

A Forced Choice

When my friends and I awoke tied up in a cold, damp warehouse, everyone was terrified.

They gave us an impossible choice. If we all agree on which one of us goes into the next room where ten more men are waiting, everyone gets let go at dawn. If we don’t choose, then no one leaves.

I’m stronger than my friends are. I can’t let them live through something like that. I must save them. At least, that’s what I tell myself is the reason. It’s not because of the growing heat between my legs at the thought of it.


Chapter One

There’s something hard and cold beneath my cheek. I try to open my eyes, confused, but the dim lights above me hurt my head, and I shut them immediately. Ok, that’s not gonna work. Try to move. I realize my whole body is sore, likely from laying on this hard floor. Is it concrete?

I try wiggling my arms and realize they’re tied behind my back. It feels like rope? I shuffle my arms. Yes, it’s rope. I try to move my legs and realize they’re not tied together. That seems… odd. Why would whoever tied my arms not tie my legs?

I try opening my eyes again, much slower this time. The light around me is dim; it doesn’t hurt as much. The floor is concrete. I look ahead of me, and I see two pairs of legs. No, there’s a third one, off to my right. Three people standing there as I lay passed out. Who are they?

I think back, how did I get here? I was out with my friends. My friends! I turn my head up and see another pair of feet near my face. I look down and I can see another pair of legs. They’re all laying down like me. But it doesn’t seem like anyone else is moving, yet. What are we doing here?

We were out having drinks, at a new club. Girls night. Did we meet someone? Did they drug us? I can’t remember what happened. I try to lift my head off the ground and the back of my head bites with pain. It feels like I was hit. I don’t remember being hit.

I look up at the person standing the closest to me. It’s some guy I’ve never seen before, and he’s talking with the other two. The sound of their voices rushes into my ears like a wave, I hadn’t noticed it before. They must have given me something really strong, or hit me really hard. But my head is de-fogging as I take in the scene ahead of me.

I try a second time to lift my head and it doesn’t hurt as much as the first time. I try to sit up. My shuffling gets the men’s attention and they immediately stop talking to look at me. They do nothing as I struggle to sit up.

My head is swimming, but I manage to sit up, realizing that standing is not possible right now. They’ve left my legs untied. We’ll be able to run away. I ignore the men and look at my friends. None of them have moved before now and I worry they may have been dead. But no, I can see now that they’re beginning to open their eyes slowly, obviously in pain.

“Take it slow.” I croak out to them. My voice seems to calm them down a bit, and they ease into consciousness. Seeing that they’re OK, I look back at the men. They seem… normal. Shouldn’t men who kidnap defenseless women look like that’s what they do? These guys are just average-ass men. I probably would’ve had a drink with any of them if they had approached us at the club. Dammit, did we get ourselves in this mess? I still can’t remember much after we had gotten there.

“So, what, you guys have to prey on drunk women?” I say, trying to make them feel weak, though I realize I’m not drunk at all. But they just smile cruelly at me and don’t reply. They continue to stay silent, and it starts to really creep me out. I check on my friends again and they’re beginning to stir. I instinctively try to reach out to help them and am reminded about the rope on my wrists.

The concrete floor is so damn uncomfortable, I shift my legs to sit cross legged, careful to not let my skirt ride up too much. I decide to stare down the men as I wait for my friends to sit up with me. The men don’t seem to be very phased by my pathetic look at them. Fear starts to prick my mind.

My girlfriends on either side of me are breathing quickly, panic rising in them, as well. I look around for the fourth of us, and find her further down on my right. We lock eyes, and I see the fear building in her. “Ok, you have to remain calm. We can’t panic. It’s going to be alright.” I say, trying to be reassuring to everyone.

“Do you really think it’s ok to make promises that you have no control over keeping?” One of the men says, but I don’t look away from my friends, not wanting to give him any attention or validation. Kristy, to my left, starts crying. Like a snowball effect, all of my friends begin crying. I feel tears sting my own eyes but I don’t let them fall. I can’t. Hope of getting out alright is slipping from all of our minds. But I won’t go out crying or begging. I just won’t do it.

“What the hell do you guys want?” I ask, finally returning my attention back to them. There seems to be a leader between these three, the one in the middle. He’s wearing nice jeans and a dark red zip up hoodie. His hair is dark, with actually a really nice beard. He’s… handsome. Ugh, God, that’s disgusting.

I look away from him and at the other two, standing just behind him like comical bodyguards. “You guys look like a bad scene from a criminal movie.” I blurt out, unable to stop myself from laughing about it. I know I shouldn’t make them mad, but damn it just seems so orchestrated and stupid.

The leader actually laughs, though the other two guys seem a bit flushed at the comment. “Maybe this is a bad criminal movie.” He says, staring at me now. I shift uncomfortable with the weight of his gaze, like at he’s looking inside me. It’s super creepy, and I feel myself growing hot, conscious of my tank top riding low on my chest.

“But what we want is pretty simple, really. You see that door?” he points off to the far left of the room, and I follow his gaze. I realize we’re in a large warehouse type of room, like it used to be a storage place or something. There’s a huge rolling door on the left side.

“We’ve got ten other men behind that door.” Chris, on my right, starts gasping for air, panic really setting in now. I turn to her, putting my face close to hers. “Hey, hey, it’s alright. Really, we’re gonna get through this. Try to relax.” I talk low and quiet into her ear, though I’m sure everyone else can still hear me. I lay my head on her shoulder, unable to hold her, and I sit there until I hear her breathing slow, though her body doesn’t stop shaking.

I lift my head back up and we lock eyes for another second before she breaks contact, staring at the ground in front of her.

“I don’t care what you were planning, just let us go.” I say, trying to be forceful. But the men just laugh at me. I’m really beginning to hate their laughs.

“You will be let go. But not before we get our fill.” He smiles cruelly at me, eyeing up and down my body, and Donna on the far-right cries harder, but is able to keep herself together. Fear is really starting to build in me, now, spurred on by the fear around me.




Chapter Two

I don’t have a witty retort to his answer. I wish I did. So instead I sit there quietly, trying to control my own fear. When I’m able to calm myself down, I squeeze my legs together at the odd feeling growing between them.

What the hell is this? But I can’t address it right now, I must plow on. They seem to enjoy our misery and fear. “What are you going to do to us?” I ask, wanting all this grandstanding to be done with, for them to stop trying to mess with our heads. The sooner they do whatever it is they’re going to do, the sooner we’ll get out of here. If they were telling the truth, that is.

“Well, just one of you will be coming behind that door with us, while the other three wait out here for us to be done. Then, dawn will come, we’ll un-tie you, and let you go. It’s as simple as that.” He says matter-of-factly, as if it were that simple.

“No, it’s not.” I say, not believing him. There’s no way it’s that easy. Only one of us is getting taken? When they have all four of us tied up? No way.

He laughs at me again and looking at his friends says, “I like this one, I hope it’s her.” He turns back from his buddies to look at all of us. “You guys have to choose who goes behind the door. We need a consensus.” His smile widens further waiting for our response.

Every one of us stiffens at the thought, the gravity of his words settling down on us. “How could we possibly decide something like that???!!” Kristy cries, her face red from crying so hard.

“You have five minutes to decide.” The men step back a few paces and just stands there to watch us. No one wants to say anything first. My thoughts are racing, but I try to slow them down.

Ok. One of us has to go with them. How could any of my friends live after going through something like that? Images of being stripped fill my head. They wouldn’t be able to handle it. Imagining being shoved down onto a mattress, or even this cold, hard floor, my ass hanging in the air. I’m stronger than them. I could get through it. Phantom hands gripping me, pulling my hair. I could take the bullet for them. I could be stuffed full, fucked hard, bruises left, choking on a cock. I squeeze my legs again as desire builds in my sex. Fuck, this can’t be happening, it’s not true!

“Jenna? Jenna, what do we do?” Donna is asking quietly, and I realize we’ve been sitting in silence, the others waiting for me to speak. Hearing the fear in her voice breaks my heart, and I know what I have to do.

I look up at the men and say loudly, “I’ll do it.”

This got a real reaction from each of them. They looked shocked! They all looked at each other uncertainly, even a little shaken. This seems really weird.

They all come closer, standing right in front of us. “You’re… volunteering?” Asks the man on the left, totally confused. I’m confused now, too. “Yes.” I say, not quite as confidently as before.

I think this snapped my friends out of their confusion, too. Each one began a chorus of “No, Jenna, you can’t!” “We can’t let you do this!” “There has to be another way!”

The man on the right is starting to look scared, and I couldn’t figure it out until he said, “I don’t like this, man. Who just volunteers for this? What if she’s a cop?”

The leader turns to him, looking perplexed himself. “Come on, that doesn’t make any sense. Look at her! She’s too young to be a cop.”

He looks back at me and stares, trying to figure me out. It doesn’t make any sense. This doesn’t seem like their first time; I couldn’t have been the first one to volunteer. Volunteer to save their friends, I mean. Of course.

While he is staring at me, the other two begin arguing and offering bizarre theories.

“Yeah, man, if she witnesses everything, then she can bring in backup.”

“I’m telling you, she’s a cop! What do we do?”

They continue like that for a minute before the leader cuts them off. “Why are you volunteering?”

For a second I picture feeling his body up close to mine, and quickly shove the thought away, feeling heat creeping up my face. “Isn’t it obvious? I don’t want any of my friends going through this. I want to keep them from it.” I want to… I want to go with them. I want to know how it will feel. I’ve always been curious of this.

“You’re sacrificing yourself for them?” He asks, still sounding skeptical. “You’re willing to face thirteen men on your own, so your friends don’t have to?”

Thirteen! Holy shit! I hadn’t really realized the gravity of what I was getting myself into. I picture all these men surrounding me, looking at my naked body, wanting me. They’d probably choke me, pull my hair, push me down. Maybe even slap or hit me. They’d take their turns, maybe be controlled at first but eventually turn into a frenzy. Fuck, I can feel myself actually getting wet now.

Suddenly the leader’s face turns from confused to smug and smirking at me, but he doesn’t say anything. Has he somehow guessed what I’m really feeling?

“What if she’s wearing a wire? And they’re tracking our location right now!” The third man says, panic in his own voice. The leader rolls his eyes to me but turns back to his friend.

“Alright. Would it make you feel better if I searched for a wire?” The man nods.

“We should interrogate her!” The other man pipes up.

Again, the leader rolls his eyes but says, “Alright. I’m gonna take her back there,” pointing behind a large shelf filled with boxes, “and search her. If she’s clean, can we continue?”

The other two men nod their heads, still looking concerned, but a little relieved. “Alright. You two look after the girls.” He grabs my arms and pulls me upright. My legs felt a little weak, but I follow him to the back of the room and behind the shelf, obscuring us.

This is so ridiculous! What kind of idiot would think I’m a cop with a wire?




Chapter Three

We get behind the shelf and he slams me up against the wall, one hand on my shoulder and one on my waist. “Okay, cut the crap. You actually want to be taken behind that door, don’t you?” He smirks at me in the dark, and I feel like he knows everything I am thinking. How hot I am getting being held against the wall like this. How turned on I am. How wet I am getting. Fuck, this isn’t good.

I take too long to answer, but eventually am able to get out a quiet “no.” He laughs, his face nearly inches from me. His hand on my shoulder moves to my throat and he lightly squeezes, holding me still.

“So you’re not turned on from this right now?” I shake my head. “And if I was to check, I wouldn’t find you wet?” I pause, suddenly remembering that these men would be able to tell if I was turned on. Would that be a good or bad thing? They’ll probably tell my friends, and that would be horrible.

I shake my head after a long pause. His hand on my waist moves slowly down my hips and lightly brings up my skirt. His fingers graze my panties over my sex. It tickles and I jerk my legs at the sharp pleasure I feel. He laughs again, and he stares into my eyes, searching my face for every reaction I give him.

He presses harder and even I can feel the wetness seeping through my thin panties. “Oh, look at that.” He pushes the panties to the side and glides his fingers easily up my sex, coating them in my juices. God this is humiliating. But it feels good.

I can’t bring myself to say anything or even look away. But I can’t stand still and I begin fidgeting, the pleasure of his hands unwelcome. He slips a finger inside, sliding in deep, and I gasp loudly. “Do your friends know that you’re nothing but rape bait?” He sneers at me, and I feel so ashamed of myself.

“I’m not.” I try to say defiantly, but it comes out sounding small and quiet. He knows I’m lying.

“Or maybe I should tell the rest of the guys. They’ll really want to tear this ass up if they think you like it.” His smile turns cruel, looking down at me as if I’m nothing. Another finger slips inside me and I can’t stop a small moan from escaping as he fingers me. “You’re a really bad actor, you know.” He taunts.

“You can’t tell them that.” I plead, imagining how cruel they could be, spurred on by my moans and screams. Or maybe, I want them to do that.

“Oh? And what will you do to stop it? Hm?” He looks smug, knowing he could make things so much worse for me if he wanted to. I can’t think of anything to say, so I stand there dumbfounded and trying not to moan as he continues to finger me.

His thumb begins circling my clit and I clamp my mouth shut to keep quiet. “Tell you what. Let me fuck you first, and I won’t tell the rest.” He raises an eyebrow, waiting for my answer. I have to think about it, but know I don’t have much time. Is it really all that bad to just let him go first, and he keeps this quiet in return? My sex is getting hot with desire, and I think that maybe getting fucked here and now will help.

I nod quickly and wait for him to bring me back to the group. His fingers leave me, but his hand around my throat doesn’t. I look down and see him unzip his pants quickly. I began to panic just a bit, having sex so close to my friends. What if they hear!

He takes his hand off my throat and lifts up my leg, gliding his hard cock along my slit. Fuck, he feels huge. I gasp as he pushes hard inside me. My pussy stretches around him, trying to accommodate the sudden size.

Before I can groan, he covers my mouth with his hand. He presses against me, squishing me against the wall. His cock finally slides all the way inside me, filling me up with his foul cock. My legs shake as he slides in and out of me roughly. He thrusts hard and sharp, finding his rhythm. Fuck, it feels good. I groan into his hand and he speeds up. He buries his head in my neck and I hear him breathing hard, his cock filling me up. I stop myself from pushing my own hips into him.

He gets close, and his thrusts speed up. The pleasure is sharp and sweet, and it feels like it’s traveling through my entire body. It’s filling me up and my back arches. I can’t stop myself from groaning, thank god for his hand over my mouth. He lifts my leg higher and gets in as deep as he can before giving his final thrust, spilling his seed in my unprotected pussy. He buries his groan of pleasure in my neck, and shudders against my body.

He's stopped moving and I’m left feeling more turned on than ever before. I didn’t cum. But I want to so badly. Oh God, am I really thinking this?! He pulls out of me slowly, and his soft cock plops out of my swollen pussy. I feel empty without it inside me. The confusing emotions swirl inside my head.

He steps away and stares into my eyes again. He looks happy, satisfied he’s proven his point. He fixes my skirt and walks me back to the group without saying a word. His hands are holding my arms firmly, keeping me standing in place.

“She’s clean. She’s not a cop.” He says matter-of-factly, a little frustrated he even has to say it. The other two men look at each other relieved. “You sure?” one of them asks.

The man holding me sighs loudly, “Yes. Now can we finally get on with it? I’m sure the boys are getting antsy to start.” He doesn’t wait for their replies before turning me and walking me towards the sliding door.

“No! You can’t do this!” Chris is crying out, but she gets a hard slap in the face for her outburst.

“Don’t hurt them!” I shout, and struggle to run to them, but he’s holding me fast.

“Join us after you’re done tying them up.” He says, and walks me through the sliding door, closing it shut behind us.


Chapter Four

I’m in the other room, and I’m so nervous I can feel my heart pounding. The room is smaller than the last, and even more bare. The only furniture is a large, dark-stained mattress in the middle of the floor. I count the number of men in the room – ten. Oh god, I feel like I’m going to throw up. What did I really get myself into?

The idea of this seemed so much better in the other room, with just three men in front of me. But now the reality of the situation is weighing down on me. Thirteen men. There are thirteen fucking men in this warehouse. And I just volunteered to fuck all of them, so none of my friends would have to suffer through it. Good God, what did I do?

I feel paralyzed, but my feet automatically walk towards the bed as the man holding me pulls me forward. When we get close to the mattress he shoves me hard, forcing me to land face-first on the mattress. My ass hangs in the air, and my skirt flies upward, exposing my panties to the group.

I can’t lift my head, I’m so scared and excited, but I hear the men around me laughing, whistling, and throwing catcalls.

“Damn, would you look at that ass!”

“She ain’t gonna know what hit her!”

“Oh, this is gonna be a fun one.”

One of them reaches out and kicks my hip, not hard, but enough to topple me over. I still feel paralyzed with my adrenaline, and I don’t even think to try to fix my skirt. My heart feels like it’s going to beat out of my chest.

I close my eyes and try to shut out everything around me, breathing deep. I feel myself calm just a bit. I close my legs tighter, and I can feel how wet and swollen my pussy still is. The man who fucked me earlier speaks up, “Sorry boys, I couldn’t help myself with this one. I already got her ready for ya.” He laughs, and the others join in.

“She a good lay?” They ask him, and I remember in detail how it felt to be fucked behind the shelves. Pleasure stabs from my sex through my body, and I feel myself getting excited again for what’s to happen.

I feel a shift in the bed in front of me and I open my eyes. A different man is on his knees in front of me, and he grabs me roughly to turn me on my back. My arms hurt beneath me, but my attention is on his hands. He’s grabbing my knees and spreading my legs wide. Fear and excitement are forming a storm inside me, and I can’t get any words out, though I want to scream for them to fuck me hard.

I don’t say anything, but it seems like this man can see it in my eyes. He takes out his cock, and pulls on my panties hard, both yanking them down my thighs and ripping some of the fabric. It pulls against my skin, stinging where he’s yanking the fabric. They fully tear off around my calves, and he tosses them behind him.

My skirt is no hinderance to him as he readies himself above me, hands firm on my knees, keeping my legs spread wide. My swollen pussy is exposed to the entire room, cum lightly leaking out of me. He takes a second to stare at me before thrusting hard.

Suddenly my pussy is filled again, and I feel every inch of him inside of me. He pauses, feeling my pussy constrict around his cock at the sudden intrusiveness. Somehow, I am able to keep myself from moaning in pleasure, but I can’t hide what my pussy’s doing to his cock. He must know by now that I’m enjoying this.

If he’s confused as to, he doesn’t show it. He’s done waiting inside me. He fucks me quickly, releasing pent up frustration on my body. He thrusts fast, and yanks down my shirt to expose my breasts to the group. I can feel them bounce as he fucks me. He grabs my waist, and digs his fingers in deep to fuck me harder. He fucks me faster, and I can’t help from arching my back, my only outlet at the pleasure I’m feeling.

It builds quickly, looking at the other men around me, waiting for their own turn. I’m so close to cumming, but before I can he gives one final thrust into me and stops, cumming deep inside me. I groan in frustration at once again not able to cum. “Oh yeah, take it.” He groans above me, sneering down. Everyone around me laughs.

He pulls out and leaves me, but is quickly replaced by another. This man turns me over and once again pulls my ass in the air. This time he pulls off my skirt, leaving my bare ass for everyone to see. He slides his cock up and down my slit before pushing inside. Oh god, he’s so big I can’t help a quiet groan from escaping, but I bury my face in the dirty, smelly mattress to try to cover it up, but not before he heard my pleasure. He doesn’t waste any time like the last guy.

He slams into me with such force that I rock back and forth as he fucks me. I curl my hands into fists as the pleasure consumes me again. My cunt is wet and slippery, and I have no problem accommodating his size, but fuck he is filling me up so completely. He slaps my ass over and over as he slams into me, and my head goes fuzzy with pleasure and pain, unable to stop myself from moaning into the mattress.

The pleasure is burning through me, and I’m finally granted the orgasm I’ve been wanting. He’s so rough, it sends me over the edge. My pussy clamps around his cock, and I can feel every inch of him slamming in and out of me. I scream into the mattress and let the pleasure roll through my body. The force of it brings tears to my eyes.

He reaches over and painfully grips a fistful of my hair and pulls my head up. My tears roll down my cheeks and he sneers to everyone, “The bitch just came, fellas.” They all laugh and jeer at me. Damn, it was amazing. And I want more.

He keeps my head up as his own orgasm hits, and he slams into me even harder as he rides it out, slamming into me even as his cum shoots out. Three more sharp thrusts and he’s done, quickly releasing my head and pulling out without even a second thought. As if I was nothing to him, now that he had cum. I probably wasn’t.

Another gets behind me and I’m readying myself for another assault, but he takes the time to untie my hands instead. My arms hang limp at my sides, it feels so good to let them go. Another man kneels in front of my face and I can see he’s naked. He’s stroking his hard cock in front of and above my face, and he reaches down to pull me up.

I’m on my hands and knees now, and the man behind me is sliding his cock along my slit, getting it as wet as possible. I think I know where this is going.

He presses against my asshole, and I relax my body. The head goes in, slowly at first until the resistance slackens, and the head pushes in fully. I hear a satisfied sigh from behind at the same time I gasp at the tightness. The man in front of me utilizes the opportunity and shoves his cock deep in my mouth in one thrust.

The man in front of me thrusts quickly and shallowly, getting it wet. The man behind me is slowly pushing himself in my tight asshole, barely giving my body enough time to adjust to him. Finally, it’s buried in my ass as far as he can go. Slowly he thrusts in and out, using his own spit and my juices to lube his way. It’s enough to let him fuck me, but it’s both painful and pleasurable.

The man in front of me shoves his cock down my throat, and instinctively I tense up, giving the man in my ass a pleasurable surprise. “Oh fuck yeah, she’s tight.”

My brain fuzzes more as they both speed up, fucking me as quickly as each hole will let them. The hands on my head are forcing me down on his cock as he thrusts forward, and it’s not long before both of them are slamming as deep as they can go and shooting their cum inside me.

They both pull out and I want to collapse, I feel so exhausted. The pain is lessening, but I didn’t really care about it at the time, it felt so good.

There’s not much restraint after each of my holes had been used. Loosened up, two men get their cocks in my pussy and ass, and when they thrust at the same time, I nearly lose my own resolve and scream in pleasure right then. How long until I don’t care anymore and I’m screaming for them to fuck me more?

When they’re done, two more men take their place. I’m turned around and laid on my back on the man beneath me as his cock slides into my loosened asshole. Another steps up and slides into my soppy cunt. I’m moaning in pleasure and pain, letting them slide my body up and down on both their cocks.

A third man stands in front of me, legs on either side, and forces my head on his cock. I can feel him fill my entire mouth and he slides easily into my throat. Only this time, he doesn’t come back up. He thrusts shallowly, keeping him down my throat the entire time, cutting off my air completely.

I consider tapping his leg when I realize I can’t breathe, but I don’t. I want to see where this goes, feel their control over me. None of the men have cum, and they won’t stop until they have. The pleasure builds so quickly the orgasm slams through my body with almost no warning. All of a sudden I’m cumming so hard, a cock in each of my holes, and I try to scream around the cock in my throat, but nothing comes out. My eyes roll in the back of my head, and I pass out.

When I wake up, I can’t tell how long it’s been, but I’m lying on my stomach and there’s a cock getting ready to fuck my ass again, waiting for me to wake up. It seems like they stopped after I passed out, but now that I was waking up they were getting ready again. I grip onto the mattress and all of my reserve is gone. I scream loudly into the room, letting out all of my pent up frustration at not being able to scream in pleasure. Everyone knows, now.

He shoves his cock in my ass, and I let it out, letting everyone hear my pleasure, how much I love it, how much I don’t want it to stop. Oh God, please never stop! I cum again immediately, my ass tightening even more around his cock, bringing another orgasm from him, shooting even more cum inside me. How can I possibly fit any more?

I can’t think of anything else for the rest of the night. Hour after hour my holes are filled with cock and cum. Eventually my holes are so filled with cum, it starts shooting out with each hard thrust.

When slivers of light shine through the windows, I have a moment of peace. My pussy and ass are so swollen, the holes almost look shut, like they couldn’t let anything else inside them. But that doesn’t stop the men.

All thirteen of them take one more round, their last one before they have to let me go at full light. They have to force their cocks inside my tight holes. I can barely get anything out of my sore throat, can barely use my voice. But I’m beyond pretending I don’t enjoy what they’re doing. I don’t have the mental will power to try anymore. No one says anything, but everyone knows I want them to keep going.

I know I didn’t pass out again, but I black out, sometime in the middle of everyone going one more round, and I can’t remember anything after that. My mind went blank as they fucked me, and the rest of the morning is a fog.



The next thing I know, I’m in the hospital with my friends and family around me, looking worried and relieved when I open my eyes. They all clamber around me, telling me how sorry they are, how brave I am, how strong I am to go through something like that. I thank them, tell them I’m OK, that my friends shouldn’t feel guilty.

I mean every word. Sometime in the night I was able to admit to myself that I genuinely wanted them all to fuck me, however they wanted. I’ll never

Thank you for reading! This was A Forced Choice.

Similar books by me:

Taken to the Warehouse

Mind Break (series)

Nanny in Training (series)

These and other books can be found at my author’s page here.
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