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Chapter 1
 
Sara 
What a week.  
I throw my bag on my bed.  Work was so stressful getting the deadline in for the latest client.  My work is great. I love the creativity side.  I hate it when clients up the deadline and you’re left trying to cram two weeks of work into one.  
The client is always right!  My ass.  
“Sara?  Is that you?”  I smile at my kooky roommate’s voice.
“Yes, I’m home.  I need five bottles of wine tonight.”  I shout back to Haley.
She bursts through my door.
My roommate from Uni is still the same as ever.  She will grow up one day.  She has blonde hair this month with blue tips. 
“I have something better.  We got tickets to get into The Verve.”  She is squealing and jumping up and down.  
“We have to go.  It’s the top club in London!”  She grabs my arm, digging her nails into my arm.
“Ow.  Okay.  Okay.  Calm down, love.  And withdraw your talons from my skin.”  I say dryly.
“Oops.  Sorry.”  She smiles sheepishly.  
“Wow.  The Verve?  How did you get the tickets?”  
“I may have slept with an upscale events planner for the club.”  She smiles and fans the two tickets over her face.  
“Honestly, Haley.  How do you come across so many men to sleep with?  I thought you got it all out of your system in Uni?”  I laugh.
“Hey, don’t knock it.  You’ve been celibate since Bastard Ben.  Let loose tonight.”  She purses her lips.
“Meh,  I want my promotion before I date again.  All my focus is on that.  Ben was just a blip.”  I tell her.
Ben was a handsome, cheating bastard.  I know what Haley is saying.  It’s been eight months since I broke up with him.  I got burnt out with all the drama and stress that fucker came with.
“Come on, never mind him.  What are you wearing?”  She is already opening up my wardrobe and going through my dresses one by one.
“Oh.  Wow.  It has to be this one.”  She pulls out a dress I’d bought but never worn out.  It was just a touch too short.  It’s black at the top and around the waist, there are silver crystals and the lower part is all gold crystals and sequins.  There is a deep V neckline and long sleeves. 
I thought of Indian clothes with all the glitter and sequins. My Mum is Scottish and my dad is Indian. They fell in love and never looked back.  I’m proud of both sets of cultures.
“It’s not too much?”  I bite my lip.  It will come quite high on my legs. 
“Of course not.  You should see what I’m wearing!  I’m going to get laid by an elite tonight.”  She giggles.
I smile and shake my head.  Got to love her, honesty. 
“Okay.  When do we leave?”  I give in.  I need some fun this weekend. 
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“These tickets had better be real, Haley.  Have you seen the queue to get into this place?”  I look around.  People are glaring at us as we walk to the top towards the doors.
“Of course they are real.”  Haley grins.  
She looks stunning.  She is wearing a risqué blue dress that's neckline is scooping down almost to her belly button.  It's short and clings to her body.  Two straps are the only thing keeping her modesty intact.  It would petrify me that my boobs would pop out.  
She can pull it off without blinking an eyelid.
We reach security, where Haley pulls the tickets out of her clutch bag.  The security guard looks at us, then the tickets and unclips the rope to let us in.
I thought he would laugh at the tickets and send us to the back of the queue.
“They are real tickets!”  I exclaim to Haley.
She laughs at me.  “I checked his work credentials first this time.”
I laugh with her.  “You are nuts, but I love you.”
Tucking my arm into hers as we go inside.
“Love you too, babe.”  She pulls me in the cloakroom's direction.
I’m too busy looking at the interior.  I have never seen a nightclub with such beautiful decor.  Handing our coats in.  We try to get past the crowds.  
We enter the main section of the nightclub.  It's all black and cream.  The floor, the seats and the tables. It's the ceiling that captivates me.  There are countless small gold lights on the ceiling, giving the club not only a soft glow of lights but a stunning sight to see.
We go to the bar for our drinks. 
“Holy Fuck.  Have you seen the prices, Haley?”  I gasp at the list. “If I’d known I was going to have to sell my firstborn tonight, I might not have come.  I could have stayed home and drank 5 bottles of wine.”
“I’m only going to buy one drink tonight, Sara.  Watch and learn.”  Haley says this while fixing her dress straps around her boobs.  “My girls are going to get the drinks in.”
I snicker.
I buy us both white wine.  Handing over a credit card.
The night gets busier, but we don't care.  We have so much fun dancing.  I couldn't remember the last time I danced the night away.  Men keep coming up to me.  I just tell them I’m not interested.  If I’m honest with myself, my experience with Ben took away my confidence.  I don’t want to be hurt again.  Ben the Bastard did a number on me.
I just want to have some light-hearted fun tonight.
We are dancing on the stage.  Someone comes up behind me and rubs their crotch on me.  I try to move closer to Haley, but he follows me.
His hands grab my ass now.  
“Oi.  Get your hands off me.”  I shout at him.  He completely ignores me and moves his hands on my waist towards my breasts.
Oh no, you don’t.  
Remembering everything my dad and Uncle Sean taught me.  I swing around to face him.  I grab his shirt, pulling him down as I push myself upwards with as much momentum as I could and give him a Glasgow kiss right on his lower face, which is all I could reach. 
He falls on his back.  
I rub my forehead.  
Hmmm. 
It worked.  
Can’t wait to tell Dad and Uncle Sean.
Haley is pointing to him on the floor and laughing.  His group of friends are trying to pick him up off the dance floor.  They are definitely not laughing.  
Two of them walk over to me.  Thankfully, security comes and pulls me away.  They take me into a small room windowless room.  I sit on the chair next to a table.  Haley tried to come with me, but they said it wouldn't take long.
“Are you okay?”  Hulk asks.  
He wears a white shirt, his black security jacket, and a giant shaved head.  The guy is massive.  
“Umm.  I'm fine.  Am I in trouble?  I don't understand why I'm in here.”  Biting my lip.  I gave him my name, thinking he might need it for a police report.
“No,  Miss.  No trouble.  We are just clearing them out before you go back outside.”  He tells me.
That doesn’t explain why Haley couldn’t come in with me.  Something is fishy.  I had to leave Haley by the employee entrance door.
Another man walks in.  He is wearing a dark grey suit and a blue shirt with open buttons.   There is a tattoo on his neck. He has dark, slicked back hair.  Sharp silver-grey eyes and very handsome features.  If I thought the hulk was massive, this guy has a few inches on him.
He is staring at me with those piercing eyes running from my head to my toes and back again.  Alarm bells are ringing.  This man isn’t someone you fuck around with.
“That's fine.  You can leave us now.”  He says in a deep voice.  I can't place his accent but it isn't British.
I swallow.
“Miss Deol.”  He brings his hand up.  It's also got tattoos on it.  I can't see this one properly either. 
I put my hand out.  He grips my hand firmly, engulfing my hand with his.  
“Mr...?”  I ask.
“Mr Conway.  I’m the owner of the club.  How is your head?” 
“Umm. Fine.  Why am I here?”  I ask, pulling my hand away from his. 
“We just wanted to make sure you were okay and to remove the men from the club.”  His intense gaze lingered on my lips.
I’m not one to ignore my instincts.  
My instincts are yelling for me to run.  

 

Chapter 2 
 
Daniel 
God.  
Straight businesses are tedious.  Planning permission, regulations, risk assessments and licences.  The list is ongoing till Mark finally stops talking.
“Mark, you said this was an excellent investment.  Why are we here and are you finished reciting the list of shit to be done for this club?”  I glare at him.
“It's a long-term investment.  It's going to rake in a lot of money for us in the future.  Most of what was on that list is done.  Let's just go chill out for a bit, Grandma.”  He says as he stands up and makes his way to the door. 
I smirk at his back.  He is the only person who can get away with that shit with me. 
We go to the VIP lounge.  Mark goes to get us drinks.   
I sigh.  
A bunch of rich brats with sticks up their asses.  I look down through the glass onto the main dance floor.  
I see two women dancing in the centre of the dance floor.  One is a blonde and wearing a blue dress.  It's the other girl.  She has dark hair running like waves down her back.  Her tanned legs set off against the gold of her dress.  The curves on her aren't the only thing. It's the energy she has in dancing.  It's like she is purging something dark away through the movements of her body.  
Mark pushes a drink into my hand.  I still don’t take my eyes off her.
“Something caught your eye?”  He asks amused.
“Hmmm.”  I won’t say anymore.
“Bet you it’s that dark-haired siren in the black and gold dress.”
I look at him sharply.   
He raises his hand up.  “Hey just an observation, she is all yours.”
I look back down at her.  Some asshole is trying to rub himself all over her ass.  My hand tightens around my drink. 
I can see her trying to move away from him.  Turning and saying something to him. He doesn’t stop.  He wraps his hands around her waist.  His hands inching up towards her breasts.  I’m about to go downstairs. When the woman turns around.  
Oh, she is fucking pissed.
I can't make out all her features from this distance.  My interest and my cock are aroused.
She grabs his shirt, yanking him down while she pushed her head back and launches her forehead upwards on his nose and mouth.  
He falls to the ground.  He doesn’t move.
Holy shit.  I think she knocked him out.  Did I just see that? 
“She just knocked him out!”  Mark laughs.  “What a pussy.  I’m going to get security on it.  We don’t want people like him in the club harassing women.  He is getting barred.”
“Get on it now.  His friends are coming up to her.  Get security to take her into the holding room.  Alone.”  I tell him.  He is the only person I trust with all my business legal, illegal and personal.  
“On it.”  He walks away with his phone to his ear.
I need to see this little Wildcat up close.  
I text Charlie with all the details, asking him to pull up and send me the security tapes showing her since she came into the club.  
Within five minutes, Charlie has the footage.  
I watch her go up to the bar with her friend.  They get approached several times.  Her friend chats away with other men.  Wildcat has just been knocking men back all night.  Maybe she is into women.  I guess I’m going to find out. 
My phone vibrates.  It’s Mark.
She is in the holding room.  Sara Deol.  Good luck.
Excitement.  That’s what I’ve not felt for a while.
I walk into the room.  
She is beautiful.  I had an inkling, but up close she is something else.  Her black long hair is glossy and wavy around her face and falls down the front of her body.  She has wide dark eyes, a cute nose and golden shimmering full lips.  I wouldn’t mind smudging the gloss off those lips.  She has an all over tan she looks either Spanish or Italian. 
“That's fine.  You can leave us now,”  I tell the security guard.  He nods and leaves the room. 
“Miss Deol.”  I bring my hand up to shake hers.
She brings her hand up.  I glance down at her hand looks tiny in mine.  It feels good, though.  
“Mr...?”  she asks.
“Mr Conway.  I’m the owner of the club.  How is your head?”
“Umm.  Fine.  Why am I here?”  She asks as she pulls her hand away.  I let it go reluctantly.
“We just wanted to make sure you were okay and to remove the men from the club.”  I glance down at her lips.
I can tell she is wary.  
Clever girl.  I’m known as the Black Wolf for a reason. 
Women normally bat their eyelids at me or stick their tits in my face.  She is doing neither.
“I’m sorry you had a poor experience in my club.  Would you like to go to the VIP section?  Free of charge of course.”
“No, thank you.  I would probably need to sell my soul and my firstborn to afford a drink in there.”  She says in a dry tone of voice 
I purse my lips to stop myself from smiling. 
She sighs.
“I think I’m just going to go home.”  She stands up.
I think about my options rapidly.  She will not budge.  I saw what she did all night to the men that approached her.  She isn’t a lesbian, she could be bi-sexual.  I didn’t miss her checking me out.  This woman is something I need to explore.  I’m going to need more time in London.
“Of course.  Do you and your friend need a lift?”  I ask.
“No.  I appreciate the offer. It’s been a long week.  We can make our own way home.”  She says as she walks to the door.
I peruse her tight little body.  My gaze is on her round ass encased in gold.  Her dress is so short, I was hoping to see more.  
Yes.  I need to find out more about Sara Deol.
“Will you find your way back out to your friend?”  I ask her.
She turns back and smiles.  “Yes.  I will be fine.”
My little Wildcat is on the run.  What she doesn’t know is a lone wolf has her scent.  As soon as she leaves.  I message Charlie to get me everything on Sara Deol. 
 
Past, present and future plans.   

 

Chapter 3
 
Sara 
It’s been a week since the nightclub debacle.  I’ve tried not to think of that big hunk of a man.  
I’m on my phone checking my emails when I see one about winning a holiday courtesy of my RSPB subscription.  I look at the email.  I don’t click on anything else.  It could be a phishing email.  There is a number for a major UK tourist company.  I write their number down.
Never winning anything in my life before, I’m cautious it could be a scam.  However, it’s a 10-day holiday in Fiji for two.  It would be amazing if it was genuine.  I go online and compare the tourist company’s phone number to what I wrote down from the email.  
It’s the same!  This could be real.  I have the RSPB subscription from when I lived in Scotland.  There is an amazing little bird sanctuary in Lochwinnoch that we used to go to all the time.  
I call the tourist company quoting the reference number on the email and they confirm it’s a genuine booking for two people.  They are just waiting for the confirmation of dates and names.  I thank them.  My manager is the one that I call. I have taken no holidays off all year and she knows it.  
I speak to Sarah, explaining everything to her.  
“Sara, you worked so hard on the Griffins campaign.  I say go for it.  I will make sure they approve your holidays for two weeks.” 
“Thank you so much.  I can’t believe I’ve won this holiday.”  I tell her.
She laughs.  “Enjoy the break.  You deserve it.”  
I thank her again and hang up.  
I try calling Haley.  It goes to voicemail.  I check the time.
It’s Friday.  She should be home by now.  
She doesn’t come home.  I get a call from her though.  Not what I was expecting.  
She is in a hospital with a broken leg and cracked rib.  
I rush to the hospital to see her.  
Poor Haley was a mess.  Hit and run.  She told me to enjoy myself for a change.  To stop worrying so much about my future.  
I should have stuck with my gut instinct.  
But I didn’t I took the chance.  To be brave.  
Not my finest moment.
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I sit on the small plane.  It was a connecting plane to get to the private island.  I made sure Haley was mobile enough to move about in the apartment before I left.  
There is a pilot and a steward.  They remind me of the hulk security guard at the nightclub.  I look down as we are reaching the Island.  It looks stunning.  
I called all my family to let them know about the holiday.  I asked if anyone wanted to come with me, but Mum and Dad had work. My brother and wife were too busy with my niece.  
They advised me to go have fun but stay vigilant in my travels. 
The steward brings me my gin and tonic.  It has a little pink umbrella on it.  I smile.  
“Thank you.”  I take a long sip.  
All I’m going to do is relax and read.  Well, explore as well.  The pictures looked out of this world.
I get my Kindle to continue reading my book.  There isn’t long till landing.  I finish my drink in record time.  He will need to take the glass off me before we descend.  
I don’t feel so good.  I lift my hand to tell the steward.  
Nothing comes out.  I feel my Kindle slip from my hand.  
That’s the last thing I remember. 

 

Chapter 4
 
Daniel 
I was meticulous in my planning.  I know my Wildcat is cautious.  With Charlie’s hacking skills, I’ve got her just where I wanted her.  I have been obsessing over her for nearly two weeks.  Mark has been having the time of his life poking fun at me.
I learned everything about her.  She is Scottish and Indian.  25 years old.  Her parents, Jackie and Raj, live in Scotland.  She has one older brother who is married.  She went to University at 18 in Nottingham with Haley.  They both work and flat-share in London.  I got all her photos from her social media.  I have her medical records, her work records.  My research didn’t dim my interest, it fuelled it. 
I have everything set up for her on the Island.  I’m in the car waiting impatiently for the private plane to land.  My men are on there waiting on the runway.  ETA is 4 minutes. I’ve done nothing like this before.  Then again, I’ve never met a Wildcat before.  She appeals to the animal in me.  
Mark can take care of business for me.  I hide in the shadows, anyway.  We manufacture and distribute weapons.  It’s been lucrative.  No one knows my real name other than Mark.  Even if our men get caught, they can’t tell the authorities who I am.  I go by The Black Wolf.  
I tap on my steering wheel.  Checking the time again.  I see the small aeroplane flying overhead, ready to land.  It lands and men are running to attach the staircase.  They will all be leaving soon.  It’s just going to be me and my Wildcat.  I can’t wait to tame her. 
I get out of the car and make my way to the plane.  The door opens.  Sam nods to me.
“Any problems?”  I ask.
“No, it all went as planned.  Shall I get her for you?”
“No.  I will get her.  You guys refuel and get back home.  Just get one of the men to bring her luggage down.” 
I make my way onto the plane.  She is lying in her seat.  Her tablet on the floor.  She is wearing a bright yellow dress that only makes her dark hair and coffee-coloured skin stand out.  I can’t wait to unwrap this tasty little morsel. 
I take the belt off her and carry her to my car.  It’s a short drive to be house.  The drugs ensure she will remain knocked her out for a while.  
It gives me plenty of time to arrange things to my liking. 
 
 

 

Chapter 5
 
Sara 
Feeling so drained.  I try to open my eyes. Something is covering my eyes. I was coming to the island.  I was on the plane.  
What happened? 
I moan.  My mouth is so dry.
I try to move my hands to remove the blindfold.  My hands are handcuffed or strapped down with something above my head.  I try to move my legs.    My legs are immobile. I’m tied up.  To my horror, I realise I’m naked.  I’m on a bed, I think.  I can feel the soft mattress.
What the fuck is going on?
A hand touches my thigh.  I let out a shriek.
“Have some water.”  A man tells me.
I clamp my lips shut.  They have already drugged me once.
“Oh, I don’t want you asleep.  Wildcat.  I want you wide awake.  No drugs.”  He chuckles.
I try to close my legs, but the straps are too tight for me to do it.
I feel my breathing speed up. 
He keeps stroking my thigh.  My entire body is tense.  
He strokes my inner thigh.
“No.”  I squeak out.  
Pulling at my cuffs and trying to yank my legs free. 
He whispers in my ear.
“You can’t move, Little Wildcat.  I can do anything I want.”  He strokes my breasts.  Caressing my nipples.
“You sick fuck.  Is this what you need to do?  Can’t get laid on your own?”  Maybe it’s not a good idea to provoke my captor.  
“No.  I’ve never had to work so fucking hard for a woman, till you.”
“Yay, me!  Let me go.”  I keep pulling on the straps.  
“No.  I’ve been waiting for a long time.  I want to bury my cock in this cunt. To fuck it raw.  To breed you.  I can’t be a lone wolf forever.”
“You’re fucking nuts.  Let me go.”  I pant out.  I’m in a panic now.
He licks my face.
Gross! 
I try to move my face away. 
“First thing you need to learn is a little respect.”  He says ominously. 
This psycho fuck!   
I hear him move away from me.
The next thing I feel is something whipping my breasts.  
“Oww.  You fucking asshole.  Untie me. You cowardly cunt.”  I scream at him.
“Oh my, that’s some mouth you got there.”  His deep voice drawls.
He whips my breasts again and again.  
I keep pulling on my cuffs.  Trying to ignore the sting of pain.
I feel the whip, which feels like it has tassels.  Hit my stomach, then my thighs and the fucker whips my pussy.  
I bite my lip.  Refusing to make a sound.
I pull on the ankle straps.  I’m unable to close my legs.  He whips me three more times on my pussy. 
I grunt at the last one.  Still biting my lip.  I refuse to give this sadist the satisfaction.
He touches my bare pussy lips.
I shake my head.
The bed dips with his weight and I feel him run his hands slowly up my legs.
I feel his head between my legs.  He licks my pussy.  
“No.  Stop.”  I move my hips, twisting and turning them, trying to get away from him.  All I do is rub my pussy against his face harder.
He holds my hips down and continues to push his tongue into my hole.  
I can feel his smile on my pussy.
“You are delicious.  Such a sweet pussy.”  He laps at me again.  He sucks on my clit before and he runs his tongue up and down my clit.  
I can’t stop it.  He is turning me on.  I still feel the slight sting from the whip, or it might have been a flogger.  I never thought I would enjoy that but the additional sensation adds another dimension of pleasure.
His fingers bite into my hip and thigh.  
He keeps licking me up and down.  His nose is rubbing on my clit.  
“That’s it, Little Wildcat. Give me more cream to lick.”  He pushes his fingers into my cunt.  He swirls his tongue over my clit. 
He curls his fingers upwards inside of me and continues to rub while pushing his fingers in and out of me.  I feel myself clench around his finger.
He pulls out. 
I’m relieved.  I don’t want to orgasm for this sadist.
“I know you’re not on the pill, Sara.  Do you know I’m going to fuck you day and night till you’re pregnant?”
I freeze.  Who is he?  How does he know also much about me?  I try to focus on his voice.  It sounds familiar.  I can't place it. 
“I’m going to pump so much cum into your cunt that it’s going to be flowing out of your little pussy.”  
“You need help.  Maybe a good therapist in a prison.”  I tell him, my jaw clenched.
I feel him get up from the bed.  He puts a pillow or pillows under my hips.
“Now, no need for mean comments.  Need to get you in the right position I’ve been studying.” He says, as if he is proud of himself. 
I consider begging him to stop, but I know in my gut he won’t.  So I say nothing.  My body tenses. 
I feel him rub his cock up and down my pussy.  
“You know how good my cock looks against your pussy?  I guess you don’t.  Let me tell you.  My cock is going to split this pussy apart.”  I can hear the arrogance in his voice.  
I try one last time to yank my ankles free.  
He is pushing his cock into me inch by inch.  I try to tighten my pussy to stop him.
He moans.  “Yes.  This tight little cunt feels amazing.  Squeeze me tighter, it only makes it better for me.”  He slides in deeper.  He keeps going.  How long is his cock?!
I try not to move.  Or make a sound.  I feel so full. 
His mouth is around my nipple. 
I gasp.  
He holds both of my breasts as he pulls back out, only to thrust his entire length into my pussy.  He thrusts in and out of me at a steady pace.  I feel myself adjust to his cock. 
I try my best not to react.  It’s been a long time since I’ve had sex.  I cannot cum with this vile bastard.
“That’s it.  My little cunt is stretching open for me.” He pants.
I try to detach my brain from what’s going on with my body.  
His hands leave my breasts to grip my hips while he still drives into me.  One hand moves to my clit.  He rubs me in small circular motions.  
I try to ignore it.
He rubs me harder. 
Oh fuck.  
I feel my orgasm building.  His mouth moves onto my nipples as he sucks hard while pinching the other one.  
I sob out loud as I cum as my pussy tightens around his cock.  I gasp for breath.  
“Fuck!  Yes!  Get ready for my cum.  I’m going to shoot so deep inside you.  It’s going to do its job.  It’s going to breed your tight little cunt.”
He groans and thrusts deeper inside me, taking my breath away.  I feel his cock jerk inside me and I feel his hot cum splatter inside of me.
Oh God.  The man came inside of me. He could be infested with God knows what.
The man rubs my clit in slow, circular motions.  Unwillingly, my pussy clenches around his cock again.  
The traitorous bitch. 
He leans over my body.
“You were worth the wait, Wildcat.”  He murmurs into my ear.
I let out a long breath, shuddering at the same time. 
I feel him get off me.  He pulls his cock out slowly.  I feel his cum spill out.  He uses his fingers to push it back inside of me.  I hear the rustle of clothing. 
“Now let’s try again.  Open your mouth.”  He says sternly.
I’m still in shock.  This is happening to me.  
I open my mouth slightly.  He puts something in my mouth.  It feels like a straw.  I suck on it my mouth is so dry.  I try to drink at a steady pace. 
“Good girl.”  He strokes my cheek.
He pulls the water away from me.  “Do you want more?”
I shake my head.  Still unable to speak.  There is too much turmoil in my mind. 
Clenching my fists, I dig my nails into my palms.  
I try to keep my thoughts focused.  I need to get away from this man.  I don’t even know if I’m still on the island. 
“I will get you something to eat.  Don’t go anywhere.”  He chuckles to himself.  
Fucker is laughing at his own joke.
I hear his soft footsteps and then I hear him open a door.  After the adrenaline dies out.  The realisation settles inside me.  This man is going to get me pregnant.  I did not need to be on contraception.  I had no plans to date or fuck anyone.  My career came first. 
How did he know?
This feels like a nightmare.  One I can’t wake up from.  
 
 

 

Chapter 6
 
Daniel 
I just couldn’t wait.  She looked so delicious laid out in front of me.  I felt like I was a starving man given his last favourite meal. I was too impatient.  Not the way I had expected things to happen.  Checking the video feed of her room.  I turn up the volume.  I don’t hear anything.  She seems to be okay. 
I know I didn’t hurt her.  As much as she didn’t want to fuck, she had been turned on.  She was wetter after I used the flogger on her.  It’s been a while since she had sex.  I lick my lips her taste still on my face.  
I saw the file information on her ex-boyfriend.  The evidence of what Haley did was there for me to see. I had no problem getting her put into the hospital after that.  We accessed all electronics on her friends and family.  She is better off without her ‘friend’ and ex-boyfriend.  I needed a deep dive background check on her and everyone in her life.
Her family seems decent and supportive of her aspirations.  I also checked JR Peterson’s firm records.  She has applied and turned down for two promotions.  Older men get the promotions even though she has a spotless record and a faultless work ethic.
She just has to go through these motions.  Her life will be better once she accepts us.  I turn the volume off. Keeping my eyes on her.  She is in the master bedroom.  The sun shines over her exquisite body, so I know she will be warm.  She needs to grow accustomed to being naked with me for a few weeks.  I gaze at her pussy spread out wide.  
I have never felt so exhilarated.  Everything this woman has to give is what I need.  I feel relieved she is here.  She is with me.  She can’t leave. 
I’m going to subdue this Wildcat.  
I’m a cold-hearted man living in a vicious world.  Her fighting spirit will get her far in my world.  She needs to be made resilient and cultivate it. I will be there to protect her.  
As hard as this is for her, she needs to accept her captivity before I reveal myself. 
With my mind set.  
I leave my study to make Sara some food. 
I wander through my villa-style property.  This island may have set me back some cash, but it was the only place I could unwind and I didn’t need to keep watching my back.  
This was the safest place to keep my mate, for now.
A simple grilled salmon with vegetables is what I make. I cut some papaya, berries and pineapple for dessert. I plate enough for both of us. 
I make my way to into the bedroom.  Watching her as she freezes, hearing me come into the room.  
I hold the tray with one hand and move a small table over to the bed.  
She says nothing.  Her body is stiff. 
“Are you ready for dinner?”  I ask her.
She shakes her head.  
“You’re not very grateful.  I cooked for us.”  I muse.
“I don’t feel like eating.”  Her voice is gravelly.
“We could forego dinner then.  If you need more of my cock.”  I whisper.  She needs to eat. It's been hours since she had last ate. 
“Nooo. No.  I-I...can eat a little.”  She stammers.
“Open your mouth.”  I gather some fish, sweet potato and spinach.  
Her lower lip trembles.  She opens her mouth hesitantly.  
Seeing her little pink tongue is enough to make me want to jump on her again.  I place the fork in her mouth.  Her luscious lips wrap around the fork.  She chews her food and swallows.  
I would have never thought feeding someone was an erotic experience, but Sara seems to draw out the beast in me. 
I lick my own lips, watching her.
I load up some more food for her. 
“Open,”  I tell her.
She opens wider this time.  I wonder how much experience she has had sucking cock as she wraps her lips around the fork again.
She finishes her fish and most of her vegetables.  I eat my food in silence.  She doesn’t speak.  I’m surprised.  She hasn’t asked who I am, where she is, why I have her bound or if I will let her go. 
I can tell she is uneasy.  She twitches when I make a sound of eating or when I move.  Her senses are on high alert.  
I don’t know what love or family is.  All I know is I’ve never seen such a passionate woman.  For her to take on a man over a foot taller than her was sexy as fuck.  I couldn’t get that picture out of my head. 
“Dessert.  Open up.”
She startles at my voice.
Before she opens her mouth, I can see her swallow.  I clench my jaw.  I want her again.  She needs to adjust to her new reality. She eats each bite and I torture myself by watching her do it. 
I put the bowl on the tray.  
“I will take you to the bathroom.  Do not touch your blindfold.  If you try anything, I won’t be using a flogger, it will be a cane.  Do you understand?”  I wait for her to confirm.
She nods her head. 
I undo her straps.  Her skin was slightly red from where she had been pulling.  I pull her up.  Holding her by the waist.  I take her into the bathroom.  
“Do you need to use the toilet?”  I ask.
She nervously licks her lips and nods her head once.  I move her towards the toilet, holding her hand.
“Sit.”  
She slowly sits down. 
I wait.
And wait.
Nothing.
“Sara?”
“I’m trying.” Her head ducks down.  
“It’s just a bodily function.  I’m not into golden showers…although I think I would be open to try new things with you.”  I tease.
“No.  What is wrong with you?!”  she squeaks.
I suppress my laughter.
I eventually hear her take a piss.  Women.
I tear off some toilet paper.  Her hand reaches out for it.
I ignore her and wipe her pussy.  She is bare and I love that. I loved eating her cunt out unhindered.  I shift my hard cock into a more comfortable position before I help her stand.  Putting the lid down, I flush the toilet.
I wash my hands as she stands beside me.  I put some toothpaste on her toothbrush I bring her over to the sink. 
“Here, brush your teeth.”  I hand her the toothbrush and put one of her hands on the sink so she knows where it is to spit. 
She doesn’t take long.  I fill a glass of water to help rinse her mouth out.  
Leading her back onto the bed.  Cuffing her hands together and attach them on the strap on the bed frame.  I need her body flexible in the morning so I don’t strap her ankles. 
I try not to look at her heaving breasts.  Her breathing is erratic again and I can’t help but notice them move up and down with her breath.
“Don’t worry, I won’t fuck you again tonight.  You were a good girl.”  I whisper in her ear.  Licking her earlobe.  Before nipping it.  I stroke her mane of hair, running my fingers through the dark strands. 
I reluctantly put a thin cotton blanket over her.  It gets cold in the morning.  As much as I would like to stay, she needs some time. 
 I walk to the doorway.  Switch the lights off.
“See you in the morning, Sara.  Get some rest.”  I tell her.  
She is going to need it.  
 
 
 

 

Chapter 7
 
Sara 
I hear him close the door.  My heartbeat finally calms down.  His voice.  His accent.  The accent I couldn’t place.  He said he had been waiting for me.  That he had never had to work so hard for a woman.  That soft yet deep voice.  
That fucking accent!
No.  It can’t be.
The Verve nightclub owner?! 
I focus on remembering that night in the club his accent was American.  I figured it out when I got home.  It’s been nearly three weeks since the night at The Verve.  He knew my name.  
Oh.  You stupid cow, Sara.  
RSPB is a charity.  Why would they give subscribers a free ‘prize draw’ to Fiji? 
Oh, that devious big bastard.
Hmm.  
Do I tell him I know it’s him?  Or do I play along till I kick him in the balls, stab his left eye and run? 
I don’t know why, but I feel a little relieved knowing who he is.  
Then again, what do I know?  He wants my womb.  He could kill me after I give birth.  I’ve never thought about having children.  I always thought that was way ahead in my future.  My list was a promotion, a man, possibly marriage and children. 
I stay awake for a very long time.  Trying to think how to get out of this.   I’m going to ram this blindfold up his ass. 
I eventually fall asleep with a small smile on my face for the first time since I woke up bound to a bed with a freak of nature. 
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“Fuck off.  Let me sleep.”  I mumble.
“You need to learn to curb your tongue, Sara.  Good Morning.”  I feel him kiss my belly button.  Before nipping his teeth into my soft belly.
Oh, this filthy bastard.  
He has his fingers in my pussy.
“Mornin’ Richard.  Why do you have a blindfold on me?”  I can play too, you little bitch.
I feel his whole body freeze up.  His fingers pause.
“Who the fuck is Richard?”  He hisses at me.
“Richard?  Stop messing around with me.”  I decide I’m going to fuck with him.  I tug at the straps.  
He rips the blindfold off me.
The morning light coming in from the windows is dim.  I still have to blink and adjust to seeing some light.  I look at the face in front of me.
“I knew it.  You twisted, sick, demented fucking lunatic.”  I spew out. 
His silver-grey eyes are looking into my eyes now.
His hand comes up to my throat.
“I said.  Who.  The.  Fuck.  Is.  Richard?”  He grits out.  His grip tightens around my neck.
“My imaginary lover.  My sane.  Non-cheating.  Normal.  Non-kidnapping lover.”  I bite my lower lip to stop myself from smiling.  Feels good, pissing him off. 
“So you figured it out?  I knew you were too clever.  My teasing little bitch.”  He growls.  
His laser-focused eyes never leave mine.  His gaze is so intense.   Is he trying to peer into my soul? 
“I’m glad.  I’ve been wanting to see these gorgeous big brown eyes.” He says just before he lowers his mouth onto mine.
I purse my lips closed.  He terrified me after I woke up being drugged on that stupid plane.  Coming to this stupid island.  
“Not happening, Conway.  Get off me, please.”  I said.
“I don’t think you understand what’s happening here.  You don’t tell me what to do.  I tell you.” He murmurs.
“Since you refuse to let me kiss you, might as well swing you around.”  He said.
Before I know it, he has me lying on my stomach with my face on the pillow.  I try to turn around to see what he is doing, and he pushes my head back into the pillow. 
“Keep your head down.”  He tells me.
“You’re not getting away with this,”  I tell him.
“I already have.”  He strokes my ass before he whacks me hard on my right cheek.  He gives it a small rub, then abuses my other ass cheek.  He carries on.  I lose count how many times he smacks me. 
With the pain, I sucked in a sharp breath. 
I’m going to stab him.  The first chance I get.  
I say nothing out loud because I don’t want my ass to take the brunt of my mouth. 
He grabs both my ass cheeks with his abnormally large hands and squeezes them. 
“You know how long I’ve been waiting for this ass?  Nearly three weeks.  I can’t wait to fuck this tight little hole.”  He pulls my ass cheeks apart.
“No.  You freak.  Keep away from my ass.”  I say.  Now between panic and anger. 
He rubs my asshole.  
I wriggle my hips to get him away from my ass. 
“Oh, don’t worry, Sara.  All my cum is only for your cunt at the moment.”  He slides his hands over both my ass cheeks, up to my lower back.
“I don’t understand.  Why are you doing this to me?”  I cry out.
“I saw what you did to that man in the club.  I wanted you.  You ran away.  What else is a predator to do?  You’re on my island.  You can’t go anywhere.  I’m keeping you.  I want everything you have to give me, Sara.  How we progress is up to you.”
He carries on stroking my lower back.
I’m trying to make sense of what he just told me.
“Is this how you date?  Drugging women and tying them up till they comply?”  I ask.
“No.  I don’t date and normally women fall at my feet.  You, however, didn’t.  My life is complex.  I didn’t have the luxury to stay in London to woo you.”  He says this as his hand makes its way to my pussy.  I try to close my legs, but he has his legs between mine.
“I wanted inside this beautiful pussy.  I didn’t want to wait.”  He says as he rubs my clit.
I gasp and try to move up the bed.  He slaps my hip.  
He pulls my hips up so I’m on my knees.  Forcing them wider by pushing my thighs apart. 
“Now be a good girl and don’t move.”  He said.  
My elbows are on the pillow.  My hands grasp the bars of the headboard.  I feel his fingers rub my clit harder while he pushes two fingers inside of me.
“Do you need to cum today, Sara?”  He kisses my lower back.  
“Your pussy is getting wet again for me.  Do you want me to fuck you like this?  Like an animal?”  He bites my ass cheek. 
I bite my lip.  I can feel his fingers pushing into me deeper.  Grasping the bars on the bed tighter.  
The bastard is using my body against me.  
“See, your pussy knows what it wants, Sara.  Just give in.”  He pushes three fingers in now.  
I moan.  I try not to push back onto his fingers.  He is still rubbing my clit slowly now.
“Does this tight little cunt need to cum all over my cock?”  He asks me again.
I still don’t answer.  He pulls his hands away.  
I was almost there! 
His cock is between my legs. I can feel the heat as he rubs it between my pussy lips.  
He caresses my ass, bringing his hands up my back onto my shoulders.  I feel his chest on my back.  He licks my neck.  One hand slides under me.  He grasps my breast.  Squeezing and massaging it before pulling my nipple and pinching it.
“I asked you a question.  Your pussy is soaking my cock, Wildcat.  Do you want my cock?”  He bites my shoulder.
“Yes,”  I whisper back.
I feel him moving his other hand at my thigh as he places the tip of his cock inside my pussy.  He pushes in slowly.  
“Your cunt feels so good, Sara.  I’m going to ride your pussy deep and hard,”  he said.
I can feel the stretch.  We both groan.
He brings his hand under me so both his hands are gripping my breasts.
He thrusts in harder.
I cry out.  I feel so full.
His balls hit my ass. He stops moving. Pinching both my nipples.
“I want to see these tits big and heavy with milk.  I want to see your body carry my seed, Sara.  Day and night, my cock is going to be inside you.  Get used to this feeling.”  He whispers in my ear. 
My pussy tightens around his cock. I let out small pants.  I shift my hips, trying to get him to move.  
He puts one hand on my shoulder. I feel him pull me back towards him.  He rocks his cock in and out.  I try to widen my knees and push back.  I need more.
“Don’t worry, I know how you need it, my dirty little bitch.”  He lets go of my breasts and moves back.  I can feel him pulling my ass cheeks apart.  
My face flushes.  
He is such a filthy freak.
“Are you going to keep talking all morning?”  I can’t help but snark back at him.  Unable to hide my frustration any longer.
He lets out a bark of laughter before slapping my ass hard.
I turn my head to glare at him.
He is too busy gripping my hips, and he thrusts his hips back and forth.  Slamming into me harder with each thrust. 
“Fuck.”  He grunts.  “So, good.”
I push my ass back towards him as much as I can whilst still gripping the bars on the headboard.  I can’t deny it.  His cock feels so hard and thick inside me.  My pussy clamping down on him each time he thrusts into me.
He keeps his pace fast.  Ploughing into me.  I feel his hand reach down and rub my clit in circular motions, pressing hard. 
I can’t stop myself.  I cum hard and fast.  Waves of pleasure washing over me.  I feel my pussy gush around his hard cock.  My muscles contracting around his cock so tight.  My breath falters.  Before I let out a guttural cry.  
“Yes.  Fuck.  This cunt is going to get my cum so deep inside.”  He said. In between gasping breaths. 
He grabs my ass so hard and starts using the flesh to slam me on and off his cock.  He groans as he thrusts deep.  I feel his cock shoot his seed inside me again and again.  I squeeze my muscles around him to prolong his pleasure.  He deserves a treat for making me cum so hard.
He is still breathing hard.  He still grips my ass.  As if unable to let go yet. 

 

Chapter 8
 
Daniel 
I’m still trying to catch my breath.  I feel beads of sweat running down my back and forehead.  Sara has an amazing ass. It’s stunning.  Her tanned brown skin is flawless.  Her little asshole is my next thought as I stare at her holes..  I let go of her ass.  There are red marks in the shape of my fingers. I pull my cock out slowly.  Seeing it glisten with both of our cum makes me want to fuck her like an animal all over again.  
I feel like I gave her a small piece of my fucking soul.  I can’t recall ever having felt such an intense orgasm.  There was something about this woman that caught my attention. I’m glad I tied her up with her face down.  I need a few moments to compose myself.
I gaze over her.  Her hands are still grasping the bars at the top of the bed.  Her hair is wild, running down her back and all over the pillow.  I can’t wait to pull her hair while I fuck her.  
One thing at a time.
My cock still hard, I push it back into her gaping little hole.  I’m glad she can take all of me.  I love pumping my cum deep inside of her.  Knowing my seed is inside of her gives me immense satisfaction.  
Her pussy still flutters slightly.  Like she is still coming down from her orgasm.
I realise I’m never going to let her go.  I’m never going to stop breeding her.  I want it fucking all.  I let my thoughts settle.  Take a deep breath and pull my cock out of her reluctantly.  Tearing my eyes away from her round ass, I look out of the window.  The sun is up.  I want her to see her new home today.  
She won’t like what’s coming next. 
She falls flat on her stomach, moaning.  I can see some of my cum dripping out of her pussy.  This agitates me.  I scoop it all up with my fingers and push it back inside of her.  
I sigh.  I feel better now.  
Why this woman brings out the primal beast in me, I do not know.  
“Seriously?”  she asks.  Pulling me away from my thoughts.
My lips twitch.  
Oh, Wildcat.  You do not know the depraved thoughts I have about you. 
“Just putting it back where it belongs,”  I tell her and slap the lower part of her ass, watching it move jiggle.  I know I will have bruised her where I held her.  I don’t want to hurt her unless it’s heightening her pleasure.
She grunts into the pillow.  
“No wonder you don’t date.”  Still mumbling into her pillow.
I get off the bed and go to the side table where I left her leather collar.  I put it in the cabinet.
“I’m going to untie you.  If you give me any trouble at all.  You’re getting strapped back on the bed.  I told you, the progress is in your hands.”  My voice is harsh.  This is for her safety.  I don’t want her to do anything reckless.  I’ve seen her in action.
She mumbles mother fucker into her pillow.  I magnanimously let that slide.  She is going to learn a lot more about me.
Releasing her wrists from the straps.  I rub her wrists to ease any discomfort.
She lifts her face off the pillow.  I soak in her relaxed expression.  Satisfied she is content.  
I pull her up off the bed and lead her into the bathroom.  
“Toilet?”  I ask.
She shakes her head.
The bathroom has a large wet room with twin showers.  I put the water on and motion for her to come over.  
“Everything is here.”  I show her the built in brick ledge with the shower gel, shampoo and conditioner.  I made sure I had ordered everything she would need while she was here. 
She is trying to cover herself up with her hands.  I smirk at her.   
“You know I’ve seen every inch of your naked body, right?”  
She glares at me.
“Not with my consent, you pervert.”  She snipes back.
She looks like a wet, angry cat.  I hand her the shower gel and a round loofah.  
She grabs it and spins her back to me.  Her hair covers most of her back.  It only highlights her delicious ass again.  My cock hardens.  I can feel the skin on my balls tighten.  I tug at it a few times, feeling it harden further.  My eyes never left her wet ass, which is now covered in soap suds that are running down her legs.  
I calculate the height difference and how best to tackle a slippery Wildcat.  I come up behind her and take the loofah from her hand.  She turns around with a frown marring her beautiful face, the water giving her an almost golden glow.  
Her eyes are shooting fire at me, though.
“Let me wash your back.”  I smile innocently at her.
She narrows her eyes at me and slowly turns back around.
I lift her wet hair and push it over her shoulder.  I wash her neck.
When the fuck have I ever thought a neck was sexy?  
I slide the loofah over her shoulders.  Moving in closer.  My cock bobbed up and down slightly, as if approving my actions.  I run the soapy loofah down her back, over her hips and finally reach her curvy ass.  Squeezing out the soapsuds on her ass.   I bring my cock up to her crack and rub it between her cheeks.  Pushing her forward gently but insistently.  
“Hold on to the wall,”  I tell her.
“I thought you were going to wash my back?”  She asks, but she spreads her hands on the wall.  
“I am.  I’m going to help you reach all those hard-to-get places.”  
“With the baton you’re stabbing my ass with?”  I’m finding out she is not a morning person.
I pull her hips towards me.  So I can access her little cunt. I toss the loofah to the side.  I rub my cock up and down her ass cheeks.  I reach forward to play with her breasts.  They are hanging in the perfect position for me to play with them.  I massage both her breasts before rubbing her nipples between my thumb and fingers.  They are already hard, tight nubs. 
She lets out a loud gasp and rubs her ass up and down my balls and pelvis. I bring one hand down to her pussy, stroking her lips before sliding a wet finger into her slippery pussy.  I press down on her clit at the same time.
She lets out a small cry this time.  I love her like this.  Needy for my cock.  I drop my hand from her breast and grab my cock.  I can’t wait any longer.
I pull back slightly.  I need to see my cock pushing into her pussy.  I pull my finger out of her pussy, still keeping my fingers on her clit.  I rub my cock up and down her pussy, feeling it coat my cock as I push the head of my cock into her cunt.  It grips me so tightly when I first enter her.  I don’t think I’m going to ever get enough of this woman or her pussy. 
She pushes back.  I slip in another inch.  I let go of my cock and grip her hip and slam all the way into her.  She howls.
“Fuck!  You okay?”  I ask her.  Leaning over her.  
“Yes.  Just fuck me already.”  She groans out.
I let go of her hip and place my hand on the wall.  Lengthening my stance.  I pull out and rapidly start thrusting back and forth.  I feel her ass cushioning each thrust.  
We both moan.  Her tight cunt muscles massaged my cock.  I need to fucking cum deep inside her cunt.  I rub her clit harder.  Her pussy is tight around me.
Near her head, I am panting. 
“I need to fuck all my cum into your filthy little cunt.  You gonna take it?”  I ask.
“Oh. Oh. God.”  Is all she says in between getting railed.
“Give it to me.  Cum all over my cock, Sara.  I need to feel your tight cunt.”  I grunt.  Using three fingers.  I rub her clit and hammer into her cunt.
I feel her pussy flutter before she clenches down on my cock.  She wails out loud.  I finally let go and my tight balls find the release they needed.  My cock ejaculates inside her.  Spurt after spurt, a second time this morning.  
I’m still letting out puffs of breath coming down from my orgasm. I keep pushing up against her ass.  Trying to stay deep inside her pussy. 
I take a few moments to fully regain myself.  
“I think I should wash your tits now,”  I tell her.  Bringing my hands to her breasts.
She still has her hands on the wall.  She pushes herself upright.  Trying to pull my hands off.  Like that’s going to happen.
“I don’t think so.  I want to get out of this shower today.  My stomach is growling.”  She complains.
“Fine,”  I say as I pull back from her, dropping my hands.  I need to finish showering and get some food ready.  
I go to my side of the shower and give myself a quick wash.  My eyes drawn back to the beauty in front of me.  Out of all the decisions I had made in my life so far, this has been the most prominent one.  
Giving my hair a quick wash.  I watch as she shampoos her hair.  It might take her a while to comb and dry it.  Perfect.
“I’m just going to be in the bedroom,”  I tell her, not waiting for a response.  Grabbing a towel from the shelf.  Drying myself off.  I check to see if her clothes were all there.  I lay them out on the bed for her.  I go back into the spare room and get her a hairbrush.  She can get her own out of her suitcase if it's not the right one. 
I put on some shorts and a tank top.  I can feel the morning sun heating the room already.  The air conditioning is not on yet. The last thing I get is the leather collar from the cabinet. 
Sara comes out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped round her head and one around her body.  
“I have put some clothes here for you.  There is a hairbrush, and the hairdryer is in the bathroom.”  I motion to the bathroom.
“That’s great and all.  Are you going to tell me your name or do you want me to call you Mr Conway?  If that is your name.”  She asks as she looks through the clothes I had a personal shopper buy.  I wouldn’t have known where to start. 
“Mr Conway sounds good.  Coming from you.  You still have a Scottish twang in your accent.  Maybe you can call me Mr Conway if you come into my study?  I can show you around my desk and couch.”  I smile at her expression. 
“My name is Daniel Conway.”  I bow down to her slightly, waving one arm in a semicircle.  “At your service.”  
She laughs.  “Sure you are.  Are you going to let me go home?”
“Nope, not happening.”  I say in a more serious tone of voice. 
She is putting her panties on under her towel.  I shake my head slightly.  She is going to have to get used to not wearing much on this island, as I want her naked all the time. I grab the collar I had left on the bed, which she didn’t notice.  Going up behind her as she stands up straight from putting on the sexy panties I left for her.  I wrap the collar around her, buckling it in quickly and attaching the lock on the gold mental loops.  
She is feeling around her neck and the collar.  She comes across the thicker part with the shock device on it. 
“Are you shitting me?”  She screams at me.  “You are putting a fucking dog collar on me?”  
I step back from her.  She is so livid she may head butt me.  
“It's for your protection.  The island is just over 3200 acres.  If you don’t know your way about you could get hurt.  This is a precaution.  I will not shock you unless you try to run away from me.”  My tone turns menacing as I feel the anger building inside of me at the thought that she would run away from me. 
“You put a shock collar on me?”  Her eyes widen as she looks incredulously at me.  She blinks a few times.  She finally purses her lips and takes a deep breath.  
“I’m going to stab you in your fucking face if you give me an electric shock.  It might not be immediate, but mark my words, it will fucking happen.”  She takes another deep breath, exhaling slowly.  
My lips start on a slow smile till it's a full on grin.  
She is the one alright!  
 
 

 

Chapter 9
 
Sara 
Why is he smiling at me like a lunatic? 
I frown.  I’m being serious.  If I’m going to go through a nasty electric shock, amazing cock or not, I’m going to stab him.
“It's not a dog collar.  The manufacturer makes it for humans.  Its voltage won't kill you or permanently damage you, just incapacitate you.”  He says like it's a matter of fact. 
“I’m going to be in the kitchen making some breakfast.  I’m not a skilled cook, but I can manage the basics.  Just come down when you are ready.  I will show you around the house.”  He said cheerfully.  As if he didn’t just tell me he was going to shock me with my dog collar.  I don’t care if they made it for humans.  I still feel like a dog.
I glare at his back.  His sexy tanned back that showed off his defined muscles.  I would slap myself if I thought it would help.  
The clothes he has left for me are quite nice. I wasn’t impressed with the string he gave me that is supposed to be panties.  The dress in front of me is a beautiful silken material.  All white with a turquoise trim.  It was just past my knees, so not indecent.  I’m surprised by his choice.  I take a moment to look around the room and walk to the wide windows that are all at behind the bed.  
I frown, looking back at the bed.  The bed is facing the wall.  Why would anyone want to see a white wall when there is a stunning ocean, beach and garden view out of this window?  Then again, he isn’t exactly like anyone else I have ever met.  I knew he had seemed dangerous that night at the nightclub.  No matter what his words said, his eyes had devoured me.  He had a hard look in his eyes that made me want to run.  
I think of my family, Haley, and my work.  They all seem so far away.  Looking at the beautiful view, it's going to be stunning.  If I get to see it.  There isn’t anything else I can do at the moment.  I’m just going to relax and enjoy this island.  He can’t keep me here forever, surely?  Who are you, Daniel Conway? 
I comb my hair and get all the tangles out.  Not bothering with blow drying my hair.  I’m too hungry.  I look out at the window one more time and face the doorway; he left the door open.  I tug at my collar.  I really don’t want to get shocked.  Unlike Haley, I am not a pain freak. 
I make my way through the door and I look around.  There are so many rooms up here.  I wonder how many floors there are.  I know I’m on the first floor, judging by the window view.  How can he own an entire island and this mansion of a house?
I don’t look in any of the rooms. I see an open plan stair case with a glass partition going all the way down the stairs.  It looks like white tiles or a marble floor.  It all looks very sleek and modern.  Something you would see in a cover magazine for the rich and famous. 
I follow the aroma of coffee.  My stomach making it known it’s not happy.  At least my pussy was.  It felt so good finally having sex again.  Not that I will admit that to Daniel.
I make my way past the living room. I can see further down there is a main foyer and what looks like the front door.  Tempting as it is.  I need to see what the island is like before I decide to do anything stupid.  Looking behind me, I can see open windows looking into the gardens.  I have never seen such a perfect garden.  It looks like someone has taken a ruler and cut each blade of grass the same length.  There are palm trees, fruit trees and an array of flowerbeds.   
“Sara.  Come and eat.”  Daniel is calling from the other end of the house.  It's just so extensive.  I walk towards his voice and find myself in the largest kitchen I’ve seen.  He has bowls of fruit, muesli, yogurt, toast and coffee.  
“I just made something quickly.  I know you will be hungry.  You need to feed my baby.”  He says putting down cutlery on the table.  
I roll my eyes.  I will not try to think about the fact he is trying to stick a bun in my oven.  Not a lot I can do about it if I’m tied up and wearing a dog collar. 
I look at the table.  You could at seat at least 20 people on this table.  He sits at the head of the table.  Pointing at the seat to his left.  From that seat, I can see out of the windows.  Reaching out for the cafetière full of coffee.  I hope it's strong.  I fill my cup up and add a little milk.  
“Sugar?”  Daniel asks.  
“No. Thanks. I like to taste my coffee.”  I say as I take a long sip of my coffee.  Having showered and now getting my coffee fix.  This is what I needed to feel alive again.  
“So. Daniel, are you going to tell me about yourself?  Or do you remain a mystery?”  I reach out for the toast and butter dish.  
“Not a lot to tell.  It's just me and a close friend.  I don’t have any family.  Yet.”  He looks pointedly at my stomach.  I pause midway, bringing my toast up to my mouth.  
“Your serious?  You want a baby?  A family?”  I ask, now curious.  Men normally run from commitment and children. 
He eats his muesli topped with fruit and yogurt.  “I had a family.  We lived in the US.  There was a house robbery they shot my parents.  The killers didn’t know I was in the house.”  He says this in a detached tone of voice.  
I stop chewing and look at him.  I swallow, thinking what I would have become without my silly dad, my strong mum or my big brother, who always looked out for me.  At least I understand part of the puzzle of why he wants a family.  
“I’m so sorry to hear that, Daniel.  I couldn’t even imagine how you got through trauma like that.  What age were you?”  I ask softly. 
“I was around 4 or 5.  It initially gave me a fear of guns.  As I got older, I faced it head on. I have legal and illegal businesses.  The reason you are on the island is it's the safest place in my world.  I can’t have you out in the open.”  He said. 
I open my mouth to argue, but decided it's not the time.  I close my mouth.  Studying him closer.  I can see he has small scars on his neck just where the tattoos finish.  I look down his arm and hand where his other tattoo is there is scarring there, too.  
“Are all your tattoos to cover up scars?”  I ask, looking up at his grey eyes.  He is watching me just as studiously.  
“No.  I have one on my back.  There are no scars there yet.  Unless you make some with your nails.”  He said, smiling at me. 
“You didn’t have any other extended family?”  I ask.  Ignoring the image of me raking my nails down his back.  
“No.  It was just me and my parents.”  He finishes his breakfast, wiping his face with a napkin.  
I help myself to a generous portion of muesli topping it with the mixed fruit.  There is mango’s, papaya, pineapple and something white.  
“What is this?”  I ask, pointing to the bowl of fruit. 
“That’s a local fruit called soursop.  Try it.”  He said. 
I take my fork and bit into it cautiously.  It's tangy with a slight sourness to it, but sweet as well.  I’ve never seen these in Scotland or England.  
The juices run out of my mouth. I quickly lick my lips, catching it.
“It’s nice.”  I tell him, looking up at him. 
He has a dark look on his face.  He licks his lips as he watches me eat another bite of the fruit.  His gaze dropping to my breasts before looking back up into my eyes.  I blink at him.  
Is he a sex addict?  
He looks like he wants to lay me out on the table.  Breaking my gaze away from him.  I’m not sure my pussy can take another pounding right now. 
I add yoghurt into my bowl.  It looks so thick and creamy.  The food seems much less processed here.  
Daniel clears his throat.  I smile into my spoon.  He is very much a red-blooded man.  I don’t think I have been with anyone so intensely focused on me.  Ben was more interested in how he looked.  He groomed himself more than me.  Daniel gets up, pulling me away from my train of thought.  He picks up his dishes and takes them into the kitchen.  
I eat with vigour.  The yoghurt is exactly how I thought it would be: thick, creamy with the fruit and muesli.  I moan in pleasure.  I didn’t realise how hungry I was.  Daniel looks at me  his eyes resembling an owl now.
“Calm down, caveman.  I’m trying to enjoy my food.  My pussy cannot take another pounding, so get that look off your face.”  I tell him while pointing my spoon at him. 
He smirks.  
“You loved it when I was pounding you into the shower wall.”  He said.
I feel my cheeks heat.  He makes me feel like a horny teen discovering my clit for the very first time.  I decide to ignore his comment.  
“Do I get to see any of the island today?”  I change the subject swiftly. 
“Yes.  Try to finish your breakfast without making any orgasmic sounds, and I should be able to take you out.”  He grins at me.  
There is a vibrating noise coming from somewhere.  He pulls a phone out of the pocket in his shorts.  
“Mark.  What’s up?  I thought I asked you not to disturb me.”  He says in a stony voice. 
“No.  Get Charlie to look this idiot up.  No one knows the location of this island or my link to it.  We bought it under an umbrella company.  Hidden in layers.  The only way the location could have got out is the men that were here.”  He is speaking rapidly.   
He walks away into the living room, then the foyer, and I can't see or hear him now.  I hope everything is as safe on the island as he said it is.  I’m stuck here with him.  I don’t even know if there are any other people on the island. 
I finish my breakfast.  I ate a little of my toast, but the rest was amazing.  My dishes are in the dishwasher. I put the rest of the food in the fridge or leave on the countertop, covering it up.
Daniel comes through just as I’m finishing. 
“Is everything okay?”  I ask.
“Yes.  A minor problem.  My men are on the case.  You don’t need to worry about anything.”   He says confidently.  “Do you want to go hiking or go down to the beach?”   
“I would love to go to the beach and explore.  The sea looked amazing.”  I tell him. 
“I will bring your suitcase into our room.  You can change into your swimwear.”  I follow him to go upstairs.  He takes the stairs two at a time.  
Yeah.  We don’t all have stilts for legs. 
 

 

Chapter 10
 
Daniel 
Fuck!
First time I want time out for myself and we are dealing with shady fuckers who are pissing me off.  Mark is sure there is a leak.  Mark is more the face of our enterprise.  He keeps in the know for all parties, watching our backs alongside Charlie.  He has had word back that some rival arms dealer is looking for me.  It won’t be for a friendly chat either.  
Mark is bringing a team of trustworthy men.  Charlie is on the case finding out who leaked the information and which rival is after me.  Over the years, I’ve crushed several rival suppliers.  I just need Sara safe.  When we get back, I’m going to show her the hidden panic room.  If anyone comes in here guns blazing, they would outnumber us. 
Sara comes out with her hair in a ponytail.  Wearing a red bikini with a yellow and orange coverup, white flip-flops and a white beach bag.  Her cover-up is not covering much up.  I can see every curve of her body and her full tits pushed up at the top of  her cover up which has a criss cross tie.  It was bad enough watching her eat her food.  I could have sworn she was doing it on  purpose until I seen her expression. She looked like a rabbit ready to jump away from a predator. 
I cannot wait to get her into bed tonight.  She won't be happy about being tied up again.  It’s that or leaving the collar on all night.  So it’s one or the other.  I reach out and take her bag from her.  Holding her hand with my other hand.  We make our way to the beach.  It’s a beautiful day.  As are most days here at this time of the year. 
Sara is looking all around her.  As if absorbing the beauty of the island.  I smile.  I’m glad she is at least enjoying some of her stay.  Even in her initial panic, she stood strong.  It wasn’t very nice of me to test her like that.  I’m not a nice man.  For her I might try to be a better man.
“It’s so beautiful here.  How can you bear to leave?”  She asks me.  
“I try to get out here whenever I can.  I have had to work hard to get into more legal businesses.  So I can plan my retirement out of the not so savoury side of business.  That is why I was in London.  The Verve was a significant investment.  We leave management to run it.  I can work from anywhere as long as there is an internet connection.  So this island is my endgame.  Or should I say our endgame?”  I put my arm around her shoulder.  She fit just nicely under my arm.  
My little Wildcat.  
She looks up at me.  
“What about my family and friends?  Or my career I worked hard for?”  She asks.  
I carry on walking.  “Your family can come over anytime.  Your friend?  You need better friends.  When I was looking into you, we hacked into all your friends' and family’s details.  There is no easy way to say this, but Haley slept with Ben.”  I tighten my arm around her, pulling her closer to me.
Her mouth drops open.  
“No.  I’ve known her since I was eighteen years old.  She wouldn’t do that to me.”  She said tearfully.  
“Wildcat.  We have text messages and a couple of emails between them.  I’ve learned not to trust anyone over the years.  If you ever need help in my absence, Mark is the only person to trust.  No one else.”  We reach the beach.  There are chairs and sun loungers all set up.
“Do you want to lie down or go for a swim?”  I ask her, hoping to pull her away from thoughts about her friend’s betrayal. 
“No, I just want to lie down for a bit.  You didn’t tell me about my work.”  She says, taking her cover-up off.  Her red bikini looks amazing.
“Lie down. I will put some sun lotion on you. Don’t want you to burn.”  I tell her.
She lies on her front.  I go into her bag and get the sun lotion out.  I move her long ponytail out of the way.  Putting some lotion on my hands, I can’t keep my eyes off her ass.  I sit beside her and start rubbing it into her shoulders and back.
“Hmm.  That feels so good.”  She relaxes further into the lounger. 
“I don’t think you will have much time for work looking after our eight children.  Don’t worry, I will be here with you looking after them.”  I add on as she turns around to glare at me.
“I’m not giving birth to eight children.  Find someone else.  Someone who wants their vagina to resemble the Euro Tunnel.”  She said as she put her head back down.
“I’ve never come across anyone who I would want as the mother of my children, till you.”  I smile.  I work my hands down her spine, massaging the lotion into her skin. 
“Lucky me.”  She mumbles.  
“Anyway, you can do some freelance work if you want from the island.  They under appreciated you at Peterson’s.”  I work my way to her ass.  Putting more lotion on my hands as I push my hands under her bikini bottoms.  Loving the siren red against her skin.  I feel her ass muscles tighten up before she relaxes again.
“When do I get my dog collar off?”  She asks.
“When I can trust you,”  I say.
“What if that takes years?”  She said through gritted teeth. 
“It won’t,”  I tell her firmly.  I’m going to make sure of it. 
I sadly have to let go of her buttocks.  Adding more lotion, I work my way down her thighs.  I love the feel of her soft flesh under my hands.  I carry on massaging her calves till I get to her feet.  She has cute, tiny feet.  I can’t wait to see what our children look like.  
“Do you want me to do your front?”  I ask her.
“No.  I can do that myself.  Thank you.”  She is sounding much more relaxed now.
I let her doze in the sun as I lie back on my lounger, looking into the ocean.  The white sand beach and the surrounding scenery.  
It feels so right to be here with her.  No matter what she thinks, now she will slowly adjust.  I look over at her.  She is still lying on her stomach.  I pull my phone. I see Mark has messaged me an update. 
Nothing yet on who gave away your location.  It’s Diablo that is after you.  We are going to come by tomorrow night.  We will go straight to the housing units near the airstrips.  I know you will want some privacy with your girl. 
I clench my fist.  That fuck is still alive.  We obliterated his operation.  It was so messy that buyers welcomed someone more organised with a better quality and range of weapons.  Starting out, we were low-level crooks working the streets, moving weapons at one point.  We started business together.  We haven’t looked back since. 
Looking over at Sara doesn't seem to have moved.  Such a shame Mark is coming tomorrow.  I was looking forward to having her alone and naked.  I close my eyes, enjoying the sun's rays.  I feel myself doze. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Chapter 11
 
Sara 
My eyes flicker open.  It feels so good just to relax.  No noisy city, no work, but most of all no stress.  I should have taken a break long before now.  Being away from it all puts things into perspective. 
I turn my head to where Daniel had been.  He looks like he is sleeping.  His features look softer in sleep.  How could he have just seen me and wanted me for what?  A partner?  A breeder?
I sigh.  Who knows how men think?
My mind wondering back to what he told me about Haley.  As much as I don’t want to believe that she could do that to me.  I know her nature.  I’m sure she felt somewhat bad about it afterwards.  The way she would always berate Ben and tell me I was better off without him.  It won’t change the fact she crossed a line that should never have been crossed.  As much as it will hurt.  I’m going to have to see the evidence.  
I remember seeing her in the hospital.  Seemed like an opportune moment for Daniel that she had an accident.  Looking back at Daniel.  Could he have arranged her accident?
I look away from him.  Gazing into the ocean.  I sit up.  Reaching for the lotion and rub it into the front of my body.  I walk through the sand.  I have never seen a beach so white with sand and an ocean with such stunning shades of blue and turquoise.  The water is almost murky at home most of the time.  I dip my feet into the water.  It's perfect.  Walking in, I dive into the water.  Hoping at the same time my collar doesn’t malfunction and shock me.  Water and electricity do not mix.  
My body hits the water.  I pause slightly before swimming.  Assured the collar must be okay in water.  Swimming further out, then flip over onto my back, letting the ocean carry me before I start a lazy backstroke.  
I’m suddenly yanked back into something hard.
I screech out in fright. 
Arms wrap around my waist.  I turn my head to my side.  It’s only Daniel.  I relax back at him.  He flips on his back with me on top of him.  Surprisingly, I feel safe.
“You need to be careful.  It can look peaceful but sometimes there can be rip tides.  Are you a strong swimmer?”  I can feel his deep voice from his chest.  
Why couldn’t he have been unattractive or shit in bed?  Then I wouldn’t feel so guilty about enjoying myself.  He is seriously expecting me to leave my life.  Even if he is offering me paradise.  How do I know I could trust him?  Look at Bastard Ben.  I pull myself away from my thoughts to answer him.
“Yes.  I can swim well.”
He pulls me to my feet.  Feeling the sand and pebbles under my feet.  The water is waist deep. I turn around.  I am just at his chest level.  He scoops me up by my ass.  I automatically wrap my legs.  I wrap my arms around his neck.
He nuzzles his face into my neck.  “I didn’t enjoy waking up, and you weren’t there.”  He murmurs into my neck. 
Okay, so maybe he can be sweet for a kidnapping criminal.  
“I’m not going anywhere with the dog collar attached to me.  Am I?”  I say back to him. 
He carries me back to the sun loungers.  
I could get used to his. 
He sits down with me on top of him.  
“Are you ready for lunch?”  He asks.  Dropping a small kiss on my lips with the lightest of touches.  I feel his cock harden up against my pussy.  It feels so good.  This man must be a machine!
I just nod my head.  
He reaches back into the bag and grabs me a towel.  
I see part of his tattoo, the one that runs along his arm to his shoulder.  It looks like it runs onto his back.  The front is a series of swirls and looks almost tribal.  
“What’s the tattoo on your back?”  I ask.  He pushes me onto the sun lounger.  
“Have a look.”  He said as he turns his back towards me.  
I look at the design in awe.  Oh.  That must have hurt.  It looks as if a black wolf is emerging from his upper back.  It’s snarling showing it’s teeth and raised upper mouth.  It looks so vicious.  Below looks like mist and the outline of evergreen trees.  It runs from his shoulder blades down to the bottom of his spine.  
“The design work is stunning.  How long ago did you get that?”  I ask as I touch the beautiful black wolf.  I’ve never wanted a tattoo, but seeing this design, I would reconsider.  Not as large as his, maybe a smaller one. 
“I got that when I was 28.”  He replies. 
“It looks great considering you got that 20 years ago.  Did you have to get it touched up?”  I ask in a serious voice. 
He looks back at me sharply.  His lips pursed.
“I’m only 38.  Don’t they teach you how to count in Scottish schools?”  He mutters.
I laugh at him.  He sounds so defensive. 
“No wonder you want to have children now.  If you wait any longer, people will think you're their grandfather.”  I cover my mouth and snicker. 
He lunges for me and pushes me off the lounger into the sand.  He lies on top of me.
“Maybe that’s why I need a younger woman.  You can change my diapers in a few years' time.”  He smiles at me from above.
“Get off me.  I’m going to get sand all in my hair.”  I try to push him off.  It's like pushing a brick wall.  A big muscly brick wall.  I run my hands over his shoulders and arms. 
He brings his mouth down to mine.  He kisses me gently at first, then demanding as he pushes his tongue into my mouth.  His lips press down hard on mine.  I bring my hands up to his hair and run my fingers through them.  Until I rest my hands around the nape of his neck. 
It’s only then I think of what’s around my neck.  I push him back. 
“I need a shower and lunch.”  I tell him quietly.
He pulls back and looks down at me.  His eyes searching mine.  I eventually look away, unable to hold his gaze when it’s that intense. 
“Okay.”  He says as he stands up.  He holds his hand out to me.  I reach for it as he pulls me up effortlessly. 
He throws me a towel.  I dry off what water there is on me and try to rub the sand off.  I shake the towel out and pack it back into the bag. 
He is still watching me like a hawk.  He takes the bag from me and holds out his hand.  I look at it for a second before putting my hand into his.  We walk back in silence.  I still look around me.  This island is like a paradise.  I can't wait to see more of it.  We get to the house.  I tell him I’m going in for a shower.  He follows me upstairs into the bedroom. 
“I need to show you the panic room.  We should be safe.  Mark is bringing our men to the island tomorrow.  They will stay in the houses near the airstrip so it will just but us at home.”  
He walks to the floor to ceiling built-in wardrobe.  Opens up the doors.  Pulling the clothes back and shows me a small black button.  
“You press this button.”  He pushes it.  The back panel slides open.  It looks like it's made of metal.  There is a room inside the doorway. It's spacious.  It has all the amenities, a sofa, furnishing and what looks like a small kitchen.  I look around, wondering why he is showing me this. 
He shows me the panel near the door.  
“This is to open the door.  This will put on the camera’s around the house.”  He looks over at me to see if I’m paying attention. 
“I don’t understand why you are showing me this?”  I ask.
“It’s just a precaution.  If you ever see or hear danger, you need to get inside here.  They encased the room with steel.  It was top of the range panic rooms available at the time they built this house.”  He said. 
He opens up the kitchen cabinets.  It is all stocked with food.  Tinned goods, packets of food and cases of bottled water.  
“Do you know how to use a gun?’  He asks.
I look at him in shock.  
I shake my head. 
“I’ve never touched one.”  I tell him.
“I can show you the basics.”  He says casually.
“No, I don’t want to learn how to use a gun.  I couldn’t ever think of killing or harming anyone like that.”  I shake my head. 
He regards me for a moment.  
He nods.  “You won't ever be alone, so you don’t need to use a gun.” 
I don’t know what to make of that comment, so I say nothing. 
“You remember which button is for the door and which is to see all the cameras?”  He asks.  
I walk to the panel and make sure I know which button does what. 
“Yes.  I got it.”  I tell him.
“Good.  There is only one other button, and this is the intercom.  It reaches the foyer as we come into the house, my study and the kitchen.  We strategically put these around the house in positions where there may be an attack.  The cameras cover the entire house.  Again, this is just a precaution.  You're carrying precious cargo.  We need to keep you safe.”  He shows me a toothy grin. 
I shake my head at him. A small smile slips past my defenses. 
“Let’s have lunch.  Can you cook?” He asks, taking my hand and pulling me out of the room.
“I’m your guest, so I feel you should feed me.”  I follow him out of the door.  We get out and he presses the button again, and it looks like a wardrobe again.  
I’m amazed at how well concealed it is.  I would never have suspected another part of the room was in a wardrobe. 
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After lunch, Daniel disappears into his study when Mark calls him.  I wander around the house.  It has eight bedrooms. I hope he doesn’t expect me to fill them all with his children.  This all seems surreal.  We are in Fiji.  This is the island I was coming to.  I didn’t realise it was a private island.  From the back of the house, I can see some hills.  I would love to trek up there perhaps in the morning when it isn’t so hot. 
I make my way through the patio doors into the gardens.  My parents would adore these grounds.  They love their garden and gardening.  
I think of Daniel’s words.  Would it be so bad to have a freelance career?  No bosses?  No matter how hard I work, they won’t promote me.  I can design and promote for any company with just an internet connection.  
I lie down on the grass, looking up at the clouds in the sky.  When was the last time I just stopped?  I take some deep breaths.  Loving the sunshine.  I can feel the grass on my arms and legs.  After I showered, I changed into another dress.  Daniel gave me a red sundress.  I spread my arms out, touching the perfect grass.  
Suddenly, I feel a sharp tingling sensation in my neck.    Sitting up, I look around to see where that fucker is.
“When I get a chance, I'm going to taser your balls.  All your kids are going to be fried.  You asshole.”  I shout out loud.  Who knows where he is lurking?
I hear footsteps near the patio doors.  I lay back down.  He can fuck off.  Fucking dog collar.
Knowing he is standing over me, blocking my sunshine.  I ignore him, keeping my eyes closed.  
“You weren't in the house,”  he said.
“And...?  You're just trigger-happy.  You've just been waiting to press that button, haven't you?  You sadistic fuck.”  I fume.
“Wildcat, you suit that red when you're furious.  I may have panicked when you weren't in the house.  It was the lowest setting.”  
I open one eye.  He stands over me with his hands in his pockets.  A rueful look on his face.  
“Give me the remote. Take the collar off and let me wrap it around your balls so I can get trigger-happy too.  Then we can call it even.” 
“I have a better idea.”  He unbuttons his white linen shirt.  
“You want me to electrocute your nipples?”  
My anger doesn't stop me from watching him.  There is something so sexy about watching a man strip off slowly.   I sit back up.
“Go grab a branch.  You can whip me if you want.  You can't fry my balls.  My balls contain all your children.  You will lose out, too.”  He smirks as he tosses his shirt onto the grass. 
“No.  I'm not violent.  Threats are as far as I will go.  Who knows, though no one has ever pushed me over the edge yet.”  
I look at his wide chest, the tattoo that runs from his arm to his neck.  I want to touch him.  Maybe I have Stockholm syndrome.  I can't be lusting after my captor's desirable body. 
He lies down beside me, pulling me back down.  Resting my head on his chest.  He smells good. 
“I'm sorry.”  
I jerk my head back in shock.  I look up at him.  He has a solemn expression on his face.  
“I want us to work together, not against one another.”  
I sigh.  Putting my head back down on his firm chest.  Still resisting, running my hand over his pecs. 
“I can't swim off the island.  I don't know how to fly a plane or drive a boat.  I will not risk making a raft.  I don't want to go out into the wilderness to die in the heat.  I'm a city girl.  The collar is overkill.”  
I turn my head and watch the sky again.  
He wraps his arms around me.  Putting his chin on my head.  
“Fine.  I will take it off before going to bed.  If you try to run, you will be back in our room indefinitely.”  He murmurs into my hair.
We are both silent. 
“Why have you gone to such extreme measures?”  I ask him quietly.
“Other than safety?  I need you close to me.”  He doesn't say anything for a moment.  “That night at the club.  If I had asked you out, what would you have said?” 
I think back to that night.  The frame of mind I was in.  
“I would have said no thank you.”
“If I had persisted?”  
I think for a moment.  “You're not exactly soft and fluffy.  I would have dug my heels in and resisted.”  I answer him honestly.
“I saw my future tied with yours.  I watched you from the VIP section.  Before and after you head-butted that idiot.”  
The smile is audible in his voice. I was convinced my career came before everything and everyone.  I would have avoided Daniel like the plague.  
“What were you going to do when people reported me missing?”  
“I had that all planned out.  I'm hoping I won't need to instigate it.”  
“I guess you just need to wait and see,”  I tell him.
We lay there in silence as I try to reclaim my peace.  He will still get paid back in full.  Low-setting dog collar or not.  I'm not going to whip him with a branch.  My revenge will be more devious and unexpected.  Patience is a virtue.
 
🖤🖤🖤
 
Considering I'm held captive.  I had an amazing day of pure relaxation.  We watched the sunset in the garden.  It was a warm night, so we had dinner outside.  Daniel put on some citronella candles outside.  I got the distinct feeling he was trying to court me.  After dinner, he showed me the rest of the grounds.  Thankfully, he did all this with his shirt on.  
I'm slightly nervous.  I don’t know why.  We have already had sex several times.  The more I think about it.  It's because we had an intimate day together.  The day is ending.  I have no idea what version of Daniel I will get tonight.
 

Chapter 12
 
Daniel
 Sara has gone upstairs to bed.  We had an idyllic day together.  Choosing to trust her could be a mistake.  She is right.  She has no escape.  The boats are locked.  Thankfully, she will not take to the wilderness of the island.  This had been my biggest concern.  There can be sudden monsoon weather in the wet season, making any path treacherous.
When I searched the entire house looking for her earlier.  My heart had been pounding.  She is my responsibility.  To keep her safe.  I had tested the voltage on the collar before she came to the island.  To me, the lowest setting had been a tickle.  
I smile.  Thinking of her reaction.  I'm not a jovial person.  My life has had no great length of happiness in it.  It makes no difference how much money is in my accounts.  Other than Mark, she is the only person who makes me smile.  I won't ever let her go.  My intuition about her had been on point.  She is my mate.  She will accept this in time. 
I glance up at the clock.  Mark will be here tomorrow evening.  The fool hasn't let up teasing me about Sara.  I shut down the video feed of the bedroom and make my way upstairs.  I've waited all day for another taste of my Wildcat.
She is under the covers with the sheet up to her neck.  Her eyes are wide open as she watches me walk through the door.  Closing the door, I lock it.  Sliding the key back into my pocket.  Keeping my eyes on her, I pull out a smaller key.  
“Sit up.  Let me take the collar off.”  I sit on the bed beside her.  She sits up and eagerly pulls her hair to one side, letting me access the lock on the collar. 
She is wearing a white cotton vest.  I've decided it doesn't matter what colour she wears. I love them all on her. 
Stroking her shoulder and arm.  She has goose pimples on her upper arms. Loving the powerful reaction she has to me, as I do to her.  I unlock the leather collar.  Hoping I'm doing the right thing.  I put it in the bedside drawer.
She glares at the drawer, before turning her glare towards me.
“I'm burning that fucker the first chance I get.”  
My lips twitch.  I suppress my smile.  Her head is too close to mine.  
“We can light it up as part of our wedding ceremony.”  
Her jaw drops open.  I can see from her expression she is shocked.  Putting my hand under her chin and gently close her mouth. 
“You want to get married?  To me?  I'm not sure I'm ready for any kind of commitment.  I'm just barely comprehending our current situation.”  
“You made a fine point about me being so old.  I don't think I should wait.”  I keep a serious face as I use her words against her.
“I don't want to get married.  I didn't even want to date,” she frowns at me.
“Plans change.  You didn't want to be involved with anyone because...?”  I have an idea, but it's best to get everything out in the open now.
She looks away from me.  “I don't want to make the same mistake as I did with Ben.  It takes time, a long time to place your trust in someone again.  I don't want to marry anyone for at least the next 2 years.”  
“I don't want anyone else, Sara.  Ben was a fool.  It won't be long till you are pregnant.  I'm 38, not an immature fool who can't keep his cock in his pants.  Do you think I want children so badly only to break their family up at a later date?”  
Her eyes come back to mine.  I can see the vulnerable look in her eyes.  I'm going to make sure Ben has an ‘accident’ soon.  
“It's just something for you to consider.  You should know I'm getting what I want, regardless.  Our children deserve a proper family.”
Her glare is back.  I push her down flat on the bed.  
“Don’t deny yourself happiness.  Yes.  I want a family, but I need you.  Tell me you don’t  feel anything for me?”  I have my arms on either side of her head.  I look directly into her dark eyes.  She says nothing.  I’m fine with that.  
I put my mouth on her neck.  Kissing her neck to her collarbone.  I hear her breath hitch.  Smiling, I inhale her scent in.  I’m going to do whatever it takes.  Even playing dirty.  I’m going to make her cum so many times tonight she won’t want to be without me or my cock. 


Chapter 13
 
Sara 
I wake up early.  The sun isn’t up yet.  My body aches all over.  I don’t think I’ve ever orgasmed so much in one night.  He certainly knows what to do to a woman’s body.  I look over at the handcuffs and the collar that still lies in the open drawer of the bedside cabinet.  Daniel is fast asleep.  An opportunity presents itself.  I grab the handcuffs.  Careful that the chain doesn’t make a noise.  The strap is still attached to the headboard.  I put the handcuffs on his wrist, bringing them together gently.  I reach out for the strap and fasten his hands to the bed.  
Pulling the covers down his waist, I take a moment to appreciate his body.  I know what he meant yesterday, but I don’t think I could admit it out loud.  I want him.  I want a future with him.  It’s fear of the unknown.  Fear of the world he lives in. 
I push the thoughts out of my head as I bring my attention to this deliciousness in front of me.  Wanting to repay him for last night and my fucking dog collar.  I smile wickedly.   I straddle his hips.  Giving the strap one more pull to ensure it’s secure.  He awakens instantly, startled.  
His eyes were sharp and focused on me.  I know why he did what he did on my first night.  The feeling of power is exhilarating.  His eyes drop to my breasts.  I rub my pussy on his hardening cock.  I bring my hands up my stomach, my ribs till I cup the bottom of my breasts.  Squeezing my tits together.  I pinch my nipples.  He tries to move his hands. 
His eyes widen.  He yanks at the straps.  I smile at him.  Letting go of my breasts.  I lean forward, putting my hands on his shoulders.  
“Suck my nipples.  If you do a good job this morning, I might let you cum.”  I slide my wet pussy up and down his cock.  His mouth sucks my nipples and he nips my nipples every so often. I rub myself slightly faster on his cock.  
I lean down and whisper in his ear.  
“I think you filled my pussy up so much last night your quota is done.  Wouldn’t you like to cum all over my tits?  Imagine that white cum splattering all over me.”  
He jerks his head back from my breasts.  His eyes darken.  Still not saying a word. 
“You’re very selfish, Daniel.  How many times have you licked my pussy?  Did you ever give me a taste of your cock?”  I lick my lips. 
“Sara.” His voice utters one word.  I can hear the threat in his voice.  
I bring my hands up to his wrists.  “What?  It doesn’t feel nice waking up being all tied up?”  Sliding my hands down his arms.  I run my fingers through his messy hair.  I bring my hands to his cheeks.  His lips are full and well defined.  Ben was nothing compared to this passionate, crazy man.  I lick his lips.  His mouth parts.  I close my eyes and kiss his lips.  Slipping my tongue into his mouth.  He moans, lifting his head, trying to take control of the kiss.  I let him for a moment.  His tongue invading my mouth.  He bites my bottom lip hard.  I pull back.  
“That wasn’t very nice.”  I lick my lip.  It throbs, but I don’t taste any blood. I move down his body, kissing and biting his neck. 
“Sara.  Untie me.  Fucking now!”  He says in a tight voice.  
“No.  Let’s call this payback.  You’re getting off easy, Daniel.”  When I let him out of those handcuffs, I am going to be fucked. I might as well get everything out of my system now.  I lick his ear lobe.  “I want your cum in my mouth, Daniel.”  I whisper. 
“Sara.  Fuck!  Untie me.”  His voice sounding more desperate this time. 
I slide my pussy down his length.  Kissing his chest, his abdomen licking and nipping where I can.  Sitting up, I move off his cock.  I stroke his thighs, remembering what he did to me when I woke up the first day on the island.  I crouch down and run my nails up his inner thighs.  His cock is in my face.  I don’t know how much of that I’m going to get in my mouth.    I can see the throbbing veins on his cock look swollen and red.  Possibly as angry looking as the head on his shoulders.  I grip the base of his cock, slipping one hand to his balls.  They feel so big and tight.  I lick around the tip of his cock. 
“Do you want to come down my throat, Daniel?”  I open my mouth wide, flattening my tongue and swallow his cock. 
He groans.  Pushing his hips up, trying to get more of his cock into my mouth.  I bob my mouth up and down his cock.  Pressing my face down deeper each time.  His cock hits the back of my throat.  I relax my throat, trying not to gag.  I wank the base of his cock and squeeze his balls tight with my other hand.  
I push further down and I feel his cock slip deeper down my throat.  I moan, using my tongue as I lick his shaft.  Feeling his balls tighten. 
“Saraaa.  I’m going to cum.  Look up at me now.”  He pants.  
I look up at him.  His head is off the pillow.  He has a deranged look about him.  I tighten my lips around his cock, sucking harder.  He explodes down my throat.  I pull back slightly, feeling the spurts hitting the back of my throat, then my tongue.  He is groaning and his breath erratic.  I swallow his cum.  Having to swallow several times.  Licking his slit and head of his cock, knowing he will still be sensitive.   I gently massage his balls. 
“Fuck.”  He gasps.  “You’re going to kill me.  I’ve not cum that quickly since I was a teen.”
Keeping my eyes on him, I suck him clean.  He won’t like what’s coming next.  I crawl up his body.  I’m so turned on, but this is revenge.  I kiss his lips. 
“Untie me now, Sara.  I will make you cum just as hard.”  His voice was sultry. 
“No thanks.  I need a shower.”  I climb off him and walking towards the shower.  I turn around just in time to see his incredulous expression.  
I laugh.  “Don’t go anywhere.”  Payback feels damn good. 
I tie my hair up.  I will not take a long shower.  I don’t want to leave him tied up too long.  The shower is quick. Feeling more human.  I go back to the bedroom.  The bed is empty.  
I gulp.  Quickly looking around.  The straps have been ripped apart after that.  It would have been easy enough for him to get the handcuff keys.  I’m so fucked.  Daniel comes bursting through the door wearing boxers now.  Looking at his hands, he is holding some rope.  
“Daniel.  I was going to let you go as soon as I got out of the shower.”  I try to pacify him. 
“What’s wrong, Sara?  All your bravery gone now?”  He smiles.  It is not a fucking pleasant smile.  I back away from him.  There is only one place for me to get to.  I turn and run for the bathroom.  When he comes up behind me and lifts me off the ground, I don't even make it halfway to the bathroom.  I scream.  
“You’re going to scream alright.  You had your fun.  It’s time for mine.”  He flings me on the bed on my front.  I bounce a few times on the mattress.  “Make it easy on yourself.  Don’t move.”  I freeze.  I want him to be lenient.  He pulls my left wrist back and I feel him wrapping the rope around my wrist.  After several times around my wrist, he pulls back my left foot.  He ties my wrist to my ankle.  He does the same with my right side.  
I look back at him.  He looks satisfied with his work.  He tugs my towel off.  Tossing it on the floor.  I put my face into the bed.  I’m so fucked.   There is some give in the length of rope he has attached my wrists to my ankles, so it doesn’t feel uncomfortable. 
I feel him between my legs. 
“Keep your legs open.”  He tells me. 
I don’t say anything.  I feel him moving behind me.  He lifts me up and moves me further up the bed.  Putting some pillows under my stomach.  My knees bent and attached to my wrists.  I can’t move.  He rubs his fingers up and down my pussy.  
“Did you enjoy yourself, Sara?  It looked as if you loved it.”  He bends my knees further down towards my ass.  I feel him pull my ass apart with one hand.  I feel liquid being squirted on my ass.  
“Daniel.  I’ve never done that.”  I say, panicking.  He would damage me with his massive cock.  Not just the length he is so thick. 
He rubs his finger up and down my asshole.  One hand still holding my ass cheek.  He doesn’t say anything as he pushes his fingertip into my ass.   I try to relax my ass.  
“You’re doing fine.  Keep relaxing your little hole.”  His voice was thick with desire.  He pushes his finger in deeper.  Pulling out slightly before pushing in harder.  
“Oh, God.”
He pushes his entire finger inside me.  “I love having your holes open to me, Sara.  You think I’m ever going to let you walk away from me?”  He moves his finger in and out of me.   Faster and harder.  It feels so strange, but he is hitting some spot that makes me clench my ass around his finger.  I try to rub my pussy on the pillow.  He slaps the side of my hip.  
“Bad girl.  You had all your fun.  You don’t come till I want you to.”  He pulls his finger out.  There are more squirting noises. I feel pressure against my asshole.  I try to relax, but I’ve been turned on ever since I pulled the sheet down his body.  My body feels so tense.  He keeps pushing. I feel my tight ring give, and it felt like a circular object going inside me.  He keeps pushing and I feel another similar object being pushed in.
“These are anal beads.  I had a smaller size for your first time ready.  Not happening now.  You’re going to take the larger ones.  Three more to go.”  He pushes them all in one by one.  I feel so stuffed.  Fuck.  I don’t move.  I don’t think I can.  I can feel each and every one of those beads. 
“You’re going to have your holes stuffed full, Sara.  You're lucky all my cum is only for your pussy.  I can see your pussy leaking all over the pillows.”  He rubs my pussy lips and my clit slowly.  I need more.  I need his cock. 
“Daniel, please.”
“Please what?”  His finger teases me by sliding inside my pussy lips. 
“Please, I need your cock.”  I try to push back at him.  He has me completely immobilised.  
He pushes my legs down again.  Making my hips move up slightly.  I finally feel his cock touching my pussy.  I take a breath in relief, glad he isn’t going to prolong my suffering.  I need to cum.  I feel his cock sliding into my pussy.  I moan.  
“I won’t ever get enough of this pussy, Sara.”  He groans.  
He grips my upper arms.  He fucks into me. 
I feel his cock rub against the beads.  Each time I clench my pussy, my ass tightens on the beads.  I let out a sob.  It’s too much.  That’s when he fucks me harder.  He lets go of my arms, my face falls into the bed.  He reaches under me and rubs my clit.  
“Fucking cum on my cock.  Cum while your asshole is filled up, Sara.  Once you're bred, it’s going to be my cock in your tight little asshole.”  He grunts.
I let myself fall.  I sob out another cry.  I feel the gush of liquid surround his cock.  I cum so hard.  My body spasms.  I feel my pussy clamp on his cock and my ass tightens on the beads.  I feel my orgasm rips throughout my body.  Taking my breath away.  I feel his hands on my hips as he thrusts deeper before his cock explodes inside of me.  Soaking me further. He lets out a long and low moan.  His hand wraps around my hair.  He pulls my head back. 
I feel overwhelmed.  I can feel tears running down my cheeks onto the bed.  I turn my face to the side, letting little pants of breath out.  Daniel slumps half on top of me, half on the bed.  After a few moments.  He strokes my face.  Feeling the tears, he brings his face to mine.  
“Are you okay?” His expression concerned. 
Unable to speak, I just nod.  
“Hold on.”  I feel him get up.  He gently tugs on the beads.  “Just relax, sweetheart.”  I feel let my body relax and he slowly takes it out bead by bead.  I hear him go to the bathroom.  He comes back and unties me.  Sitting on the bed.  He sits me on his lap.  He cradles me like you would a child.  
“You sure you’re okay?”  He asks again. 
“I’m fine.  It was just too much.  Feeling too much all at once.”  I said. Feeling embarrassed now.
His grip around my body tightens.  He rocks me slightly back and forth.  
“It’s okay, Sara.  I will always be here to look after you.  Our story may have been unusual to begin with.  It only increases what I feel for you.  You don’t realise how strong you are.”  He kisses my head.  
He lays me down on the bed and holds me close to him.  I breathe him in.  I feel my eyes close.  I sigh.  Feeling a deep sense of peace.  Something I haven’t felt in a very long time. 
 

 

Chapter 14
 
Daniel
I look down at Sara.  She is still sleeping a deep sleep.  I can’t believe what a gem I hold in my arms.  I kiss her head.  I loved that she had the confidence to tie me up and get some payback of her own.  
She will be hungry when she wakes up.  I need to make her some food. She looks so innocent in her sleep.  I reluctantly push myself up off the bed.  I pull the covers over her.   
After putting on shorts and a shirt, I gave Sara one last look. I leave the bedroom.  Thinking about what’s in the fridge.  I head towards the kitchen.  Pulling out all the ingredients for an omelette.  I suddenly hear the sensor alarms go off.  Dropping everything, I run into the study.  My heart pounding.  Sara.
I quickly pull up the security cameras.  I see men approaching the house.  They are only on the outer parameter not inside the property yet.  I smile.  Excellent.  I’m going to kiss Mark when I see him.  I open up the panel under my desk.  Looking up at the cameras.  I wait till they get close enough and I hit the button.  There is an explosion.  There is dirt going everywhere the men go down. I don’t see anyone get up.  I check the rest of the cameras to see if they were coming from any other direction.  
Sara comes running into the study.  
“What’s going on?  I heard an explosion.”
“I need you to get into the panic room.  Now!”
“No.  I’m not leaving you behind.”  She says, shaking her head vigorously.  
“I swear to you I will be safe.  I have to finish this.  Don’t worry, I have this place equipped with every piece of security you can think of.  I just need to know you are safe while I deal with this.”  I glance down at the screens to see if I can see any further movement.  Nothing so far.  It can’t be this easy.  This had to be the initial team. 
“You need to get into the panic room now, Sara.  You have the cameras.  All it takes is one bullet.  I’m not risking you or our child.”  I say in a harsh voice.  
“You promise you will be okay?”  She asks tearfully.  
“I swear to you.”  I push her towards the door.  Giving her a quick kiss on her lips.  Digging my hands through the hair I love.  “Go.”
She gives me one last look behind her as she runs upstairs.  Sighing with relief, knowing she will be safe.  I hear my phone ring.  I get back to the cameras.  Putting Mark on loud speaker.
“We got notification you finally used the explosives.  Are you both okay?”  Mark asks. 
“Yeah, I owe you a kiss.  The explosives were excessive, I told you.  I was wrong.”  I scan the cameras again.  Nothing.  I open the drawers and get everything I can carry and strap onto me.
“We are mobile.  We won’t get there in time.”  He says in a grave voice.  
I spot movement in one camera.  At the back of the property.  The four men are the same as the others.  All in their black gear.  I just need them to get a little closer.  I quickly scan the other cameras.  
“Don’t worry, Mark.  I will contact you once I’ve got rid of them.  Sara is in the panic room.  That’s all I care about.  I got to go.  Got some stragglers coming in.  See you in a bit.  Send me your ETA when you are boarding.”  
“Okay, stay safe, fucker.  I want my kiss.”  He pauses, then hangs up.  I smile.  
I love you too, brother. 
I see them edge closer.  Guns facing the house.  I hit the next button.  I keep my eyes on the screen.  Loving the fact these fuckers are being blown to smithereens. 
“Come and get me.  You cunts.”  I keep my eyes scanning the cameras.  
Pulling my boots on.  My eyes are on the screens.  I don’t want even one fucker to slip past.  I open the cabinet behind me and get a bullet-proof vest on.  Just because I have no fear doesn’t mean I won’t use what I can to work in my favour. 
That has to be 10 to 11 guys down.  Diablo must have been gathering up his team all this time.  We end this today.  No one is going to fucking touch my family again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 15
 
Sara
I keep looking into the house cameras.  The anxiety is burning a hole in my stomach. I woke up hearing a massive explosion.  I had picked up little pieces of what Daniel had been speaking to Mark about.  He told me what he thought I needed to know.  Which wasn’t much. 
Today has been a rollercoaster of emotions.  I finally come to terms with my freak of nature and this happens?  I hope he is going to be safe.  I keep scanning the cameras.  As I hear another explosion, I jump. I keep my eyes on the cameras.  I don’t see anyone come into the foyer.  It will be there or the patio doors near the kitchen.  
I see Daniel move into the kitchen.  He is strapped up with an arsenal of weapons.  It looks like he is wearing a black bulletproof vest.  I sigh with relief.  He isn’t taking any unnecessary risks.  I touch my stomach.  I don’t know what I will do without him.  It’s too soon to know if I’m pregnant.  He has fucked me so many times the percentage of pregnancy seems high. 
I see movement in the foyer.  Someone has burst open the door.  It’s two men.  They are both wearing black clothes.  I hit the intercom for the kitchen.  I whisper-shout into it.  
“Daniel.  Two men wearing all black are in the foyer.” 
He gives me a thumb up and a crooked smile on the camera.  
It makes me smile.  My smile slowly fades.  He got me out of danger and is out there alone.  I can’t lose him.  I look around the room.  Checking all the cupboards and drawers for any weapons.  I can’t find anything other than knives from the kitchen.  Arming myself with the biggest one.  I go back to the cameras.  The two men are lying on the floor in the foyer now.  I look around for where Daniel went.  I see nothing on any of the cameras.  The time is on the panel. It’s been nearly 30 minutes.  
The panel door slides open.  I jump up, holding my knife.  
Daniel comes in.  Hands up in surrender.  “I’m unarmed.  Unless you count my cock as a lethal weapon.”  
I throw the knife and throw myself into his arms.  He catches me giving me a tight hug.  
“It’s done.  I couldn’t see anyone else.  Mark is on route.  He should be here in a few hours.  We are safe.”
All I can do is nod into his chest.  Not caring that his vest is chafing my cheek.  I wrap my arms around his neck.  
“You’re sure no one will get to this island again?”
“Yes.  We got the rat.  Mark dealt with him.  I told you I would keep you safe.”  He murmurs.  I know how much that means to him knowing about his parents.  
“Thank you.” I lift my lips to his.  He kisses me hungrily.  I kiss him back with everything I have.  
My crazy kidnapper.  
Maybe I won’t  stab him in his face after all…  
 
🖤🖤🖤
 
I lie on the grass soaking in the sun.  Loving the cool grass on my back.  I look at the sky.  How did I get so lucky to live in paradise?  I smile thinking back 7 months ago when it all started.  I hear my parents bickering at the BBQ grill.  I shake my head.  They will never change.  I don’t want them to.  
My sun is blocked.  I look around.  Daniel stands there.  I pat the grass beside me.  He sits down next to me.  His hand rubbing my stomach.  We have 6 weeks left.  I cannot wait.  I don’t know who is more excited, me or Daniel. 
“Do you need anything?”  He asks me.  “Some more water?”  
“Seriously?  You don’t think I pee enough as it is?”
“It’s hot.  You need to stay hydrated.”  His tone of voice is defensive.  
I hear another voice.  “Did you get beached, love?  You need a hand getting up?”  
“Fuck you, Mark.  Bring your head closer to mine for a moment.  I need to tell you something. ”  I ask him.
“Yeah, I fell for that once.  Never again.  You ruined my beautiful nose.”  He complains.
I chuckle.  “You’re being overdramatic.  It was a nosebleed.  There wasn’t even any swelling.  What do you think I’m going to teach our kids to do?”  
“You’re both assholes.  You deserve one another.”  He said.
I look up at Daniel, who is smiling.  
“Yes.  Yes, we do.”  I tell him. 

Epilogue
 
Daniel
I watch my beautiful wife on the beach in a white dress.  Her long black hair flowing down her back.  We got married before Damon was born.  She got to burn her dog collar as soon as we were married.  It was a private affair only Mark, her parents, brother and his family attended.  
Her parents moved to the island.  We built them a house close to ours.  They are good people.  They made me feel like family.  I’ve had no elders to look up to till them.  They treat me like their own son.  Raj is so easygoing and Jackie is more serious but has a caring heart.  I can see how Sara is a mixture of them both.  Her brother visits when he can.  He has his own growing family to look after.  The children love having their grandparents so close to them.  Her parents dote on all the children.  I love watching them.  Knowing they are having a childhood that all children should have.  It’s an incredibly healing experience. 
She chases our children.  Our eldest son, who just turned 9 he carries his 2-year-old sister.  He screams with laughter, running past Sara.  I run up and scoop up our 4-year-old daughter and 6-year-old son.  Sprinting past them all.  We need to make the most of the school holidays.  
I look back at my eldest, youngest, and my wife.  While holding two giggling monsters.  
“Not bad for an old retired man.”  Sara shouts out.
I laugh.  “I will show you old later.”
Damon makes exaggerated retching noises.  
Nearly a decade has gone past and every day I am grateful I took action when I trapped my Wildcat.  I hold my children tighter to me.  As we rush towards the water.  My heart full of love for my Family!
 
 
The End
 
 
 
 


A note from the author
 
Hello Lovelies, ❤️‍🔥
I hope you enjoyed reading Sara and Daniel’s story as much as I enjoyed writing it.  This is a Dark Edition of standalone short story series.  Please feel free to leave some feedback via Amazon review or my email address is on my author profile.   A big thank you to everyone kind enough to leave honest reviews. 
Stay happy & stay healthy. 
Lovebites 😘
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