
        
            
                
            
        

    
"Run," he growled, his voice low and commanding, a smirk playing on his lips as he leaned against the doorframe. "But know this—if I catch you, you’re mine."

She hesitated for a moment, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her eyes locked on his. The air between them crackled with tension, a mix of fear, excitement, and something deeper—something neither of them wanted to name. She took a step back, her bare feet brushing against the cool hardwood floor.

"Go," he urged, his tone softer now, almost encouraging. "Give me a chase worth remembering."

And with that, she turned on her heel and bolted, her heart pounding in her chest as she raced down the hallway, her laughter echoing behind her. He waited a beat, letting her get a head start, before pushing off the doorframe and giving chase. The hunt was on.

---

It had started innocently enough, as most things do. They’d met at a mutual friend’s party, the kind of gathering where the music was loud, the drinks were flowing, and the air was thick with the promise of something more. She’d noticed him almost immediately—tall, broad-shouldered, with a presence that commanded attention. He’d noticed her too, his gaze lingering a little too long, a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips whenever their eyes met.

They’d talked, at first about nothing in particular—the music, the drinks, the people around them—but as the night wore on, the conversation had shifted, growing deeper, more personal. She’d told him about her love of adventure, her need for freedom, her disdain for anything that felt too predictable. He’d matched her confession with one of his own—his love of the chase, the thrill of the hunt, the satisfaction of catching something—or someone—just out of reach.

It wasn’t long before the spark between them ignited into something more, something electric. They’d left the party together, the night air cool against their skin as they walked side by side, the tension between them palpable. He’d invited her back to his place, and she’d accepted without hesitation.

Once inside, the conversation had turned playful, the flirtation escalating with each passing moment. He’d teased her, his voice low and teasing, about how she seemed like the type who liked to be chased. She’d laughed, her eyes sparkling with mischief, and admitted that she did, that there was something thrilling about the idea of being pursued, of being caught.

That’s when he’d proposed the game—a chase, with rules they both agreed to. If she could get away, she was free to go. But if he caught her… well, that was a different story entirely. She’d agreed, a shiver of anticipation running down her spine as she considered the stakes.

---

Now, as she raced down the hallway, her pulse quickening with each step, she couldn’t help but smile. The thrill of the chase was intoxicating, her body alive with adrenaline as she darted around corners, her mind racing as she tried to outmaneuver him. She could hear him behind her, his footsteps steady and deliberate, his presence a constant reminder of what was at stake.

She turned a corner, her breath coming in short gasps as she searched for a place to hide. The house was large, with plenty of nooks and crannies, but she knew he’d find her eventually. That was part of the game, after all. The idea was to be caught, to give in to the inevitable, but she wasn’t going to make it easy for him.

She ducked into a closet, her heart pounding in her chest as she pressed herself against the wall, her breath shallow as she listened for his footsteps. She could hear him getting closer, his pace slow and measured, as if he were savoring the moment. She closed her eyes, her body tense with anticipation, waiting for the door to swing open.

But it didn’t. Instead, she heard his voice, low and teasing, just outside the door.

"Come out, come out, wherever you are," he murmured, his tone playful but with an edge of something darker, something more primal. She swallowed hard, her body responding to the sound of his voice in ways she couldn’t control.

She waited a moment longer, her mind racing as she tried to decide her next move. She could stay hidden, try to wait him out, or she could make a break for it, risk getting caught in the open. The thought of his hands on her, of his body pressing against hers, sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

Finally, she made her decision. She pushed the door open slowly, her eyes scanning the hallway for any sign of him. The coast seemed clear, so she stepped out, her heart pounding in her chest as she moved quickly, quietly, toward the stairs.

But she didn’t get far. Before she could take more than a few steps, she felt his arms wrap around her, his body pressing against hers as he pulled her close. She let out a gasp, her body collapsing against his as he turned her to face him, his eyes dark with desire.

She gasped as his hands slid down her body, gripping the fabric of her shirt. The sound of tearing fabric filled the air, and she felt the coolness of the room against her skin as he ripped her clothes away, leaving her exposed and trembling. His eyes raked over her, dark and hungry, and she could feel the heat of his desire radiating off him.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice low and rough, sending a shiver down her spine.

He dropped to his knees, his hands gripping her thighs as he pulled her toward him. She could feel the warmth of his breath against her most sensitive skin, and she let out a soft moan as his tongue traced a slow, teasing path up her inner thigh. Her hands tangled in his hair, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He didn’t respond with words. Instead, he pressed his mouth to her, his tongue flicking against her clit in a way that made her knees buckle. She gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair as he continued to explore her, his tongue moving with a skill that left her breathless.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth as she lost herself in the sensation.

But just as she was on the brink of giving in, a spark of defiance flared within her. She pushed against his shoulders, shoving him back with a strength that surprised even herself.

“No,” she said, her voice trembling but firm.

He looked up at her, his eyes narrowing in confusion, but she didn’t give him a chance to respond. She turned and bolted, her bare feet slapping against the hardwood floor as she ran.

“You think you can escape me?” his voice called after her, a mix of amusement and challenge.

She didn’t look back. Her heart pounded in her chest as she raced through the house, the cool air brushing against her exposed skin. She could hear him behind her, his footsteps steady and deliberate, a predator stalking his prey.

She ducked into a room, slamming the door shut behind her and pressing her back against it, trying to catch her breath. The room was dark, the only light coming from the moon filtering through the curtains. She could hear him outside, his footsteps slow and deliberate, as if he knew exactly where she was.

“Come out, little rabbit,” he murmured, his voice low and teasing, sending a shiver down her spine.

She stayed silent, her body trembling as she tried to think of a way out. But then, she heard him sniff the air, and she realized with a start that he was tracking her scent. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment, but there was also a thrill that ran through her, a mixture of fear and excitement.

She moved away from the door, creeping further into the room, her eyes scanning for a hiding place. But before she could find one, the door creaked open, and she froze.

He stepped inside, his eyes immediately locking on her. She could see the hunger in his gaze, the way his lips curved into a predatory smile.

“You’re not getting away that easily,” he said, his voice a low, husky growl.

She backed away, her heart racing as she tried to put distance between them. But he was relentless, his eyes never leaving hers as he advanced. She could feel the heat of his body radiating off him, the scent of him—masculine, primal—filling her senses.

“Please,” she whispered again, but this time it was not a plea for him to stop. It was a plea for him to take her.

He closed the distance between them in one swift movement, his hands gripping her waist as he pulled her against him. She could feel the hardness of his body pressing against hers, the way his heartbeat thundered in time with hers.

“You’re mine,” he growled again, his lips brushing against her ear before trailing down her neck, sending shivers through her body.

She moaned, her hands gripping his shoulders as she arched against him, the sensation of his mouth on her skin driving her wild.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice barely more than a whisper.

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His hands slid down her body, gripping her thighs as he lifted her, carrying her to the nearest surface. She felt the coolness of the wood against her back as he laid her down, his body covering hers.

His lips found hers in a kiss that was both possessive and tender, his tongue exploring her mouth with a hunger that mirrored her own. She moaned into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer, her body responding to his touch in ways she couldn’t control.

She felt his hand slide between her legs, his fingers probing her wetness, and she gasped, her hips arching against his hand.

“So wet for me,” he murmured against her lips, his voice filled with satisfaction.

“Yes,” she moaned, her body trembling with need.

He didn’t make her wait any longer. He positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locking onto hers as he thrust into her, filling her completely.

She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, his thrusts deep and relentless. The sensation of him inside her was overwhelming, and she could feel the pleasure building within her, coiling tight in her belly.

“You’re mine,” he growled again, his breath hot against her ear as he continued to pound into her, his body moving with a primal rhythm that left her breathless.

“Yes,” she moaned, her body responding to his every movement, the pleasure building to a crescendo.

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice low and rough, and she obeyed, her body convulsing around him as the wave of pleasure crashed over her.

He followed her over the edge, his own release shuddering through him as he buried himself deep inside her, his breath hot against her neck as he whispered her name.

She lay there, breathless and trembling, her body still humming with the aftershocks of their release. His weight pressed her into the mattress, his breath warm against her neck as he held her close. But even in the haze of pleasure, her mind was already racing, plotting her next move. She wasn’t done yet. The thrill of the chase, the game of cat and mouse—it was far from over.

“You think you’ve won,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, but laced with a defiance that made his grip tighten slightly.

He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down her spine. “Haven’t I?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she waited, biding her time until she felt his body relax ever so slightly, his hold on her loosening. That was her moment. With a sudden burst of energy, she twisted in his arms, surprising him with her strength. Her elbow connected with his ribs, and he grunted in surprise, his grip slipping just enough for her to wiggle free.

She was on her feet in an instant, her heart pounding as she darted towards the door. Behind her, she could hear him cursing, the sound of the bed creaking as he pushed himself up. She didn’t look back. She couldn’t.

The bathroom was her destination, and she sprinted towards it, her bare feet slapping against the hardwood floor. She slammed the door shut behind her, locking it just as she heard his heavy footsteps approaching.

“Open the door,” he commanded, his voice low and dangerously calm. But there was an edge to it, a hint of the predator lurking just beneath the surface.

She leaned against the door, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. “No,” she said, her voice trembling but resolute.

There was a pause, and then she heard him sigh, the sound heavy with frustration. “You’re only making this harder on yourself.”

She didn’t respond. Instead, she turned on the faucet, the sound of running water masking her movements. But she wasn’t interested in water. She had a different plan.

She stripped off what remained of her tattered clothing, standing naked in front of the mirror. Her reflection stared back at her, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and excitement. She could feel it—the adrenaline coursing through her veins, the primal need to escape, to outwit him. But there was something else too, something darker, more primal. She wanted him to catch her.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine, but she pushed it aside. Now wasn’t the time for such thoughts. She needed to focus.

She crouched down, positioning herself carefully, and then she let go. The sound of her urine hitting the tile floor was loud and unmistakable, and she heard him curse again, his frustration growing.

“What the hell are you doing in there?” he demanded, his voice rising.

She didn’t answer. Instead, she grabbed a towel, soaking it in the liquid before wringing it out. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what she was about to do.

She unlocked the door, and before he could react, she flung it open, hurling the soaked towel at him. It hit him square in the chest, the smell assaulting his senses as he stumbled back in surprise.

She didn’t wait. She bolted past him, her bare feet slapping against the floor as she sprinted towards the back door. She could hear him cursing behind her, the sound of his footsteps chasing after her, but she didn’t look back.

The cool night air hit her like a wall as she burst out the door, the grass damp beneath her feet as she ran towards the tree line. The forest loomed ahead, dark and foreboding, but she didn’t hesitate. She plunged into the shadows, the trees closing in around her as she disappeared into the night.

The forest was alive with sounds—the rustling of leaves, the distant hoot of an owl, the occasional snap of a twig beneath her feet. She ran, her heart pounding in her chest, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She didn’t know where she was going, only that she needed to keep moving, needed to stay ahead of him.

But even as she ran, she could feel him—he was close, his presence a palpable force that seemed to follow her wherever she went. She could almost feel his breath on the back of her neck, his hands reaching out to grab her. She stumbled over a root, catching herself just in time, her hands scraping against the rough bark of a tree.

She paused, her chest heaving as she tried to listen, to determine how close he was. The forest was eerily silent, the only sound her own labored breathing. And then she heard it—a low, guttural growl that sent a shiver down her spine.

“You can’t run forever,” his voice echoed through the trees, sending a jolt of fear and excitement through her.

She turned, her eyes wide as she searched the darkness for any sign of him. But he was a shadow, a ghost, moving through the trees with a predatory grace that made her heart race.

She bolted again, her legs burning as she pushed herself to go faster, to stay ahead of him. But she could feel him closing in, his presence growing stronger with every step she took.

And then she felt it—his hand closing around her wrist, yanking her back against his chest. She gasped, her body trembling as his breath brushed against her ear.

“Got you,” he growled, his voice low and rough, sending a thrill of fear and desire through her.

She struggled in his grip, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she tried to twist free. But his hold was unyielding, his fingers digging into her wrist with a possessiveness that sent a shiver down her spine. “Let me go,” she whispered, her voice trembling despite the defiance in her eyes.

“No,” he growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. His other hand slid around her waist, pulling her flush against his body. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the hard planes of his chest pressing into her back. His breath was hot on her neck, and she could hear the faint sound of his heartbeat, steady and strong, contrasting with the frantic rhythm of her own.

She squirmed, her bare feet digging into the dirt as she tried to push him off. But he was too strong, too solid. His grip tightened, and she let out a small cry as he spun her around, pinning her against a tree. The rough bark scraped against her back, but she barely noticed. Her eyes were locked on his, dark and hungry, and she felt a familiar heat pooling low in her stomach.

“You’re mine,” he said, his voice a command, not a question. His hand came up to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. She jerked her head away, but he caught her chin, forcing her to look at him. “Say it.”

“No,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. But even as she said it, she could feel her resolve wavering. There was something in the way he looked at her, something in the way he touched her, that made her want to give in, to let him take control.

“You will,” he said, his voice soft but firm. He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “You want this as much as I do.”

She shivered, her body betraying her as she felt the heat of his breath on her skin. He was right, and she hated it. She hated how much she wanted him, how much she craved the way he made her feel.

“I hate you,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“No, you don’t,” he said, his lips curving into a smirk. He leaned in, his mouth capturing hers in a kiss that was both punishing and tender. She tried to resist, pressing her hands against his chest, but it was useless. His tongue pushed past her lips, claiming her, dominating her, and she felt herself melting into him.

When he finally pulled away, she was breathless, her lips swollen and her body aching with need. “You’re mine,” he repeated, his voice low and rough.

She shook her head, but he didn’t give her a chance to argue. In one swift motion, he spun her around, pushing her face into the dirt. She let out a startled gasp, the rough ground scraping against her cheek. Her hands scrambled for purchase, but he pinned her down, his weight pressing her into the earth.

“What are you—” she started, but her words were cut off as she felt his hand on the back of her neck, holding her in place. She could hear the rustle of fabric as he undid his pants, and she felt a surge of panic mixed with an undeniable thrill of anticipation.

“You’ve been asking for this,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. His fingers gripped her hips, pulling her up onto her knees. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet there was something intoxicating about the way he handled her, the way he took control.

She tried to protest, but the words caught in her throat as she felt the tip of his cock press against her entrance. She gasped, her body tensing as he pushed inside her, his girth stretching her in a way that made her head swim. She could feel every inch of him as he sank deeper, his hands gripping her hips tight enough to leave bruises.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice filled with a raw hunger that sent a shiver down her spine. He pulled out almost all the way before slamming back into her, the force of it making her cry out. She could feel the dirt beneath her hands, her nails digging into the ground as he set a brutal pace, his hips slapping against her ass with every thrust.

The pain was sharp, almost unbearable at first, but soon it began to mix with pleasure, a delicious ache that radiated through her body. She could feel herself clenching around him, her body betraying her as it responded to his dominance. She hated how much she loved it, how much she craved the way he made her feel.

“You’re so tight,” he growled, his hands tightening on her hips as he drove into her. “You were made for this, for me.”

She wanted to deny it, to tell him he was wrong, but the words wouldn’t come. All she could do was moan as he fucked her, the sound muffled by the dirt pressed against her face.

“Say it,” he demanded, his voice rough with need. “Say you’re mine.”

She shook her head, even as her body arched into his, welcoming him deeper. He chuckled darkly, his hands sliding up her back to grip her shoulders. “You will,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You’ll say it before I’m done.”

He thrust into her harder, his cock hitting a spot that made her cry out, her body trembling with pleasure. She could feel herself getting close, the heat building inside her with every stroke.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Please what?” he asked, his tone taunting.

“Please, don’t stop,” she gasped, the words tumbling out before she could stop them.

He laughed, a low, satisfied sound that sent a thrill through her. “Good girl,” he said, his voice filled with approval. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back as he continued to drive into her, his pace unrelenting.

She could feel the tension building, her body coiling tighter and tighter until she was on the edge, teetering on the brink of release. “I— I’m yours,” she finally gasped, the words slipping out in a desperate moan.

“That’s right,” he growled, his voice filled with triumph. He slammed into her one final time, his hands gripping her hips as he came, filling her with his warmth. She cried out, her body convulsing as she reached her own climax, the pleasure washing over her in waves.

He stayed inside her for a moment, his breath hot against her back as he caught his breath. Then he pulled out, leaving her feeling empty and exposed. He grabbed her arm, pulling her up onto her knees and turning her to face him. His eyes were dark, filled with a hunger that made her heart race.

“You’re mine,” he said, his voice low and rough. “Don’t ever forget that.”

She stared at him, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. She wanted to argue, to tell him he was wrong, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, she nodded, her body still trembling from the intensity of what had just happened.

He smirked, his hand coming up to brush a strand of hair from her face. “Good girl,” he said, his voice filled with satisfaction. Then he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was both possessive and tender.

She shivered, her body still buzzing with the aftershocks of her climax. He pulled away, his eyes locked on hers as he reached down, his hand gripping her chin. “Now, let’s see how well you can run after that,” he said, his voice low and dangerous.

She swallowed, her heart pounding in her chest as she realized the game wasn’t over. He released her, stepping back and watching her with a predatory gleam in his eyes. She hesitated for a moment, her body still aching from what had just happened, but then she turned and bolted into the trees, the sound of his laughter following her.

“Run, little rabbit,” he called after her, his voice filled with amusement.
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