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  Blurb



**BLURB**




ADAM




I’ve vowed to spend the rest of my existence alone. I’ve vowed that I would never touch another woman. Never kiss another woman. Never think of another woman. But she came along and now I can’t get her scent out of my mind. I can’t stop thinking about how her cunt would feel with me inside of her. But it’s wrong. So very wrong. I’m a man of God and I should be scared, right? So why the fuck do I want my niece so badly?




GRACE




My parents were in their own world, ready to ship me off to stay with my recluse of an uncle. A man of God. Adam. He hates me. I know he hates me even when he has his cock inside of me. And I shouldn’t want him, but I do. Forgive us, for we have sinned.
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I stood in front of the gates of Silver Cross Convent. Tall, black wrought iron gates that rose high into the air. Dark green vines curled around the spikes at the top.

Standing on my toes, I pressed the buzzer on the dark brick wall and waited patiently.

I had no intention of coming here. To this convent in the middle of nowhere, but my parents were going through a divorce and were too obsessed with their own issues that they couldn’t have me in the middle of their process. So they sent me here, to stay with him. My uncle. I haven’t seen him in years because he’s never once left this place, but he agreed to take me in for a month.

Or, well, however long my parents took with this process of theirs.

I wasn’t sure of attire, so I settled on a black dress that I’d worn for my grandmother’s funeral. It just passed my knees and even though it pinched my skin in certain areas because it was too tight, it was the only decent thing I could find for today.

Just as I was about to press the buzzer again, I saw the huge black door opening and then he stepped out and started moving towards the gates. I immediately recognised him from the way his long, thick black hair moved in the slight breeze, his pale skin and the scar that marred his neck. It was a red, ugly looking scar that had always terrified me when I was a young girl. My uncle, Adam Blackwood. A recluse and a man of God. He swore himself to the church years ago and ever since then, we haven’t seen a lot of him.

He reached the gate and began unlocking the chains and even from behind the gate, he intimidated me with his gigantic frame. Everything about him was dark and dangerous and those weren’t the kind words you’d usually use to describe a priest. He was tall, his hands were huge, he never smiled and he never made eye contact. Even now as I stood before him, he refused to look me in the eye and I wasn’t sure why. He was a peculiar man that just didn’t quite fit in anywhere, so I supposed that I sort of understood why he’d locked himself up here all alone in a convent away from society and their prying eyes.

As he pulled the gate open, I was suddenly stuck for words. I didn’t know what to say exactly.

“Are you going to come in?” he asked in a voice so deep that a shiver slithered down the back of my neck. His full lips were pulled into a displeasing thin line. He was already annoyed with me. Great!

“Oh-yes, I…” I trailed off as I hauled my suitcase forward, still very unsure of my words and what I wanted to say.

Adam reached forward, his tall frame almost pressing against me as he took the suitcase from me. His cool fingers brushed against mine and I caught a hint of spicy cologne and old books. I recognised the smell of old books anywhere, because I’d  buried myself in them so many times over the years.

He was in a white dishevelled shirt and black pants and the first row of buttons were undone. I found myself rudely staring at his bulging Adam’s apple and then the red scar that struck right across his chest. It was an old scar. I wondered for a moment how he’d gotten it. My parents rarely spoke of my uncle and they seemed to prefer to keep it that way, so I barely knew anything about him myself. I eventually managed to pull my eyes away from his chest.

Adam managed to lift the bag with ease and shut the gate at the same time once I had stepped past him. I waited until he was done and then followed him into the building. I wasn’t sure what to call the monastic style building. It was made entirely out of what seemed to be dark grey stone and had a black wrought iron spire at the top of a single tower. It certainly wasn’t being used as a convent any more according to my parents when they were persuading me to come here. It was our family’s convent and then I supposed no one else really wanted it except for my uncle. I settled on calling it home. At least for the time being it was my home.

I walked inside, right behind Adam and found myself standing in the space that was probably once used as a church. Except now it was empty of pews and there’s nothing expect for the dark stained wooden floors and the big white cross of Jesus Christ right at the front above a podium.

“The rooms are this way.” Adam’s deep voice broke the silence and I turned to follow him through a narrow passageway and then up a stone crafted spiral staircase. It made me feel claustrophobic the entire time as I walked up those stairs so when I reached the top, I sucked in a deep breath and watched as Adam continued on without me. God, he was so silent.  I couldn’t imagine what it would be like if this turned into a long term affair. I would certainly die of boredom. If my parents wanted me out so bad, they might as well have had me locked up in the basement of our home. It was definitely big enough. But here all alone and no one to talk to? I wasn’t so sure I’d be able to manage here on my own.

I followed behind him closely and soon we had arrived at the end of the hallway right in front of the last door.

“You can have any room you like, but I’d prefer if you used this one,” he said. “It’s much closer to mine.”

“Is there any reason why I should have this one specifically?” I asked.

Adam pushed the door open and I walked inside with him.

“So you don’t get afraid at night.” His voice was so low that I barely heard him.

“I don’t get scared very quickly,” I said as he left my suitcase near the base of the four-poster bed.

Adam stayed silent and moved towards the doorway again, so I turned to give him one last look and just before he could close the door shut, his eyes met with mine and I sucked in a deep breath. They were odd eyes.  As odd as mine and I felt like I could get lost in them if I stared any longer. Light brown on the outer surface of his cornea and it grew a darker shade of green towards the middle, around his pupils.

And then the door was shut closed and I was left on my own in the silence of my new room.

It wasn’t bad for a convent room. I expected something much worse. The bed was clean and fitted with new bedding. The room had been aired out because the musky old smell was not as strong. There was a fireplace and above that was a crucifix fixed onto the wall.

It wasn’t all that bad after all.

I took out my phone and checked for any signal but I already knew what to expect before I saw no bars, so I just disappointed myself more by looking. No bars and I’m staying in an isolated convent. This was going to be just great.
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I still remembered the way she smelled when I took her suitcase from her. She smelled of vanilla and berries. I wasn’t sure which berry exactly, but it was a sweet smell and still seemed to linger around me even though I was no longer near her.

It has been almost two decades since I’ve been around a woman. And now that she was here, invading my space, I wanted her to be gone. My lonely life here in this abandoned convent may not amount to much, but I was better off alone. I still wasn’t sure why I even agreed to let her stay in the first place. Grace.  I closed my eyes and I could smell her all around me again. Grace.

That vanilla scent was back in my mind, intoxicating my thoughts. I wondered what the rest of her smelled like, what her skin tasted like. Probably sweet just like her perfume.

I remembered Grace when she was a child. Always quiet and in her own world. And after seeing her today, I’m reminded that she’s no longer a child, but a woman. An image of the way that black dress hugged her body came into my mind. My cock twitched in my pants and my eyes snapped open immediately. No. No. No. This was wrong. What was I doing?

This wasn’t me talking.  I wouldn’t look at her that way. I couldn’t look at her that way. Oh, but you did and now you can’t get it out of your mind.

And her eyes. They were like mine. Light brown on the outer area and green as it grew darker towards the middle. Her long black hair cascaded down those slender shoulders of hers. As black as mine. I remembered too much so soon already.

If five minutes of meeting my niece could make me feel this unstable, then what did that mean for the two decades I’ve spent holed up in here, determined to keep my vow? I vowed to never touch another woman. Never kiss another woman. Never think of another woman. I vowed and I’ll keep my vow. I sat down on my couch and closed my eyes. My hands trembled. Forget. I could do that. I could forget. Maybe.

Grace. It was like the devil himself whispering her name over and over again in my ear. Grace. Grace. Grace.  Without stopping myself, I unzipped my pants. I was breathing heavily now. My chest rose and fell rapidly with each second that passed. Don’t do this.  It has been so long, so long since I’ve…I’ve touched myself. So long since I’ve had a fantasy. And now I was breaking those rules in a matter of minutes for a girl I hadn’t seen in years. For a girl that meant nothing to me, except for the blood that ran through our veins. I would repent after this. Maybe I just needed to get it out of my system. Get her out of my head. I would pray too.

I grabbed my cock in my right hand and slowly began stroking it. It has been so long, but the desire that I felt rushing through my veins was immediate. No! But yes, I wanted this. This and more. I continued stroking, letting my head fall back against the couch. Grace. I wanted to fuck her. The intrusive thought entered my mind before I even knew what I was thinking. Her lips—those pouty rosy lips would look so pretty around me. I started pumping my cock faster, breathing in deep breaths and digging my fingers into the couch with my free hand.

I came into oblivion. My head spun as desire and wicked lust and everything I had abstained from all this years rushed through my body once again. It felt like I was given a taste of the sweetest elixir and I was alive for just that moment in time. My warm come spilled over my hand and I imagined spilling it all over her. Inside of her cunt.  I imagined how much better it would feel if I was actually inside of her, pounding her with the same vicious need that took hold of my body right then. I’d have her hair fisted in my hands and tell her all the wrong things I wanted to do to her. The many ways I wanted to fuck her and please her by teasing her cunt. I wondered how she tasted. I needed to know how she tasted. Sweet and forbidden. But my euphoric-filled rush slowed down.

As I came falling back to earth from my orgasm, I was immediately overcome with the guilt and horror of what I had just done.

I broke my one vow. I thought of another woman and it wasn’t just any woman. It was my niece. I shouldn’t have done that, but it wasn’t like I could stop myself. I needed to do it. I needed to get it out of my system.

Standing up, I headed over to the adjacent bathroom and washed my hands under the warm water and washed my face, before I zipped my pants up once again.

As I stared at myself in the mirror. I saw the regret in my eyes and then I saw the scar. The deep red scar that cut right across my chest, snaking its way up my neck like an ugly vine. A brutal reminder everyday of everything I’ve lost. A reminder of why I decided this path and why I would never go back.

I walked back into my room and got down on my knees in front of my bed and began praying.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered after I said a small prayer. “I’m sorry that I couldn’t keep my promises. I’m sorry that I broke that vow.”

Anger rushed through my veins and I felt the tears building up. There wasn’t a day that didn’t go by that I didn’t think of them. And they were snatched away from me. So why did I deserve to live and enjoy life and sin?

The tears blurred my vision and I let out a deep sound from deep within my chest. Neither a cry nor groan but something else in between. Pain.  My pain that silently tortured me inside every single day without fail. Breathing out noisily through my nose, I wiped the tears away before they could fall. I wasn’t weak. I could do this. All I had to do was stay away from her.
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I decided on wearing my long, silky white tie-cuff, satin robe after I had showered. I was standing by my window now towel drying my hair and trying desperately to detangle it from those horrid knots.

The silvery-blue mist rolled into the convent grounds from outside the gates. I couldn’t see anything else except for a small crow that flew through the mist and up into the air, spreading those inky black wings as it escaped back into the dark of night.

A has been hours since I’ve arrived at the convent and my parents haven’t called as yet. I always knew they never cared enough—perhaps they never cared at all to begin with. They’ve always been so self-absorbed, constantly in their own bubble. Anything else outside that bubble was nothing of importance to them, unless of course it made them money. Unfortunately I never fell into any category that would magically make my parents care more about me.

There was a sudden knock at the door, drawing me out of my thoughts, so I quickly tied my hair into a low messy bun and made sure my robe was secure before moving towards the door.

Gripping the cool handle, I took a deep breath and pulled the door open to find him standing there. Adam.  He was in a black shirt and matching pants and looked every bit as dark and dangerous as earlier.

What chilled me even more was the way his eyes seemed to be fixed on mine, when earlier he wouldn’t even so match as cast me a welcoming smile. His face was devoid of expression and I couldn’t tell what he was thinking.

“Dinner is ready,” was all he said, before he turned around and started moving back down the darkened hallway.

I quickly followed behind him, not wanting to walk all alone in this fucking creepy place.

The kitchen was downstairs and had a rustic feel to it with the dark brown brick walls and the dark wood stain finish on the counter top and the small table in the middle of the room.

There was a roast chicken on the table and two glasses of water along with a smaller bowl of vegetables and a basket of rolls.

Wow.  Even my reclusive uncle was more efficient than both of my parents put together. I couldn’t remember the last time I ate a proper meal and not greasy takeout food.

We both took our seats at the table. Adam was across from me. And immediately I felt like I was a miniature doll in front of him. He seemed to take up all the space at the table with his body. His limbs were long and his hands which rested on the table now were extremely large but beautiful. His skin was so pale, I could make out the delicately intricate network of blue veins underneath the skin. A part of me wanted to reach out and touch it. I wanted to touch those long beautiful fingers. But then I noted the golden band on his marriage finger and immediately glanced up to see him watching me. Curiously almost. His dark eyebrows relaxed and continued watching me even as he picked up the large knife and began carving a piece of chicken off.

I held the gasp in my throat as I felt something touch my leg under the table. Was… Was that him?

He looked down as if knowing exactly what I was thinking.

My eyes wandered over his face, over his mountainous cheekbones and sharp clean-shaven jawline. His black hair was so thick and I imagined it to be so soft if only I had the courage to reach out and touch it.

Adam’s eyes met mine again and I realised that I was staring so I looked down at my plate and began to eat.

We sat in silence, nothing but the raging wind outside to fill the air with apprehension. I felt a storm coming on and I hated storms. They had always terrified me as a child and even now as an adult I couldn’t stand them.

Adam barely touched his food. Instead he focused on his glass of water and every so often he glanced up to look at me.

I was done with my food and didn’t want to linger in the creepy halls of the convent if a storm was about to commence, so I stood up and took my plate to the sink.

I felt his eyes on me the entire time, but I never turned around once as I moved back out of the kitchen.

“Goodnight,” I said quietly and then escaped back upstairs to my bedroom.

Thunder rumbled in the sky as I kicked off my shoes and climbed inside the comfort of my bed.

I watched as the sky grew bright outside with white light and then a sliver of lightning cut across its black depths.

I brought my legs up to my chest and covered both of my ears, petrified to even move out of my fetal position.

Seconds—minutes passed and instead of the storm dissippating, it seemed to grow fiercely out there. Rain pelted so hard against the roof that I barely heard the knock at my door.

“Yes?” I answered in a shaky voice.

The door opened and I watched as Adam stepped into my room. He moved silently in the darkness, but by the time he reached me, I’m sure he saw how terrified I was.

Tears blurred my vision and I continued to tell myself that this was stupid and irrational, but I couldn’t snap out of it.

“I wanted to check if you were okay,” Adam stood above me and before I knew what was happening, he reached out and touched my face.

His long cool fingers caressed my left cheek ever so softly. “You’re afraid of storms?” His voice was gentle, yet deep and I felt my head moving. A nod. Yes.  My mouth trembled as he moved his thumb gently over my cheekbone, before dragging it across my bottom lip.

“Shall I make you forget?” he asked.

The blinding light from the lightning filled the room and I caught myself staring up into his eyes at that very moment. The dark green of his irises were so beautiful.

“Yes,” I whispered.

My heartbeat was in my throat as Adam leaned down. I was both afraid and at peace at the same time from what was about to happen.

He moved his fingers lower until he was cupping my neck and half of my face with his large hand. His warm breath tickled over my lips and then he kissed me. Slowly his warm lips moved over mine, a little unsure of how to do this and maybe I sensed a little unease from the way he almost held back.

So I reached up and slid my hand around the back of his neck to bring his face closer. I liked the smell of him invading my nostrils. I liked the way he tasted. Warm and inviting as he slid his tongue into my mouth. We shouldn’t be doing this.  The thought kept on repeating itself at the back of my mind, but I didn’t want to stop. Because as much as I wanted to stop, I also knew I wanted this. I wanted him to kiss me. I wanted to kiss him back. So I did.  I was kissing him back and moaning softly into his mouth as he sucked and bit my bottom. He moved his large hands completely around my neck and applied some pressure, forcing me to gasp into his mouth.

He stopped kissing me, his lips hovered above mine and my eyes snapped open to find him watching me closely. The look on his face blank as he continued to tighten his grip on my neck.

All thoughts of the storm had disappeared, because now I was more focused on trying to catch my breath that Adam seemed to want to take away from me.

“Why do I want you so badly?” he whispered, his long fingers pressing into my skin.

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. Tears broke free and slid down the sides of my face.

Adam slid his other hand down my face as he watched me. And then before I knew what was about to happen, he released his grip on my throat and climbed over me in seconds.

He kept his right hand over my mouth and moved his left hand over my breasts, down my midriff, until he was above my cunt. I tried to squirm underneath him, but it was impossible when he had one leg wedged in between my thighs and his entire body locked over me in such a way that I couldn’t move at all even if I tried.

Adam slid his warm palm past the lace of my panties and when his fingers touched my already wet pussy, I moaned against his hand that was still covering my mouth. Fuck. 

“You’re so wet already,” he whispered hotly against my ear.

He slid his index finger in between my pussy lips as he watched me with an intensity that seemed to burn away any shame that I felt in that moment.

When he rubbed my clit, he applied pressure with his middle and forefinger as he moved them in slow, torturous circles. 

I moaned harder, arching my back and digging the soles of my feet into the soft mattress beneath me. 

Adam’s voice was against my ear now. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

When I didn’t say anything, he inserted one long finger deep inside of my cunt, and then two, stretching me wide with those thick digits of his. I screamed this time but it was muffled by his hand.

“You’re a virgin, little Dove?” He moved his hand away from my mouth as if to allow me to speak, but instead of words, I whimpered in pleasure as he continued to finger me. “Grace.” His lips were right above my lips as he spoke.

I looked at him in that moment, my cunt throbbing with the need to release.

“Look at me when I make you come.” It was an order, one that my body caved into the second those words left his lips. I came hard, arching my back and twisting my legs as pleasure rippled off me. Adam held me close, whispering in my ear in a low, deep voice, “You’re such a bad girl, Grace.”

Before I could come to my senses, Adam was getting up from my side and leaving my room, slamming the door behind him.

I sat up panting and desperate for air, staring into the darkness. The storm outside had passed. What the fuck just happened?
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Self-Flagellation. A form of punishment. I was on my knees in my room, shirt discarded on the floor. Blood dribbled down my shoulders and into the cuts that ran across my back caused by the whipping.

I blew out a deep breath as I raised my tired right arm and hit myself on the back again with the cat tail whip. I winced as it cut deep into my skin, ripping open a fresh new wound.

I was so weak. Such a weak fucking man that I couldn’t stop myself from following my niece up to her room. I couldn’t stop myself from preying on the fear that danced in her eyes.

No, the monster in me wanted her. It wanted to kiss her and taste those soft lips and see if they were as sweet as they looked. And they were. I whipped myself again and thought of her cunt this time. She was so scared of the storm outside, but all I was thinking of was fucking her. She was so wet, dripping with liquid desire as I slid my finger down her cunt. And my fingers slipped inside of her with ease. I loved the way she moaned against my hand, even though her eyes begged me to stop.

I wanted to stop too, but I couldn’t. I was too far gone, too lost in her moans and the way her body reacted to me fingering her.

I whipped myself again and again until I could taste the metal in my mouth. Sweat ran down my shoulders and my vision grew blurry as I fell over. I heard my bedroom door open, but it sounded far away. Lifting my head, I watched as something white move past the door.

And then I saw her face all through my hazy gaze. The little Dove. Grace. Her beautiful face twisted in horror as she threw her hand over her mouth. But she didn’t understand, I needed to do this to repent for my sins.

“Adam.” My name sounded so sweet rolling of her tongue. She was at my side in seconds, falling to her knees and wrapping her delicate arms around my shoulders, trying her best to lift me up. I helped her by propping myself up against the wooden chest in front of my bed. Pain seared my body and travelled all the way down my back.

Her palm found my face as she pushed my damp hair back from my forehead, filling my senses with her vanilla and berry scent. She took the whip out of my weak grasp and stood up once again, the white satin of her robe stained with crimson with my blood.

I watched silently as she moved frantically around my room, grabbing various things and then moments later she was back in front of me on her knees.

“This will hurt,” she whispered, her black silky hair falling over her shoulders whenever she moved.

I stayed silent. Instead, I listened to her. I listened to the way she breathed in sharply every time she pressed that warm, wet cloth on my cuts, as if she was afraid to cause me any pain. But she didn’t understand that physical pain no longer hurt me. I could feel it, yes, but it was the emotional pain from losing people that were my everything that weighed down on my heart most nights.

“I think you’re all good now,” she said, standing up and taking the bloody bowl of water and cloth away with her.

When she came back into the room, I put all my weight into my arms and used the wooden chest to lift myself up. Grace walked over to me swiftly and placed her arm around mine gently.

“You can’t sleep on your back,” she said, guiding me to my bed. She pulled the covers back and I got in, leaving my back exposed as I lay on my stomach.

I ground my teeth as a new wave of pain washed over me.

Grace was beside me once again, climbing into my bed and laying on her side. She curled her small body up against mine and I took a deep breath the second her cool fingers touched my face.

She didn’t say anything and neither did I. We just lay in the darkness. She explored my face, guiding her smooth fingertips over my cheekbones and then my nose and lips.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered after a few silent moments had passed. “I was disgusting and I shouldn’t have touched you in that way. I just couldn’t stop myself.”

She was quiet. Her brown-green eyes watching me in the dark. Shame racked through me. I was a horrible man. To touch his own niece and still not feel completely guilty about it. I was sick in the head.

But then Grace spoke and when she did, her words were only for my ears. “What if I wanted you to touch me again?”

“You shouldn’t want that,” I whispered.

Grace took my hand in hers and before I even knew what she was about to do, she took my hand and pressed it against the warm flesh of her thigh.

My breath was stuck in my throat as we stared at each other. Her skin was soft to the touch. Soft and silky and pure. I let her guide me all the way up her thigh until she was placing my fingers against her warm cunt once again. It was already wet with desire. Even though pain snaked its way across my back, my cock hardened at the feel of her wet pussy. Grace turned until she was laying flat on her back. She raised one leg and guided my hand further in between her legs.

“Grace,” I said, my tone more stern.

We really shouldn’t have been doing this. It was wrong.

“Adam,” she whispered my name. “I want you to touch me again.”

I was completely still, barely breathing as she moved my hand back and forth, while moving her pale hips and grinding her cunt against my hand.

I sat up a little and kissed Grace against the side of her neck. And then I began nibbling her soft skin, flicking my tongue over it, making her gasp out soft moans into my ear. 

It didn’t take long before Grace was coming against my hand. The warm juices from her cunt coated my fingers and she writhed in pleasure beside me. 

Grace smiled and then she turned around before turning her back to me. I kept my hand there in between her legs. I never moved it once even as sleep pulled me under the blanket of darkness.
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I woke up feeling warm all over and I felt it and an unintentional gasp escaped my lips. His hand was still in between my legs, cupping my pussy as if it all belonged to him and I wanted it to all belong to him. I don’t know where these sudden feelings were coming from, but when Adam walked into my room last night, I knew I wanted him.

He made me come and in the process my fear of the storm had disappeared because I was too occupied with Adam’s long fingers moving inside my cunt.

My chest swelled with an odd feeling that I didn’t recognise. A feeling of fullness and warmth and I didn’t want it to go away. Last night when I walked into his room, I was terrified at the site of all that blood. I heard of self-flagellation as a form of punishing oneself because of guilt and sin. But a part of me knew that Adam wasn’t just running from what he did with me. He was running from something else. Something that made him feel extremely guilty, so guilty and despicable that he needed to punish himself in such a horrifying manner.

I turned around now to face him. He was still fast asleep, but even in sleep he grabbed my thighs as if he never wanted to let go.

Yesterday I was dreading coming and today…today I’ve made the decision that I’d never want to leave again. It wasn’t as if my parents would miss me. They never have enough time for each other unless it had to do with some financial dispute, so how could I have ever expected to receive any love and attention from them?

Besides there was something haunting about Adam that drew me in more every second that passed. I wanted to know everything. I wanted to explore every part of him and him to explore every inch of me.

Very slowly, I reached out and ran my hands over the side of his left eyebrow and then his long, aristocratic nose and then his mountainous cheekbones. His hair was a soft, thick mass of black as I ran my hand through it.

I moved my hand lower, my fingertips gently grazing the side of his muscled torso. Fuck. He felt so good. I went lower, daringly moving past the waistband of his pants. That’s when I felt him. His thick cock to be more precise. I took in a sharp breath and curled my fingers around his length, feeling it harden as I stroked it slowly.

God, he was so big. I wondered what it would feel like if he had to spread my legs open and shove his cock deep inside of me.

Weak sunlight filtered in just as Adam’s eyes fluttered open. He was extremely still beside me, except for the rise and fall of his chest. I continued stroking him, enjoying the feeling of him harden and grown full in my grasp. My pussy began throbbing and I was certain that I would explode from just touching him.

“Grace.” Adam’s morning voice was deep and low and sent all kinds of delicious tingles dancing down the back of my spine. “Stop.”

But I didn’t. Instead I pushed Adam onto his back, before I climbed on top of him swiftly and straddled him. Adam pulled the satin robe belt open and I let the silky material slide off my body, exposing my breasts to him. I ran my hand down the middle of his smooth torso, my fingers edged around his scar, but I never touched it.

Adam sat up then and grabbed my hands before placing them behind my back and restraining me with the satin belt from my robe. I felt the satin bite into my skin as he tightened it around each wrist. His eyes which were a warm greenish brown now in the early morning sun was fixed on mine as he leaned forward and took one of my hard nipples into his mouth. My mouth fell open as he sucked and flicked his tongue against the sensitive bud before he pulled it further into his mouth with his teeth.

“Adam,” I whispered, my chest rose and fell quickly as he continued to torture me, sucking my entire breast into his mouth and making soft suckling sounds as if he couldn’t get enough.

My nipples were swollen and puffy from being sucked hard. Adam guided me closer to him with one of his large hands against the small of my back and then he moved his other hand around my small throat.

“You wanted this,” he whispered and I nodded breathlessly. 

There was no forewarning, because the next thing I knew, I was on my back, with my restrained wrists beneath me and Adam was in between my legs filling my aching cunt with his huge cock.

I cried out as he filled me all the way. There was a flash of discomfort as my pussy tried to adjust to his size and then came the pleasure. Adam had his bare chest pressed against mine as he moved in and out of my cunt. He watched me the entire time. He watched as I lost myself in him. I wrapped my legs around him, my body desperate for every inch of him to be one with mine.

His lips hovered above mine as he moved into me again, deliberately slow so that I could feel him properly with each thrust.

“You can’t stay here after this, Grace,” Adam said, before he kissed the side of my parted mouth. And then he began nibbling my bottom lip, before swiping his warm, wet tongue across it.

My chest swelled again with that same feeling that it had filled with earlier. “Why not?”

Adam thrusted into me again as he rested his damp forehead against mine. “Because we can’t keep doing this. It’s wrong. You’re wrong for me. I’m wrong for you and we can’t have anything else outside of this situation. It will never happen.”

I wasn’t even sure why but warm tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as Adam said those words. Pain suddenly clutched my heart in it’s tight grip. Sadness mixed with my desire. He kissed my neck and I turned my face away. My throat was thick with tears and I still wanted this to be over with immediately.

“Then why are you still fucking me?” I asked, my voice laced with anger.

“Because I need to get you out of my system. I haven’t been with a woman in two decades, Grace . Surely you must know what that’s like for a man.”

Anger ripped through me and I felt the tears well up in my eyes, so I shut them close. Was that the only reason he was inside of me, right now? Because he didn’t fuck a woman in ages and I guess I was the next best thing that came along and could satisfy him before he chased me away.

Embarrassment washed over me and I no longer wanted him inside of me . I thought he also felt a connection between us. I guess I thought wrong.

“Look at me, Grace,” he demanded.

But I refused to look at him, so he started moving faster inside of me. Even though I didn’t want this deep down in my heart, my body was clearly reacting the way Adam wanted it to react. His thighs connected with mine as he trusted deep inside of my cunt and without warning, I came hard. I bit down on my bottom lip to keep from screaming as my pussy tightened around his cock. Adam came a minute or two later and my body shook as I felt his warm cum spill inside of me. It felt amazing even if I didn’t want it to feel amazing.

As I came back to reality, Adam was pulling out of me and undoing the satin from around my wrists. And then he disappeared into his bathroom without one last glance at me in his bed.

I wrapped my robe around my body and quickly escaped back into my room, before I dropped myself into a corner and broke down.
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The hot water burned the skin on my back as I stood in the shower, pressing my forehead against the shower wall.

Fuck. I crossed more than just a line by sleeping with Grace, but I couldn’t help it. Waking up with her hand around my cock was the best way I could have ever woken up.

And she felt just as good as I had imagined when I shoved my cock inside of her. She was so tight and already so wet for me. But when it was over it reminded me of things I didn’t have any more. Things I’d shut myself away from for years. I’d sworn off all love. I didn’t love anyone and I couldn’t let Grace into my heart even though she looked like she really needed someone to love her. My brother, Brian, was not particularly fond of kids and family. I knew he was unhappy when he and his wife, Mary, had brought Grace into the world.

It was a month before my accident and before my entire world was shattered. After that, I couldn’t stand to be around my brother and his wife. They were absorbed with work and making money, that they never bothered with growing their family. Every time I did talk to my brother, he was always busy with work and so was his wife, while Grace was shipped off to some boarding school.

It made me angry, especially considering everything that I had lost and he was just taking everything he had for granted. So I stayed away. I kept myself locked up here in the convent. I kept my sorrow and anger to myself. Everything was fine until now. Fuck. I fucked up. I didn’t just break my vows to keep myself celibate, but I just fucked my fucking niece. She was flesh and blood and I couldn’t stop thinking about how good her skin smelled and tasted. I couldn’t stop thinking about how amazing she felt in my arms when I had her underneath me while I funked. And I just took her virginity right before I had to be an asshole and tell her that we could never be anything. And then I fucked it up more by telling her that I just fucked her because I haven’t been with a woman in years. It wasn’t like I was lying. I could never be with her anyway and it would never be accepted. I would never be able to live with myself if I went against everything I believed in. And if I couldn’t stick to my own vows then that meant I just spent the last two decades of my life lying to myself.

Would it be worth it anyway? Grace is only eighteen. If I kept her here, I’d be tying her down for my own selfish needs and I’m sure that she wouldn’t wanted to spend her days with an old man when she could get out there and live her life.

I shut off the water and threw on a black t-shirt and dark pair of jeans which is the most casual I’ve dressed in a long time. Again, I reminded myself that I was doing the wrong thing. I didn’t need to change myself just because Grace was here.

When I walked back into my room, Grace was gone and I wasn’t sure why I sort of expected her to be there. That was stupid especially after the way I just left her.

Guilt filled my chest, so I left my room and went in search of Grace. When I knocked on her door, there was silence. I knocked two more times, but there was still no answer. She was probably really angry at me and I didn’t blame her. I’m angry at myself for the way I’ve handled things. I headed downstairs to the kitchen and before I could enter, the smell of something delicious cooking filled my senses. I found Grace at the counter top with her back turned to me. She was in a dark red dress that came just above her knees. My eyes wandered up her long, exposed legs all the way up to her slender neck. Her inky black hair was pinned up away from her neck. A few errant strands stuck out.

My cock hardened at the front of my jeans the longer I stood there and watched her. Jesus, I needed to snap out of this.

“Grace,” I said her name softly, she heard me because she stilled immediately.

She turned around moments later and had a smile on her face, but it was forced because it didn’t reach her eyes when she looked at me. She placed two plates on the table. One was filled with eggs and bacon and toast and the other just had two slices of toast.

“You made breakfast,” I said, standing there awkwardly and not knowing what else to say.

“Yeah,” Grace said, taking a seat at the table.

She lifts her plain toast and takes a bite, ignoring me once again.

“Why aren’t you having the same thing as me?” I asked, placing my hands on the back of my chair.

Grace shrugged and looked down at her plate. “Not that hungry I guess.”

I swallowed hard, the guilty weighing down on my shoulders. “Do you like Nutella?”

Grace didn’t say anything. She just looked up at me, the irritation in her eyes was evident as she glared at me. I hated small, awkward talks and she probably hated them too.

Instead I headed to the pantry and grabbed the bottle of Nutella and a butter knife before heading back to the table.

I sat down and placed the bottle of Nutella in front of Grace along with the butter knife.

“Grace, " I started, unsure of what exactly I wanted to say. 

She took the Nutella and opened it. Well, that was a good start.

“I’m sorry about this morning, " I said. “We-I should have not taken advantage of you last night. If I didn’t, we wouldn’t be sitting here right now having this talk.”

“I initiated things this morning.” Her tone was icy and it told me to tread carefully.

“I know that-” I started, but Grace glared at me again cutting off my words.

“You do know that I can make up my own mind, right? I wanted that, Adam,” she snapped.

“You don’t know what you want. I’m not what you want, Grace. What could you want with a guy like me?”

She rolled her eyes and chuckled. “Great, you sound just like my parents. Last night and this morning was the best time of my life. I’ve never done anything without my parents approval before.”

“So you wanted to sleep with me to rebel against the way they treated you your entire life?” I raked a hand through my through hair.

“No.” She gave me a hard stare. “I wanted you. Is that so hard to believe? Unfortunately, I wanted more out of this than you did, so I guess I’m the fool here.”

“Grace.” I sat forward and placed both of my elbows on the wooden table. “What more did you want? You want to be with a guy who’s already seen more life than you? Don’t you want to live your life? You’re still very young. I can’t handle that kind of responsibility.”

“I never asked you to handle anything. My immature parents did. But if you’ve got your hands full, uncle, then I’d rather be out of your way.”

Grace pushed her chair back and got up, before stalking out of the kitchen. No one has talked back to me since Jessica. And now that Grace is doing it, irritation and excitement flares up in my veins and it has me getting up and going after her. I caught Grace by her arm just as she was walking through the Church area. The startled look on her face was priceless when I grabbed her against me.
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Adam smashed his lips against mine and I was taken by surprise as he slid his tongue into my mouth without any forewarning and without any hesitancy.

His breath was warm on my skin as he pulled me closer into his body. He was already hard, because I could feel his cock pressed up against my leg.

“Talk to me like that again and I’ll fuck you so hard, you’ll still feel it when you wake up the next day,” he whispered against my mouth.

“I thought this was wrong. I’ll leave, because I don’t want to make you feel any more miserable,” I said, pulling back, but Adam didn’t release me.

Instead he placed his right hand around my throat and took a step back. “Get down on the floor, Grace.”

“Why?”

I got down on my knees, but Adam didn’t say anything. He just stood above me, holding my throat in a tight grip, watching as I obeyed his words.

“Take off all your clothes.”

I took off my dress and then my black lace bra and underwear, all while he still had his long fingers locked around my jaw.

Adam let his gaze roam over my naked body and then he released my throat.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said as he got down on his knees with me.

He slipped his hands around my face and then guided his lips to mine. He kissed me first. Very gently like he did during the storm. Nothing too complicated as he ran his tongue against my lips, eliciting a hungry moan from me.

I reached up to touch his hair, but Adam grabbed my wrists suddenly and had me pinned flat to the cool, hard wooden floors in seconds. He placed my hands above my head as he positioned himself in between my thighs which he spread apart with his hands.

I felt my desire trickle down my cunt and my cheeks heated with embarrassment as Adam stared down at my pussy, before reaching out with his index and middle fingers. 

“So wet,” he whispered, teasing my entrance with soft strokes.

I expected Adam to shove his fingers or cock into my already waiting pussy, but what I never expected was Adam lowering himself until his face was positioned right in front of my cunt.

He began sucking me with long, swift strokes. Up and Down, in and out, he tortured me and I began rocking back and forth, grinding my pussy against his mouth.

I reached out and grabbed his hair with both of my hands, letting my fingers sink into their soft depths. I brought his face closer and spread my legs wider, before dropping my head back. I saw the Jesus Christ cross above us as Adam tongue fucked me and I would have stopped, but I was too engrossed as his warm tongue lashed against my pussy. Adam spread me with his fingers, before he sucked on my tender clit, moving his tongue in slow, torturous circles.

“You taste so good,” Adam said in between licks. He brought his arms around my legs to hold me in  position. He lightly blew air across my cunt and licked me again. Once. Twice.

And then I came. My body trembled as my orgasm ripped and Adam didn’t stop, not for a second as I arched my back and let the desire spread through my body.

“Adam!” I screamed, pulling his hair. “I need you.”

“I’m here,” he whispered.

He was above then, securing my arms above my head with his hand.

“I didn’t do this right the first time,” he said as he leaned down and kissed my forehead. “I’m sorry. You deserved better.”

Adam entered my pussy slowly, moving his big cock all the way in. The fact that my pussy was so wet, allowed him to move inside me easily.

I wrapped my legs around him and moved my arms around his neck, to bring him closer to me.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” Adam said, pressing his lips to mine.

I tasted myself as he slid his tongue into my mouth. I fell into oblivion as he fucked me, our thighs connecting as he moved inside me with deep thrusts.

I whimpered as he filled me, picking up the pace. “Fuck,” Adam groaned.

His lips found my neck and I gasped as he sucked my skin, nibbling and gently moving his mouth down to the hollow base of my throat.

He fucked me until we were reduced to nothing but sweat and tears and deep breaths.

I came then with Adam still moving his cock into me. My pussy clenched around his cock as I let go of his neck as I let the orgasm take over my body.

Adam moved his large hands over my tits, pinching my nipples and rolling them in between his fingers.

He came minutes later, filling my tight pussy with his warm seed and groaning as he shuddered with his orgasm.

I wrapped my arms around him and we stayed like that for what seemed to be ages, with his cock buried in me and both of us breathing hard against each other.

* * *




We were in his bed, both of us naked and our limbs entangled. Adam held me close as we listened to the birds chirp outside.

I moved my hand along his chest, my fingertips tracing his scar.

“Adam,” I whispered.

“Hmm?”

“How did you get it?” I asked.

He stilled against me as if he knew exactly what I was asking about.

“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” I said, placing as kiss at the side of his mouth. “I’m sorry.”

Adam leaned over and kissed me on my forehead. “Don’t apologise. I got the scar in an accident,” he said.

“You wore a wedding band the other day,” I whispered.

Adam’s chest rose and fell a little faster now. “Yeah, I was married. A long time ago though. She died in that car accident. She was nine months pregnant with our daughter. It was a drunk driver. That’s why I locked myself up here for all these years. I couldn’t escape my grief.”

Sadness clutched my heart and I glanced up at Adam.

He looked down at me and gave me a small smile. “Don’t say you’re sorry. It doesn’t bring back the past.”

“I love you,” I whispered.

Adam caressed my face with his hand. “I love you too, little Dove.”
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GRACE, 6 years later




Adam is beside me as I hold up our baby girl. She’s the most perfect thing ever with her soft dark hair and tiny hands. The tears fall down my cheeks as I take a deep breath and smile down at our child. We’ve had three kids since we had gotten married all those years ago. Three adorable boys and now we have Macy to complete our family.

Adam adores her. He says she’ll be smart like me and obviously get her good looks from her dad.

I love having kids with him, but seeing him fall in love with each of them makes my heart swell more because Adam is healing all his past wounds in a way. I promised him a family and we’re there. We have our own perfect little family and we’re both finally complete now.






II

Spin The Bottle Bonus Short Story
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It was the 4th of July and we were at the lake house. Kacie and Eli, Jen and Noah, Allie, Rob and I.

Summer would be over before we knew it, so we were spending most of our days drinking, going out and just having fun for old time’s sake.

Today, however, felt different. The energy in the air was heavier, everyone was a little drunker than usual as we all gathered around the fire pit when evening drew closer. We were already on our second bottle of tequila.

“Let’s play spin the bottle,” Kacie suggested as she handed me another red solo cup full of beer.

“Boring!” Jen hollered.

“I’m game,” Eli said sitting forward.

His arm brushed against mine and our eyes met for a few seconds. The evening light made the green and golden flecks in his eyes really stand out.

There was something hot about Eli and it wasn’t just the fact that he was on the ice hockey team or that his hair was so black against his tanned skin, or his bad-boy reputation.

It was simply the fact that he was my boyfriend’s best friend and I secretly thought of him from time to time in ways that I shouldn’t have thought about. That and every time we touched, a slight shiver shot through me. I watched as he clenched his fists on his lap and when he glanced up at me again, I quickly diverted my gaze, swallowing hard.

“With a twist,” Kacie said, rolling her eyes in Jen’s direction. “I have a deck of sex position cards and when you spin the bottle, you have to pick a card up and perform said act on whoever the bottle lands on.”

I suddenly sat up straighter, the idea of the game piquing my interest. Everyone chuckled nervously, but the fact that no one was not directly saying no, had my nerves twisting with angst. 

“Does everyone consent?” Kacie asked.

Rob glanced at me and raised his eyebrows. “If you want to sit this one out, it’s cool.”

“Why would I want to sit this one out?”

“Because,” he shrugged. “You don’t usually like taking part in such scandalous games, babe. You’re a prude.”

In other words, he was trying to say that I was a prude because I liked being comfortable in my own skin. But that was the controlling factor for Rob. He always wanted things done in a certain way and if it wasn’t done that way, then you weren’t good enough.

“I think I can make that decision for myself,” I muttered and Eli chuckled softly beside me.

Anyway, we all probably wouldn’t see each other for a long time after this summer. We all had different paths, different colleges. Tonight gave us the opportunity to explore those other feelings within us. The heat radiating from Eli made my heart pound.

No one objected to the game, so Kacie took out her pack of sex cards and placed them next to an empty bottle of champagne.

“The rules of the card say, fuck for 60 seconds and then we’ll spin again,” she said as we all gathered into a tight circle.

Jen spun the bottle first and it landed right on Kacie which led Noah and Rob to start whistling.

“The card just says fuck,” Rob said as he tilted the card towards the flames of the fire so he could read it.

Noah clapped and whistled. “Hell yeah! Let’s see some girl on girl action.”

“You’re such a perv,” Jen said, as she and Kacie crawled on their hands and knees to meet each other in the middle.

We watched as the tongue kissed first and touched each other and I couldn’t ignore the tension that was building in my pussy. My head was already light from the alcohol. But this was just enough to tip me over the edge and make me come hard. I glanced over at Eli and his eyes locked on mine. I’d thought of him so many times.

Just thinking of him now made the throbbing in my pussy grow as Jen and Kacie got naked and then Jen was on her back with her legs spread and Kacie climbed over her and then began grinding their pussy’s together, filling the air with their loud moans. My pussy tingled and I had to squeeze my legs together.

The timer that Kacie had set on her phone had gone off but the two continued at it, ignoring the time.

“Guess it’s my turn.” Eli sat forward and spun the bottle. My heart started beating faster as I watched it slow at Allie because I don’t think I would have it in me to watch them. Eli was my dirty fantasy. But then the bottle lands in my direction and stopped. Just by a few inches.

The breath hitched in my throat. Noah started laughing and I watched as Rob looked in my direction. I couldn’t read the emotion on his face.

He just stared at me hard. Well, he did call me a prude, so I wasn’t holding back.

Reaching forward, I grabbed the next card and my heart started beating faster as I read the words.

“The G-Spot position,” Allie read over my shoulder, followed by hoots of laughter by Noah.

Eli and I moved towards each other and started undressing in front of the hot flames. I lifted my strap sundress over my head and discarded it to the side as I watched him remove his t-shirt and jeans. The smooth curves of his torso and the dark trail of hair that disappeared past his shorts had me swallowing again. Fuck. Me.

“I don’t know this position,” I whispered to him as wrapped his warm arms around my back to undo the clasp of my bra.

“Don’t worry. This position requires me to do all the work,” he whispered back as he removed my lacy black panties next. I should have been embarrassed at Eli and my nakedness, but I wasn’t. All I knew was the aching feeling in between my legs.

Eli then ran his fingers lightly over my torso, sending jolts of desire through me.

He slid his large palms around the back of my neck and brought my face towards his as he kissed me.

It was soft and gentle at first and then he bit my bottom lip and pulled it into his mouth, eliciting a moan from me. His hands travelled down and I gasped as he took my nipples in between his thumb and forefinger and rubbed them, before pulling it hard.

My eyes found Rob’s in the dark and I arched my neck as Eli continued to tease my nipples.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Eli breathed against my skin as his teeth lightly grazed my neck.

Rob just stared at us, shifting as if the whole thing made him uncomfortable. Some part of me didn’t give a fuck. In fact, I was enjoying this a lot.

I reached down and rubbed Eli’s cock through the material of his underwear and it was hard and big.

My pussy throbbed to have him inside of me.

“You’re so hard,” I whispered as he grabbed my thighs and lifted my pussy up towards him so that I was positioned at an angle.

“Birth control?” He asked as he pulled down his shorts and I watched with impatience as he grabbed his cock in his right hand and began stroking it until there was a glistening bead of precum forming on the tip. I wondered how he tasted.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice barely audible.

My pussy clenched at the sight of him and I grabbed my tits, pinching my nipples as he brought his cock to the entrance of pussy, teasing me as he pressed the tip of his cock against my throbbing clit. A sigh escaped my lips as Eli stared into my eyes before he finally shoved his hard cock inside of me. I let out a half cry, half moan as he pulled his cock back, not all the way out, but just enough to thrust hard into me again. It was agonisingly slow, but hard thrusts as his balls slapped against the lower region of my. pussy, adding pressure to the tingling sensation.

“Fuck.” Eli groaned as he grabbed my ass and trusted into me again and I watched Rob from my peripheral vision as Allie pushed the bottle aside and got in between him and Noah.

But I didn’t care about Rob. Or Allie. All I knew was Eli’s cock as he rammed my pussy. Our thighs connecting each time he pulled back and came into me.

I fought to keep my eyes open as the thrusts grew harder and faster. I could barely breathe. An overwhelming sensation that made me feel like I needed to pee came over me and just as I was about to go over the edge, Eli pulled out and my eyes snapped open as I watched myself squirt. He shoved his cock in me and pulled out again and I squirted more, a feeling of euphoria washing over me as my body trembled hard.

When I relaxed, Eli moved his cock into me and started thrusting into me again before he came, filling my cunt with his hot come. 

I stared breathlessly at Eli as he leaned over me, his cock still in my pussy. We were both panting and I knew we were thinking the same thing. Things were never going to be the same again.
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