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Chapter One

The Greyhound bus hissed to a stop at the edge of Willow Creek, spitting Taylor out into a wall of Midwestern summer heat that wrapped around her like a lover's unwanted embrace. She squinted against the relentless sun, her backpack slung over one shoulder, the strap digging into the thin fabric of her white tank top. At nineteen, after a year at college in the city, everything about this place felt smaller, more suffocating—the cracked sidewalks, the faded storefronts, the endless stretch of cornfields whispering secrets to the wind.

Home. If you could call it that anymore.

She wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead, her auburn hair sticking to her neck in damp curls. The bus rumbled away, leaving her alone with the familiar drone of cicadas and the distant hum of a pickup truck. Taylor adjusted her cutoff denim shorts, the frayed edges riding high on her thighs, and started walking toward the heart of town. Or what passed for it: a diner, a gas station, and Greeley's Lanes, the old bowling alley where she'd spent last summer slinging sodas and resetting pins.

Money was tight—college loans didn't pay for themselves—and she needed her old job back. Jacob Greeley had always been good to her, in his gruff way. A widower now, she reminded herself. His wife, Martha, had passed six months ago. Overdose, the rumors said, but no one talked about it openly. Taylor felt a pang of sympathy as she pushed open the glass door to the alley, the bell jingling like an old friend.

Inside, the air was cooler but thick with the scent of lane oil, stale popcorn, and something metallic—maybe the ghosts of strikes long past. The place hadn't changed: rows of gleaming lanes under fluorescent lights, the clatter of balls echoing off scuffed walls, a handful of locals nursing beers at the bar. Behind the counter, wiping down a rack of rental shoes, was Jacob.

He looked up, and time stuttered.

Jacob Greeley was fifty-five, built like the trucks that hauled grain through town—broad shoulders, thick forearms veined from years of hard work, salt-and-pepper hair cropped short above a face lined with experience. His jaw was set in that perpetual shadow of stubble, and his eyes... God, those eyes. Steel gray, piercing, like they could strip you bare with a glance. They locked on her now, dragging slowly from her scuffed sneakers up her long legs, lingering on the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts under the sweat-damp tank top, before finally meeting her gaze.

Taylor's breath caught. She'd forgotten how intense he could be. Or maybe she hadn't noticed it last summer, too wrapped up in teenage distractions. But now, after a year of fumbling frat boys and awkward dorm hookups, his stare felt different. Heavy. Hungry.

"Taylor," he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the air between them.

He set down the shoe, straightening to his full height—easily six-two, towering over her five-six frame.

"Welcome home, little girl."

The nickname hit her like a spark. He'd called her that last year, a teasing nod to her youth, but now it sounded... filthy. Possessive. Heat bloomed low in her belly, unbidden, and she shifted her weight, pressing her thighs together against the sudden ache.

"Mr. Greeley," she managed, stepping closer to the counter. Her voice came out breathier than intended. "I... I was hoping you might have my old job open. For the summer."

His lips quirked, not quite a smile, more like the edge of a blade. He leaned forward, elbows on the counter, closing the distance. She could smell him—clean sweat, motor oil from tinkering with the pinsetters, and a hint of whiskey lingering from lunch, maybe.

"Call me Jacob, Taylor. You're not a kid anymore."

His eyes flicked down again, tracing the freckles across her collarbone, the way her tank top clung to her skin.

"And yeah. Job's yours. Start tonight?"

Relief washed over her, mixed with something sharper.

"Tonight? Sure. Thank you."

He reached under the counter and pulled out her old nametag—TAYLOR, in faded block letters. His fingers brushed hers as he handed it over, rough calluses against her soft skin. The touch lingered a second too long, his thumb grazing her knuckle, sending a jolt straight to her core. She pulled back, pinning the tag to her shirt with trembling hands.

"See you at five," he said, his gaze never leaving her face. "Don't be late."

She nodded, backing toward the door, her heart pounding like she'd just run a mile. Outside, the heat hit her again, but it was nothing compared to the fire he'd ignited inside.

By five, the alley was buzzing with the after-work crowd—factory guys in grease-stained shirts, families with screaming kids, the occasional date night gone wrong. Taylor tied on her apron, the familiar routine settling her nerves. She served drinks, wiped down counters, reset lanes when the machines jammed. But every time she moved, she felt it: Jacob's eyes on her.

He didn't stare openly. No, he was subtler than that. A glance as she bent to pick up a stray ball, his gaze sliding up the back of her thighs like a physical touch. A nod when she laughed with a customer, his jaw tightening just a fraction. By the end of her shift, her panties were soaked, her body humming with awareness she couldn't ignore.

What the hell was wrong with her? He was old enough to be her father. Widowed. Her boss. But as she clocked out and waved goodbye, catching one last look from him—dark, promising—she knew summer in Willow Creek was going to be anything but boring.


Chapter Two

Taylor's first shift back at Greeley's Lanes blurred into a haze of familiar chaos. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead like angry hornets, casting harsh shadows across the worn wooden lanes. Balls thundered down the alleys, pins exploding in chaotic symphonies that drowned out the country music crackling from the ancient jukebox. She moved through it all on autopilot—pouring drafts of cheap beer for the mill workers, wiping sticky spills from the snack bar counter, smiling politely at the families who treated the place like a second home.

But beneath the routine, something simmered. Jacob's presence was everywhere, even when he wasn't in sight. She'd catch glimpses of him in the back office through the half-open door, his broad frame hunched over paperwork, or out on the floor, resetting a jammed pinsetter with those powerful hands. Every time their paths crossed, the air thickened, charged with an unspoken electricity that made her skin prickle.

"Taylor, darlin', grab me a fresh rack of balls for lane six?" Old Mr. Harlan called from his stool at the bar, his voice raspy from decades of cigarettes.

She nodded, forcing a smile as she headed to the storage rack. Bending down to lift the heavy tray, she felt it again—that weight of eyes on her. Not Harlan's. Jacob's. He was across the room, ostensibly chatting with a customer, but his gaze was locked on her, dark and unyielding. It slid up the curve of her ass, exposed just a fraction more than intended by her short denim cutoffs, and lingered there like a caress. Heat flooded her cheeks—and lower, a traitorous warmth pooling between her thighs.

What the fuck, Taylor? she thought, straightening up too quickly, nearly dropping the balls. He's your boss. Old enough to be... She shook her head, banishing the thought, but her body betrayed her. Her nipples tightened against the thin cotton of her tank top, visible if anyone looked close enough. And Jacob was looking.

By seven, the crowd had thinned a bit, giving her a moment to breathe behind the counter. She leaned against the cool Formica, fanning herself with a laminated menu. The air conditioning in this place had always been shit, and today it felt like a sauna. Sweat trickled down her spine, making her clothes cling uncomfortably—or was that just an excuse for the way her mind kept drifting?

"Hot one tonight," Jacob's voice rumbled from behind her, close enough that she jumped.

She hadn't heard him approach. Spinning around, she found him inches away, towering over her. His shirt sleeves were rolled up, revealing those veined forearms, dusted with dark hair. A bead of sweat glistened at the hollow of his throat, disappearing into the open collar of his button-down. She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry.

"Yeah," she said, her voice a whisper. "Feels like the devil's breath out there."

His lips twitched, that almost-smile again.

"Devil's got nothing on Willow Creek in July."

He reached past her for a rag on the shelf, his arm brushing her shoulder. The contact was brief, innocent—except it wasn't. His skin was hot, rough, and the scent of him enveloped her: that mix of oil, sweat, and something primal that made her knees weak.

He didn't pull back right away. Instead, he lingered, his gray eyes dropping to her mouth, then lower, tracing the freckles across her chest where her tank top dipped low.

"You look good, Taylor. College agrees with you." His voice was lower now, gravelly, like he was sharing a secret.

She laughed nervously, tucking a curl behind her ear. "Thanks. It's... different. Bigger world out there."

"Mmm." He finally stepped back, but not before his fingers grazed her arm, sending sparks skittering across her skin. "Bigger ain't always better. Sometimes you need something... solid. Familiar."

The words hung between them, heavy with implication. Taylor's pulse raced, her mind flashing to images she shouldn't entertain: those hands on her, pinning her down, exploring the places no boy her age had ever truly satisfied. She pressed her thighs together, biting her lip to stifle a gasp.

Before she could respond, a group of rowdy teens piled in, demanding shoe rentals and lanes. Jacob nodded toward them. "Handle that. I'll be in the office if you need me."

As he walked away, she watched the flex of his back muscles under his shirt, the confident stride of a man who owned everything in his domain—including, it seemed, her wandering thoughts.

The rest of the shift dragged on, each hour amplifying the tension. By closing time, the alley was empty, the lights dimmed to a soft glow. Taylor wiped down the last counter, her body aching from the day's work—and from the constant awareness of him. She could hear Jacob in the back, the clink of tools as he tinkered with a machine.

"Lock up when you're done," he called out, his voice echoing through the empty space. "And Taylor?"

She paused at the door, key in hand. "Yeah?"

His head poked out from the maintenance room, eyes gleaming in the shadows.

"Good to have you back."

She nodded, slipping out into the night, the humid air doing nothing to cool the fire he'd stoked inside her. As she walked home under the stars, her mind replayed every glance, every touch. Sleep would be elusive tonight, she knew. And when it came, her dreams would be anything but innocent.


Chapter Three

The next few days at Greeley's Lanes melted into a rhythm that was equal parts comforting and torturous. Taylor showed up each afternoon, the sun still high and merciless, her skin already glistening by the time she pushed through the doors. The alley was her sanctuary from the boredom of small-town summer—until it wasn't. Until Jacob's presence turned every shift into a slow-building inferno.

On her third day back, he called her into the office mid-shift.

"Taylor," his voice crackled over the intercom, low and commanding, cutting through the din of crashing pins. "Need you in here for a minute. Schedules."

She wiped her hands on her apron, heart skipping as she navigated the narrow hallway to the back. The door was ajar, the room dim save for the glow of a desk lamp and the faint hum of an old fan stirring the stale air. Jacob sat behind his cluttered desk, papers scattered like forgotten confessions, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar to reveal a glimpse of tanned chest hair.

"Close the door," he said without looking up, his pen scratching across a notepad.

She did, the click of the latch echoing like a promise. The space felt smaller with the door shut, the walls closing in, trapping his scent—cologne sharp with cedar, undercut by the grease of machinery and a darker musk that made her stomach twist. She stood there, fidgeting, as he finally lifted his gaze.

"Come here." He gestured to the chair beside him, not across the desk. Up close.

Taylor sat, her knee brushing his under the table. He leaned in, spreading out the schedule sheet, his arm draping casually over the back of her chair.

"See this? Your shifts. I put you on more closings. Figured you could use the extra hours."

His breath was warm against her ear as he pointed, his finger tracing lines on the paper. Too close. She nodded, trying to focus on the grid of names and times, but all she could feel was the heat radiating from his body, the way his thigh pressed solidly against hers.

"Thanks, Jacob. I appreciate it."

He shifted, his free hand coming up to tuck a stray curl behind her ear. The touch was gentle, almost paternal—if not for the way his thumb lingered, skating down to brush the swell of her breast through her tank top. Just a graze, feather-light, but it sent a bolt of electricity straight to her core. She gasped softly, her nipples pebbling instantly.

"You've grown up nice," he murmured, his voice a gravelly whisper. "Real nice."

Her cheeks burned, but she didn't pull away. Couldn't. The air between them thickened, charged, until a knock at the door shattered it—a customer complaint about a sticky lane. Jacob pulled back, his expression neutral as if nothing had happened.

"Go on, handle that."

She fled the office on shaky legs, her panties damp, her mind reeling. What was he doing? What was she doing, letting him?

That night, alone in her childhood bedroom, the window cracked open to let in the chorus of crickets and the rustle of cornstalks, Taylor couldn't sleep. The sheets tangled around her legs as she replayed the moment, his thumb on her skin, the hunger in his eyes. She cupped her breasts, a moan escaping her as she felt the pressure. She began to circle her nipples, thoughts of his rough hands on her. Her hand slipped under her sleep shorts, fingers finding the slick heat between her thighs.

She imagined him climbing through that open window, silent as a shadow, his large frame filling the room. He'd pin her to the bed, his weight crushing her in the best way, his rough hands stripping her bare.

"Little girl," he'd growl, his mouth claiming hers, his fingers delving deep while the world outside slumbered on.

Her fingers slid from hole to clit, imagining him sliding his cock between her pussy lips, coating himself for the first thrust. Her fingers slid into her cunt, two at first. She pumped them in and out of herself, imagining it was his cock. She added a third finger, moaning as the thought of his thick cock penetrating her sent shivers down her spine. The dark, pink head of his cock sliding up and down her walls, the thickness of him filling her. Her other hand began to rub her clit. Slowly at first, then with a frenzied pace as she worked herself towards orgasm.

She came hard, biting her pillow to muffle the cry, her body convulsing with each wave of ecstasy that made her shudder. With the last aftershock subsiding, she pulled her fingers from her pussy and licked them clean, imagining it was his cum she was tasting. But the release only left her wanting more. Wanting him.

The next shift brought more of the same—subtle torments that blurred the line between boss and something darker. He assigned her to oil the lanes during a slow hour, leading her to the dimly lit gutters behind the pinsetters.

"On your knees," he instructed, his tone matter-of-fact, but his eyes gleaming as she complied.

The concrete was cool against her bare knees, the space tight and shadowed. Jacob knelt behind her—no, stood, his legs bracketing hers as he guided her hands with the oil applicator.

"Like this," he said, his palms covering her hips, thumbs digging into the soft flesh just above her shorts.

He rocked her forward in the motion, his groin brushing her ass with each pretend stroke.

Taylor's breath hitched, the friction igniting sparks. She could feel him hardening against her, thick and insistent, separated only by thin layers of fabric.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice vibrating through her. "Just like that."

By the time they finished, she was trembling, arousal soaking through her underwear. He helped her up, his hand lingering on her lower back, fingers dipping just under her waistband.

"You're a quick learner."

She mumbled a thanks and escaped to the bathroom, locking herself in a stall. Leaning against the wall, she touched herself frantically, imagining him bending her over the scorer's table instead, spanking her for distracting him all summer—hard slaps that stung and soothed, his cock teasing her entrance until she begged.

Her right hand went right to her clit, rubbing furiously, her legs spread wide. Her left hand squeezed her nipple eliciting pain, and pleasure at the same time. She imagined him biting her nipple, sending shocks down to her pussy. She bit her lip to stifle the moan trying to escape her throat.

The orgasm hit fast, but it wasn't enough. Nothing was.

Later that evening, as she cleaned her workstation, she found it: a cherry stem, knotted into a perfect loop, left right where her nametag usually sat. She knew without asking—he'd done it with his teeth, a silly bar trick turned intimate. She slipped it into her pocket, her fingers brushing it like a talisman, wondering what else that mouth could do.

Whispers from the other employees started filtering in, too. During a smoke break out back, Tammy, the part-time bartender with bleached hair and a perpetual scowl, lit up and leaned in.

"Watch yourself around Greeley, kid. He's... intense. Martha didn't just overdose. Word is, he drove her to it. Jealous type. Loved her too hard, if you know what I mean."

Taylor's stomach flipped, a mix of fear and forbidden thrill. "What do you mean?"

Tammy exhaled a cloud of smoke.

"Controlled everything—who she talked to, where she went. Fights got ugly. But she stayed. Guess she liked it rough." A shrug. "Just saying. He's got that look with you."

Taylor waved it off, but the words burrowed deep, fueling her fantasies with a darker edge. That night, as she drifted off, she dreamed of Jacob's jealousy turned on her—possessive hands, demanding mouth, a love that consumed.

And God help her, she craved it.


Chapter Four

Taylor's days at the bowling alley began to blur into a haze of heated glances and stolen touches, each one tightening the invisible knot Jacob was weaving around her. By her fifth shift, the routine felt less like work and more like foreplay—a deliberate dance where he was the lead, and she was helplessly following. The air in Greeley's Lanes carried a new weight, thick with unspoken promises and the faint, oily scent that now triggered a Pavlovian rush of heat between her legs.

That afternoon, the place was slow, the summer heat keeping most folks indoors. Only a couple of regulars lingered at the bar, nursing warm beers and trading stories about harvests gone wrong. Taylor was restocking the snack bar when Jacob approached, his footsteps heavy on the scuffed linoleum. He didn't say a word at first, just leaned against the counter, arms crossed over his broad chest, watching her with that predatory patience she'd come to crave and fear in equal measure.

"Need help with that?" he finally asked, nodding toward the box of candy bars she was unloading.

She shook her head, but he ignored it, stepping behind the counter—her space now invaded by his bulk. He reached up to the high shelf, his body pressing close, the front of his jeans brushing her hip. Taylor froze, inhaling sharply as his arm extended, muscles flexing under his rolled-up sleeves. His free hand steadied her waist, thumb hooking casually into the belt loop of her shorts, tugging her back against him just enough to feel the solid heat of his erection nestled against her ass.

"Jacob," she whispered, half protest, half plea. Her hands trembled on the box, the candy forgotten.

He hummed low in his throat, a sound that vibrated through her.

"Just helping, little girl."

But his thumb stroked circles on her hip bone, dipping under the hem of her tank top to trace bare skin.

"You smell good today. Like summer and sin."

She bit her lip, thighs clenching against the ache building low in her belly. The regulars were oblivious, backs turned, but the risk only heightened the thrill. His breath fanned her neck as he placed the last bars on the shelf, lingering far longer than necessary. When he finally stepped back, his hand trailed down her spine, fingers splaying possessively over the curve of her ass before withdrawing.

"Finish up," he said, voice rough. "Then come see me about that inventory list."

Taylor nodded mutely, her body thrumming like a live wire. She watched him saunter back to the office, his stride confident, unhurried, as if he hadn't just left her soaked and shaking.

In the quiet moments that followed, her mind wandered to the whispers Tammy had shared. Jacob's past loomed like a shadow, dark and intriguing. She shouldn't want a man with that kind of history—jealous, controlling, the kind who "loved too hard." But the thought of it, of him unleashing that intensity on her, made her pulse race. What would it feel like to be owned by him? To have those hands bruise her in passion, his voice commanding her submission?

She shook it off, focusing on wiping down the counter, but the fantasies crept in unbidden. Him dragging her into the storage room, shoving her against the racks, his mouth devouring hers while his fingers plunged deep, curling just right. "Mine," he'd growl, and she'd shatter, begging for more.

By evening, the alley picked up with the after-dinner crowd—families bowling strikes, couples sharing laughs over greasy fries. Taylor moved through it all in a fog, her skin hypersensitive, every brush of fabric against her nipples a reminder of his touch. When the rush died down, she headed to the office as instructed, knocking softly on the door.

"Come in."

He was at his desk, the lamp casting golden highlights on his silver-streaked hair. A Polaroid lay on the blotter—an old one, faded at the edges. Jacob with his arm around Martha, both smiling, but there was something in his eyes even then: a possessiveness that bordered on feral. He picked it up as she entered, studying it for a moment before tucking it away.

"Inventory," he said, sliding a clipboard across the desk. But as she reached for it, he caught her wrist, his grip firm but not painful. "Wait."

Taylor's heart hammered. "What?"

He stood, rounding the desk, crowding her against it. His free hand came up to her face, thumb tracing her lower lip.

"You've been avoiding my eyes all day. Why?"

"I'm not," she lied, but her voice wavered.

Up close, he was overwhelming—tall, solid, the lines of his face etched with grief and desire.

"Liar." He leaned in, nose skimming her temple, inhaling deeply. "I can smell it on you, Taylor. That want. It's driving me fucking crazy."

She whimpered, the sound escaping before she could stop it. His thumb pressed harder on her lip, parting them, and for a heartbeat, she thought he'd kiss her. Instead, he released her, stepping back with a dark chuckle.

"Take the list. We'll talk later."

Dismissed, she grabbed the clipboard and fled, her body a riot of frustration and need. In the storage room, checking off boxes of supplies, she found another gift: a small bowling trophy, the kind given out at leagues, but this one was engraved with "Martha's Favorite." His dead wife's? Why leave it for her?

Curiosity—and a twisted arousal—drove her to the old security system later that night, after most staff had gone. The tapes were archaic, but she knew where Jacob kept them. Heart pounding, she popped one in, fast-forwarding through mundane footage until... there.

Jacob and Martha, years ago, after hours. He had her pinned against the wall of lane 10, her skirt hiked up, his hand between her legs. She was moaning, head thrown back, as he fucked her with his fingers, his other hand around her throat—not choking, but holding, claiming.

"Say it," he demanded, voice distorted but unmistakable. "Who do you belong to?"

"You," Martha gasped. "Only you."

He spun her around, bending her over, his thick cock sliding into her wet pussy. He started fucking her hard and fast, the sound of slapping skin echoing in her ears, the camera capturing every thrust. She cried out, a mix of pain and pleasure, begging him not to stop.

Taylor watched, transfixed, her hand slipping into her shorts without conscious thought. She matched his rhythm on screen, fingers circling her clit, imagining herself in Martha's place—his cock splitting her open, his possession absolute. The orgasm crashed over her in the dim glow of the monitor, leaving her slumped and guilty, the tape still playing.

What was she becoming? And why did the darkness pull her in deeper?


Chapter Five

Taylor's world had narrowed to the confines of Greeley's Lanes, where every shadow hid a secret and every glance from Jacob felt like a brand on her skin. The video she'd watched—stolen moments of his raw dominance over Martha—played on loop in her mind, fueling nights of restless sleep and fevered touches under the covers. She told herself it was wrong, that peeking into his past made her some kind of voyeur, but the guilt only sharpened the edge of her desire. What would it feel like to be taken like that? To be owned, body and soul, by a man who knew exactly how to break you apart and put you back together?

The next day dawned sticky and oppressive, the kind of heat that made clothes feel like a burden. Taylor arrived for her shift in a sundress—light blue cotton that skimmed her thighs, the neckline dipping just low enough to show the freckles dusting her cleavage. Innocent enough for work, but she knew better. It was a test, a silent dare to see if Jacob would notice. If he'd react.

He did.

She felt his eyes on her the moment she walked in, a heavy gaze that tracked her from the door to the counter. He was polishing the ball return on lane one, his movements deliberate, muscles shifting under his faded tee. When she passed by to clock in, he straightened, wiping his hands on a rag.

"New dress?" His voice was casual, but his eyes darkened, raking over her like he could see through the thin fabric.

"Yeah," she said, forcing nonchalance as she punched her card. "It's hot out."

"Mmm." He stepped closer, the rag forgotten. "Looks good on you. Real good."

His hand brushed her arm as he reached past her for a tool, fingers trailing fire along her bare skin.

"Be careful bending over today. Might give the old timers a heart attack."

She laughed, but it came out breathy, her body already responding—nipples tightening against the dress, a familiar ache blooming between her legs.

"I'll try."

The shift dragged, each hour a tease. Jacob assigned her to the front desk, where he could watch her openly under the guise of managing the floor. Every time she leaned over to hand out shoes or score sheets, she sensed him staring, his jaw clenching. Once, when no one was looking, he came up behind her, pressing a stack of flyers into her hands.

"Put these out," he murmured, his chest grazing her back, his breath hot on her neck.

As she bent to arrange them on the counter, his hand settled on her lower back, sliding down to cup the curve of her ass through the dress. Firm. Possessive.

"Fuck, Taylor," he growled low, so only she could hear. "You're killing me in this."

She straightened, cheeks flushing, but didn't move away. "Jacob..."

He squeezed once, hard enough to make her gasp, then released her as a family approached.

"Later," he promised, his voice a dark rumble that echoed in her core.

By mid-afternoon, the alley emptied for the lunch lull, leaving them mostly alone. Jacob called her over to help with a "stuck mechanism" in the back room—a dim, cluttered space filled with spare parts and the hum of machinery. She followed him in, the door swinging shut behind them, sealing them in semi-darkness.

"Here," he said, pointing to a pinsetter component low on the wall. "Need you to hold this steady while I tighten it."

Taylor knelt, the concrete biting into her knees, her dress riding up her thighs. Jacob crouched beside her, close—too close—his thigh pressing against hers. As he worked the wrench, his free hand rested on her leg, fingers inching higher, tracing patterns on her inner thigh.

"Steady now," he murmured, but his touch was anything but.

It crept upward, brushing the edge of her panties, the heat of his palm making her squirm. She bit her lip, stifling a moan as his pinky grazed her through the damp fabric, a teasing stroke that sent sparks shooting up her spine.

"Jacob," she whispered, half-warning, half-invitation.

He paused, eyes locking on hers in the low light. "Tell me to stop."

She couldn't. Wouldn't. Instead, she parted her legs just a fraction, and he took it—his finger slipping under the lace, finding her slick and ready. He circled her clit slowly, watching her face, his expression feral.

"So wet for me already. Been thinking about this?"

"Yes," she admitted, voice breaking as he pressed harder, dipping inside her with one thick finger.

The stretch was exquisite, a promise of more. She rocked against his hand, chasing the building pressure, her hands gripping the machine for balance.

"Good girl," he praised, adding a second finger, curling them just right. "Let me hear you."

But voices echoed from the front—customers arriving. He withdrew abruptly, leaving her panting and aching.

"Not yet," he said, sucking his fingers clean with a wicked grin. "Tonight. Closing shift. Just us."

The rest of the day was agony. Taylor served customers in a daze, her body throbbing with unmet need, the taste of his possession lingering like a drug. When the last bowler left and the lights dimmed, she locked the doors with trembling hands, the alley falling silent except for the distant thunder of an approaching storm.

Jacob emerged from the office, his shirt untucked, eyes hungry.

"Come here."

She went, drawn like a moth to flame. He pulled her into the shadows behind the lanes, backing her against the wall where the security camera had captured him and Martha. "I've wanted this since you walked in that door," he confessed, his hands roaming—up her thighs, under her dress, yanking her panties aside.

"Wait," she gasped, even as her body arched into him. "Martha... I saw the tape."

He froze, then chuckled darkly.

"Naughty girl. Spying on me?"

His hand fisted in her hair, tilting her head back.

"She liked it rough. Begged for it. Just like you will."

Fear and arousal twisted inside her, but she nodded, surrendering to the pull. His mouth crashed down on hers, claiming, devouring, as the storm broke outside.

Tonight, the echoes of his past would become her present. And God, she was ready.


Chapter Six

The storm raged outside Greeley's Lanes, rain lashing the windows like furious accusations, thunder rumbling through the empty building like Jacob's voice in her dreams. Taylor stood in the shadows behind the lanes, her back against the cool wall of lane 10—the very spot where she'd seen him claim Martha on that grainy tape. Jacob's kiss was everything she'd fantasized and more: rough, demanding, his tongue invading her mouth with a hunger that bordered on violence. His hands were everywhere—fisting in her sundress, yanking the straps down her shoulders to expose her breasts to the dim emergency lights.

"Taylor," he growled against her lips, his teeth nipping at her bottom lip hard enough to draw a bead of blood.

The metallic tang mixed with the taste of him—whiskey and want.

"You've been teasing me all fucking day in this dress. Time to pay up."

She moaned, her body arching into his touch as his callused palms cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they ached. Lightning flashed outside, illuminating his face—eyes dark with possession, jaw set like he was holding back a storm of his own. His knee nudged her thighs apart, pressing against her core through the thin fabric, the friction making her gasp.

"Yes," she whispered, her hands clutching his shirt, pulling him closer. "Please, Jacob."

He chuckled darkly, one hand sliding down to hike up her dress, fingers hooking into her panties.

"Begging already? Good girl."

He tore the lace aside with a rip that echoed in the empty alley, his fingers finding her slick folds.

"So ready for me. Been thinking about this pussy all week."

But just as he plunged two fingers inside her, curling them against that spot that made stars burst behind her eyes, the power surged—lights flickering back on, the pinsetters humming to life. A distant siren wailed, the storm's fury peaking. Jacob froze, cursing under his breath.

"Generator must've kicked in wrong," he muttered, withdrawing his hand reluctantly.

Taylor whimpered at the loss, her body throbbing with denial. He pressed a hard kiss to her forehead, his erection straining against her hip.

"Not like this. Not rushed. Go home, little girl. We'll finish this soon."

She nodded, dazed, adjusting her dress with shaking hands as he walked her to the door. The rain soaked her on the short drive home in his truck, but it did nothing to quench the fire he'd lit.

That night, in her bed, sheets damp with sweat and arousal, she relived it all—his fingers, his words, the promise in his eyes. Her hand delved between her legs, imagining him finishing what he'd started, his cock replacing his fingers, stretching her until she screamed.

The orgasm came quick and unsatisfying, leaving her hollow. She needed him. All of him.

The next day, the alley buzzed with post-storm cleanup—puddles mopped, machines checked. Jacob acted normal, his gruff commands to the staff belying the heat in his glances toward her. But under her workstation, she found another gift: a delicate silver bracelet, engraved with "J.G." on the clasp. It was Martha's? No, too new, the metal untarnished. A claim. She slipped it on, the cool weight against her wrist a constant reminder.

Shifts blurred into erotic rituals. He called her into the office daily now, door closed, under the pretense of "training." He'd have her sit on the edge of his desk, legs dangling, as he stood between them, hands on her thighs while he "explained" inventory logs. His fingers would inch higher each time, teasing the hem of her shorts, brushing her inner thighs until she was squirming.

"Pay attention," he'd say, voice low, even as he slipped a hand under the fabric, stroking her through her panties. "Or I'll have to punish you."

"What kind of punishment?" she'd whisper, bold in the haze of lust.

His eyes darkened. "The kind that leaves marks."

He'd pinch her clit lightly, making her yelp, then soothe it with slow circles until she was on the edge—only to stop, sending her back to work aching and desperate.

Fantasies consumed her. At home, she'd lock her door, strip naked, and kneel on the floor, imagining him behind her, hands on her hips as he oiled her like the lanes—slick fingers preparing her for his cock. "Mine," he'd growl in her mind, thrusting deep while she fingered herself, coming with his name on her lips.

Whispers from coworkers grew louder. In the break room, over lukewarm coffee, Sam the mechanic leaned in.

"Greeley's got that look again. Like with Martha. Possessive as hell. She couldn't even talk to other guys without him flipping. Ended bad, you know?"

Taylor's heart raced, a thrill of danger mixing with desire. "What happened?"

"Fights. Bruises she called 'love marks.' Overdose was the official story, but some say he pushed her too far." Sam shrugged. "Just watch your back, kid."

But the warnings only fueled her. That night, she dreamed of Jacob's jealousy—him dragging her from a bar after a harmless flirt, bending her over his truck hood in the rain, fucking her hard to remind her who she belonged to. She woke soaked, the bracelet glinting in the moonlight like a collar.

Closing shifts became their playground. Alone after hours, he'd corner her in the storage room, pressing her against shelves lined with balls and shoes. "Show me," he'd command, guiding her hand to her own breast, making her touch herself while he watched, his cock hard in his jeans.

"Jacob, please," she'd beg, fingers circling her clit under his gaze.

"Not yet," he'd say, stroking himself through the fabric. "Make yourself come first. Let me see."

She'd obey, shattering under his command, but he'd leave her wanting more—always more.

The knot tightened. Possession beckoned. And Taylor was ready to be tied.


Chapter Seven

The storm hit Willow Creek like a vengeful god, dark clouds swallowing the sky as thunder cracked overhead, shaking the foundations of Greeley's Lanes. Rain pounded the roof in relentless sheets, and lightning illuminated the empty parking lot in stark flashes. Inside, the power flickered once, twice, then died—plunging the town into blackness. But not the alley. The old generator in the back hummed to life with a guttural roar, casting the space in the eerie red glow of emergency lights. The lanes gleamed like blood-slicked rivers under the dim illumination, the air thick with the scent of ozone, lane oil, and anticipation.

The last customers had bolted at the first rumble, muttering about flooded roads and power outages. Taylor waved them off with a forced smile, her heart pounding not from the weather, but from the knowledge that it was just her and Jacob now. Alone. The tension that had been building all summer coiled tight in her chest, a spring ready to snap.

"Lock up," Jacob called from the storage room, his voice rough, edged with something darker than the storm.

She did, the click of the deadbolt echoing like a starting gun. Her sundress from yesterday had been swapped for her usual tank top and shorts—practical, but it didn't matter. Jacob's eyes had devoured her all shift, promising retribution for the teasing. She found him in the back, surrounded by shelves of supplies, inventory clipboard in hand. The emergency lights painted him in crimson shadows, making his broad frame look even more imposing, his silver-streaked hair glowing like embers.

"Help me finish this," he said, not looking up. But his knuckles were white on the board, betraying the strain.

Taylor nodded, stepping closer, the air between them crackling like the lightning outside. They worked in silence at first—counting boxes of score sheets, tallying rental shoes—the proximity unbearable. Every brush of their arms sent sparks skittering across her skin. She reached for a stack of papers on a high shelf, stretching on her toes, and felt him behind her, his heat enveloping her like the humid night.

The stack slipped from her fingers, scattering across the floor. They both bent to gather them, knees brushing, faces inches apart. Time froze. His gray eyes locked on hers, stormy and shredded, grief and hunger warring in their depths.

"You've been killing me all summer, Taylor," he rasped, voice like gravel under tires.

She swallowed, her breath shallow. "I know."

That was all it took. He snapped.

Jacob surged forward, slamming her back against the shelves with a force that rattled the metal. His mouth crashed down on hers—brutal, starving, devouring. She tasted whiskey on his tongue, sharp and burning, mixed with the salt of his grief, the raw need he'd buried since Martha's death. Taylor moaned into the kiss, her hands fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer as if she could absorb his pain, his darkness.

His hands were everywhere, rough and demanding. He yanked her tank top down in one swift motion, bra following, exposing her breasts to the cool air. He broke the kiss to stare, growling low in his throat at the sight—her nipples hard and begging.

"Fuck, look at these tits. Perfect little things."

He cupped them roughly, thumbs flicking the peaks before his mouth descended, sucking one nipple hard, then biting down just enough to bruise.

Taylor cried out, the pain blooming into pleasure, her back arching off the shelves.

"Jacob—oh God—"

He switched to the other, teeth grazing, tongue soothing, his free hand sliding down her body to grip her hip, pinning her in place. She was soaked already, her shorts damp against her thighs, the ache between her legs throbbing in time with her pulse.

With a grunt, he lifted her onto the workbench, the wood cold against her ass through the thin fabric. His fingers hooked into her shorts and panties, ripping them off in one violent tug—the sound of tearing denim lost in the thunder. He spread her thighs wide, forcing her legs apart with his knees, his gaze dropping to her exposed pussy. She was dripping, slick and swollen, and he stared like a man possessed.

"Look at you," he murmured, voice thick with lust. "Nineteen and dripping for a man old enough to be your daddy. My little slut, aren't you?"

Taylor whimpered, nodding frantically, too far gone to deny it.

"Yes—yours—"

He dropped to his knees without warning, his broad shoulders wedging between her thighs, hands gripping her hips to hold her open. No teasing, no gentle buildup—just his mouth on her, savage and relentless. His tongue plunged deep, lapping at her like he was starving, while his fingers joined in, two thick digits curling inside her, stroking that spot that made her vision blur.

"Oh fuck—Jacob!"

She screamed, her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer as he devoured her. His stubble scraped her inner thighs, adding to the overload of sensation. He sucked her clit hard, teeth grazing just enough to edge pain, his fingers pumping in and out of her cunt faster, harder. The pressure built like the storm outside, coiling tight until it shattered.

Her first orgasm hit like lightning, ripping through her with such force she almost blacked out. Her body convulsed, walls clenching around his fingers, juices flooding his mouth as she screamed his name. He didn't stop, lapping her through it, drawing out every tremor until she was sobbing, oversensitive and begging.

Only then did he rise, his face glistening with her arousal, eyes wild. He flipped her over the workbench in one fluid motion, her breasts pressing against the rough wood, ass in the air. He kicked her legs wider, the sound of his zipper echoing like a promise. Taylor glanced back, heart racing, as he freed his cock—thick, heavy, veined like ropes, the head already leaking precum.

No words about protection. This was dark, raw, claiming. He notched himself at her entrance, one hand fisting in her hair to arch her back, the other gripping her throat—not choking, but holding, reminding her who owned her now.

"Say it," he demanded, pushing his cock in slow, inch by agonizing inch, splitting her open.

The stretch burned, exquisite and overwhelming, her body struggling to take him.

She sobbed, nails scraping the wood. "Yours—I'm yours—"

He thrust home with a guttural groan, burying himself deep.

"That's right. My little whore. My good girl. Mine now."

He set a punishing rhythm, fucking her raw and deep, each slam of his hips driving her forward. His hand in her hair pulled taut, the one on her throat squeezing just enough to make her lightheaded, heightening every sensation.

"Take it," he growled, pounding harder. "Take every fucking inch."

Taylor was lost, pleasure bordering on pain, her second orgasm building fast. But he wasn't done. Pulling out abruptly, he dragged her from the storage room to the lanes, the oiled wood slick under her feet. Thunder boomed as he pushed her down onto lane five, her back sliding on the polished surface.

"On your hands and knees," he ordered, voice shredded.

She obeyed, the lane cool and slippery beneath her. He knelt behind her, spreading her wide again, and thrust back in—deeper from this angle, hitting places that made her see stars. Pins stood sentinel at the end of the lane, mocking her as he fucked her like an animal, one hand reaching around to rub her clit.

The storm raged, lightning flashing in sync with his thrusts, the crash of thunder mirroring the slap of skin. Pins scattered in her mind, tumbling with every pound.

"Come for me," he commanded, fingers pinching her clit. "Now."

She shattered again, walls milking him as she screamed, collapsing forward. He followed with a roar, hips stuttering, coming deep inside her—hot spurts filling her, marking her as his. His fingers dug into her hips, leaving bruises like fingerprints, perfect imprints of his possession.

They collapsed together on the lane, breaths ragged, the storm ebbing outside. Jacob pulled her into his arms, his touch gentler now, but the darkness lingered in his eyes.

"Mine," he whispered, kissing her bruised lips.

Taylor nodded, spent and sated, knowing there was no going back. The night had broken them both—and bound them forever.


Chapter Eight

Sunlight filtered through the thin curtains of Taylor's childhood bedroom, casting a golden haze over the rumpled sheets. She stirred slowly, her body protesting with a deep, satisfying ache that radiated from between her thighs, up her spine, and into the tender spots where Jacob's fingers had dug in like anchors. She was sore—deliciously, ruinously sore—and as she shifted, she felt the sticky remnants of him leaking out, a warm trickle that made her cheeks burn with equal parts shame and lingering heat.

Oh God. What had she done?

Memories crashed over her like the storm from last night: his mouth on her, savage and unrelenting; his cock splitting her open, filling her so completely she thought she'd break; the way he'd growled "mine" as he came inside her, marking her from the inside out. He'd driven her home in silence afterward, the truck's headlights cutting through the rain-slicked roads. At her door, he'd kissed her forehead—soft, almost tender, like a lover sealing a promise. Not like a one-night mistake.

But now, in the harsh light of morning, it felt like exactly that. A mistake. He was fifty-five, widowed, her boss—old enough to be her father, for fuck's sake. And she'd let him—no, begged him—to fuck her like an animal on the bowling lane floor. Bruises bloomed on her hips, perfect imprints of his grip, and her nipples were raw from his teeth. She traced them gingerly in the mirror, her reflection a stranger: eyes bright with post-orgasmic glow, lips swollen, hair a tangled mess.

Euphoric. Disgusting. Both at once.

She showered, scrubbing hard as if she could wash away the evidence, but the hot water only heightened the sensitivity, her fingers lingering too long between her legs, replaying his touch. By the time she dressed—in baggy sweats and an oversized hoodie, hiding her body like armor—she'd decided: she couldn't face him. Not today.

She called in sick, her voice shaky over the phone. Jacob's response was gruff, concerned.

"Take care of yourself, little girl. Need anything?"

"No," she lied, hanging up before he could say more.

The nickname twisted in her gut, a reminder of how he'd used it last night, whispering it while he pounded into her.

The day blurred into avoidance—Netflix binges, junk food, restless naps where dreams of him invaded: his hands pinning her down, his voice commanding her to come. She woke wet and wanting, hating herself for it. What kind of girl fantasized about a man like that? One with a dark past, rumors of control and jealousy that had driven his wife to the edge. And yet, the thought of his possession terrified her... and soaked her.

She called in sick again the next day. And the day after. Texts from Jacob piled up:

"You okay?" "Miss you around here." Then, darker: "Don't make me come check on you."

On the fourth day, guilt—and dwindling savings—forced her back. She arrived late afternoon, hood up, eyes down, slipping behind the counter without a word. The alley was busy, the clatter of pins a welcome distraction. But she felt him immediately, his presence like a magnet pulling at her.

Jacob didn't approach at first. He watched from afar, his gaze a heavy weight on her skin—predatory, patient, like a wolf circling prey. When their paths crossed at the snack bar, he leaned in close, voice low.

"Good to see you back."

She nodded, not meeting his eyes, busying herself with napkins. But as she turned away, she found it: a folded note tucked under her nametag. Her hands trembled as she opened it.

"I can still taste you on my tongue. Sweet as sin."

Heat flooded her core, unbidden. She crumpled it, shoving it in her pocket, but the words burned into her mind.

More notes followed over the next shifts. Slipped into her locker: "Your cunt was made for me, Taylor. Tight and perfect." Left on the counter: "Stop running, little girl. Or I'll come get you myself."

Each one chipped at her resolve. She wore baggy clothes every day, avoided closing shifts by swapping with Tammy, cut conversations short. But at night, alone, she couldn't escape. Her fingers would wander, replaying the memory of his cock inside her—thick, unyielding, stretching her until pleasure blurred into pain. She'd come whispering his name, tears stinging her eyes.

Hating herself for wanting a man who could be her father. Terrified of the darkness in him, the possessiveness that had broken Martha. But God, the thought of it turned on her—his jealousy, his control, all focused on her. Soaked at the idea.

One weekend, desperate to "cleanse" herself, she went to a bonfire party with old high school friends. Beer flowed, laughter echoed, and a college boy—cute, her age, harmless—pulled her aside. In his truck, parked in the shadows, he kissed her neck, his hand slipping under her shirt, then into her jeans. Fingers fumbling, eager but unskilled, circling her clit.

It felt wrong. Mechanical. But she closed her eyes, trying to lose herself, to erase Jacob's touch. As the pressure built, her mind betrayed her—flashing to gray eyes, rough hands, that gravelly voice. She came hard, gasping "Jacob" instead of his name.

The boy froze. "What?"

Taylor bolted, tears streaming as she ran through the woods, the fire's glow fading behind her. She drove home crying, the ache deeper than before. No escape. He was in her, under her skin, owning her even in absence.

The notes kept coming. The longing grew. And the fracture in her soul widened, pulling her back toward the darkness she craved.


Chapter Nine

Taylor's avoidance stretched into another week, a fragile barrier against the storm raging inside her. She showed up for her shifts at Greeley's Lanes like clockwork, but she was a ghost—flitting from task to task with her head down, baggy clothes shrouding her body like a shield. No more sundresses or shorts that invited his gaze. No lingering after hours. She swapped every closing shift she could, pleading headaches or family obligations to Tammy, who raised an eyebrow but didn't push.

But Jacob was relentless in his subtlety. He didn't corner her, didn't demand explanations. Instead, he watched. Always watched. From the office doorway, across the lanes, behind the bar—his gray eyes tracked her like a predator biding its time. The notes kept coming, each one more explicit, more insistent, hidden in places only she would find: tucked into a shoe rack, slipped under a stack of score sheets, even folded into her apron pocket.

One read: "I dream of your screams, Taylor. The way you clenched around me when you came. Don't think I don't know you're touching yourself to the memory."

Another: "Your body knows who it belongs to. Stop fighting it, or I'll remind you myself."

She burned them after reading, but the words seared into her brain, igniting flashes of heat that left her flushed and aching during the most mundane moments. Wiping down a counter, she'd remember his hands on her hips, bruising her as he thrust deep. Serving a customer, she'd catch a whiff of lane oil and flash to the slick wood under her knees, his cock pounding into her from behind.

The guilt gnawed at her relentlessly. At home, she'd stare at her reflection, tracing the fading bruises—yellowing now, but still visible proof of her surrender. What kind of person was she? Lusting after a man twice her age, one haunted by a dead wife's shadow. The age gap loomed like a chasm: he had lived a full life, married, widowed; she was barely out of her teens, her experiences limited to clumsy college flings that paled in comparison to the raw intensity he'd unleashed.

And the rumors... they whispered louder in her mind. Overheard snippets from coworkers painted Jacob as a man of extremes—jealousy that bordered on obsession, control that had cracked Martha's spirit.

"He kept her on a short leash," Sam had said one smoke break, exhaling a cloud that mirrored Taylor's foggy thoughts. "Wouldn't let her out of his sight near the end. Love like that? It's poison."

Was that what she wanted? To be poisoned by him? The thought terrified her, yet in the quiet of night, it thrilled her too. Dreams twisted into nightmares of possession: Jacob chaining her to his bed, his hands marking her skin while he whispered dark promises. "No one else touches you. Ever." She'd wake gasping, her hand already between her legs, chasing the forbidden high.

Desperate for distraction, she tried dating apps—swiping through profiles of boys her age, their grins boyish and safe. One night, she met up with a guy named Tyler at the diner across town. Twenty-one, engineering major, harmless dimples. They talked about college, movies, the usual banalities. His hand brushed hers, and she let him kiss her in the parking lot—soft, tentative, nothing like Jacob's devouring claim.

But as Tyler's fingers fumbled under her shirt, grazing her breast, her mind rebelled. It wasn't enough. Wasn't him. She pulled away, mumbling excuses, leaving him confused and her frustrated. Driving home, tears blurred the road. Why couldn't she want normal? Why did her body crave the danger, the dominance that Jacob offered?

The next day at work, another note waited in her locker: "I know about the boy at the bonfire. And the one last night. They can't give you what you need. Only I can."

Her blood ran cold. How did he know? Was he following her? The idea should horrify her—stalking, invasion—but a twisted part of her thrilled at his jealousy, the proof of his obsession. She crumpled the note, heart racing, and avoided his gaze all shift. But when she glanced up once, catching him staring from across the room, his expression wasn't angry. It was hungry. Patient. Like he knew she'd break eventually.

That night, the turmoil peaked. Alone in her room, storm clouds gathering outside again, she stripped and knelt on the floor—mirroring her fantasies. Her fingers delved deep, imagining his cock instead, his voice commanding her to come. But as the orgasm built, guilt crashed in: flashes of Martha's rumored bruises, Jacob's grief-twisted face, the societal judgment of their age gap. She stopped, sobbing into her pillow, body denied and soul fractured.

How long could she run? The shadows were closing in, and deep down, she knew: surrender was inevitable. But the fear... the delicious, dark fear... kept her teetering on the edge.


Chapter Ten

Taylor's world had become a tightrope walk over an abyss of desire and dread, each step precarious, threatening to send her plummeting into the darkness below. Ten days had passed since that stormy night in the bowling alley, and the bruises on her hips had faded to faint shadows, but the marks on her soul burned brighter than ever. She moved through her shifts like a specter, her baggy hoodies and jeans a futile armor against Jacob's piercing gaze. He didn't push—not overtly—but his presence was a constant pressure, a hand at her throat that tightened with every ignored glance, every hasty retreat.

The notes had evolved from whispers to demands. One morning, she found one taped inside her locker door: "I can smell your fear, little girl. Mixed with that sweet want. Come to me tonight, or I'll take what's mine."

She tore it up, heart slamming, but the words lingered, coiling low in her belly. During a slow hour, as she restocked the bar, another appeared under a glass: "Remember how you screamed my name? That boy couldn't make you do that. No one can but me."

How did he know about Tyler? The diner date had been discreet, miles from town. Was he following her? The thought sent a chill down her spine—and a forbidden thrill straight to her core. Jealousy like that should repulse her, remind her of the rumors about Martha's isolation, her desperation. Instead, it made her wet, imagining him watching from the shadows, his possessiveness a cage she secretly yearned to enter.

That afternoon, the alley hummed with a league game—shouts of strikes and gutters filling the air. Taylor kept her head down, serving beers and wiping spills, but Jacob called her over to the office under the pretense of a payroll issue. She hesitated at the door, knuckles white on the frame.

"Taylor," he said, voice low and commanding from behind his desk. "In. Now."

She stepped inside, closing the door with a soft click that felt like a lock turning. He didn't rise, just leaned back in his chair, eyes raking over her hidden form.

"You look like shit. Hiding from me?"

"I'm not—" she started, but the lie stuck in her throat.

He stood then, rounding the desk slowly, like a predator savoring the hunt. She backed up until her ass hit the door, trapped. His hand came up, gentle at first, tucking a loose curl behind her ear. But then his fingers trailed down, cupping her jaw, thumb pressing on her pulse point where her heart betrayed her with its frantic beat.

"Liar," he murmured, leaning in until his breath ghosted her lips. "I see it in your eyes. The guilt. The shame. But underneath? That fire I lit. It's burning you up, isn't it?"

She whimpered, shaking her head even as her body leaned into him.

"We can't... the age... it's wrong."

He chuckled darkly, his other hand sliding under her hoodie, palm flat against her stomach, inching up to brush the underside of her breast. No bra today—another subconscious tease? His thumb circled her nipple through the fabric, pinching lightly.

"Wrong? Felt pretty fucking right when you were coming on my cock, begging for more."

Heat flooded her, soaking her panties in an instant. She gasped, thighs pressing together against the ache.

"Jacob, please..."

"Please what?" His hand dipped lower, cupping her through her jeans, fingers pressing the seam against her clit. "Please stop? Or please fuck you right here, against the door, until you admit you're mine?"

Tears pricked her eyes—frustration, need, fear. "I... I don't know."

He growled, grinding his palm harder, making her hips buck involuntarily.

"You do know. Your body's screaming it."

But then, voices echoed from the hall—a customer calling for service. He stepped back, leaving her panting, disheveled.

"Go. But think about this: next time you touch yourself to my memory, imagine me watching. Because I am."

She fled, spending the rest of the shift in a haze, body throbbing with denial. That night, the turmoil boiled over. Storm clouds gathered again, mirroring her mood as she paced her room. The bracelet he'd given her—still on her wrist, a silver reminder—gleamed mockingly. She stripped, lying on her bed, fingers trailing down her body as memories assaulted her: his mouth between her legs, his cock stretching her, his voice claiming her.

But as she circled her clit, guilt crashed in waves. Flashes of societal scorn—whispers of "gold digger" or "homewrecker," the vast chasm of their ages, the darkness of his past. Martha's ghost loomed, a warning: love like his consumed, destroyed. Yet the fear only heightened her arousal, pushing her closer to the edge.

She came with a sob, body arching, but it was hollow—unsatisfying without him. Curling into a ball, tears soaking her pillow, she whispered into the dark, "What am I doing?"

The breaking point was near. The edge sharpened. And surrender whispered her name.


Chapter Eleven

The storm returned to Willow Creek like an old lover, uninvited but inevitable, drenching the town in sheets of rain that turned the streets into rivers and the air thick with the scent of wet earth. Taylor stood at the entrance of Greeley's Lanes, umbrella forgotten in her car, watching the downpour as the last customer dashed out into the night. It was a closing shift she couldn't avoid—Tammy had called out sick, leaving her no choice but to face the quiet hours alone with Jacob.

Her heart thundered louder than the rain on the roof. A week of teetering on the edge had worn her down, the notes, the glances, the dreams chipping away at her resistance until all that remained was raw, aching need. She'd spent the day in turmoil, replaying every moment: the guilt over the age gap, the fear of his darkness, the whispers about Martha. But beneath it all, a truth had surfaced, bubbling up like a long-buried spring—she'd been in love with him long before this summer. Last year, watching him through the office blinds, admiring his quiet strength, fantasizing about his touch even then. His wife's death had only amplified it, his vulnerability drawing her in like a moth to flame.

Now, as the lights dimmed and the alley fell silent, she knew she couldn't run anymore.

Jacob emerged from the back, wiping his hands on a rag, his shirt damp from some repair, clinging to his broad chest. He stopped when he saw her, eyes narrowing, that predatory patience cracking just a fraction.

"Taylor."

She turned, rain pattering against the glass door behind her.

"We need to talk."

He nodded, gesturing to the office. "Come on."

The room felt smaller than ever, the desk lamp casting long shadows that danced with the storm's flashes. He leaned against the desk, arms crossed, waiting. Taylor paced for a moment, words tangling in her throat, before stopping in front of him, close enough to feel his heat.

"I've been avoiding you," she started, voice trembling. "Because... because I'm scared. Of us. Of this."

She gestured between them, her hand brushing his arm.

"You're so much older, Jacob. People will talk. And your past... with Martha... the rumors say you were possessive, controlling. That it broke her."

His jaw tightened, eyes darkening, but he didn't interrupt. Lightning illuminated his face, highlighting the lines of grief etched there.

"But the truth is," she continued, tears welling, "I've been in love with you for a while. Since last summer. I watched you, wanted you even then. And now... after that night... I can't stop thinking about it. About you. It terrifies me, but I crave it. Your touch, your possession. All of it."

Silence stretched, broken only by thunder. Then Jacob reached out, cupping her face, thumb wiping a tear from her cheek.

"Taylor," he rasped, voice thick with emotion. "You think I don't know fear? Losing Martha gutted me. She was my everything, but yeah, I loved her hard. Too hard, maybe. Jealous, yeah. Possessive as hell. It consumed us both."

His grip tightened slightly, not painful, but firm.

"But with you... it's different. You're light in my dark. I noticed you last year too—your laugh, your fire. Fought it 'cause you were too young, too innocent. But when you came back... Christ, I couldn't fight anymore."

He pulled her closer, their bodies aligning, his hardness pressing against her belly.

"I love you, little girl. Obsessively. Dangerously. If that's what you want... submit to it. To me."

Tears fell freely now, but she nodded, surrendering. "I do. God, I do."

His mouth claimed hers then, not brutal like before, but deep, worshipful—tongue exploring, hands roaming with reverence. He lifted her onto the desk, papers scattering, his body between her thighs.

"Let me show you," he murmured, stripping her hoodie off, then her tank top, bra following.

He kissed down her neck, sucking marks into her skin—claiming anew.

Taylor arched, fingers in his hair, as he worshipped her breasts, tongue laving her nipples until she moaned. His hand slipped into her jeans, finding her soaked, fingers delving deep.

"So wet for me," he groaned. "Always ready."

"Yes," she gasped, riding his hand. "For you."

He brought her to the edge slow, fingers curling, thumb on her clit, until she shattered with a cry. But he wasn't done. Unzipping himself, he freed his cock, guiding her hand to stroke him.

"On your knees, baby. Show me your submission."

She slid down willingly, the concrete hard but irrelevant. She licked the precum from the tip of his cock, anting to taste more. Taking him in her mouth, she sucked desperately, tears streaming— not from pain, but release. She could feel the veins now bulging from his rock hard cock sliding up and down her tongue. He fisted her hair, guiding her, thrusting gently at first, then deeper, fucking her throat until mascara ran black down her cheeks.

"That's it," he growled. "Take me. All of me."

He pulled her up before coming, bending her over the desk, jeans yanked down. He slid his dick up and down her soaked slit, coating his cock with her juices. She could feel that hard, pink head pushing against her hole as he prepared to penetrate her. He entered her slow, inch by inch, until he filled her completely.

"I love you," he whispered, thrusting deep, one hand on her throat, the other between her legs.

They moved together, emotional and raw, her sobs mixing with moans as another orgasm built.

"Come with me," she begged.

He did, roaring her name, filling her as she clenched around him, both crying in the aftermath.

Wrapped in his arms on the office floor, rain softening outside, Taylor whispered, "What now?"

"Now," he said, kissing her temple, "you're mine. Forever."


Chapter Twelve

The days following their confession blurred into a haze of stolen moments and deepening obsession, the storm's aftermath leaving Willow Creek cleansed but Taylor forever changed. She no longer hid under baggy clothes; instead, she wore outfits that teased—low-cut tops that revealed the freckles Jacob loved to trace with his tongue, skirts that rode up when she bent over the lanes. He noticed, always, his eyes darkening with that possessive hunger that made her pulse race.

At work, they played a dangerous game. During lulls, he'd pull her into the storage room, door barely shut, and press her against the shelves. "Can't keep my hands off you," he'd growl, fingers slipping under her skirt to find her already wet. Quick, frantic fucks—his hand over her mouth to muffle her moans, her nails digging into his back as he thrust deep, whispering dark promises.

"You're mine, Taylor. Every inch."

She submitted eagerly, the thrill of risk heightening every touch. But it wasn't just sex; it was ownership. He'd leave marks—hickeys on her throat, fingerprints on her thighs—that she covered with makeup, but secretly admired in the mirror. At home, he'd text her commands: "Touch yourself now. Send proof." She'd obey, snapping photos of her fingers buried deep, coming with his name on her lips.

Yet, the darkness lingered. Rumors swirled louder now—coworkers noticing their lingering glances, the way Jacob's hand brushed her lower back. Tammy cornered her one break: "Girl, you're playing with fire. He did the same with Martha—love bombs, then locks you down. You sure about this?"

Taylor waved it off, but doubt flickered. Was this love or obsession? The age gap gnawed at her in quiet moments—him experienced, her naive. But when he held her after, vulnerability cracking his tough exterior, sharing stories of his grief, she melted. "You heal me," he'd say, voice rough. "Don't ever leave."

One evening, after closing, no storm but the air heavy with unspoken words, Jacob led her to his truck. They drove to his house—a modest ranch on the town's edge, shadows of Martha everywhere: photos on the mantel, her bowling trophies gathering dust. He poured whiskey, pulling her onto his lap in the worn armchair.

"Move in," he said, not a question, his hand possessive on her thigh. "Be with me. All the time."

Her heart stuttered. "Jacob... it's fast."

His grip tightened, eyes flashing with that jealous edge.

"Fast? I've waited a year for you. Watched you flirt with those boys last summer, bit my tongue. Now you're mine. Say yes."

Fear and arousal twisted inside her—the control she craved, the danger she feared. But love won.

"Yes."

That night, he took her slow in his bed—their bed now—worshipping every inch. He ate her out for hours, edging her until she begged, tears streaming. Then he entered her, missionary, eyes locked.

"I love you," he murmured with each thrust, hand around her throat, squeezing just enough to make her lightheaded. She came undone, sobbing his name, and he followed, filling her with a groan.

In the afterglow, he slipped a ring on her finger—a simple gold band that had been Martha's, resized for her.

"Marry me," he said. "Tomorrow. No waiting."

She nodded, sealing it with a kiss. The shadows of doubt faded, replaced by the intoxicating pull of their dark union. Tomorrow, they'd elope. Forever bound.


Epilogue

The courthouse in the next county over was a squat, unremarkable building of faded brick and fluorescent lights, the kind of place where dreams were sealed with stamps and signatures rather than fanfare. Taylor stood on the steps, the late summer sun warming her skin through the white sundress Jacob had chosen—no bra, no panties, just thin cotton clinging to her curves like a second skin. His come still leaked down her thighs from the limo ride over, a deliberate reminder of his ownership that made her cheeks flush and her core ache with fresh want.

"You ready, little girl?" Jacob murmured, his hand possessive on her lower back, fingers dipping just under the hem to brush her ass.

She nodded, heart pounding with a mix of nerves and exhilaration.

"Yes. Forever."

They'd eloped that morning, no family, no friends—just them and a bored clerk who raised an eyebrow at the age difference but said nothing. Jacob slipped the gold band on her finger, his eyes dark with triumph as he vowed to love, honor, and possess her. Taylor echoed the words, her voice steady despite the thrill of submission humming through her veins. When the judge pronounced them man and wife, Jacob kissed her hard, right there in the sterile room, his tongue claiming her mouth as his hand fisted in her hair.

Back in the limo, he didn't wait.

"Hike up that dress," he ordered, voice gravelly with need. She obeyed, straddling him as he freed his cock, guiding her down onto it with a groan.

"Ride me, wife. Show me you're mine."

Taylor did, straddling him. She shuddered as his thick cock penetrated her pussy as she dropped herself down onto him. She began to bounce up and down on him with desperate fervor, the partition up but the driver surely hearing her moans. His hands gripped her hips, bruising anew, as he thrust up to meet her.

"Gonna fill you again," he growled. "Breed you. Put my baby in you."

The words sent her over the edge, clenching around him as she came, sobbing his name. He followed, pumping deep, holding her down until every drop was inside.

Six months later, winter's chill had settled over Willow Creek, but inside their home—their sanctuary—the heat never faded. Taylor stood barefoot in the kitchen, seven months pregnant, her belly swollen with their child, the gold choker around her neck engraved with "J.G.'s" glinting under the lights. She stirred a pot on the stove, the sundress stretched tight over her curves, breasts heavy and full.

Jacob came up behind her, his presence a shadow that enveloped her completely. His hands slid around her waist, one possessive over the swell of her belly, the other dipping between her legs to find her bare and wet.

"Missed you," he murmured, though he'd only been in the garage for an hour.

She leaned back into him, gasping as his fingers circled her clit.

"Jacob..."

He bent her over the counter gently, mindful of the baby, but his touch was firm, unyielding. Hiking up her dress, he freed himself and entered her slow, inch by inch, filling her with that familiar stretch.

"Mine," he growled, thrusting deep, hand still on her belly as if claiming them both. "All mine."

Taylor moaned, pushing back against him, the possession complete. She never stood a chance. Neither did he. In the darkness of their love, they'd found eternity.
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