath her. She looked up at me with defeated eyes and held up her wrists. 
 
    “Please?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded and made my way back to the bed and sat next to her.  
 
    She turned slightly and kept her hands still while I undid the rope and set her wrists free. I watched her wrap her arms around herself and look at Perry with tears in her eyes. 
 
    “Why are you doing this to us, Jax?” she asked avoiding my gaze. 
 
    “I’m only doing to you what was done to me, Riley,” I explained quietly. “Eventually you will have to prove yourself to me to stay alive and this is the easiest way I could have you do it without breaking the cardinal rules.” 
 
    She looked at me with a shocked look on her face.  
 
    Always; they always think I woke up one day and decided to be this way, I thought unhappily. I didn’t enjoy being pitied for it. 
 
    “You have your instructions,” I said getting to my feet. “Fuck her or kill her.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    I went back to the study and stepped over Evan’s body.  
 
    History had taught me that I had at least two to three days to dispose of the body before it started to decompose and smell. I sat in my chair and turned the computer back on.  
 
    After it came to life, I opened the program for the security cameras and typed in the password before picking the basement. I leaned back in my chair and watched the scene unfold in front of me.  
 
    Riley had her hands on Perry’s sides trying to figure out how to get her down.  
 
    She had already pulled the gag out of her mouth and she was telling her that she would find a way to get them both “out of this alive” but she would have to trust her. 
 
    “I don’t want to die!” Perry shrieked over and over.  
 
    Riley assured her that she wouldn’t kill her to get out of the predicament I had put them in.  
 
    I leaned forward with childish anticipation as Riley wrapped her small arms around Perry’s legs and tried to lift her off the hook. 
 
    “Ow!” Perry screamed in tears as she slid out of Riley’s arms and her body jerked down on the hook.  
 
    I laughed in amusement.  
 
    Little Riley thought she was strong enough to get Perry down. But what happened next showed me just how cunning and devious she could be.  
 
    She looked around the room desperately until she found something to stand on. Then she ran back to the bed and pulled something out from underneath the pillow that I couldn’t quite make out. 
 
    “I’m not strong enough to lift you, so I’m going to have to cut you down. It’s going to hurt when you fall so I’ll apologize for that now,” she said to Perry who quickly nodded.  
 
    I watched Riley climb up and brandish a razor? and lift herself to her tiptoes as she began to cut furiously at the ropes around Perry’s arms.  
 
    Moments later, Perry fell free from the hook and landed on her back.  
 
    Riley jumped off whatever it was that she was standing on and quickly checked her for injuries, before helping her to her feet and taking her to the bed.  
 
    “Where on Earth did you get a razor, Riley?” I asked into the cameras.  
 
    She held up her middle finger in response and I laughed. “Actually, I would love to, but you have to earn that back. You know how.” 
 
    I watched her wrap her arms protectively around the young girl and start to ask her questions.  
 
    I couldn’t quite make out what they were since she was speaking in a low voice, but Perry would shake or nod her head in response.  
 
    Eventually the questions stopped, and Riley held her close rubbing her arm reassuringly and looking around the room. I assumed she was looking for a way out, but I apparently had been quite incorrect on my assumptions with her as of late.  
 
    I turned my attention away from the screen and looked out the window in front of me.  
 
    They both assumed I was a monster; if only they knew what a monster really could do then they wouldn’t think that of me.  
 
    I was a young man, barely fifteen, when I was abducted by my mentor and one of his captives.  
 
    I had been drunk off my ass and stumbling down the streets of Narooma when he had his whore bait me into some “fun”. 
 
    I had agreed because I was young and stupid, and a beautiful grown woman was coming on to me, so of course I thought I was going to just fuck her and go home.  
 
    She had convinced me to follow her into his car and told me that he wasn’t a concern when I asked her who he was. She said he was a friend who would make sure that we would get back and forth safely.  
 
    And I believed her.  
 
    I was fucking stupid enough to believe that they would just let me have sex with her and take me back to where they found me.  
 
     I scowled at how the memory was starting to come back to me and decided to tuck it away for now. I would tell Riley the entire story, but only if she followed my instructions with Perry.  
 
    I leaned back in my chair and crossed my hands behind my head, letting my eyes go back down toward the screen. I raised an eyebrow when I saw that both girls had disappeared from the camera view.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I murmured to myself. I leaned forward and proceeded to click on the different rooms.  
 
    Not in the main room obviously. They can’t fit under the bed. Not in the Last Day storage room. Where the hell did they go?  
 
    I peered closely at the screen once I was back in the main room and laughed.  
 
    Apparently, when I left them in there I didn’t code the door when I left. They had gotten out and now it would be a game of hide and seek and I was sure to find them.  
 
    Not that they really have anywhere to go, I thought dryly as I got to my feet.  
 
    I walked toward the door and over Evan’s body, stepping into the hallway.  
 
    I narrowed my eyes and looked around to make sure they weren’t there and when I was satisfied that they were not on the same floor as me, I went over to the breaker box in the furthest corner of the hallway and pushed the code in to open it.  
 
    I flipped three switches; the one to open all of the doors (with the exception of those that led outside), the ones to seal all of the windows (so that they couldn’t escape), and the one to turn the cameras on every square inch of the house.  
 
    I knew now that Riley wouldn’t harm the girl because she helped her escape, so my thoughts were that when I found them, I would fuck then kill Perry while Riley watched and then I would punish her severely for her transgression. It would be fun.  
 
    For me at least. 
 
    “Ladies! I’ve unlocked all of the doors to give you more of a fair chance,” I said into the intercom system that sat next to the breaker box. “I rather enjoy a good chase which is why I did this, but I also want you to know how this will end. Perry will be used and disposed of after I find you both. Now the question is this; will you do it Riley or would you rather that I did?”  
 
    I turned off the system and closed the box. I stretched my arms over my head and walked into the kitchen.  
 
    I pulled out a box of Weet-Bix and set it down on the counter. I smiled and shook my head as I went to the sink and reached into the overhead cabinet to retrieve my favorite bowl and then grabbed the box of cereal, pouring a good amount in before returning the box to its place.  
 
    I reached into the refrigerator for the milk, poured about a quarter cup into the bowl, and put that back as well.  
 
    I quickly unlocked the utensil drawer, pulled out my favorite spoon, and went into the living room.  
 
    The reason I was smiling was because I could hear them shuffling as quietly as they could in the hallway above me.  
 
    They were opening and closing doors, trying to find a place to hide unaware of the fact that I could hear them. 
 
    So I took my normal place on the couch in the living room where I would like to sit before I “worked”.  
 
    I grabbed the remote and turned on the television, watching whatever programming had come on at the moment and sat on the arm of the couch.  
 
    As soon as I put my first spoonful in my mouth, I heard a set of footsteps approaching the doorway.  
 
    I knew it wasn’t Perry because I didn’t know her footsteps yet.  
 
    “Give up, have you?” I asked without turning around. 
 
    “No,” she replied tentatively. 
 
    “Then what is it?” I snapped. 
 
    I was suddenly feeling rage start to surge through me and I was honestly afraid that I was going to hurt her.  
 
    She needed to tell me what she wanted and then go hide. I needed the time to calm down. 
 
    I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. Nothing truthful will come from fear or anger, Jaxton. 
 
    “I’ll do it. I’ll do what you want me to do to Perry, but on two conditions,” she said in a shaky voice. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re in a position to bargain, Riley,” I said, before eating another spoonful of cereal.  
 
    “I’m not asking for anything difficult,” she pleaded. 
 
    I rolled my eyes and placed my bowl on the table. I sighed and slid down onto the couch cushion so that I could turn and look at her comfortably.  
 
    She was standing in the doorway wringing her hands with a towel wrapped around her body.  
 
    “Name your conditions and know that I probably won’t agree to any of them,” I said. 
 
    She nodded and looked over her shoulder quickly before turning her attention back to me.  
 
    “I will not kill her; I won’t. I’ll do the other thing you want me to do, but you have to be in the same room watching and you have to let her go afterwards. If you give her what you gave me, whatever was in that needle, she won’t remember. Just give her more and she’ll never know she was here.” 
 
    “I accept!” I replied, getting to my feet. “But only to one of your conditions and I’ve decided that you’ll have to kill her too.” 
 
    “But why?” she asked frantically, glancing over her shoulder again. 
 
    “Haven’t you guessed by now? I’m a monster. I don’t hide under your bed or in your closet. I don’t lurk in dark corners or only come out at night. I want you to be like me, Riley. I want to know that I’m not the only one that’s as damaged as I am. I want someone to share my torment with me, and I chose you.” 
 
    She stared at me and slowly took two steps back for every step I took forward.  
 
    Something suspicious was going on, I could tell just by her demeanor.  
 
    Upstairs, I heard the sound of glass being smashed.  
 
    “Little bitch!”  
 
    I wasn’t referring to Riley, of course. 
 
    I was referring to Perry and not because she was trying to escape, but because she was breaking my windows. I knew she couldn’t get out through any of the windows; they were reinforced for bars to drop into place if the glass was ever broken for any reason.  
 
    Regardless, I shoved her roughly aside and started to make my way up the stairs when I heard Riley running up the stairs behind me. 
 
    “Run!” she shrieked. 
 
    I stopped running and Riley wound up running right into me.  
 
    I knew that for someone as small as her it would be like running into a brick wall and I didn’t have the heart to turn around and knock her down the stairs, so I let her do it to herself.  
 
    I  heard her gasp as she ran into me then the sound of her body rolling down the steps followed by the sound of her head smacking roughly against the floor. 
 
    I turned to look at her for a moment, before deciding she would be less trouble as a heap on the floor and set off down the hallway to find Perry. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    I was standing on the balcony watching the ocean waves rolling slowly against the shoreline.  
 
    A few hours had gone by and I was waiting with all of the patience I could muster. I really wanted to shake them both awake, but with Riley, I didn’t know if she had injured her head internally when she landed so shaking her wouldn’t be a good idea.  
 
    Especially since I wanted her to be lucid and aware of the present she had tied to the bed next to her.  
 
    I closed my eyes and breathed the ocean air in deeply and smiled. It might not have been Bondi Beach, but it was still beautiful and I loved being by the water again. 
 
    Behind me Riley groaned on the bed and I opened my eyes.  
 
    I turned my back to the ocean and to the darkening night sky. I leaned on the balcony railing and waited. She would notice her present in 3…2…1… 
 
    “Perry? PERRY! Oh my God! Are you okay?” she asked, shaking the young girl furiously. 
 
    “She won’t wake up that way,” I said softly.  
 
    Riley spun around so quickly that she almost fell off the bed.  
 
    “What did you do to her? And what is this?” she asked, holding out the bottom or her lace see-through lingerie that I had dressed her in.  
 
    To say that I loved looking at her body would be a gross understatement. 
 
    “That’s for my viewing pleasure and the closest you’ll get to clothes because of what you’ve done,” I replied with a half-smile. “And I didn’t do anything to her that I haven’t already done to you.” 
 
    “You mean … you … Jaxton, did you?” she asked with wide eyes. 
 
    “Calm down Riley. I simply checked to see if she was still a virgin,” I said holding up a hand to steady her.  
 
    Riley climbed off the bed and pulled every blanket, sheet, or quilt available over Perry to cover her.  
 
    She hasn’t noticed the ropes yet, I thought slightly amused.  
 
    She came toward me with fire in her eyes and her fists balled at her sides. 
 
    “You’re incredibly sexy when you’re angry,” I said with a grin.  
 
    “Let her go, Jaxton,” she said through clenched teeth.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    With an angry yell, she came at me and started to pound her little fists against my chest in a wave of furious anger that I remembered so well.  
 
    That’s how Anberlin tried to fight me off.  
 
    I quickly grabbed her wrists on her next go at me and pulled her body against mine.  
 
    “Are you kidding me?” she shrieked angrily.  
 
    Riley’s violence toward me had me aroused and now she knew it. I grinned at her and turned her around. 
 
    I held her tightly against my body, placed my head on her shoulder, and wrapped my arms tightly around her waist.  
 
    “I can’t help that you do this to me,” I said with a chuckle. I inhaled deeply taking her scent in and becoming damn near intoxicated off it. “What would you give me to save Perry’s life?”  
 
    Her body was trembling adding to the intoxication that was starting to consume me.  
 
    All I wanted was Riley; from the moment I saw her, from the moment I finally got the nerve to speak to her. She was everything I wanted and knew that I needed desperately. 
 
    She mumbled something that I couldn’t quite make out. I turned her body gently so that I could look into her haunting blue eyes, but she refused to look at me.  
 
    I gently lifted her chin with my hand, “Riley? What would you give me?” 
 
    A single tear escaped down her right cheek as she whispered her answer again, “Forever.” 
 
    I stared at her.  
 
    I was convinced I heard her incorrectly because no one in their right mind would agree to be with me for the rest of their life. I narrowed my eyes and glanced past her at Perry who was still unconscious on the bed. 
 
    “Why?” Why for her?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
    “I’m not doing it for her, Jax. I’m doing it for you,” she said quietly.  
 
    “What?” I asked in confusion. 
 
    “I know I’ll never get out of here alive. I accept that, but I also feel that if I am to spend the rest of my life trapped within these walls, then you shouldn’t be bringing others into this place. You … you can do with me whatever you want, but you have to let Perry go,” she said her voice soft and shaky. 
 
    I shoved her away from me roughly.  
 
    She fell to the balcony floor and looked up at me in confusion. I didn’t believe her even if I did intend to keep her with me forever; she would have to be accepting of the fact that I would not let Perry go. Not alive anyway. 
 
    “Get on the bed and do what you bargained for then,” I said crossing my arms over my chest.  
 
    “Not until you promise you’ll let her go,” she replied, shaking her head.  
 
    I leaned down and grabbed her by her arm. Squeezing it tightly, I yanked her to her feet and shoved her onto the bed toward Perry. 
 
    “I already said no. I won’t say it again. Now do what you said you would, or so help me God, I’ll make you wish you were both dead,” I seethed through clenched teeth. 
 
    Riley pushed herself to her knees and protectively hovered over Perry, “No. I won’t do it, I won’t do anything until you promise you’ll let her go.” 
 
    I could feel my jaw clenching so tightly that if I wasn’t careful I knew I would shatter some teeth. I took in one deep breath and cracked my neck. 
 
    Fine, she wants me to set her free. Then free she shall be.  
 
    I went to the bed and grabbed Riley by her ponytail, yanking her viciously to the floor.  
 
    While she cried in a heap on the carpet, I pulled a pocket knife out and cut the ropes that I had used to tie Perry to the bed with. I hoisted her still unconscious body into my arms and walked toward the balcony. 
 
    “Jax! What are you doing?” Riley asked frantically behind me. 
 
    “I’m setting her free. You promised to stay with me if I did, didn’t you?” I asked glancing over my shoulder. 
 
    “Yes, but—” 
 
    “But nothing,” I replied cutting her off. I went to the edge of the balcony and lifted Perry’s sleeping, angelic body over the side.  
 
    Goodbye again, sweet Anberlin.  
 
    Riley’s scream of horror was still ringing in my ears when I heard the sound of Perry’s small, fragile body crash into the concrete below. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    I was lying in the bed, holding Riley tightly against me. I was doing my best to console her, but she was crying so terribly hard, that I was afraid I was only making her feel worse.  
 
    Of course, it probably didn’t help that I was restraining her more than I was holding her, but I found myself hating to see her so terribly hurt over Perry’s death. 
 
    “She didn’t have to die. She could have lived here with us if you had only done what you were told to do,” I said to her softly.  
 
    Riley struggled against me and I shifted on the bed. I sat up and brought her up next to me, tightening my grip on her. It was important for her to know that someone was dead because of her and not me.  
 
    “Would you like to hear a story, Riley?” I asked quietly. 
 
    Her response was another violent struggle. I chuckled and kissed the side of her head. I thoroughly enjoyed that she had so much fight in her. It would prove to be very useful to her once I felt that she was ready for my tests.  
 
    “I’d like to tell you about how I became the way that I am. Would you like to hear it?” I prodded. 
 
    “No! I don’t give a fuck! You killed Perry for no reason! Nothing you say to me can make me feel sympathy for a monster like you,” she yelled through her tears. 
 
    I leaned my head back against the headboard and sighed deeply.  
 
    Maybe it was a bad time to bring it up.  
 
    Maybe what she needed was some time alone.  
 
    Time to grieve or whatever the hell it was that she wanted.  
 
    But I was never given time to mourn the loss of myself. I was never given a break or a chance to catch my breath. The point was to break me and they did not stop until I was indeed broken.  
 
    I glanced down at the angry small woman who was crying in my arms and sighed. Riley was different; she was older than I was when I took her and she had a fighting spirit.  
 
    It was something that I couldn’t deny and for that reason alone, I decided to give her time. 
 
    I climbed off the bed and left her alone in my room.  
 
    My room; no one had ever earned that privilege from me before because I had not won that privilege from my mentors no matter how hard I had tried.  
 
    My growing feelings for Riley were starting to compromise how I was teaching her.  
 
    We hadn’t started lessons yet, I hadn’t left her in the Alone Room by herself for more than a few hours at a time and now I was giving her my room.  
 
    How the hell was I supposed to teach her when I couldn’t bring myself to punish her accordingly?  
 
    I walked down the hallway toward the stairs with purpose.  
 
    I had to get to the Alone Room.  
 
    I had to punish myself for not following the rules as they were set out to me.  
 
    I went into the basement and ran down the hallway toward the coded door.  
 
    It took me three tries and one shout of frustration to open it. I walked in and looked around wildly.  
 
    There had to be some way to punish myself but none that I could see in the room.  
 
    Until the glint of Riley’s razor caught my attention. I saw it out of the corner of my eye and walked over to the bed and dropped to my knees to fish it out. I held it in the palm of my hand and stared at it before I did what I knew I had to do. 
 
    I got to my feet and walked to the center of the room where the ropes that held Riley and Perry were frayed and still in partial tact. 
 
    I reached up and wrapped my left arm as tightly as I could before I drew the blade across my forearm and watched the stream of crimson flow down. 
 
    I gripped the rope tightly with my hand and quickly cut myself again allowing for another flow of blood to pour forward. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, but not from the pain; from the euphoria I was feeling.  
 
    My mentors had never cut me before so I never knew what this felt like, but it wasn’t the act itself. It was because of Riley; it had to be. I had accidentally cut myself numerous times before repairing things and building new doors and I reacted as a normal person would.  
 
    Scream, cuss, get angry, calm down, and continue on. 
 
    But because I was doing this for Riley, it was stirring a new kind of monster inside of me. Now I was left wondering how I would feel if it was Riley herself who drew the blade across my skin.  
 
    I quickly undid the rope from around my arm and went into the Last Day room.  
 
    I used a leather blindfold to create a tourniquet for myself so I wouldn’t bleed all over the damn house.  
 
    I’ll find her a new Perry. A better one. One that won’t fight us. One that would do anything for Riley. One that she would enjoy. She won’t be sad anymore because of it. I’ll find one and bring her back to the Alone Room before I ask Riley to cut me. It’ll be so perfect because after she does I’ll take her to her new gift. She’ll never want to leave me. Never. 
 
    I went straight to the den and grabbed Evan’s body.  
 
    I slung him over my shoulder and left the house through the back door. I walked far out into the back of the property where I had a huge fire pit that I only used one other time before.  
 
    I had killed one of my lessons accidentally and my mentors made me burn the body and watch. The smell was horrific and I became ill as the skin started to turn black and fall off.  
 
    Today, I would have to use it again.  
 
    For Evan and Perry then I would take what was left of them, bag them up, and throw them into the Tasman Sea when time allowed.  
 
    I threw him on the side of the empty pit and turned around to gather some of the wood I had chopped a few months before I found Riley.  
 
    I was frustrated that day, emotionally and sexually, so I just spent the day sawing trees down and chopping wood. I laughed when I looked at the pile and realized just how frustrated I must have been to have this much wood lying around. 
 
    Nonetheless, I covered him partially in wooden blocks, wiped the sweat from my forehead and went around to the side of the house to collect Perry’s body. 
 
     It took me a few moments to find her body where it had apparently rolled into the bushes, but when I did, I carried her back to the makeshift pyre and tossed her onto her boyfriend.  
 
    A few more blocks of wood and some accelerant and they would be ready. 
 
    I stretched my arms over my head before I went toward the shed that sat nearby. I grabbed a chair from inside, a bottle of lighter fluid, and a book of matches. I soaked the wood and went back to open my chair.  
 
    When I was ready and comfortable, I lit the entire book of matches and tossed them onto Perry’s body.  
 
    In the distance, over the raging fire, I saw Riley appear in the windows of the den. She had her hands pressed tightly against them and she was watching me, but I couldn’t tell if her face was one of horror, understanding, or wonder. 
 
    I watched her small frame pressed against the window for a few minutes longer, with the flames raging between us, causing us to look like mirages to each other. At least that’s how I felt and I didn’t like it. 
 
    I got to my feet and started to make my way toward Riley when I noticed that she wasn’t dressed as I had left her. Curiosity caused me to walk faster and when I was finally able to see her clearly, she stole my breath away. 
 
    She had ripped a strip off the lace nightgown I had put her in, and wrapped it around her eyes. She was wearing one of my button-down shirts, but it was open and the only other thing she had on was a pair of my boxers. She had remade herself almost as if it were the first day she had woken up in my home.  
 
    But why? 
 
    I put a hand to the window that separated us and she slid hers up the glass to mirror mine. Even though she couldn’t see me, the way she mimicked my movements told me that we were finally the same.  
 
    She never tore her obstructed gaze away from me. It was cold, void of purpose, full of hate, and yet still so beautiful.  
 
    Riley moved her right hand to her side and I smiled wistfully. Either she had figured out the codes or I had been dumb enough to leave the kitchen drawer open, which I know I hadn’t.  
 
    I reached for the door handle and held it tightly. A smile started to spread across her lips and it was so entrancing that I swear to God, I could have died happily on the spot.  
 
    Slowly, I opened the door and she walked out. 
 
    I felt my body go numb when she stood in front of me and looked up at me with her blue eyes. I fell to my knees in front of her when she raised the large knife over her head.  
 
    Mother Mercy, let this be over as quickly as it can be, I thought as I looked up into her eyes.  
 
    When she brought her arm down, I quickly slapped her arm and the knife flew about twenty feet away.   
 
    Riley threw herself at me angrily and knocked us both over. I assumed that her sudden strength had come from an adrenaline rush. The moment I was lost in was gone as I began to laugh.  
 
    She became so angry at my laughter that she began to swat blindly with all the fury she could muster, hitting me in the face and pounding her fists into my chest. 
 
    I only laughed harder. 
 
    She had gone from a visually sexual goddess to a viciously angry anti-goddess and I loved it. I loved it because now I knew that she could switch her emotions as quickly as I could since I had been broken. 
 
    I didn’t have to do much to her to finally achieve what I wanted. Yes, I may have fucked her in her sleep and stolen her innocence. I may have viciously fucked her on the kitchen counter.  
 
    I may have hung her in the Alone Room in shame and I may have given her the ultimatum to take Perry’s virginity or kill her, but what worked most was the psychological torments. 
 
    I had finally broken Riley. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Six months later 
 
      
 
    We were lying on the couch watching the telly. Riley was lying on top of me on her side, her head on my chest and an arm around my waist.  
 
    Everything had been calm and quiet since we had taken Evan and Perry’s remains and dumped them into the Tasman Sea. 
 
    It took a few months for her to get adjusted to her new life here with me, but I think I had her trust now since I had taken her out to help me. 
 
    I didn’t trust her enough to let her out without me, but we would take walks sometimes and she would hold my hand so tightly that I often wondered if she were trying to break it.  
 
    But when we were home alone, she would be the most attentive nurturing captive I ever had.  
 
    And in bed she had become insatiable.  
 
    It was sex every night before we went to sleep and if ever there were a time that I fell asleep watching the telly with her on the couch, I would wake up to her either sucking my dick or riding me with such a ferocity that I was worried she would snap it off.  
 
    It was absolutely magnificent and perfect, the way our lives were turning out.  
 
    Almost too magnificent and perfect. 
 
    I knew that she was plotting something. I wasn’t stupid enough to think that Riley just suddenly decided to be cooperative to everything and anything that I wanted.  
 
    That she had forgotten about my kidnapping her, popping her sweet cherry as she lay drugged on my bed, and locking her up in the Alone Room.  
 
    I also had no qualms with playing along for now.  
 
    “Is it time for bed yet?” she asked with a wide yawn. 
 
    “It can be,” I replied running my hands over her hair.  
 
    She pushed herself up with her hands and looked tiredly into my eyes and nodded. I smiled and brushed her hair back.  
 
    If only this were real I would be so damn happy.  
 
    “Come on then, off to bed we go,” I said, gently smacking her ass.  
 
    She giggled and pushed herself off me, waiting patiently. I turned off the television and set the remote down in its usual place.  
 
    As we exited the living room, Riley took my hand and we walked up the stairs toward the bedroom. I pushed the door open for her as was our usual routine and locked the door once she had climbed into bed.  
 
    Riley always slept facing away from the window; I knew it was because of Perry but I doubt if she would ever confess that much to me. 
 
    I opened the balcony doors slightly and hooked the bottoms together so that they wouldn’t open any further unless I loosened them up and lay down behind Riley. I put my arm around her and held her close to me waiting for her to start her usual hand roaming when instead she just sighed. 
 
    “Do you know what tomorrow is?” she asked quietly. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s nine months to the day that I woke up here,” she replied. 
 
    I grunted.  
 
    I honestly thought we were past the whole hostage situation, but I had guessed incorrectly.  
 
    “Did you know that Jax?” she asked turning slightly. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “It is. I’ve been counting the days. I thought by now it would be easier, especially since we’re … together, but I just miss home so much sometimes that I can’t stand it,” she said softly. 
 
    “What can I do, Riley? To make it better?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” she whispered. 
 
    I rolled onto my back and ran my hands through my hair.  
 
    I knew that the only thing that would truly make Riley happy would be to let her go, but I couldn’t risk it. 
 
    It wasn’t so much that I feared that she would turn me in, it was that I feared that my want—no my need for her would kill me if she weren’t here with me. 
 
    Still—It can’t hurt to ask.  
 
    “Do you want to leave? Me? New South Wales? Do you want to go home and work in your book store and visit your family?” I asked. 
 
    Riley cleared her throat but didn’t say anything.  
 
    Not at first; instead she sat up and crossed her legs underneath her. I watched her push her hair behind her ears before taking a deep breath and letting it out. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    What?  
 
    “No one there cares about me. No matter how much I miss them or how much I miss running around that book store, none of them care. If they did there would’ve been a manhunt looking for me by now. Sometimes when you leave, I watch the news just to see if maybe, just maybe, there’s something about a missing American girl or pleas from a family for her safe return. And do you know what I see Jax? Do you? Everything but. It kills me to know that they don’t love me anymore and have probably forgotten about me and yet I still love and miss them all so much. But, even though this is never a situation I thought I would be in, and even though I know you don’t love me and that you probably never will. I know that you only keep me around to ‘play with’, but goddammit Jax, I at least feel wanted when I’m with you,” she explained quietly. 
 
    I stared at the ceiling. 
 
     I couldn’t think of a single fucking thing to say to her.  
 
    How could you tell someone who had just poured their heart out to you that they were only half right?  
 
    That what they were feeling wasn’t how they should be feeling at all?  
 
    That you were the worst possible thing for them but couldn’t bear to watch them walk away?  
 
    She sighed unhappily and climbed off the bed. I kept my eyes trained on the ceiling while she walked over to the balcony doors and began to fidget with the loops.  
 
    “Up and to the left,” I said softly.  
 
    Since I couldn’t respond to what she had just said, I figured I could at least tell her how to undo the locks that held the doors together.  
 
    Riley undid the loops and tossed them aside.  
 
    The blast of cool air struck me like a knife to the side when she pulled the doors wide open and I shivered. I turned my back to the doors and pulled the quilt up from the end of the bed and wrapped myself securely in it.  
 
    She wouldn’t jump so I had no reason to worry about her being on the balcony alone. 
 
     As I closed my eyes and tried to sleep, one thought kept floating through my mind. Does Riley care enough about me now to cut me? I chuckled after the thought crossed my mind for the fifth time.  
 
    “Jax?” Riley called from the balcony. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Nothing,” she said after a few seconds of silence.  
 
    She punctuated it with a heavy sigh and I opened my eyes. 
 
    Obviously, nothing means something, I thought pushing my quilt off.  
 
    I swung my legs over the side of the bed and sat there waiting for her to continue, but she kept her back to me as I had to her and didn’t speak. 
 
    “What would you do if I jumped?” she asked suddenly. 
 
    “I’m faster than you think, Riley. You’d never have the chance,” I replied.  
 
    She glanced over her shoulder at me before grabbing onto the railing and hoisting herself up. 
 
    I was off after her like a bullet.  
 
    She had managed to get one leg over by the time I grabbed hold of her and pulled her back, falling onto the balcony floor. 
 
    I was shaking, not because of what Riley had just done, but because I let her test me.  
 
    That’s not how this was supposed to go. She wasn’t supposed to be the one in charge and I just … I shoved her off me and stood up.  
 
    She looked up at me with her perfect blue eyes, a smile dancing in their hollowness.  
 
    The hollowness that I had carved out of her from almost a year of captivity and I wondered if I had broken her mentally more than any of the others. But the others never would have lasted this long, I reminded myself. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she inquired in a small voice. 
 
    “Everything,” I shouted. “This isn’t supposed to work like … like … this! You’re not supposed to want to be here Riley. You’re supposed to be fighting me every step of the way and I shouldn’t be tested. How dare you test me?”  
 
    I began to pace quickly back and forth across the carpet in the bedroom.  
 
    “This is how I am, Jax. If you can’t handle it then you’re going to have to just do something about it,” she retorted defiantly. 
 
    I stopped pacing and looked at her as the feeling of my blood pressure rising hit me. How was it possible to go from the girl who couldn’t remember, to the girl that fought me, to the girl that tried to kill me, to my tester?  
 
    How? 
 
    “Fine,” I seethed.  
 
    I went over to the balcony and snatched her up from the floor. I slung her over my shoulder while she kicked violently as she tried to get out of my grip.  
 
    I had visions of throwing her on the pit and lighting her on fire alive dancing in my head. It would be amazing to watch her burn in front of me for her defiance. 
 
    I wouldn’t let her die of course, but it would serve its purpose and no other man in the world would want her.  
 
    No other man but me. I’ll always want Riley and if this is how I have to keep her then so be it. 
 
    I was trying to punch the code into the front door but my thoughts were distracting me.  
 
    Why would I always want Riley?  
 
    Once I finally got the door open it suddenly hit me; because of the way she looked at me in the bookstore.  
 
    How timid she was and how embarrassed that she ran into me.  
 
    How desperately she wanted to get away from me, made her innocence seem so much more attractive.  
 
    It was because she called me when her grandmother died.  
 
    She called me for comfort and I took her to destroy her and then dispose of her.  
 
    Like the others, except I think that she had fallen in love with me sometime through all of this and that’s what haunted my dreams, what kept me from killing her. That she loves me.  
 
    With a shaky hand I opened the door and drop her on the front step.  
 
    She looks up at me with hurt eyes, not physically hurt mind you, emotionally and I know now that I can’t keep her. I can’t let her stay here with me … I can’t.  
 
    “Goodbye Riley.” 
 
    I shut the door in her face and slump to the floor as I hear the sound of her bare feet slapping the pavement becoming ever so faint as she runs away screaming for help. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Twenty One 
 
      
 
    Three months later 
 
      
 
    I was sitting in the car near King Edward Park, tapping my fingers on the steering wheel.  
 
    I had been in a rut the past few months not having taken a new captive and I wanted one desperately. The problem was that I was no longer doing this alone.  
 
    “That one?”  
 
    I glanced over and followed Riley’s gaze.  
 
    (In case you’re wondering what happened. When she ran away screaming for help it was because she was worried that I was going to kill myself. A neighbor from the next block came over, checked on me, and returned Riley into my home. It was the damnedest, weirdest thing that had ever happened to me.)  
 
    “Not a virgin. I can tell by the way she walks,” I said dismissively. Riley sighed and leaned back in her seat.  
 
    I smiled at her.  
 
    She had changed a lot in the year that I had her.  
 
    Specifically more in the last three months.  
 
    They were the craziest, wildest, most amazing three months of my life. Riley, by fighting to get back into the house, had broken me as much as I had broken her and now I could honestly say that we were equals. I couldn’t say that I loved her, but I knew that we would never leave each other because our bond was strong now. 
 
    But I had yet still to ask her to draw a blade across me.  
 
    “You’re wrong,” she said breaking into my thoughts. “Look at her again. Her hair color, the piercings, it’s all a façade. Look at the way she handles herself. It reminds me of me a few years ago.” 
 
    “If you want her then go get her,” I replied nodding toward the girl with wild purple hair.  
 
    “What?” she asked with wide eyes. “I thought that’s why you were here.” 
 
    I shook my head and grinned, “No, I’m here to make sure that I know who the captive is. That way I know who to approach tonight at The Brewery. The baiting is your job. Now go get her attention,” I said leaning past her and pushing her door open. 
 
    Riley got nervously out of the car and pushed her hair behind her ears.  
 
    I had come to learn that was something she did when she was thinking something through. I reached over and playfully slapped her ass.  
 
    When she squealed and turned to look at me, I nodded at the girl again and she sighed.  
 
    With a nod, she straightened her shoulders and went over to sit on the bench where the girl was now settled. 
 
    I leaned back in the seat and put an arm around the back of her seat, watching them carefully. I hadn’t told Riley what to say or how to engage the girl because I wanted to be sure that she could do this knowing full well what the outcome would be. It was our first “hunt” together and I wanted her to convince me that this still wasn’t a ruse somehow. 
 
    After what seemed like years Riley, finally engaged Purple in conversation. They were talking about her hair which was made obvious by the fact that Riley leaned over to touch it and the girl was smiling widely and nodding.  
 
    A half an hour passed while they sat there chatting on the bench and I was suddenly reminded why I preferred captives to companions; women were so damn chatty when they were put together. 
 
    Fifteen minutes after that, I was irritably running my hands through my hair, when Riley and Purple finally stood up.  
 
    Purple nodded enthusiastically to what was being said, and Riley walked away with a wave.  
 
    She came back to the car excitedly and jumped in with a red flush on her face. 
 
    “Done!” she said cheerfully. 
 
    “What in the bloody hell took so long?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    She laughed as she pulled her seat belt across herself and secured it into place. “I don’t have a dick, Jax. I can’t just go slinging it around and having girls fall in love with me. Girls have to bond and we can do it quickly with the right kind of conversation.” 
 
    I stared at her.  
 
    With as beautiful and bubbly as she was how did it take a conversation to convince Purple to meet her at the damn pub? 
 
    “And?” I asked pulling my seat belt on and turning on the car. 
 
    “She’ll be there,” Riley replied with a sly smile. 
 
    I shook my head and checked the mirror before I pulled away from the curb. “We’re going to have to do something about how long it takes you to engage a captive. You can’t stay out too long because when they go ‘missing’, people will start to remember the last person they saw them with. In this case, it will be you and I can’t have that. So tonight you stay home, Riley. I’ll go to the pub and I’ll get the whore and bring her back. I won’t touch her in any way other than to bring her back to you.” 
 
    She sighed heavily and her shoulders slumped.  
 
    It was obvious that she wasn’t pleased with what I proposed, but there was no other way now. I didn’t care if any of these whores were traced back to me; it would never stick. Riley was too new to this and if she were questioned she would crack under pressure.  
 
    And we can’t have the girl that loves us in jeopardy, can we?  
 
    “No we can’t,” I whispered to myself. 
 
    I drove home and punched open the codes to let us in. I had three hours to get ready and to convince Riley that nothing would happen without her.  
 
    Something told me that part of her disappointment was jealousy. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be back in no less than two hours,” I called out as I walked toward the door.  
 
    I sighed when Riley didn’t respond. She had spent the rest of the day moping on the living room couch and refused to come out. 
 
    I walked into the living room and she turned slightly so she could look up at me. “You look nice.” 
 
    “Only for you,” I replied with a smile. Where the fuck did that come from? “Ahem, like I said I’ll be back in no less than two hours, not that it’s ever taken me that long before.” 
 
    She nodded and turned herself so that she would be flat on the couch again. I stood there for a moment and jingled my car keys in my hand, but she refused to look at me again.  
 
    I went over to the couch and leaned over it just enough to obstruct her view of the telly.  
 
    When Riley looked up at me questioningly I made a face and she gave me a small smile. She reached up and pushed my hair out of my face before she crossed her eyes and stuck her tongue out.  
 
    I laughed and straightened myself up. I knew that I would never be able to get Purple back here thinking that Riley was upset with me. I needed a clear mind and I would do what I could to leave with one. 
 
    She turned over onto her stomach and pushed herself up onto her knees.  
 
    She placed her hands on her thighs and stared at me curiously, “Do you think she’s prettier than me?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Riley smiled and nodded as she climbed off the couch and came over to me. I backed up a little unaware of what she wanted when she sat on the arm of the couch where I normally sat. 
 
    “Good. Okay, well. See you later,” she said awkwardly. 
 
    I nodded but didn’t move.  
 
    I wanted to take Riley into my arms and tell her that she would never have to worry about anyone else replacing her.  
 
    I wanted to tell her that she was my favorite of all and that I—  
 
    It doesn’t matter. She’ll eventually try to leave like all the others, I thought miserably. 
 
    I sighed and looked away for a moment. I had been honestly wondering all day if she and Purple had been setting a trap for me and if that was the case, I couldn’t leave without saying something. 
 
    “You know if this was another time or place, I think that this could work,” I said softly. 
 
    “What could work?” she asked in confusion. 
 
    “Us.” 
 
    “I thought we were working and that Purple is my test,” she said curiously. 
 
    I smiled.  
 
    She didn’t understand what I was saying and I wasn’t going to let her. I had to get back to being myself or I would fuck up this entire thing.  
 
    “We are and this is. Forgive me, I have no idea what shit I was trying to spew just now,” I replied with a chuckle. 
 
    She smiled and gave me a quick hug, “I’ll be waiting and I’ll do my best not to let you down, Jax.” 
 
    I inhaled the scent of her hair deeply; juniper breeze has always been my favorite. I gently pulled away from her and nodded as I walked out of the house. 
 
    I went to my car and got in. 
 
    I took a deep breath and gripped the steering wheel tightly. I had Riley and she was on my side as far as I knew, but now knowing that I had her was changing me and I couldn’t let that happen. 
 
    I had to stay in control because this was my house and my rules. I was the mentor now and I had to be sure that insipid things like love were not spoken about or felt. No matter how badly I want it. 
 
    I laughed to myself as I secured my seat belt and turned on the car. I wasn’t much of a mentor but I never thought the day would come when I would find someone like Riley who I wanted to share this world with.  
 
    To show them what it meant to be like me, and now I was off to get her own captive, and watch her inner deviant blossom.  
 
    Forty five minutes later, I was sitting in my car outside of The Brewery. I had a ritual I would follow when I was going to abduct a captive. I would wait in my car for at least thirty minutes and watch everyone that walked in and out to see if there could be a problem or if anyone would notice the person missing.  
 
    Of course, I took a huge chance with Riley, knowing that I was potentially the last person she was seen with, but I brushed it off as it was common knowledge that she was going to her grandmother’s funeral.  
 
    Still, I knew that bringing her home would be much better for both of us than to stay in Wyoming or Louisiana where the chances were too great that I would be caught. 
 
    I leaned back in my seat and watched the crowd of people walking in and out. “What the fuck?” I muttered to myself. I leaned over the steering wheel and shook my head.  
 
    I saw Purple walking into The Brewery and she looked absolutely anxious as she checked the rather expensive watch on her arm.  
 
    It was apparent by her disposition that she was late. I rolled my eyes and looked at the time on the console to make sure I would be on time to start my routine. I opened the car door and stepped out. I pulled on the bottom of my white button down shirt to straighten it out and rolled up the sleeves to sit above my elbow.  
 
    This should be an easy snatch as long as I could engage Purple into a conversation and keep her attention, which of course had never been an issue for me before but every mark was different. 
 
    I stepped into the dimly lit bar and walked around the already drunk patrons and looked around for Purple.  
 
    I grinned when I saw her sitting at the bar alone checking her phone and looking around.  
 
    Apparently, she was looking for Riley but little did she know she was going to get me instead. I pushed my way past a few more people before I finally got to her. 
 
    “Hello,” I said sitting in the empty stool next to her. 
 
    She looked at me through narrowed, suspicious eyes before nodding and turning her attention back to her watch.  
 
    She sighed impatiently and looked around causing me to chuckle. I couldn’t help it; I knew that she was waiting for someone that wasn’t going to show up and it made me feel a bit more powerful. 
 
    “What are you drinking?” I asked nodding at her glass. 
 
    “Queensland Iced Tea,” she replied with a tight smile.  
 
    She made it a point of looking at her watch again and I had to turn my face to hide my smile.  
 
    I waved the bartender over and ordered a Rusty Nail. I could never afford to get intoxicated so this was my drink of choice on the nights I chose my captives from bars. 
 
    “Waiting for someone?” I asked her, after I paid for my drink and took a sip.  
 
    “Yes, actually I am. So if you wouldn’t mind …” 
 
    I laughed and looked at her, “That was a bit harsh, don’t you think? I’m just trying to make polite conversation. I’ll leave once they get here, promise.” 
 
    “Fine but conversation only. I’m not exactly interested in men,” she replied curtly. 
 
    Oh. Fuck. This isn’t going to be as easy as I thought. Okay, think Jaxton. 
 
    “So you’re waiting for Riley, yeah?” I asked taking another sip of my drink.  
 
    I wanted to smash the glass into her face, render her unconscious, and drag her out to the car. It was a sudden moment of anger that if I knew I didn’t control, I would end up doing just that.  
 
    Deep breaths. You can do this even if she is an insufferable, pompous bitch. 
 
    “You know her?” she asked curiously. 
 
    I nodded and drank down the rest of my drink. I had to get the glass out of my trembling hand.  
 
    I had to get it far away so that I wouldn’t break it on her face. I needed to go outside. I needed fresh air and I needed it now.  
 
    “I’m gonna go outside for a bit, care to join me?” I asked through clenched teeth. 
 
    This always happened to me. 
 
    The closer I knew I was getting to securing my new victim, the more violent I wanted to be, the angrier I got.  
 
    It was something that my mentors had given up trying to get me to control so I had to learn to control it on my own.  
 
    Purple quickly finished what was left of her drink and I threw money on the bar. I took her hand to lead her through the throngs of people and released it immediately once we reached the door. 
 
    I took a deep breath of fresh air and almost choked on the amount of cigarette smoke I wound up inhaling.  
 
    It was almost enough to make me start seeing red again, but instead I leaned against the wall, while Purple opened her small satchel and pulled out a cigarette of her own.  
 
    Purple’s phone buzzed quietly in her hand and I watched her bring her screen to life. I watched her grin widely and I stood by as she angled the camera on the phone toward herself and take a picture.  
 
    “How well do you know, Riley?” she asked as she sent her photo.  
 
    I waited until she put her phone away and gave me her attention gain. 
 
    “Well enough. She’s a good girl, uh, woman. Very kind and sweet, loves to please others,” I replied awkwardly. 
 
    “But I mean what kind of girl does she like?” she asked, as her phone buzzed again. 
 
    “I never asked to be honest.” 
 
    She nodded as she looked at her phone again and laughed. Her fingers moved quickly over the screen before she turned her attention back to me with a big smile. 
 
    “Riley said to tell you hello.” 
 
    What? Is this one just as crazy as the other?  
 
    “How’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “Riley said to tell you hello,” she repeated. “Look.” I peered over her shoulder as she pulled up her messages.  
 
    Between her and Riley. Text messages and picture messages.  
 
    My heart started to beat erratically.  
 
    Riley had a phone and I never knew it.  
 
    She probably had it this whole time.  
 
    I had to get home and I had to get there now. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
      
 
    “Do you have to drive so fast?” Purple asked in a panic as I swerved around a car. 
 
    “You’re eager to get home to Riley, yeah?” I snapped at her as I went past another car. She nodded, I saw out of the corner of my eye. “So am I.” 
 
    I was driving rather erratically but I needed to get my hands on that damn phone and see what she had been doing with it.  
 
    Even if she erased everything, I had a program I could use to bring it all back. 
 
    This is why you never develop feelings for them you fucking idiot. Because then stupid shit like this happens and you never know it until it’s too late.  
 
    I pulled into the driveway five minutes later and jumped out of the car. I didn’t bother dragging Purple with me because I knew she was already wanting to see Riley so she would follow me.  
 
    I reached the door first and punched the codes in quickly. I went straight into the living room where I had left her and sure enough she was still lying on the couch with the telly on and the phone in her hand. 
 
    I snatched it from her seconds before Purple entered the room.  
 
    Riley sat up and looked at me with a satisfied smirk on her face then got up to greet her.  
 
    The rage that smile sent through me was so overwhelming that I left the room without a word and went straight to my den.  
 
    I slammed the door behind me and went straight to the computer, which I fired on immediately and turned on the cameras so I could watch them as I went through the phone. 
 
    It seemed that today was the first time she had used it. And it also appeared that she only used it with Purple, whose real name was apparently Tempest.  
 
    I rolled my eyes at the messages they had sent to each other throughout the day; all of it was messages of how they couldn’t wait to see each other tonight.  
 
    Shaking my head, I reached into the top drawer and pulled out the USB chord. I glanced at the screen as I started to fit it to the bottom of the phone and damn near dropped it.  
 
    Riley and Tempest were wrapped up in each other and kissing rather passionately.  
 
    I leaned back in my chair and stared at them for a moment.  
 
    Riley seemed like she was actually enjoying herself at the moment. 
 
    As long as she goes the distance when she needs too then I really don’t fucking care, I thought lowering the camera screen and opening the program I needed.  
 
    Once I hooked the phone up to the computer and let the program begin its search, I pulled the camera screen back up and sighed. The living room was empty; like the Alone Room had been when she snuck Perry out of it. 
 
    “Tsk, tsk, Riley. You’re a very naughty girl,” I whispered to myself as I began to scan the other rooms of the house for them. 
 
    I decided to let the program run as I left the den.  
 
    There were really only two rooms they could be in and one of them would only record if the cameras were set from the inside of it.  
 
    So up the stairs I went and down the hall until I reached the door of my bedroom.  
 
    As I pushed it open slightly I was rather amused to find Riley and Tempest sitting on the bed, devouring each other’s faces pretty much, and letting their hands wander all over each other. 
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    Riley jumped and pulled away from Tempest. She turned around to look at me with a sheepish smile on her face. 
 
    “I’m doing this wrong, aren’t I?” she asked. 
 
    “Beyond,” I replied crossing my arms over my chest.  
 
    “What am I supposed to do then?”  
 
    “Come here, little Riley. We’re going to have to put her away for a day or two until I can get you to understand what you need to do,” I said to her.  
 
    And punish you accordingly for having that phone.  
 
    “Wait. What the hell is going on?” Tempest asked curiously. “If you’re expecting a threesome, you can fucking forget it. I already told you I don’t like men.” 
 
    “Is that okay with you?” I asked Riley softly once she was standing in front of me.  
 
    She nodded in response and I ran a hand down the side of her face, giving her a small smile. 
 
    “Good. Wait here, this will only take a few minutes,” I said to her.  
 
    I walked past Riley and reached for Tempest who immediately tried to kick me away.  
 
    I laughed for a moment before the anger took over me.  
 
    I climbed onto the bed and managed to grab her by the back of her hair just as she crawled off the bed and yanked her back toward me. S 
 
    he reached back and managed to scratch the side of my face which angered me so much that I turned her to face me and punched her.  
 
    That one move led to unconsciousness and I dragged her by her hair all the way down to the Alone Room.  
 
    “Bitch,” I muttered after I stripped her naked and locked her in.  
 
    I put my hand to my right cheek and winced at the small stinging pain. I’d have to cut her nails once I took her out of the room.  
 
    For now, I had to clean up the scratches and get back to Riley. 
 
    A lesson in pain would fix the phone mistake and then we could get on to how she was supposed to initiate Tempest. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
      
 
    I was lying on my bed breathing heavily.  
 
    That had to be the most amazing sex I had ever experienced in my life. My eyes were closed and I crossed my arms behind my head with a satisfied smile.  
 
    Above me, Riley tried to speak but since I had tied a silk scarf around her mouth, I couldn’t hear what she had to say, nor did I care at that moment.  
 
    Much like Anberlin, I had suspended her from the ceiling in chains, her wrists and ankles tied together after I was done with her.  
 
    Before then, I just had her hanging by her arms.  
 
    She cried the whole time of course, because I wasn’t nice, I wasn’t gentle, and I was loving fucking her. I didn’t care that she screamed in pain when I pulled her hair and slid my cock into her ass and I didn’t care when she began to cry because of how relentless I was in fucking her specifically in such a tender area.  
 
    I didn’t care when she cried out even louder when I left bite marks on her breasts and arms. I didn’t care when she almost lost consciousness due to the amount of pain I had inflicted on her and I sure as hell didn’t care when I pulled out of her and saw her blood on me.  
 
    I felt like myself again and as I brought her ankles up to meet her wrists, all I could think was that she would never defy me again. I went into my bathroom and cleaned myself and because I didn’t want her to drip on me while I lie underneath her, I came out and cleaned her up as well. 
 
    And now I was not only satisfied but I felt completely in control of Riley again. 
 
    Riley mumbled something again a little more urgently and I opened my eyes to look at her.  
 
    She kept cutting her eyes up and because I’d rather see what was happening rather than hear her speak at the moment I sat up and looked her over.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    Her left shoulder, the one she had dislocated almost a year ago was turning black and blue. I stood on the bed and undid the chains and let her fall down.  
 
    She let out a cry of pain as I undid her ankles and her wrists. I threw the chains aside and turned her onto her back so I could better inspect her shoulder.  
 
    It looked bruised but nothing more. I let her lay on the bed as I went into my closet to retrieve some rope to bind her hands in front of her and her ankles again as well.  
 
    I pressed myself against her as she gently wept next to me. I loved the feeling of Riley so close to me, her skin against mine alone would intoxicate me.  
 
    I … I wanted to fuck her again but I didn’t know if she would ever let me do it again. 
 
    “We have six hours before the sun comes up,” I whispered to her. “I’ll be gentle this time. I promise.” 
 
    Riley’s body trembled slightly and I knew she was wondering what to do. I told her that it wouldn’t always be like this, which was the truth.  
 
    If I could just get her to do to Tempest what needed to be done, she would know, no, she would feel what it was like to be a monster. 
 
    “Riley?” I prompted. 
 
    “No,” she whispered back. 
 
    I had expected that quite honestly. I took her from the bed straight into the basement and down the hall toward the door of the Alone Room.  
 
    She began to cry silently when I told her not to look at the code as I punched it in.  
 
    Tempest was still unconscious on the floor where I left her so I was easily able to step over and place Riley on the bed.  
 
    “Maybe now you’ll learn to behave, yeah?” I asked as I undid the ropes.  
 
    She was crying too hard to answer me and I found myself loving her tears.  
 
    “Please, I’m sorry. Don’t leave me in here. Please,” she sobbed. 
 
    I looked at her for a moment before shaking my head. “You made your decision. I’ll see you in one week. Make sure she’s broken by then.” 
 
    I walked out of the room and pulled the door securely shut behind me as Riley began to scream for help in the Alone Room.  
 
    As I made my way back up to my room to get dressed, I wondered what scared her the most.  
 
    Being in the Alone Room again or being there with Tempest?  
 
    It doesn’t fucking matter. Not anymore. I have to be her mentor, not her lover. Riley will learn the way I learned and then we’ll proceed together from there. It’s the only way. 
 
    I went into my bedroom and straight to the shower. I turned on the faucets and grabbed a clean towel.  
 
    I didn’t bring any clothes in with me but I didn’t plan on wearing anything when I went to sleep either so it didn’t matter. 
 
    I stepped into the shower and put my hands against the wall. I sighed deeply as the water ran over my skin, as thoughts of Riley and how I had decimated every orifice of her body running rampant through my mind.  
 
    I let out a shaky breath as I thought of how she squirmed, screamed, and cried in my grip and I could feel myself starting to get hard.  
 
    I loved every moment of what I did to her even if she hated me for it.  
 
    Even if she would never trust me again, she would always listen to me, I thought as I began to stroke myself.  
 
    The feeling of her soft skin in my hands as I gripped it tightly leaving bruises where my fingers held her …  
 
    The feeling of her tender flesh between my mouth as I nibbled and bit down on her.  
 
    Oh God, I thought breathing heavily.  
 
    It was going to be so easy for me to come thinking of how I had brutalized her small body.  
 
    I wanted so badly to do it again but I was always taught to only punish that way if it was needed and to never overstep that boundary if I ever did find someone to love me.  
 
    Riley loves me. I know she does; I see it in her face every time I’m near her, I hear it in the slight tremble in her voice whenever she speaks to me. …  
 
    I groaned loudly as my balls tightened and I thought of being inside of Riley’s sweet tender ass. 
 
    It only took a couple of more hard tugs on my dick for me to explode all over the bathroom wall.  
 
    I stood there breathing heavily as my body shook slightly trying to think how I could have possibly done such things to someone who loved me?  
 
    Don’t start thinking like this again, Jaxton. 
 
    She’s not to be loved. She’s to be used, broken, humiliated, and dumped.  
 
    Like the others. 
 
    I quickly washed myself and got out of the shower, drying myself off. I decided I would go to sleep and worry about what I would do with Riley on the morning of the seventh day.  
 
    For now, I would just walk about my home as though there weren’t two naked women locked in the secret room in my basement. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
      
 
    It was the morning of the fourth day when I woke up feeling like something was wrong. I wasn’t sure what or why I was feeling that way but I just couldn’t shake it. I decided to take my Weet-Bix into the den and watch the scene in the Alone Room.  
 
    It was the first time in the four days that I decided to check in on them and I wanted to be sure that my sick feeling didn’t have to do with Riley or Tempest. 
 
    I sat down and brought the screens up before getting comfortable in my chair and pulling my legs up onto the desk. I moved the mouse and clicked on the Alone Room and saw Riley sitting naked on the bed, while Tempest sat naked in the furthest corner away from her.  
 
    I reached for the speakers and set them next to me, before I turned them on and spoke. 
 
    “Good morning ladies,” I said cheerfully. 
 
    Tempest jumped and looked all around the room to see where my voice had come from, but Riley looked straight up into the camera at me.  
 
    Even though I know she couldn’t see me, it felt like she could.  
 
    So much so, that I tore my eyes away from her hurt gaze and looked at Tempest who was still looking around the room.  
 
    Riley mouthed something and I laughed, “Can’t hear you unless I turn on your speakers. One sec, love. Er, Riley.” Where the hell did that come from? “Alright, what did you say?” I asked. 
 
    “How can you do this to me?” she asked faintly.  
 
    “Because my dear Riley, you’ve been lacking in discipline and that has been my mistake. I will take the blame for that, but I also won’t make the same mistake twice. As such, you’ve got another three days in that room. Have you made your decision yet by the way?” I asked before taking another scoop of cereal into my mouth.  
 
    She pulled her legs up to her chin and wrapped her arms around them before shaking her head.  
 
    “Then I’ll sweeten the deal for you. I was honestly thinking of letting you go a while ago,” I said conversationally. “Do you remember? You told me that you didn’t want to go home, but I don’t believe you. I think you lied to me. Did you lie to me Riley?”  
 
    “No,” she insisted looking up again. “Why would I lie about something like that?” 
 
    “Why would you want to stay here? Knowing that you’d never gain freedom again after your last stunt?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “Oh who gives a fuck? Let us out of here!” Tempest finally screamed from her corner.  
 
    “Just shut up. You’re the reason we’re both in this room,” Riley snapped at her. 
 
    “I’m the reason? It seems to me like your little boyfriend is a fucking freak and you want to keep him happy by doing the same sick shit he does. I will promise you this much, if I get out of this alive, I’m turning you both in,” she said through clenched teeth. 
 
    I watched them carefully.  
 
    Tempest looked like she wanted to rip Riley to pieces and Riley looked like she didn’t particularly care one way or the other.  
 
    After a moment, Riley turned her attention back to the camera and spoke. “Does the ultimatum still stand?” 
 
    “Always,” I replied. 
 
    She nodded and got to her feet. I took a deep breath and waited as she leaned over the side of the bed and pulled something out from under the pillow.  
 
    She turned and faced Tempest who was now on her feet, hands balled at her sides, ready for what she knew was about to happen.  
 
    “If we do this together we can both get out of here,” she said uncertainly to Riley. 
 
    Riley looked down for a moment, chuckling, before she slid the razor-blade between her fingers, “I’m not interested in leaving. With as fucked up as this may seem to you, I’m wanted here. For the first time in my life, someone wants me, body and soul, and I refuse to lose that. I’m sorry that I deceived you, Tempest. And I’m sorry that you won’t stay with us, but I won’t allow you to destroy what Jaxton has built.” 
 
    Tempest let out a scream of rage as she flew at Riley. 
 
    I’d seen that rage before; I had it in me at one point.  
 
    It was the rage of being deceived, used, and unwanted.  
 
    But it was also the rage that told me that we never would have been able to keep her because unlike me she wouldn’t have been willing to take her punishments and learn to control her anger. 
 
    I immediately left the den.  
 
    Because I knew that anger so well and had yet to see it in Riley, it was possible that she would need my help.  
 
    But no one helped me, so why help her?  
 
    “Fuck off,” I muttered to myself. 
 
    I ran the whole way to the Alone Room.  
 
    I was getting that bad feeling again and now that I knew that they were going to either fight or fuck each other to death, I needed to be in there for her. I punched the code in and pushed at the door but something seemed to be blocking it.  
 
    Confused, I pushed harder forcing it open.  
 
    The first thing I saw was the trail of blood and the small limp white arm. It was badly gashed open and it the hand was almost hanging from the wrist. 
 
     It was a terrible sight to see but even worse when I saw Riley standing there looking at me with vacant eyes.  
 
    I approached her slowly and took the razor from her hand. I pulled her close and felt her heart beating erratically deep inside of her. 
 
    “Listen to me, love. I want to tell you my story. I was fifteen, remember? I was drunk on the streets, yeah? I was taken by my mentor and his whore. I didn’t know what was going to happen to me and I thought that if I fucked her I would get to leave. I was wrong, so damn wrong. I wound up being used by both of them, sexually used. What I did to you upstairs to punish you? Oh God, Riley it’s what he did to me when I needed to be punished. I’m so sorry, but I was taught that was the only way.” Tears slid down the side of her face; I felt them land on my arm. I won’t have enough time to tell her everything, I thought in a panic. “When I was seventeen they decided that I should be able to hold my own and began construction on this prison. Not just so that my captives couldn’t escape but so I couldn’t either. But I became strong when they weren’t noticing. I became smarter than them. I killed them Riley; I killed them both and dropped their bodies to rot in the Tasman. Now I know that I did it for you. Even though I didn’t know you then, it was always for you. You understand what I mean, yes? Please tell me you do, love.” 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped. “Thank you.” 
 
    I ran my hands back over her hair and felt my lip trembling dangerously. I was actually going to cry and it was so undeniably weird to me to feel this.  
 
    “For wanting me,” she whispered.  
 
    I had never felt so ashamed of my actions in my entire life. I wanted nothing more than to be her protector now, but I knew that I couldn’t.  
 
    I wanted to be her lover, but I knew that I couldn’t. 
 
     I wanted to be everything that she needed but I had to be everything that she hated.  
 
    “Oh Riley,” I sighed as the tears finally fell. I stood up and turned to face Tempest. “We have to clean this mess up, love. We have to burn her and drop her in the Tasman, yeah?” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to do it. Not like this,” she whispered into my chest.  
 
    I looked down at the girl in my arms and wondered how else she could have possibly meant to end the life of another.   
 
    I had never seen something as vicious as this and only now I wondered if Riley could possibly be more dangerous than me.  
 
    “Don’t think about it. I’ll clean up the mess and I’ll burn the body and dump her. You just go upstairs and get washed up,” I said trying to pull away from her.  
 
    But Riley tightened her grip and wouldn’t let me go.  
 
    “Jaxton?” she whispered. 
 
    “Yes?”  
 
    “Is it weird that I’m turned on by this? That all I want to do is fuck you right now?” she asked in a shaky voice.  
 
    Oh God, she is just like me. I’ve always been aroused by killing a captive. Maybe this can work after all.  
 
    “No. I’m going to go burn the body. Wait for me in my bedroom,” I said, kissing the top of her head and carrying her over the mess.  
 
    I watched Riley walk quickly down the hallway.  
 
    I closed my eyes and waited, listening for her the sound of her bare footsteps as they faintly ran up the stairs before I turned my attention back to Tempest.  
 
    I went over and crouched down next to her body and noticed that her chest was still slightly moving up and down.  
 
    “Not dead yet eh,” I mocked giving her a poke. “You will be soon enough. I just hope for your sake that it’s before I burn your body to ash and bone.” 
 
    I decided to leave her there to bleed out on the floor and went to the door of the Last Day room.  
 
    I always did feel a weird excitement opening this door, almost like it was Christmas time again and I got to open a shiny new present each time. I walked in and stood there, looking over my options.  
 
    I decided to leave the rope behind because I was fairly certain she was afraid of it. I wanted this time to be mutual; to be something we would both enjoy and want again.  
 
    So I chose a leather collar I had not yet used, a two-foot chain to attach to it, a pair of leather handcuffs, and a special box that I hadn’t opened yet.  
 
    One that I had wanted to use so badly on a captive but honestly was afraid of killing them with what was in the box. I can control myself with Riley. I know I can.  
 
    I tucked everything into the box and placed it under my arm as I closed the door to the Last Day room. I walked past Tempest and pulled that door firmly shut behind me as well. I made my way quickly upstairs toward my bedroom.  
 
    With every step closer to the door that I took I could feel the anticipation arousing me in a way I had not yet felt before.  
 
    I pushed open the door to the room and smiled when I saw Riley leaning against the balcony, her back to me, and the moonlight once again dancing on her body. I tossed the box on the bed and went out onto the landing. I pressed myself roughly against her like I had in the airport terminal.  
 
    I ran my hands up through her hair and roughly pulled her head back. I leaned down and kissed her neck as she reached up and wrapped her arms around me.  
 
    I inhaled deeply and grinned.  
 
    “I can smell your sweetness already,” I whispered to her.  
 
    “Jax,” she whispered back. Her hands run through my hair rather wildly as I pushed harder against her.  
 
    Her gasp for air made my dick harder and I took one of her hands away from my hair, and placed it on my throbbing bulge. 
 
    I wanted Riley to pull it free, I wanted her to do it because she wanted nothing more than to put her hands on me like I had put my hands on her.  
 
    I let a finger slide into her wetness and she arches her back as her body starts to tremble slightly.  
 
    I still had a firm grip of her hair in my other hand, so I gave it a hard tug. 
 
    “How’s this, Riley? Is this what you wanted?” I ask not recognizing the tone of my own voice.  
 
    “Yes,” she grunted through the pain.  
 
    “Good girl. Stay here and stay just like this, I’m going to get some things for us to play with,” I whispered to her.  
 
    I stumbled back toward the bed for the box. I was to a point of sexual arousal that I had never been to before and I was loving every moment of it.  
 
    I opened the box and threw the lid aside grabbing the collar and the chain. I went back to the balcony and secured it around Riley’s throat and hooked the chain on.  
 
    She moaned quietly as I pressed myself against her again and balled the chain in my hand. I gave it another tug but this time something went wrong. Horribly wrong.  
 
    I heard a whimper and a snap and then Riley’s body pitched forward and fell over the balcony.  
 
    I ... I had killed her.  
 
    What have I done? I thought frantically to myself.  
 
    I looked over the side of my house and saw her body had landed at an odd angle. 
 
     Her eyes, her beautiful haunting blue eyes were staring up at me vacantly.  
 
    Her head rested on her shoulder and a small trickle of blood poured from the side of her mouth.  
 
    The one moment I considered us equals, the one moment I wanted to tell her that I loved her was gone now.  
 
    I would never have a chance to love her again, to feel her warm body in my hands. I had just murdered the one person I honestly loved.  
 
    Any ounce of sanity I had was finally gone.  
 
    


 
   
 
  



Epilogue 
 
      
 
    I was never a religious person really.  
 
    I mean I believed that there was something up in the sky floating out there in the universe watching us, but I never actually prayed to anything. 
 
    Not until the day I was taken, not until the day everything went awry and Jaxton lost his mind.  
 
    Not completely of course, but enough to make me do whatever he wanted and agree to everything he said.  
 
     I was scared of him now more than ever.  
 
    A terrible thing was unleashed from him the night that Riley died.  
 
    He had come back to the Alone Room when I was on my last breaths with someone.  
 
    An older man I couldn’t quite make out. The older man stitched me up and hooked me up to what I think was an I.V.  
 
    I got better a few days later and the older man left.  
 
    He told Jaxton he would have to be more careful now because if he messed up once more it was his last time helping him. He said that he wouldn’t clean up any more of his messes. 
 
    After that, Jax would pace the upstairs hallway every night talking to himself. I could never make out what he was saying, but to be honest, I was too scared to ask. 
 
    He hadn’t said much to me. Only twice did he really talk directly to me and that was to ask me what Riley said to me before she attacked me  
 
    “She said to tell you that she loved you and was afraid because of it. Afraid of what she would become if she let herself stay with you knowing that she would do anything for you. She said to tell you goodbye and that she hoped you’d fine peace one day. She said she was going to turn the razor blade on herself once I was dead.” 
 
    He laughed at first. Then he cried and then he got angry. So insanely, terribly angry that I started to pray that very night.  
 
    I didn’t pray to just one being either, I prayed to anything and everything that would listen.  
 
    Hoping that maybe I would get out of this before he destroyed us both.  
 
    Last night was the scariest moment of all. He had invited me into his room but stood on the balcony after giving me permission to sit on his bed.  
 
    I was wearing a terribly uncomfortable corset and he told me that the reason he made Riley wear one so tightly for a few months was because he had gotten her pregnant and didn’t want to risk a child of his being a monster like him.  
 
    He said that the corsets being tightened would abort the baby naturally and that Riley never knew.  
 
    I knew that Jaxton Whitlock was a monster, but I never knew to what extent until he told me that story. I had nightmares every night since and no amount of prayer seemed to be saving me or stopping the nightmares.  
 
    But tonight was different.  
 
    Tonight there was no pacing and there were no hurried voices in the upstairs hallway.  
 
    There was simply the sound of footsteps as he walked down the hallway and descended the staircase with a blank face. I stood at the bottom as I always did on his command.  
 
    When he reached the main floor landing he smiled at me, a friendly smile and ran a hand down the side of my face. 
 
    “I’ve thought of something great. Something that will make us both happy and something that will keep us both alive,” he said cheerfully. “Would you like to know what it is?” 
 
    “Yes sir,” I whispered.  
 
    “You are the reason Riley went away for a little while and I know how you’re going to repay me that debt. Your name isn’t Tempest. It’s Riley. Do you understand that? Your name is Riley, my Riley,” he said happily. “And now we get to have the forever that I wanted us to have. But first I have to train you to hunt, to be like me and then we’ll live our lives together.” 
 
    My body began to shake violently. I was never going to get out of this place and he looked so happy and sure of his plan that I would have to play along just to survive.  
 
    Dear God, won’t someone help me?  
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    Prologue 
 
      
 
      
 
    I want to tell you a secret about monsters.  
 
    Monsters, real ones, don’t hide in corners or in the dark. They don’t live under your bed and they don’t sit in the closet waiting to grab you when you reach in for your jacket.  
 
    The scariest monster is the one that walks past you on the street in broad daylight.  
 
    The one that stands in front of you in line at the grocery store.  
 
    The one that engages you in polite conversation when you’re grabbing a coffee on the way to work.  
 
    The one that seems to start appearing everywhere you happen to be, even when you change your routine because it’s becoming too obvious. 
 
    The worst thing about knowing that monsters exist, is accepting that you are one. Not that he has fully accepted it yet, not that I have. But when you’re faced with being held captive by a monster, you learn to adjust. You learn their routine, you learn to gain their trust, and you learn to get out once you’ve been taught everything you need to know.  
 
    Of course it all comes with rules; the first is, don’t get caught, the second is only take what you are sure you can destroy, the third is don’t get sloppy, and lastly, there’s the warning; call when you have found yourself in a predicament that only your mentor can get you out of. But if you do call, expect and accept the punishment for your transgressions.  
 
     As I adjust the large duffle-bag on my back and walk down the boat ramp, I think of how this started for me, with Riley. God she was so beautiful, and I wanted her so bad; and of course, I thought she wanted me too.  
 
    It turned out to be a trap though; she handpicked me and served me up to her mentor on a silver platter. Her deranged, somewhat caring, and completely sexy (if you like that sort of thing) mentor, Jaxton Whitlock.  
 
    Hurling the duffle-bag over the side of my small boat, Tempest, I think of how they were together. It was like a tragic symphony; the more it played out the more you feared for everyone involved, but the melody was so beautiful that you wanted to hear more of it; you needed to hear more of it.  
 
    Pulling myself into the boat, I walk toward the hull and slide my key into the ignition. I bring the boat to life and race toward the Coral Sea.  
 
    Yes, I’m still in Australia, but I left New South Wales when the opportunity was granted to me so graciously by my mentor.  
 
    He stays in Newcastle and I stay in Rockhampton.  
 
    So far, I’ve managed to keep to myself and am damn good at what I’ve been taught to do. I haven’t broken any of the rules yet. I work hard to make sure that I never have to run into him again, but one thing he said to me before I left him was true. 
 
    Once you’re on your own, it becomes a carnal hunger.  
 
    Something you need to do in order to survive, in order to keep your head straight.  
 
    What I do, what we do, is more addictive than any drug in the world. The sexual euphoria of it throughout and especially once it’s over … it’s not something I can put into words.  
 
    The wind whipped my hair back and forth across my face. It wasn’t completely purple anymore because once he decided that I was Riley, he used bleach to strip it.  
 
    Not hair bleach mind you, kitchen floor scrubbing bleach. It almost all fell out and I damn near went blind because it, but I wound up shaving it all off and letting it all grow back in. I convinced him to let me dye some of my hair back to purple even though he was still convinced that I was Riley. 
 
    “Riley doesn’t have purple hair, silly girl,” he had said. 
 
    A half an hour later, I slowed the boat down and turned off the engine. It still made my skin crawl to have him think I was someone I wasn’t. It made me sick to my stomach, the things he did to me, because before Jaxton forced himself on me repeatedly, I had never had sex with a man. I wanted to have sex with Riley. 
 
    I grunted as I lifted the duffle bag and rolled it over the side and into the Coral.  
 
    With a sigh, I lay down on the floor of the boat and crossed my arms behind my head.  
 
    One thing he taught me was to wait for at least an hour to make sure that the bag deposited had sank to the bottom, if it floated, I would have to call him for help and I’d sooner jump into the sea and drag it down to the sea floor myself.   
 
    I closed my eyes for a moment as the boat rocked gently back and forth, thinking of Riley.  
 
    That poor girl, how she died was absolutely terrible, but the fact that she loved him, actually loved him, toward the end was horrifying.  
 
    I mean I guess if you were into that sort of thing, Jaxton was quite beautiful. Tall, well built, light brown eyes, blonde straight hair. Forceful, evil, manipulative, demanding, commanding, devious. And now I’m just like him.  
 
    I can’t completely fault him; he was a product of what was done to him, and now I was a product of what he had done to me. Quite honestly, even though I never admitted it to him, after the first few goes, I actually found myself enjoying being with him. Partially because when he had good days and didn’t call me by any name, he seemed almost normal. The days he did call me Riley and take me into his Alone Room (we never fucked in his bed, he said that privilege died when she did) I learned to be able to tolerate him inside of me.  
 
    So much so, that my marks were all men and they all resembled him one way or another.  
 
    I was having mentor issues and these men were paying the price for his sins.  
 
    That would all change if I could just get the hell out of Australia. I would leave my home and start new again and he’d never find me.  
 
    My cell phone rang, startling me out of my fantasy of escape and back to reality. 
 
    “Hello?” I asked. 
 
    “Is it done?” 
 
    “Yes sir,” I whispered shakily. 
 
    “Good. Then get home once it’s gone.” 
 
    He hung up. I put the phone down with shaky hands wondering when Jaxton’s voice would stop giving me nightmares.  
 
    I knew that the only way to make those feelings go away would be to kill the monster. Put him down like the animal he was and run. 
 
    I sat up and looked over the side, the bag was gone and I went back to the hull and turned on the engine. As I turned the boat around, I found myself on a new mission. No one was able to save Riley and I knew I couldn’t save myself unless I got rid of him. 
 
    Riley called me Purple. 
 
    Jaxton calls me Riley. 
 
    My friends call me Tempest.  
 
    But my name is Tuesday Zeric.  
 
    I want to be free, truly free and I’ve been bred to kill my way to freedom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Yawning, I closed the door of the hotel room behind me.  
 
    Two-hundred and forty-six days since I had earned my freedom and last seen him.  
 
    Last week’s dump was especially sweet, because the man looked more like him than the others had and because the monster inside of me grew a little more each day.  
 
    Today was a new day and I decided to spend the day on Bondi Beach.  
 
    I had driven almost seventeen hours straight to Byron Bay to play with the exquisite fire of being so dangerously close to him.  
 
    But I was a curious person and I heard him mumbling at times about Bondi Beach and I wanted to see it with my own eyes. Not to mention, after extensive research I found that he was out of the country for the next few months.  
 
    Probably grabbing another girl, I thought, shaking my head. 
 
    But first, I would get some well-deserved sleep. I had driven from the dump straight here because I knew I would be wired enough for it. I stretched before I dropped face down onto the stiff bed and closed my eyes.  
 
    I restlessly rolled all over the bed, backward and forward, trying to get comfortable enough to sleep, but the package in my bag was burning a hole into my thoughts.  
 
    It was from him, he had given it to me the day I earned my freedom.  
 
    He told me there was no time restriction on when I could open it. The only rule attached to the package was to open it alone and enjoy what was inside. It was his parting gift to me, which he told me he would take back if he ever had to clean up one of my messes. 
 
    I rolled onto my back; arms and legs splayed out, and groaned loudly. This wasn’t how I wanted to start my vacation. Sitting up on the bed, I crossed my legs underneath me and stared at the bag that held the ‘gift.’ 
 
    Considering who it was that gave it to me, for all I knew there was a severed head in the fucking box.  
 
    With a sigh, I got off of the bed and picked up the bag. I grabbed my car keys and went out to the car, where I unlocked the trunk and tossed the bag in. I decided the best way not to think about it would be not to see it.  
 
    That goes for a lot of things in life, doesn’t it?  
 
    Out of sight, out of mind?  
 
    I wish it was that easy with what I went through.  
 
    I didn’t have any physical scars, but my emotional ones ran so deep that even a team of world renowned archaeologists wouldn’t be able to excavate the real me back to the surface again.  
 
    “C’est la vie,” I mumbled to myself as I climbed back onto the bed. 
 
    I couldn’t fall asleep.  
 
    Not that I was particularly tired anymore, but I knew I needed the rest.   
 
    Unfortunately, when I closed my eyes, I saw his face; strong, beautiful, determined, vacant of feeling human emotion.  
 
    Ever since Riley died accidentally at his hands, Jax had lost all sense of anything she had brought out of him.  
 
    He had regressed back into being a mentor; he had regressed back into being a monster.  
 
    I think if Riley had survived, if she had killed me like he instructed her too, he would’ve had a chance at a normal life.  
 
    Or at least at however normal life could have been for him at that point.  
 
    I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling.  
 
    I could see it so clearly again.  
 
    Jaxton had come down to the Alone Room and told me that I needed to come with him. He punched some codes into the front door and told me to go straight to the back of the property and get some kindling together and to start a fire in the pit. He told me that if I tried to escape he would slit my throat and let me bleed out when he found me.  
 
    Out of fear, I did as he told me.  
 
    Moments after I had the fire going, I saw him coming toward me carrying a lifeless body, but I couldn’t tell who it was until he tossed her onto the burning wood. He dropped to the grass a few feet away and put his face in his hands. I could almost swear that I saw his shoulders shaking, but I wasn’t brave enough to get close enough to check; or keep looking at him.  
 
    Instead, as the smell of burning flesh started to drift toward me, my curiosity got the better of me and I walked toward the makeshift pyre, a feeling of dread deep inside of me. Unless he had caught someone else in a very short amount of time, it had to be-- 
 
    Riley? I thought timidly as I got as close as I would dare.  
 
    “Get away from the fire, Riley,” Jax suddenly said behind me.  
 
    I turned around and looked at him. He had a stern look on his face and his eyes were red, but I didn’t see any tears on his face.  
 
    “I’m not Riley,” I replied nervously. “I’m Tempest.” 
 
    Jaxton scoffed as he got to his feet and came over to me. He put a strong hand around my arm, pulling me away from the fire, “Don’t try to trick me. I know who you are.” 
 
    My body started to tremble when I came to the realization that any ounce of sanity he had left, any hope for redemption at all in him, was lying in the fire. I was afraid to ask him how Riley died because he didn’t seem to understand that I wasn’t her.  
 
    “Should we scatter the ashes on the beach? Or should we just bury them, Riley?” he asked, glancing down at me.  
 
    I remember not being able to look up at him at that point. The fear that had washed over me was paralyzing and if I said the wrong thing, I could just as easily have been tossed into that fire.  
 
    By some unknown act of mercy, a knock at the door disrupted the memories of watching Riley’s body burn. I sighed and climbed off the bed determined to thank whoever it was for bringing me back to a current state of reality. A state where Jaxton hadn’t lost his sanity, a state where I was still Tempest, and a state where I had nothing to be afraid of.  
 
    But when I got to the door and put my hand on the handle, I felt something was wrong. No one knew I was here, so who could it possibly be knocking on my door? I decided to dismiss it at room service and undid the chain before pulling the door open a crack to peek into the hallway.  
 
    I raised an eyebrow when I saw that no one was there.  
 
    Against my better judgment, I pulled the door open and stepped out, tripping over a small brown box.  
 
    I stared down at it like it was a venomous snake and jumped back into the room.  
 
    There was a purple string wrapped around it which was almost the exact color of my hair. My arms involuntarily crossed over my chest as I continued to stare down at the box before I finally took a deep breath and moved to retrieve it. Closing the door and setting the chain back in it’s place, I walked over to the bed and sat the box down. Sitting next to it, I stared at it for what felt like an eternity.  
 
    Just do it, I said to myself.  
 
    As quickly as I could, I pulled the string away and ripped the box open. Inside was purple tissue and a small card with my name -- no Riley’s name written on it. With shaking hands I picked up the card and turned it over.  
 
    I miss you.  
 
    That was all it said. Simple and endearing, only I knew that the person that wrote it had no capability of being endearing.  
 
    I tossed the card onto the floor and began to dig through the purple tissue to see what it was exactly that he had left for me.  
 
    Underneath the tissue was a set of Polaroid pictures and they were all of me. From outside when I arrived to the hotel, from inside the lobby where I had checked in, and from down the hall before I disappeared into my room.  
 
    It became apparent at that moment that Jaxton hadn’t left Australia like I thought he had.  
 
    He was here in Bondi Beach.  
 
    And he was making it clear that he was still watching my every move.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    I guess I can say I had become a kind of pyromaniac in my time with Jax. He told me that burning things usually disposed of everything that needed to be disposed of. Usually.  
 
    So as I sat in the bathroom, with the pictures burning in the bathtub, I wondered what of them, if anything, would survive.  
 
    I knew there would be ashes, but would they be soft or plastic? Would that damned smell ever go away or would I have to go to the store and buy some scented candles? How could I have possibly gotten it wrong that he had fucking left Australia and gotten into his hometown while he was here too?  
 
    I felt a bit odd as I watched the pictures burn. One thing he had told me after he had poured accelerant onto Riley’s body was that “you should always burn all that you love.” 
 
    I didn’t love these pictures; I didn’t. 
 
    Instead of taking a nice relaxing vacation, I was being watched by him and I knew that he would force me into taking a new victim. 
 
    If I didn’t, he would kill me; this was something he had made abundantly cleared.  
 
    The weird thing was that Jax had stopped taking when I started. He would watch what I did and intervene if he felt I was doing something wrong. In a way, it felt like he was living the sexual tortures and the degradation through me.  
 
    I have to get out of this room, but I can’t risk him seeing me. I have to get the hell out of Bondi Beach and I have to do it sooner rather than later.  
 
    I turned the shower on and let it put out the small fire. I stood up from where I had been sitting on the edge of the tub and used one of my feet to push the pile of wet ashes toward the drain before turning off the water and using a towel to clean my foot.  
 
    Fuck, Tuesday. Fuck, fuck, fuck! I chanted to myself silently.  
 
    I made my way into the bedroom and grabbed my unopened bag. I reached around the bed and grabbed my purse and glanced inside to make sure both of my phones were in there. The phone that I owned that told me I was free, and the phone that he had given me, to remind me that the freedom was a false reality.  
 
    I made sure to power off mine and hid it in the zipper compartment. If he knew I had that phone, all bets would be off, and I’d be back in the Alone Room. Permanently. 
 
    With one last glance around the room, I went back to the door and opened it as my body tensed up. I didn’t know if he was staying in the same place or if he had someone following me, which could also have been very plausible.  
 
    I made my way into the hallway that was empty except for a young couple that was laughing and walking toward me. I was in such a hurry that I left the door open to my room and didn’t even care; let them take whatever they wanted, I just had to get the hell out of Bondi Beach.  
 
    Keeping my head low, I walked past them quickly and practically ran down the ramp on the way to the front desk. When I saw the small line waiting for an available hotel representative, I was tempted to throw the key onto the table and run out.  
 
    But I decided to be a good girl and wait in line. So ten minutes later, when I was standing against the desk impatiently tapping my fingers along the top, I can’t really say I was surprised to feel someone press against me. I wasn’t surprised when I saw two strong arms suddenly appear on either side of me and I wasn’t surprised when I saw the hands that had done so many terrible things to me come to rest on the desk top.   
 
    “Hello,” he whispered brushing his lips against my right ear.  
 
    My body stiffened but I managed to maintain my composure. I couldn’t let the girl at the desk know that anything was wrong and I couldn’t let him know that I was so terrified of him that I was trying not to piss myself right there at the front desk.  
 
    I didn’t answer Jaxton with words. Words meant nothing to him. Instead, I answered him by pushing myself slightly back against his body which caused him to relax.  
 
    “I thought you were going to run,” he said quietly with a chuckle.  
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    “Miss Zeric?” the girl at the front desk said. I looked up at her and raised an eyebrow.  
 
    I had suddenly lost all forms of verbal communication.  
 
    I refused to speak unless he told me that I could. Like I said, words didn’t mean shit to Jax, but if he owned you, you couldn’t speak unless you were granted permission.  
 
    Freedom, my ass. As long as he’s alive, I’ll always be his to control, I thought miserably.  
 
    “I just need you to sign here and here,” she said, sliding a piece of paper across the desk toward me.  
 
    I reached for a pen, hands shaking, and Jax chuckled behind me. He moved his hands off of the desk and used them to rub my arms in an attempt to get me to calm down. I swallowed hard as I signed my name in the places she indicated and slid the paper back to her.  
 
    “Thank you,” she said with a smile as she turned her attention back to the computer.  
 
    I cleared my throat and stood there while he kept rubbing my arms. That’s when I saw the girl stealing glances at him.  
 
    Lustful glances that I completely understood because like I said before; you’ll never see a man that looks like him and he is damn beautiful.  
 
    “Are we done here?” he asked, leaning closer to me and resting his chin on the top of my head.  
 
    “Just one sec ...” the girl said as she quickly tapped a couple of buttons on the keyboard. “Alright! You’re all set, Miss Zeric and Mr … ?” 
 
    “Whitlock,” he replied.  
 
    She nodded and smiled flirtatiously.  
 
    I rolled my eyes and turned my head slightly. If she wanted him, he was all hers. I didn’t care what the fuck he would do to her, I just didn’t want to be involved. Maybe if he took her, he’d forget about me.  
 
    “Well, we hope you enjoyed your stay, Miss Zeric,” she said, staring into Jaxton’s eyes.  
 
    “Did you enjoy your stay?” he asked me, moving his chin away and leaning around to look at me.  
 
    “Yes. Thank you,” I said to him more than to her.  
 
    He pulled his body away from me slowly. I waited until he had completely removed himself from me and had stepped back a little before I reached down, grabbed my bag, and turned to face him.  
 
    Oh shit.  
 
    Today, Jaxton had what I had come to refer to as wild eyes. Even though his voice was calm and smooth, I could see in his eyes that today was not one of his good days. Today I would be Riley and he would be the ever-loving sadistic bastard that would do anything to keep me.  
 
    I did the only thing I could do. I turned and ran out of the lobby doors as fast as my legs would carry me. I didn’t know where I was going or where anything was really, but if I knew I’d swim across the ocean if I had too to get away from him.  
 
    Jax chuckled when I ran out the doors. I heard it and I used it as fuel to keep me running as I navigated my way through the streets of Sydney.  
 
    Somewhere in the busy streets of Sydney, I managed to lose my bag. It fell out of my hands, but I kept running. I didn’t know if he had given chase and I sure as fuck wasn’t going to stop and see.  
 
    Nothing in that bag couldn’t be replaced. 
 
    Nothing in that bag was worth my life, because I had decided to run from him, it was my life on the line now.  
 
    Eventually, I stopped running.  
 
    Eventually, I became so overcome by thirst, that I found myself hiding in a coffee shop pulling money out of my bra and grabbing three bottles of water.  
 
    I paid for them and went and sank into a chair in the back of the shop in the darkest corner I could find.  
 
    Considering it was a bright, beautiful day in Sydney, I knew there was no darkness to hide in so I was really just trying to make myself feel better by hiding in the furthest corner from the door.  
 
    I was halfway through my second bottle of water when I capped it and pushed it away. I folded my arms on the table and rested my head on it.  
 
    How could I have gotten my information so mixed up? I could have sworn that he was supposed to be out of the country, but instead he was right there the entire time.  
 
    Suddenly, a horrible realization washed over me. I hadn’t just dropped my vacation bag, I had dropped my purse. I was officially stuck in Sydney unless I doubled back and a miracle happened.  
 
    Okay Jaxton, I thought feeling myself becoming angry. Looks like we have no choice but to finish this once and for all.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Two-hundred and ninety-three days of freedom and I wondered how it was possible to still feel so trapped. I had managed to get a little side job in a gentlemen’s club as a bartender the day after I ran from Jaxton.  
 
    As I wiped down the top of the bar and was getting the bottles ready for when the club opened in a few minutes, I found myself thinking about him.  
 
    The weight of his body against me would have been sort of welcomed in a different way than he had done so in the hotel.  
 
    That was one of his many ways to control though, push you up against something and pin you there while he did whatever the hell he wanted.  
 
    Sometimes he just wanted to see if he could keep your attention.  
 
    Other times he just wanted to stop your lungs from taking in air.  
 
    I’ve said it before, I know I have, but I cannot put into words how simply deranged Jaxton Whitlock happened to be.  
 
    There were times that I did find myself pitying him and wanting to help.  
 
    On his ‘good’ days when he would sit in his living room eating his goddamn Weet-Bix and watching television like nothing horrendous was running through his mind.  
 
    On those days, I would sit on the couch with him or on the floor next to him, whichever he allowed me, and we would just watch whatever programs were on and chat like friends.  
 
    On his bad days I was Riley, and he wanted to do everything he could to keep me alive and never let me go. Those were the days he’d promise me the world while he hogtied me and suspended me above his bed before forcing himself into my mouth, thrusting over and over until I would gag and spit up all over him.  
 
    I noticed that’s when it would be easiest for him to ... finish. When I was tied up and in pain and he was able to use me however he wanted, but for some reason, hearing me gag always did it for him.  
 
    “Tuesday! Are you gonna wipe the finish off of the bar?”  
 
    I shook away the memory and glanced over at Owen who was the owner of the club. He was leaning against the end of the bar and grinning at me with his dark green eyes lighting up in amusement.  
 
    Owen Kelly seemed to be a good man. 
 
    He gave me a job when I wandered in asking if there were anyway for me to earn money that didn’t involve me showing my tits off.  
 
    His laughter at that moment had put me at ease and the way he ran his hands back through his light brown hair told me that he wasn’t a threat.  
 
    If anything, I think he had just experienced a crush at first sight.  
 
    And even though I had sometimes enjoyed being with Jaxton, I was still more interested in women than men, so I tried not to pay his blushing face and nervous smile too much attention.  
 
    Owen’s body was nicely built; nowhere near as big as Jax, which gave me some comfort.  
 
    He was tall though, maybe Jax’s height, maybe a bit taller. I wasn’t sure, but I knew that I would forever compare every man to Jaxton Whitlock from that moment on.  
 
    “Sorry, boss,” I said in a teasing manner. Owen blushed and moved down to the stool in front of me and sat down. Even though I didn’t think I was interested him in that way, I didn’t mind a little flirtation here and there.  
 
    “Ready for tonight?” he asked, the grin still on his boyishly handsome face.  
 
    “Always am!”  
 
    “Good. Are you sure about not wanting to be on stage, though? I think you’d make a hell of a lot more money out here than behind there,” he said, using his chin to point from one place to the other.  
 
    I threw the rag at him and shook my head. He shrugged and grabbed the rag from his shoulder where it had landed and tossed it back at me.  
 
    I smiled.  
 
    Owen smiled.  
 
    And there’s the uncomfortable silence that follows that routine, I thought ruefully to myself. I would never trust him or anyone for that matter. Keeping the bar between myself and the ‘gentlemen’ that entered the club was exactly how I liked it.  
 
    “Hey, Tuesday!” a voice called out cheerfully.  
 
    I glanced to my left and saw Samantha Galloway (stage name Capri Skye) had just wandered out of the backstage area and sat down on the empty stool next to Owen. Now it was my turn to blush; I had something of a crush on her and whenever I saw her I felt myself become nervous.  
 
    Unfortunately, I was never sure if it was a normal crush or the kind of crush Jax had on Riley. The capture them, make them your humiliated and terrified sexual slave, and dispose of them when you’re done (unless you find someone like Riley) type of crush.  
 
    Since I couldn’t tell the difference anymore, I did my best to keep the bar between her and myself.  
 
    Besides, it had been so long since I had sex with another woman that I didn’t know if I’d be any good at it anymore.  
 
    Now you on the other hand, I thought turning my gaze back toward Owen, could be a lot of fun.  
 
    Owen smiled at me when he realized my gaze was fixed on him again and I sighed.  
 
    The three of us now shared an awkward silence. She put her chin in her hand and glanced at the clock on the wall behind me and Owen, ever the love sick bastard, was stealing glances at me as he glanced around the bar. 
 
    “Everything seems ready,” I finally said, breaking the silence. 
 
    “Yeah, I'm gonna go backstage and relax for a while,” she said, getting up from her chair and waving at us. 
 
    Us.  
 
    The two tragic halves of a love story that would never be written. It was a shame in a way and in another way, it was a great comfort that I could still function enough somewhat to be able to distinguish love from bitter cruelty.  
 
    I cleared my throat and turned my back to Owen as I looked for a place to toss my hand towel.  
 
    Of course I knew where it went; in the gray plastic bucket it always went in, but now that I was alone with  him again, I didn’t want him to linger.  
 
    I didn't want those thoughts of making him my next mark to start to flow through my body, because once the urge hit me, it would be no turning back.  
 
    Owen would become another dump and I would have to contact Jaxton to let him know before I started.  
 
    After running away from him, I planned to get lost in the soulless shuffle of humanity until I could save enough money to leave Australia. 
 
    I hated the idea of leaving my home, but I knew it would be the only way that I could stay safe and possibly have a chance at being a normal person again. 
 
    “You like her, don't you?” Owen suddenly asked. 
 
    Guess the old back turning trick didn’t give him the hint, I thought as I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “Huh?” I asked, turning to face him. 
 
    “Samantha? You like her. I can tell,” he said with a sad smile on his face. 
 
     “What makes you think that?” I asked in a more irritable tone than I had intended. 
 
    “Because you look at her the way I look at you,” he replied softly. 
 
    I started to inspect my nails. If I was being that obvious then I would have to say something redeeming. Or at the very least charming. 
 
    “How do you look at me?” I asked, still staring at my nails. 
 
    Owen laughed good-naturedly. “Come on Tuesday, I know you're not blind.” 
 
    I looked up at him slowly and the way his eyes sparkled when he smiled struck something deep inside me. 
 
    The urge. 
 
    The hunger. 
 
    It was back. 
 
    “Follow me back to my place tonight when we’re done here,” I suggested with a grin.  
 
    It wasn't my grin—I knew it wasn't. 
 
    It was the monster that was lurking inside me; the monster that told me its been too long. The monster that wanted Owen and the monster that needed to see Jaxton. I officially wasn't myself anymore; I was the girl that Jax called Riley and I was going to feed the monster’s needs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    The night dragged on viciously, causing me to spend most of my time trying not to snap at the  ‘gentleman’ customers. I did my best to try to maintain an interested smile and demeanor even though I knew what would happen in a mere few hours.  
 
    I’d feed the beast that was in me and I’d be able to move on. Or maybe I wouldn’t have to leave because my cravings would die with Owen. I didn’t know but I wanted nothing more than to find out. 
 
    Hang in there, Tuesday. You’ll be able to bring Tempest to the surface soon, I thought as I hurriedly scrubbed the bar top.  
 
    “Careful or I’ll have to replace that,” Owen said suddenly appearing behind the bar with me.  
 
    I smiled and threw the dirty rag at him. If it were up to me, he would’ve closed the doors for the night and let the girls have a holiday, but it was his business and this was how he made his money.  
 
    “Sorry, I’m just kind of excited,” I replied truthfully. 
 
    “Me too,” he confessed, as he walked past me and grinned.  
 
    I watched as he started to countdown the money in the register and raised an eyebrow. I had never seen him do that before when the place was still open. 
 
    “I can feel your eyes on me. We closed ten minutes ago, Tuesday,” he said with a laugh as he continued counting.   
 
    I finished cleaning up the rest of the bar, putting the bottles away, grabbing the wet rags, and tossing them into a container I had for them. I told Owen I would meet him outside and that he could follow me home. I felt a charge going through me; the sheer excitement of knowing that I would be feeding the monster soon was starting to make me tremble slightly. 
 
    I ran to the back of the establishment past all of the half-naked girls who were putting on their “regular” clothes, and found my little side office.  
 
    Inside was my purse and as I fished around inside of it for the keys, I wondered how long I would be able to keep him alive.  
 
    I wondered if he would be as easy as the last mark or if he would prove to be a challenge like Riley was to Jaxton.  
 
    My fingers brushed against a cool, long tube and I pulled it out to stare at it.  
 
    It had been so long since I had stuck anyone that I wondered if the tranquilizer inside of it was still any good or not. I removed the cap on the bottom of the syringe and gave the top a gentle squeeze.  
 
    The clear liquid shot out of the tip of the needle and I felt a sudden rush of euphoria.  
 
    Jax had once confessed to me that this was what he had used on Riley and what was best for abductions.  
 
    I quickly recapped it, still not knowing if the Xylazine was still viable. I also had to remember not to administer too much or I would kill him since it was an animal tranquilizer.  
 
    I guess I’ll just have to take that chance, I thought with a shrug as I carefully placed it back inside my purse in the zipper compartment.  
 
    I wanted to be sure that I didn’t drop it and shatter it.  
 
    With trembling hands, I tucked my purse underneath my arm and closed my office door securely as soon as I walked out. No sooner had I turned around that I ran into Owen who had been apparently waiting for me outside the office.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered as my purse fell to the ground.  
 
    “Sorry about that,” he said with a laugh. “Didn’t mean to scare you, I was just coming to see if you were okay. You seemed to be taking a while.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I replied reaching for the bag and gently squeezing the sides to feel for liquid. I breathed a small sigh of relief after not detecting any dampness. The syringe surviving the impact made me absolutely sure that Owen was meant to be my next victim.  
 
    “So, you’re going to follow me home right?” I asked, leading the way down the hallway. He fell into step next to me and nodded.  
 
    “I’m happy you decided to give me a chance,” he said with a smile. So am I, I thought grimly to myself. It would only take about twenty minutes to get from work to the place I now called home, in a seemingly innocent home.  
 
    What laid underneath the home was my own personal Alone Room. I had constructed it since moving in and even though it wasn’t as fancy as Jaxton’s it was mine and would serve my needs for tonight.  
 
    “Are you okay, Tuesday? You seem a little … guarded all of a sudden,” he said as soon as we stepped outside and he locked the front door.  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said again.  
 
    He slid the keys to his club into his pocket and crossed his arms over his chest. I felt his eyes on me, even though I was busy studying my fingernails. It was obvious that he was trying to decide if coming with me would be a good idea. It was even more obvious that I was going to have to inject him right here and drag him to my car.  
 
    “Hm. I just want to make sure you’re still okay with me coming over is all. I mean normally, you’ll say a few things to me throughout your shift, but we’ve never hung out before,” he said with a shrug as we finally started walking toward the parking lot.  
 
    I gave him a side-glance and a smile. Nothing too toothy, sinister, or tight lipped.  
 
    I wanted Owen to believe that we were going to ‘hang out’. That it would be a normal night that would lead to sex, ruin our work relationship, and end up with me getting fucked on top the bar when the club was closed.  
 
    It was what he wanted and needed to believe.  
 
    “Where are you parked?” I asked clumsily. I knew that his car was next to mine but I had to say something, anything that sounded remotely human at the moment.  
 
    Owen raised an eyebrow at me and chuckled as he walked past my car toward his, “Right here. Hey, Tuesday, come here for a sec.” 
 
    I sighed impatiently and went over to where he stood next to the driver’s side door of his black, sleek Holden Colorado pickup truck. He smiled at me for a moment as he leaned against the window, his hands in his pockets, looking at me like a nervous little boy. 
 
     “Well? What is it?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “This,” he whispered.  
 
    A flash of silver and a series of quick movements followed. By the time I finally understood what was happening to me again, he pushed down gently on the plunger and my world started to go from a beautiful night sky to a nightmarish darkness.  
 
    A few days later I woke up. My head was throbbing. I put a hand groggily to my forehead and sighed unevenly.  
 
    What the hell happened to me?  
 
    I couldn’t remember what happened and the blinding headache  
 
    I was fighting hadn’t been helping matters any.  
 
    I blinked rapidly a few times to try to push the fuzzy feeling away and could almost swear I heard voices.  
 
    I tried to push myself up to a seated position, but something was restraining around my left wrist making it almost impossible for me to sit up.  
 
    I probably broke the stupid thing outside of the club, I thought with an inward groan. I’m in the hospital, again, with another injury.  
 
    With a sigh I forced myself to open my eyes.  
 
    The high ceiling of the room I was in was in was white and familiar. I heard muffled sounds and realized that they were coming from a television set somewhere in the room, relatively close by.  
 
    I turned my head to the left and saw the large flat screen with a commercial playing on it and furrowed my brow.  
 
    Where the hell am I?  
 
    Relaxed footsteps started to come toward me and I quickly turned my head to the left to see who was entering the room.  
 
    My blood turned to ice, the air felt like it had been knocked out of my lungs, and I quickly shut my eyes in fear.  
 
    “Finally awake?” he asked with a chuckle as he sat down on his usual spot, the arm of the couch, with his bowl of cereal. I couldn’t fucking believe it. 
 
    I had been taken back to Jaxton. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Five  
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth and screamed as loudly as I could. He laughed and raised the volume slightly on the television.  
 
    “You should know by now that, that never works,” he said, digging his spoon into his bowl.  
 
    If I get out of this, as God is my witness, I’m going to shove that bowl down his fucking throat. 
 
    I stopped screaming and tried to sit up again, but this time he put his bowl down, came over to me, and strapped my right wrist to the table he had me on.  
 
    I assumed it was the coffee table, but why in here?  
 
    Why was I in his living room and not in his Alone Room? 
 
    “Stop yelling, Tuesday. It’s giving me a headache,” he said softly as he went back to his spot on the couch. I turned my face toward him and noticed that he was now sitting on the actual cushions and not the arm, one leg arched up next to him, staring at me. “How long has it been? Days? Months? I can’t really remember. I don’t have much concept of time these days.” 
 
    I was frantic at this point. Never in the history of being his own personal torture doll, did he ever call me Tuesday.  
 
    It was always Riley or Tempest, but never Tuesday.  
 
    I tugged as hard as I could on the restraints but they wouldn’t budge. Normally, you should never struggle in front of the person you’re trying to escape from, but I didn’t care.  
 
    Jaxton Whitlock was not a person.  
 
    He was a fucking monster that was most likely going to use me before throwing me into the Tasman Sea for disappearing the first time.  
 
    Don’t struggle. Be compliant. Mask the pain.  
 
    Those were things that Riley had burned into my mind when we were in the Alone Room together. She knew she was going to die, but she also told me she knew that I was going to live if I just followed those three simple rules.  
 
    “I’m not sure,” I finally said. I decided I would try it her way and see if maybe, just maybe, I’d be able to get out of this again. “Where’s Owen?” I asked suddenly. 
 
    “Gone.” 
 
    Gone where, you mad man? I wanted to scream. 
 
    “Um, will he be back? I have something I’d like to give him,” I said, adjusting myself to get comfortable on the table.  
 
    Jax chuckled but didn’t respond.  
 
    “Do you know Owen?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “How?” I pressed.  
 
    “We were trained by the same two people. Almost around the same time. He was safer to go out into society and function like a normal person, where as I was not deemed fit to do so. That’s why I barely ever leave this house. That’s also why I’m very good and fast at what I do.” 
 
    I eyed him carefully. He seemed relaxed, like any dangerous animal before they struck and I had to think fast. Somehow I was going to have to convince him to undo these restraints, but for now I guess keeping him talking until I formulated a plan would have to do.  
 
    “Is it like an academy?” I asked curiously. 
 
    He threw his head back and laughed. It was the first genuine, pleasant laugh I had ever heard from Jax and for a moment it kind of threw me. I could almost see the human being in the monster. Almost.  
 
    “No,” he answered when his laughter subsided. “Absolutely not.” 
 
    “Then what is it that made you two like this?” I asked carefully.  
 
    It was like a flip had suddenly been switched, as I watched the amusement leave his face and the light void out of his eyes.  
 
    I watched as he dropped his leg from the couch, get to his feet, and angrily grab his favorite bowl with his favorite cereal inside, and walk out of the room.  
 
    A few moments later I heard his angry shout, followed by the sound of shattering and I in that moment, I just knew I had asked the wrong fucking question.  
 
    I took a series of shaky breaths as I heard him opening drawers in his opulent kitchen. 
 
     Open. Slam. Open. Slam.  
 
    It was almost like he was taunting me. Finally, I heard him walking quickly back toward the room and I craned my neck as much as I could to get a glimpse of him. As soon as I did I closed my eyes and did something I hadn’t done in a very long time. I started to cry.  
 
    “Open your eyes, Riley,” he whispered.  
 
    “I’m not Riley, Jaxton!” I shrieked. “I’m Tuesday, remember? Please remember!” 
 
    I felt his presence as he stood over me, the long, thick kitchen knife gripped firmly in his hand that had caused my tears was probably poised over my heart right now, but I refused to look.  
 
    “Look at me or I’ll slit your fucking throat,” he whispered dangerously. 
 
    My eyes flew open. If he was giving me an ultimatum, then chances were he had no intentions of killing me yet. I turned my head toward him and stared at the blade for a moment, before I looked up into his eyes. The beautiful brown eyes void of light and full of wild intents.  
 
    “Do you want to know what made me the way I am? Would you like to know my story?” he asked quietly.  
 
    I nodded. The longer I kept him talking like I originally planned, the better the chances that he would drop the knife. Jaxton moved quickly. He used the blade to cut my restraints and then roughly sat me up on the table. I used my shirt to wipe the errant tears away and stayed seated where I was. I didn’t trust him enough to move more than I already had.  
 
    “It started with my mother,” he said as he began to pace back and forth in front of me, the knife now clasped firmly behind his back. 
 
    “Her name was Sorrow. Kind of fitting if you ask me, considering that I was one of the few things she had and didn’t want. See, she came from a very wealthy family, but she just didn’t know how to handle it. She got involved with drugs and sex at an early age. It took her years to get clean and when she finally did, she was raped by one of her former junkie friends. I never knew her love, though. Once I was born, she immediately gave me away. She never even gave me a fucking chance. I didn’t ask for this, Riley. I didn’t ask to be the product of rape, but I sure as hell deserved my mother’s love!”  
 
    He shouted, throwing the knife across the room. I flinched and began to shake, but I clasped my hands together firmly onto my lap and listened.  
 
    Jaxton glanced at me for a moment, dangerously close to tears, and dropped onto the couch again.  
 
    He put his face in his hands and continued his story.  
 
    “So I lived with my adoptive parents for fifteen years. They were absolutely amazing to me, but I didn’t for once believe that I was their son. Something inside of me just told me that I wasn’t, you know? Around that time I decided to look for my birth parents. I just wanted to meet them; see who I looked like, ask why I wasn’t good enough to keep. As you’ve probably guessed, I never found my father, but I did get a lead on Sorrow. My adopted parents helped me find her name and information.”  
 
    Jax stopped for a moment and moved his hands away from his face.  
 
    The tears that I was so sure had fallen behind the privacy he had given himself for those few precious moments, were nowhere to be found.  
 
    Not one tear stain, not one damp eye was present.  
 
    He leaned against the back of the couch and used the remote control to turn off the TV, before turning his eyes toward the ceiling to continue his story.  
 
    “I never got to talk to her. I had contacted her a week before I was taken by my mentors and asked her if she would meet with me. She agreed and we set a date. She never showed. Or maybe she did and when she saw me, I reminded her of my father and she ran; I don’t know. But because she shunned me that day, I got drunk and ended up in the hands of two of the most devious people I had ever met. They didn’t keep me right away. They wanted to see if I could abide by their strict rule of silence first, and I kept my promise, Riley. I never said a word to anyone about what they had done to me. It lasted for three years, their grooming. And each day that passed, I found myself liking what I was becoming. I found myself needing the monster, craving the things I was being bred to do. I understand why they picked me. I was an easy mark, a drunk fifteen year old boy who was heartbroken because his mother had rejected him a second time. Anyway, when I turned eighteen, I accepted their offer to live with them and watch the things they did to others until it was my turn. She left eventually, but the older man, he stayed with me. He showed me how to use my anger against my mother and my need to hurt things into a calming activity. Sounds sick, doesn’t it? But to me it was an activity. It still is. Something I do recreationally whenever I feel the need to find Sorrow again. I’m pretty sure that I’ll never see her for the rest of my life, but I think instead of wanting to kill her now, I’d actually talk to her. I can’t be too sure, but it’s just what I would like to think. And that is the tale of Jaxton Whitlock. Have I answered your question?”  
 
    I nodded, unsure of if he was looking at me or not. I didn’t have the words for what he had just said to me and quite honestly, I was terrified that if I did speak, I would say the wrong thing and he’d go off the deep end again.   
 
    “Do you know what I think you need right now?” he asked, leaning forward. My eyes slowly turned up to look at him. Nothing he would say to me right now would be good or warranted, but I let him say it anyway.  
 
    “Come with me,” he said getting to his feet and holding a hand out toward me.  
 
    I took his hand without hesitation and let him help me up from the table, even though everything inside of me was screaming not to go with him. I think he could feel my entire body shaking when he closed his hand around mine because he chuckled again.  
 
    “I’m not going to hurt you, Purple. Not today,” he said giving my hand an affectionate squeeze. I glanced up at him and let him lead me from the living room. Purple was what he called me when he was starting to realize that I wasn’t Riley, then it would be Tempest when everything was calm again.  
 
    “Tomorrow?” I asked like a scared child. 
 
    He just smiled at me as we walked toward his main staircase. When we arrived at the landing he let go of my hand and gestured for me to go ahead of him. It was starting to become obvious to me that what he thought I needed was for him to force himself on me again.  
 
    I held my head high and climbed to his floor remembering Riley’s words of wisdom; don’t struggle. It was true with Jaxton, the less you struggled the less it hurt. Not that he was gentle in any way, but fighting against him only brought out a savage beast. With her first and primary rule in floating in my head, I walked dutifully to his bedroom door and waited for his permission to open it.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked curiously. 
 
    I turned around and saw that he had stopped at one of the doors a few down from his room. He was leaning against it with his arms crossed over his chest, eyeing me in amusement.  
 
    “Is that what you want, Purple? I can certainly accommodate that urge if you have it, but I was going to let you stay in this room right here,” he said tapping on the door, “for the rest of the day and for tonight. I figured what you would need right now more than anything else is rest.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I said, quickly walking toward him. I put my hand on the doorknob and Jax placed his hand on top of mine, gripping it tightly. 
 
    “Only for today and tonight,” he leaned down and whispered into my ear, before letting go of my hand. “Tomorrow, I’ll have to break you in again.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    It was safe to say that I didn’t sleep that night.  Knowing that I’d have to go through the rigorous abuse that Jaxton called training all over again was enough to make me want to jump out of the window. I wasn’t a quitter though, not to mention I was pretty sure the window was code-locked and there was probably a camera in the room somewhere watching my every move.  
 
    I  knew that Jaxton was incredibly intelligent but that didn’t stop me from trying to find a way out of the room.  
 
    Like I had assumed, the windows were coded shut and the door only opened from the outside. I spent a good hour checking every corner, every space of the room I was in for a camera, but didn’t find one. I also knew that just because I couldn’t see it, didn’t mean it wasn’t there so I went back to the queen sized bed and laid down on the pastel purple comforter. I rolled onto my right side and stared at the dark purple stuffed bear that sat behind the alarm clock. That’s weird, I thought with a furrowed brow. I sat up and glanced around this time, noticing all of the purple accents in the room. It was almost like he knew he would find me again.  
 
    I rolled onto my back and stared at the ceiling directly above me. That’s when I saw the pinhole sized blinking red light. Found you, you fucker. I quickly got to my feet and reached up toward the hidden camera. The problem was that I found I was too short to reach it, so I hopped on the bed a few times, my fingers just grazing the ceiling.  
 
    “Why don’t you just kill me and get it over with?” I shouted at the camera. 
 
    I dropped down angrily on the bed like a spoiled child who hadn’t gotten their way, when I heard his bedroom door open. I tilted my head to the side and listened as his footsteps gently echoed down the hall, stopping in front of the door. There was a soft tap, almost as if he were asking my permission to enter the room, before I heard the sound of the key pad as he punched in the code and pushed the door open.  
 
    The door opened slowly as Jax poked his head in and scanned the room. When he saw that I was sitting on the bed he stepped in and closed the door behind him. I couldn’t help but appreciate his form again as he stood there in loose cotton shorts showing off his strong legs and a muscle shirt that seemed drawn onto his body.  
 
    The man may have been completely deranged, but he was absolutely stunning to behold.  
 
    “May I sit next to you?” he asked softly as he approached.  
 
    I had half of mind to tell him no, hit him with the alarm clock and run, but I knew there was nowhere to go. So instead, I nodded and moved as far to the side of the bed as I could without actually falling off of it.  
 
    “You’ve asked me to come in here and kill you, so I’ve come in to ask you how you want to die,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “I won’t keep anything anymore that doesn’t want to be kept.” 
 
    I looked down at my hands. I wanted to tell him to just do it. I didn’t want to be used anymore. I didn’t want to live in constant fear and pain. But then I had a thought, something that might save me from him once and for all.  
 
    “Then you’d be no better than Sorrow,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.  
 
    Jax chuckled. “No, you’re wrong. I didn’t have a choice. The whore threw me away the moment I came into this world. She didn’t want to keep me. I’d like to keep you, but I won’t force you to stay here.” 
 
    “Just let me go,” I finally said, dangerously close to tears. I turned my body toward him and pleaded with everything inside of me. “I didn’t tell anyone last time. I kept up with what you wanted me to do. I thought you were out of the country so that’s why I went to Bondi Beach. Jaxton, please. Just let me go.” 
 
    He got to his feet and looked down at me like a predator sizing up his prey. He gently put his hand on top of my head and began to caress my hair. I closed my eyes for a moment and just let him. If this was what he needed right now to calm down then I would let him have it.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    I let out a sob and just as quickly put my hand over my mouth to stifle the next.  
 
    “You’re not my equal yet, Tempest. In a way, Riley was and she still is. You have to earn your freedom. I let you go because I became bored with you and wanted to spend a little time in my Alone Room. You’ll see how marvelous it is now in the morning. I’ve got some many new things that I can’t wait to show you. That is the only reason I let you go. You just never realized that it was a false freedom; temporary.” 
 
    I took a few shuddery breaths. I knew what I would have to do to get out of this now. And I also decided in that moment, to accept that the only way out was to die. 
 
    “I don’t want to wait until tomorrow,” I said, getting up from the bed and shoving past him. “Open the door.” 
 
    “So eager to learn again are you?” he asked quietly. 
 
    “Open the fucking door, Jaxton. Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    He turned his head slowly toward me but because the room was dark, I couldn’t tell if he had wild eyes yet. With slow, deliberate movements, he came toward me and leaned against the door for a moment.  
 
    “I will not make this easy for you this time around. Riley was the only thing holding me back,” he warned.  
 
    “Understood.” 
 
    “Turn away,” he said, before he started fiddling with the doorknob. A few seconds later, the door popped open and his strong hand gripped my arm.  
 
    As he led me down the hallway and stairs, toward the hidden doorway to his home, I took a deep breath and glanced out the window once last time. 
 
    I knew this was the last time I would ever see the night sky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Seven 
 
    Jaxton 
 
      
 
    It took only a few moments.  
 
    I left Tempest in the Alone Room with a myriad of sharp objects hoping she’d do herself in. It was true what she said, that I would be no better than Sorrow and I didn’t want to have that on my conscience. I couldn’t take anymore burdens to bear.  
 
    As I climbed the stairs to the door, I could hear her screaming causing a small smile to cross my lips. It was obvious that she had chosen an object and she was taking her own way out. It was just as well because then I would only have to light the fire and burn her body.  
 
    When I exited to the main floor of my home, I decided to go to my office. I wanted to watch what she was doing and I also wanted to spend time with Riley.  
 
    All I had left of her were the recordings I made of us when she was here, my favorite being her first night with me. As she slept I took her to the Alone Room and I plucked her sweet flower.  
 
    It was an immaculately beautiful moment and I was pleased to know that I had remembered to record it. Riley was so beautiful and had almost become my equal. I’ve never admitted this about a mark before, but I missed her tears, her laughter, her fighting me off, her lying on top of me as we watched TV every day.  
 
    I hadn’t meant to kill her—I wanted to keep her.  
 
    She was supposed to be mine but as with all other things in my life, I fucked up and pulled too hard.  
 
    I sighed heavily as I opened the door to my office and went over to the desk. I ran my hands back through my hair and just sat there for a moment. I like to think that I wasn’t as damaged as everyone perceived me to be, but I also knew that I lied to myself every time I had that thought.  
 
    Leaning down, I turned on the power to the computer tower and leaned back in the chair, clasping my hands behind my head.  The muffled voice coming from the bookcase near the window made me roll my eyes.  
 
    As the computer powered on, I walked toward to it, and pushed it aside. I reached around the front and grabbed a small pen flashlight I kept on the bottom shelf, before crouching down in front of the makeshift holding cell I had hidden in the wall behind it.  
 
    “I thought we had an understanding. You’ll get what you deserve once I’m done, but you have to keep quiet. I don’t want her to know you’re here.”  
 
    Owen looked at me angrily. His head wound had closed and the blood that had poured so generously from it had caked itself to his forehead and down onto the duct tape I had over his mouth. I admired his reserve.  
 
    He had been in there for a few days, shackled with his arms over his head and, as I incorrectly had assumed, bleeding out. 
 
    But what I wondered the most was where he could possibly be getting the strength to be making these sounds from.  
 
    The most I had given him was water. I wouldn’t waste food on him and I would only allow a small pocket of air into the room.  
 
    He began to make his muffled sounds again and out of a sheer act of curiosity, I leaned one arm into the cell and pulled the duct tape away.  
 
    “Yes?” I asked. 
 
    “I did what you wanted, Jaxton,” he said, his breath coming in heaving gasps. “I found the bitch and I convinced her to be alone with me. Why are you doing this to me?” 
 
    I smiled and put the tape back over his mouth and secured it. Obviously Owen didn’t understand. It wasn’t the fact that he did as I asked; that’s what he was bred to do. The older man trained Owen around the same time that he trained me. In a way, he was my brother but I had little need or want for him, so when he found me a few years before I grabbed Riley, I knew I could convince him that I would need his help one day.  
 
    “You served your purpose. For that, I thank you,” I replied simply as I turned the flashlight off and started to push the bookshelf back. I heard the chains as he started to struggle against them and his muffled screams for help, which I knew would die down eventually. They always did.  
 
    For now, I’d leave him in his little room to die of starvation or exhaustion, whichever came first, then I’d dispose of him like I would Tempest.  
 
    I went back to my desk and sat down. I punched in my password to access my desktop and once that came to life, I opened the application for my cameras. One to see what she was doing to herself and the other to watch what I had done to Riley. 
 
    I had multiple screens pop up in seconds. I closed the ones that showed me other parts of my home, but left the ones opened that showed me the Alone Room and the night vision one that showed me Owen. I tapped a few keys to bring up the file labeled Riley and found the video entitled our first time.  
 
    While the video buffered, I absentmindedly reached into the top drawer of my desk and pulled out a sharp paring knife and began to twirl it between my fingers. I glanced at the happenings in the Alone Room and made the screen full size.  
 
    I leaned closer to the screen and squinted. I couldn’t exactly tell what she was doing in there, but she didn’t seem to be retraining herself. It looked like she was trying to break into the door where I had all of my supplies in. Possibly she thought it was a way out? I didn’t know, but I also knew she’d have to have the strength of a thousand men to pull that door off the hinges.  
 
    “Son of a bitch!”  
 
    I got up from the table and ran down the hallway, knife firmly in my hand. Apparently I was wrong; all she needed was adrenaline and pure will.  
 
    All I could think about was how I was going to manage to get her strapped to the bed and who I could get to repair that fucking door. I could do it myself, but I didn’t want the responsibility of holding a power tool. I would be afraid the temptation would prove too much for me and ... Don’t think about it, I told myself as I pulled open the door and closed it firmly behind me.  
 
    “Tempest?” I called out.  
 
    Her whimpers immediately died down and I heard the sound of her feet as she ran across the room. I could only imagine what she was feeling right now, having once been trained in an Alone Room myself.  
 
    “Come out pretty girl. I won’t hurt you,” I said as I walked down the stairs. I entered the room and looked around finding her sitting on the bed, her legs pulled up and her arms wrapped tightly around them. She had tears streaming down her face and bloody fingertips. I glanced toward the door and smiled realizing she had broken off her nails viciously in ripping the door from it’s place.  
 
    “Does it hurt?” I asked, sliding the knife into the waistband of the sweatpants I was wearing. She shook her head quickly.  “Let me see please,” I said walking over to her and dropping down to one knee.  
 
    She held out her trembling hands to me and I looked carefully at her fingertips. She hadn’t done sufficient damage to them. The beds were bloodied from the force she used to pull the door open but that was about it. I let go of her hands and went over to the door that was propped up against the wall. 
 
    “Curious thing aren’t you?” I asked, sizing up the damage.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I just thought --”  
 
    “That it was a way out?” I finished for her.  
 
    She looked away and sniffled. She didn’t have to answer me; I had stupidly assumed the same thing when I was stuck in a room similar to this. Of course, I hadn’t been stupid enough to anger them by doing something like this.  
 
    “I’d dare say you’re more defiant than Riley, but that would be an incorrect assessment in many aspects,” I said with a chuckle.  
 
    “Are you going to kill me now?” she asked like a scared child.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    I wasn’t quite sure why she kept tempting me to do it. The thought always sat in the back of my mind with any of my marks, but with Tempest, I felt that if I gave in and killed her when she asked, that she would win. I wouldn’t allow that. This was my home, and while I would taunt her with the idea, she should know better than to think I would kill her before I fucked her.  
 
    Suddenly a brilliant idea came to me. No, no it wouldn’t be me that did this to her. It would be him. Then I would burn both of their bodies in the back, scatter them together over Bondi Beach, and continue as I was before, with Riley at the tip of my fingers.  
 
    “Wait here and be a good girl until I get back,” I said to her, walking away from the bed and heading up the stairs again.  
 
    I’ll never understand why she didn’t attack me, honestly. There were plenty of things in that room to kill or maim me with, but Tempest never did seem very smart. If she was, she wouldn’t have been so easy to catch again. Not to mention that if I were her, I would’ve possibly stabbed my captor multiple times with whatever I could get my hands on.  
 
    Whistling cheerfully to myself, I went back into my office and went over to the desk. I opened it and fished around for the keys to Owen’s cuffs and went over to the bookshelf, shoving it aside. I didn’t bother with the flashlight this time, instead I opted to pull the cell out into the open floor space of my office. 
 
    “Listen very carefully,” I said to him, holding the keys up to his eye level. “I’m going to let you out of this cage, but only if you help me with her. I have something I need you to do. If you try to fight me, it would be beyond foolish. You’re too weak, you haven’t eaten in days, and I will snap your neck. Now, if you agree to my condition of helping me with Tempest, I’ll let you out of here and give you a meal or two. Then we’ll go down and continue our work as brothers.” 
 
    Owen eyed me for a moment. I could tell that he wanted to say no, but he also knew he had no choice. If he didn’t agree, I’d shove him back into the wall and let him die there. 
 
    Finally, with a grunt and a nod of agreement, Tempest’s fate was sealed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eight 
 
    Tempest 
 
      
 
    I had my face in my hands, finding myself having one of the first thoughts I ever had in this hellhole over and over again. Dear God, won’t someone help me?  
 
    I glanced around the room erratically. There had to be something in here, anything, that would help me get the fuck out of here.  I felt like I was in a house of wolves and even though Jaxton was the only monster here that would hurt me, I always felt so weak in his presence. I felt like anything that I would try to do to save myself would go awry and he’d kill me slowly and painfully. 
 
    It was in that moment that I made up my mind. If he’s going to kill me, he’s going to have one hell of a fight on his hands. 
 
    Not caring anymore if he was watching, I walked quickly over to the door I had somehow managed to pull off it’s damn hinges, and pulled out one of the dull nails that held it on the wall.  
 
    My lower lip trembled with fear as I went back to the bed and pulled the sheet off.  
 
    As usual, being in the Alone Room meant that you had been stripped of all of your clothing, so I wrapped the sheet around the lower half of my body, making a long skirt for myself.  
 
    Not that I had an ounce of modesty left in me, but I knew his m.o. He would try to force himself on me before he killed me and that’s when I would attack him.  
 
    That’s when I would plunge the dull nail into him over and over, hopefully incapacitating him enough to be able to get out.  
 
    I sat back down on the bed and slid the nail underneath my left leg and closed my eyes. I didn’t know where he had gone or how long it would take him to come back, but I knew I’d need strength to fight him off.  
 
    I wasn’t sure how long I had been asleep, but when I opened my eyes again, I was on my back and felt the pressure of someone pushing into me rhythmically. I felt the weight of a man on top of me and faintly heard the soft groans of his pleasure.  
 
    Immediately, I tried to push him off, only to find that my hands had been tied over my head. I was being restrained, yet again, and not able to fight off my attacker, which also meant that he had taken my only weapon.  
 
    “Get off of me!” I managed to scream. “Jax! Get off!”  
 
    “But it’s not me that’s in you” he responded with a chuckle.  
 
    What? But I thought ...  
 
    I forced my eyes to focus and found myself staring into Owen’s sweaty face.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” I screamed, trying to use my legs to shove him off.  
 
    Owen leaned all of his body weight down on me as he continued to push inside of me. “Keeping you alive,” he whispered into my ear. 
 
    As quickly as I realized what was happening, it was over. He had been pulled off of me by brute force and I heard a sickening crack follow.  
 
    “I don’t care much for secrets,” Jaxton said with a shrug, as Owen’s lifeless body fell to the floor at his feet.  
 
    “Why are you doing this?” I asked frantically. My arms were tied so securely over my head that I knew nothing I did would loosen the holds. The only person that would be able to set me free was him and there was no way he’d do it.  
 
    He walked over and sat down next to me, gently pushing my legs aside. “I found this, Tempest,” he said, producing the dull nail. “Were you planning on hurting me?”  
 
    “No!” 
 
    With a smile, he set the nail down and pulled a parring knife out of the waistband of his sweatbands.  
 
    “Do you know how beautiful you look right now?” he asked quietly, one hand holding the knife, the other sliding up my bare stomach and resting gently on my neck.  
 
    My chest was showing my unsteady breathing and I had to find a way to control it. I didn’t want him to think that I didn’t want his hands on me. It would make him crazy and he’d probably drive the knife into me and split me in two. Even though I wanted him to kill me, I wanted a Riley death. Quick and painless; I had fucking earned it.  
 
    I glanced down at him quickly and saw that he had his wild eyes. Tempest was gone, yet again.  
 
    “Jax?” I said trying to keep the trembling out of my voice. 
 
    “Yes, Riley?” he asked softly, his hand starting to gently tighten around my throat.  
 
    “I’ve missed you,” I replied, deciding to play on the fact that he thought I was Riley. “I’m so happy we’re together again. But why do you have me tied up? You stopped doing this to me. You let me put my hands on you whenever I wanted, do I have to start over again?”  
 
    “No. I’m sorry, Riley,” he said, quickly moving the knife up and cutting my cloth restraints. I sat up and looked into his eyes, running a hand down the side of his face. 
 
    “Did you miss me?” I asked.  
 
    “Desperately,” he whispered, a tear slowly spilling over and running down his cheek. “I’m so sorry for what I did. I ... I could have loved you, I know I could have and I messed it up. Just like everything else in my life. Oh Riley, I’m so sorry,” he said, head on my bare breasts, sobbing.  
 
    I ran my hands over the top of his hair, shushing him and telling him that it would be okay, that it wasn’t his fault. I held him tightly against me with my left arm, and used my right to rest it on the knife in his hand. If I could slide it out of his grip somehow, I could end this all right now.  
 
    “Do you think I’m stupid?” he suddenly asked.  
 
    “What?” I asked in confusion.  
 
    Jaxton got to his feet and shoved me away. He used the hand that held the knife to wipe the tears away. “You’d never love me, Riley. You told me I was a monster. You wanted to get away from me at all costs. You got away, why would I want to take you back now? Why should I take you back?” he shouted, turning to face me. 
 
    This is how this ends, I thought, close to tears. With me as Riley and him as the ever confused madman.  
 
    I stared at the gleaming blade of the paring knife in his hand as he came toward me, raising me  from the bed by the back of my neck. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    I remember when I was a little girl growing up in Adelaide. There was a boy that lived a few blocks away from me that would come by my house whenever my parents left and would challenge me to fight him.  
 
    He said it was because I was smaller than most girls my age and that one day I’d need to learn to defend myself. We would go into my backyard and he would always tell me to raise my fists, then he would throw the first blow. 
 
    I cried the first time he hit me because it was painful and because he was a few years older than me, he would always tell me to just grow up and fight back. Months passed with at least a week and a half dedicated to me being alone with him, getting hit repeatedly like I was a boy too. I’d bleed, I’d cry, I’d get bruised, and he would never stop. He would always taunt me to hit him back.  
 
    One day when he came to my house knowing that we were alone again, I led him to the backyard.  We had turned to face each other and I raised my fists before he told me to. I remember the smile on his face as he came toward me, fists raised, ready to strike me as hard as he could.  
 
    When he was only a few feet away from me, I dropped down to my knees and quickly picked up the two by four I had laid in the grass before he arrived and brought it up under his chin with every bit of strength I had in my tiny body. 
 
    He fell back and landed flat onto the grass. I stood over him and brought the wooden beam over my head, telling him that if he ever hit me again I would bash his face in.  
 
    He got to his feet after a while, rubbing the bottom of his chin and spit out a glob of blood before telling me that I had finally learned the lesson that he had been trying to teach me the entire time.  
 
    That no matter how hard a situation might seem, no matter how much bigger a person seemed to be, we would all get to the point when we would snap. We’d all get to the point where we couldn’t take anymore and we’d learn to stand up for ourselves.  
 
    That was the last time I ever saw that boy. I was never quite sure what happened to him, but because of him and his random act of tough love, I never had a problem defending myself. Not until Jaxton.  
 
    But that was about to change.  
 
    I brought my feet up quickly and shoved him as hard away from me as I could. When he landed on his back, the knife fell from his hand and slid across the Alone Room floor.  
 
    I dove for it. I knew that if he got up and got to the knife before I did, he’d cut my throat and I couldn’t allow it to happen to me.  Riley couldn’t save herself, but I knew I could.  
 
    As soon as my hand closed around the handle of the knife, I felt his hands firmly close around my ankles. I tried to turn around and swing the knife, but he moved quickly. He moved his hand up to my left arm and began to bang it against the ground. I tried desperately to hold onto the blade, but the pain of my wrist being constricted and being slammed against the cold stone floor made me let the knife go.  
 
    He moved his body up mine and slapped the knife into the other room before he began to pull away my makeshift skirt. I wasn’t sure what he was honestly doing until I felt him shimmying out of his sweatpants.  
 
    No. Not again. Oh please! I thought desperately.  
 
    I closed my eyes and pressed my forehead against the cold cement as he shoved himself deep into me.  
 
    I wanted to scream for help, for mercy, for anything, but he thought I was Riley again and Riley wouldn’t cry about it.  
 
    “I’ve missed being inside of you,” he breathed into my ear, as he moved himself in and out of me.  
 
    My lower lip trembled and I bit my lip to keep from begging him to stop. My body was reacting to the feeling of Jax inside me. My pussy was wet and gave off the impression to him that I was enjoying what he was doing, but my body often betrayed me when he did this to me. And even though I did think that I had learned to like this feeling, I knew in this moment that I hated it more than anything else.  
 
    A few more controlled thrusts inside of me and I felt him finish. It was the unmistakable warm rush that I felt every fucking time this man held me down and fucked me against my will.  
 
    Jaxton took a deep, shuddery breath and pulled himself out of me. I stayed in the darkness of my own personal hell until he pushed himself to his feet and pulled up his sweatpants. I turned my face to the left and slightly opened my eyes, watching his feet disappear into the other room for a moment. Then I watched as they came back toward me and then stopped short of my face. He was crouched down now and I could see the tip of the knife hovering in front of me. 
 
    “On your feet.” 
 
    With shaky arms, I used my hands to push myself to my knees. I sat on my legs for a moment, before he reached down and picked me up by my arm.  
 
    “Wait for me upstairs,” he said as he walked over to Owen’s body and hoisted it over his shoulder.  
 
    I nodded and ran up the stairs as quickly as I could. I knew what we were going to do next. We were going to burn Owen’s body and then he’d probably kill me and burn mine. I didn’t care anymore honestly; I just wanted it to be over.  
 
    Jax met me on the main floor and handed me the sheet I had pulled off the bed. He told me to wrap it around myself and to stay close to his side as he led us toward the back of his house and out to the backyard.  
 
    I could see the makeshift pyre looming in the distance. I could see the charred wood and I could see the bottles of fluid scattered around that he would use to light the logs on fire with.  
 
    He laid Owen’s body on the grass and told me to sit down and make sure he didn’t move. I wasn’t sure what he expected out of him; he had snapped his fucking neck, he wasn’t going anywhere, but I sat on the grass next to the body and held my vigil while he lit the logs.  
 
    I looked up when I heard the flames begin to engulf the logs and I put a hand up to block some of the brightness of the dancing fire as Jaxton came over to me and picked up Owen’s body.  
 
    In a matter of moments, he lobbed his body onto the fire. Then he came back over and sat down next to me. We were silent at first, watching the flames begin to consume yet another lifeless body before he finally spoke to me.  
 
    “You remind me of a girl I used to watch when I was younger,” he said bringing his knees up and draping his arms over them.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked curiously.  
 
    “There was a tiny girl that used to fight with a boy in her backyard. I know I said I used to live in Bondi Beach but I lived elsewhere for a bit before my adoptive parents moved us. Anyway, she had so much fight in her, but always got knocked down. Until one day she hit him, with everything she had, she hit him and stopped the fights.”  
 
    Jaxton glanced at me and smiled. “Does any of this ring a bell, Tuesday?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answered softly.  
 
    “Good. I envied him, you know. Because he could talk to a girl without being afraid. Because I knew that even though they fought all the time, they were still friends. I never had one of those. I never felt like I wanted or needed one, but when I sat in the window of my bedroom and watched, I wanted to be like him.” 
 
    My breaths were coming in gasps at that moment. To think that Jaxton Whitlock had been watching me since I was a small girl terrified the fuck out of me. This wasn’t a coincidence. Riley was led to believe that she had chosen me at random, but as I sat there and listened, I felt that once Jaxton had been groomed to be the monster he was, he remembered me and wanted to find me again.  
 
    But why? 
 
    “I always thought you were pretty. Too pretty to be beaten by that boy. Too pretty to have to worry about fighting others. Too pretty to live, really.” 
 
    He began to twirl the knife in between his fingers and turned his attention back to Owen’s body. The smell... Ugh... The smell of Owen’s burning body was starting to invade my nostrils and I felt myself dangerously close to becoming ill.  
 
    “Did you know that he was the boy that fought with you?” he asked, nodding toward the flames. “When I was taken by my mentors, I saw Owen one day and I told them that I knew there was someone else who needed their special brand of discipline and so they took him. I just wanted him to feel daily what he did to you on those times you were alone. So as you see, Tuesday, I’m really not a monster. But I am tired,” he said, handing me the knife. “I’d like you to help me end my pain.” 
 
    I took the knife from him and looked down at it for a moment. I got to my feet and looked into his eyes; his wild, smiling eyes that told me he was done now. That told me that he didn’t want to try to find Sorrow anymore. His eyes that told me he didn’t want to have to fight the urge, to feed the monster.  
 
    But if I did this I would be no better than him. I would be giving him an easy way out; a freedom he didn’t deserve.  
 
    “You can help me or I can continue on as I am,” he said, getting to his feet and looking down at me. “I’d much rather know that the world doesn’t have to worry about me anymore and to know that it was you that ended it.” 
 
    It was a swift movement that finally brought Jaxton Whitlock to an end. The blade was driven across his throat, cutting the jugular vein in the process and dropping him first to his knees, then to his side.  
 
    I stood above him while he bled out, the knife firmly gripped in my hand, tears rolling down my face.  
 
    I had done it. I had killed the monster and the most terrifying thing about it was that when I turned my eyes down toward his beautiful, lifeless face, I saw that he had died with a smile on his face.  
 
    But ... Who would be there to kill me when I was tired? Who would I be able to find to put an end to the madness once and for all?  
 
    Who would help me when I needed it most?  
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