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 Chapter 1

 

X

I pull the collar of my jacket up as the wind blows harder.  It’s a cold damp night and I’m stuck on this roof looking at this dull motherfucker. All he does is eat, shit and sleep.  I look through my binoculars again to see my target walk through his apartment to his bedroom.  I’ve got another two weeks of trailing him before I can lift him.  He makes his way to the bathroom, and it’s not long before his lights are out.  I pull my notepad out to jot down tonight’s highlights.  I lift my binoculars one last time to ensure he is down and still inside.

I see curtains move out of the corner of my eye and I swiftly bring my focus to the movement.  I relax seeing it’s the apartment next to my target.  A kid wearing a black hoody standing and looking out of his window.  His hood is obstructing my view of his face. I look behind him and I can see his gaming console and large monitor screen glowing in the background.  He goes back to his gaming screen after a few moments. I get a strange vibe from that kid.  Being in my line of business, you always trust your gut instincts.  Glancing at my watch, it’s nearly 1 am.  I make my way downstairs onto the quiet streets.  My phone vibrates I look around. I always keep myself aware of my surroundings. I answer the call.

“How’s the job?”

“How do you think?  This fucker is so dull, I’m considering retiring at this point.”

Wolf chuckles.

“You’re only thirty.  There are a few years left in you. You will do the job in time?”

“Have I ever let you down?”

Wolf pauses.  “No.  Perhaps you should take a break for a while after this one?”

“I will consider it,”  I say as I lie to him.  I would rather have a monotonous job than be spending time in my own head.

“Catch up with you when the job is complete.”

I grunt, letting him know I’m done with this conversation.  I disconnect the call and slip my phone back into my pocket just as I reach the underground parking and make my way to my car.  Wolf taught me everything I know about the business.  He just didn’t expect me to excel at such a young age.  He gave me structure and purpose. We both make good money by me killing and torturing people. I feel without his guidance I would be sitting in a jail cell right now.  One of the few people I can tolerate is him. Being able to torture this fuck for nearly three weeks will be my reward for my patience. I start the car engine up and head towards my empty apartment to get some sleep tonight.  I will see him soon enough.
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 Chapter 2

 

Katiana

I look in the mirror at the dark circles under my eyes, and my messy bedhead hair sticking out in all directions.  I can never sleep and when I do, it’s only for a few hours at a time, if at all.  Reading and gaming keep me sane and occupied.  I shake my head at my thoughts and turn away to get showered.   I’ve been working from home since the pandemic.  At least I don’t have to make the effort of going out and commuting to work.  I work better on my own with a laptop.  Machines I can deal with, people not so much.

After showering and changing my clothes, I get my coffee and walk into my living/office.  My desk faces the window so I can get some natural light, and sometimes I get to watch the real-life drama unfold in the surrounding buildings.  I snigger, remembering the man I watched through my binoculars last night as he wanked himself off.  Why would anyone do that shit with the curtains open is beyond me?  Did I zoom in to get a better look at his cock?  Let’s just say it was a disappointing show.  I much prefer the Jess and John show, not their real names, but I had to allocate them one as I watch them so often.  I look at their apartment and see movement.  Opening my desk drawer, I pull out my military-grade binoculars to see what’s going on.

I see Jess throwing a tantrum this morning, and she flings her long brown hair back in a dramatic flare.  She is wearing a baby pink sweatsuit.  I think I feel my coffee coming up on me. Not her best look.  Give me goth clothes over that any day.  John is throwing his hands up in the air whilst retorting something back to her.  They have been in the building for around a year now.  I’ve seen them both cheating on one another.  I’ve seen them fucking each other all around their apartment.  They are the most volatile couple I have seen, especially when it became physical and she nearly bashed his head in.  That was hilarious to watch.  I got to watch so many people over the lockdown period.  The worst thing I saw was a man hitting his children or stepchildren.  I had to spy on him till I found the car he drove so I could report him straight away to the authorities, as I did not know which apartment number he lived in. This way, the police could track him through his registration plate number. I monitor that apartment constantly now.  Leaving my binoculars out on my desk. Who knows what will take place today?

I wait as my laptop boots up and I drink my coffee.  The work I have done yesterday puts me in an excellent position today. I can take it easy.  My phone vibrates as I am checking my emails.  It’s my workmate from IT.


Don’t forget the meeting this morning @ 9:30 am
 .


Crap.  I look down at my black T-shirt with the multicoloured skull design on it.  Not appropriate for a project team meeting.  Glancing down at the time on my phone, it’s only 8:50 am.  I go back into my bedroom and comb my long black hair again, not bothering to tie it up.  I yank open my wardrobe and get a black blouse out.  My dark grey fleece pyjama bottoms won’t be seen, so I leave them on.  I quickly change and make my way back to my desk. The room is tidy enough in the background.

I sit back down and message Chris back.


Thanks, I forgot about it
 .


His response is instant.


NP
 .


That’s what I love about Chris.  He keeps it simple.  So many people badmouth him for being a nerd.  To me, he is a genuine person who just thinks and reacts differently to people.  Socially awkward is putting it mildly.  He seems happier working from home.  The only time I see him animated is when we battle it out in our games.

The morning flies by.  I’m finished with all my work by 2 pm.  I log off and make a quick sandwich.  I have the entire weekend to relax and chill now.  Armed with another coffee and my sandwich, I sit on the ugly green sofa that I bought secondhand, putting everything down on the coffee table.  I look up towards my window. At least there is some sun today.  It’s been cold and wet as it usually is in October.  With my work, the best pay is in London, even though I never wanted to move away from Elaine. I might have a small apartment, but it’s my sanctuary.  Three years have passed since I arrived here. I always call Elaine once a week. She is in her late sixties now, but she has children who live near her.  They are a lot older so I didn’t live with them when she was my foster carer.  Now that I’m working from home, I should reconsider moving back. The cost of living and rent would be much cheaper.

A glint in the window pulled me away from my thoughts. I go back to my desk and get my binoculars out to look to see where it is coming from.  I can’t see anything unusual till I glance to my left and on another apartment building rooftop I see what looks like a man.  My mouth slackens as I notice he is watching something with his own binoculars.  Pulling mines up, I focus in on him.  He is wearing a black coat. His hood covers his head and most of his face.  He is certainly no birdwatcher he looks large and menacing.  His head turns and I can see he is looking straight at me.  I stand still for a moment, frozen, till I quickly move back away from the window.  In the two years since I got my binoculars, no one has ever looked directly at me or even remotely in my direction.  I try to calm my pounding heart.  I’ve probably developed an overactive imagination. It might be all the solitude I have had being here on my own.  I go around each side of the window and draw my curtains slightly.  I might want a bird's-eye view of everyone, but I don’t want some strange man looking in on my life.

I go back to my lunch, trying to ignore the fact someone caught me out with one of my nosey hobbies.  Why he was up on that roof, though? I finish my lunch and coffee.  Needing to know if he is still out there.  I go into my bedroom and pull a tiny portion of the curtain up from the corner to see if the man is there.  When I see the roof is empty, I breathe easier. I look around outside to see if I can spot him on the ground. It’s a residential area with no commercial buildings.  Looking down and I can’t see anyone like him walking on the streets. 

I need to be more careful with my people watching.

I don’t want to be caught out like that again.
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 Chapter 3

 

X

Looking at the slimy fuck through my binoculars, I grin.  Finally,  I can cut this shit short.  Two weeks was enough in this freezing cold weather.  He has been lying low in this apartment for months, too scared to come out and in public.  He has had all his groceries delivered.  When he went back and forth in the kitchen, he looked like he was looking for food. He held a small flash drive in his hand. I’m one week early. This is the reason why I always watch and wait, patience always pays off.  I might let him die quicker. 

Nah, where is the fun in that?

I see movement in the other apartment.  I freeze. It’s a woman looking straight at me with her binoculars in her hands.  She has long dark hair, a black top on and some sweats.  We look at one another for another moment until she quickly disappears.

“Fuck,  Fuck! Fucking fuck.”  I shout out on the empty roof.

I want to smash my binoculars off the ground.  No one sees me.  Ever.  Obviously, it wasn’t a teenage boy I seen the other night.  I haven’t bothered with that apartment as I saw no one but a kid there.  She could have been watching me the whole time. Unless there are are two people living in that apartment.

I gauge the distance between the two buildings and most of my face and body are covered because it’s freezing being up here.  It doesn’t matter.  There is no way I will leave any loose ends.  The thought leaves a nasty taste in my mouth.  I’ve killed witnesses before that were with the target, but this is new.  This is a bystander and a neighbour of a man who is about to disappear.

“Fuck.”  I exhale loudly.  I need another spot and I need to watch both them all now to see how I can gain access to her without being seen this time.  I can’t lose that information, not when I know he has it and where he has hidden it.  The client will pay millions of pounds for its retrieval and the demise of Eric Muircroft.  I pack everything into the backpack I brought today.  I need to get out of here.

I keep my eyes and ears alert as I make my way out of the building and hurry towards the car park.  Once I reach my car and pull my laptop out, I begin my research all over again, this time to find out who this woman and the kid is.  I might need to get some more deep-dive background information from Wolf on this one.  She doesn’t seem to have much of an online presence.  For someone twenty-three years old, that must be some kind of miracle in this narcissistic age of selfies and sharing rocket salads online.  I sit, trying to think how best to get to Eric without alerting the neighbour.  After finding out her name, which isn’t hard since I have her home address.  There is only one name on the tenancy agreement so there isn’t a kid just her. The only profile I find is a LinkedIn professional one.    It doesn’t have her photo on it.  I frown. This is highly unusual.

Katiana Slovic.  Who are you?

It doesn’t take Wolf long to email me the information I need.  He doesn’t question me why I need it.  As I open the attached file,  I feel the familiar excitement of a new assignment.  Time to buckle down and devour everything about Katiana.

First and foremost, I need to get rid of Eric.  My little Kitty Kat will need to wait a little longer.

 

It’s a little past three am.  I know Katiana is sleeping.  As I quietly work on picking the lock, I found an apartment to rent, paying a premium to get the keys by last night.  My preference is using outside spaces, rooftop buildings or in the car. I don’t need to provide a fake company name for the lease.  The landlord is happy getting six months’ payments upfront to forego the usual credit checks.

I hear the small clicking noise of the lock give way.  Gathering my kit up, I slowly open the door going into a small hallway.  I switch on the light I have attached to my chest, as it’s pitch black inside.  There is a door to my right. I walk straight into the kitchen and to the cabinet I saw him hiding the flash drive in.  I carefully feel for the attached box under the shelf.  It slides out with ease.  Holding it closer to my chest, I see the mechanism to open it.  I grab the flash drive and put it in my pocket, securing the prize.  I take the small metal box into the living room and put it in the sideboard cabinet.  Nothing should look out of place, especially a hidden compartment in his kitchen. I pull my gloves off and stuff them in my pockets.  Now I don’t get to play with Eric.  It’s going to have to be quick, much to my dismay.  He was a thief and a rat.

I unzip the plastic ziplock bag, pulling the first preloaded syringe out.  Reaching for the dimmer wheel on my light, I dim it down.  I make my way into Eric’s bedroom, glad the door was ajar and I don’t have to pussyfoot about.  He is sleeping soundly on his back.  I smile.  Nice of him to make this easy for him.  I lift the edge of his covers up and bare his foot.  Holding his toe apart, I quickly stick the needle in and inject him with the entire syringe.

“Ow.  What the fuck was that?”

I stand back as I see Eric sitting up.  He looks at me and I see the fear in his eyes.

“Hello, Eric.  Carmine told me to send his regards.”

I see his lips move as he tries to speak.  No words come out unless you count a gurgling sound from his throat.  He falls back onto the bed; the drugs taking full effect in paralysing his body.  I walk up beside his bed, looking at his face.  I reach down and put his lamp on.

“You’re lucky, you know.  I was going to make you bleed for weeks, two, to be precise.  Your nosey-ass neighbour saved you.  You’re going to rot in this apartment until it smells so foul there will be complaints.  They might not find you for weeks.”

His eyeballs are pinned to me.  I can see the terror in them.  The only part of my face he can see is my mouth. My skeleton mask covers the rest of me.  Rather fitting for my chosen profession.

My smile widens, not with mirth, but malice.

“What did you think you could hide out and sell what you had?  Then what?  Run off and live happily ever after? People like Carmine never forget and they sure as shit never forgive.”

He watches me as I pull out the second syringe.

“It’s such a shame I couldn’t spend more time with you.”

I walk back down to the bed, lifting the covers over his other foot I inject on the inside of his pinkie this time.  It won’t be long till his heart fails.  By the time they found his body, they will rule it as a heart attack.  I pull the covers back over his feet.  Shoving the plastic bag into my pocket.  I pull my phone out.  I stand there as he takes his last gasps.  Walking back over to him, I look into his lifeless eyes, still filled with terror.  I take a snapshot before switching his lamp off and quietly slipping back out of his apartment.  My stride falters at Katiana’s door.  Two deaths at the same time won’t do. I can’t forego my careful routine and meticulous planning.  I carry on, making my way to the fire exit stairs and down to the back exit of the building.

Her time will come soon enough.
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 Chapter 4

 

Katiana

I flip my laptop shut.  Another week of work is done.  I sigh.  Rinse and repeat.  I glance out of my window to see if anything is going on with Jess and John today.  It’s a Friday. They are both no doubt primping and prepping for a night out.

I stand up and look over towards the rooftop.  I never saw the mystery man again.  It’s been two weeks since I saw him.  I have yet to pluck up the courage to use my binoculars again.

Making my way to the bedroom, I strip out of my ‘work’ clothes and open up my wardrobe.  Pulling out a plain black t-shirt, my leather jacket and a pair of black skinny jeans.  I change, glancing at the clock at my bedside table.  It’s Chris’s birthday today. We are going out for a meal and a horror movie.  This is about as social as I get and I’m having to force myself to go out.  I dab some concealer under my eyes and some light makeup on with a touch of gloss.  Pulling my long hair up in a high ponytail.  I get my crossover small black bag and, sitting on the bed, pull on my mid-heel boots on.  I don’t drink, so I don’t need to worry about walking in heels.

My train of thought pulls me back into some of the shittier foster homes I had been in. I hate the smell of alcohol, especially lager.  That’s what he drank.  I swallow hard and try to get my breathing under control.  I lean over my bed and open up my bedside cabinet drawer and pull out a strip of meds, hesitating I take two.  Swallowing the tiny pills without water.  I can take a maximum of three a day, but this will do.  I’ve not needed any for weeks, but I’ve been feeling tense lately.  The inner feeling of dread just isn’t leaving me.

I get my keys from the kitchen and lock up.  Making my way down the hallway.  There is a rank stench, as if someone has left decomposing garbage around.  I look around but see nothing in the hallway for the other apartments.  Gross.  I’m going to call the landlord tomorrow to see if he can get it sorted.

It’s a short walk to the bus stop.  There aren’t that many people waiting. It doesn’t take long for the big red double-decker bus to come along.  I walk in and force a smile at the driver, who looks about happy as I am.    I tap my card on the scanner to pay.  Tucking my card back into my bag before zipping it up.  I make my way up the stairs, gripping the bannister as the bus moves.  I’m glad there is a seat at the front.  It gives me an optimal view of the outside world around me.

I don’t mind the constant stop and start of the bus.  Or the length it takes me to travel.  If anything, I find it relaxing, not to mention it’s a cheaper option.  I much prefer the bus to the tube.  It is stifling being underground.  It makes me feel trapped.

I look around me to see how full the upper deck has got.  There is a group of girls around my age all cackling like witches at the back. Looking at the middle there is a large man in a black hoody looking out of the window and further in front of him an older lady sitting, looking straight ahead.  I face forward again.  I feel eyes watching the back of my head.  Trying to ignore the feeling and focus on my breathing.  Maybe I should have taken three pills today.  We are approaching central London and I look at the city centre. I impulsively get off a stop early.  I push the button as I rush down the stairs.  The bus stops abruptly braking. There are a couple of people getting off.  I follow them out as soon as the double doors open.  I walk out and stand in front of the shops, seeing who else gets off after me.  It’s just a few groups of people who look like they are out to have fun tonight.

As the bus pulls away, I feel foolish. I shake my head and go into the shop to buy some water.  I text Chris to let him know I’m walking to the pizza joint now.  When I get to the restaurant, I see he saved me a spot by the window that makes me smile.  I give him a small wave.

“Happy Birthday, old man.”

“Says you.  You are an eighty-year-old in a twenty-two-year-old’s body.  Thanks, Kat.”  He smiles at me and watches as I take my jacket off, putting it on the back of my chair.

“See?  What did I tell you? Old.  Your memory is going I’m twenty-three.”

He groans.  Pushing his hand through his short brown hair.

“Don’t worry, I have fifty-seven years left till I end up senile like you.” I say, smirking at him.

“Come on, let’s order before I quote my gaming stats to you in my bid to save face.”

I grin at him but he has already buried his face in the menu.  He wears his black square-framed glasses today.  He has a few. It’s his thing when I have seen him online. He had turquoise ones.  I’ve never asked him about his sexual orientation, but he screams gay to me.

“I sent you some gaming tokens and tonight is on me.”

His head shoots up at me in surprise.

“No, Kat.  That’s too much.”

“It’s Pizza Hut and a movie.  I can’t afford a Michelin-star restaurant and an opera house show.  Get over it.”

He smiles at me.

“Thank you.”

“It’s okay. You’ve saved my bacon more than once at work.”

“You always have my back too.”

I look at the menu.  Chris isn’t much of a drinker either, so that’s good.  We order as the waiter comes to take our order.  I see Chris staring after him.  I follow his gaze. 


Hmm, he has a nice ass
 .


“You like him?”

“What? No.  Why would you ask that?”  He asks, frowning at me.

“Woah.  Calm down, I was just asking.”

After a few awkward moments, he mumbles.  “He was alright.”

“He had a nice ass.”

We both burst into laughter.

“You know I’m not a gossiping bitch, right?”

“Yeah, I know.  It’s not something I’ve discussed with my family or even my friends.”

“Hey, it’s okay.  If you ever want to talk, I’m only a text away.”

“Thanks.  Is anything new to you?  How’s Jess and John doing?”

“Sadly, not killed one another yet.  I reckon I could become a scriptwriter for their reality show. I would definitely kill them off, though, and my show would be dead.”

“Well, at least they keep you entertained.”

I’m about to tell him about the man on the roof, but something stops me.  I look around the restaurant. No one is looking over at us and there is no one outside, either.

“Hey, you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.  Are you looking forward to the movie?  I don’t see your blankie with you for the scary bits.”

Chris shakes his head at me.  “You’re an awful friend.”

I smile at him.

I need to chill out and just enjoy tonight. Enough with the paranoia.
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 Chapter 5

 

X

I slip onto the bus quietly from the back entrance as she goes into the front.  For two weeks, I’ve been watching Katiana.  She rarely leaves her house, but she is far from boring.  I devoured everything in her file.  I looked into the company she works for.  The only two people she seems to have regular contact with are Elaine, who is almost dead anyway, and some clown named Chris.

I watch her tight little ass go up the stairs until it disappears.  My jaw clenches. She is meeting someone, possibly Chris.  She has made the effort for that bastard.  He will not lay a finger on her.  I make my way upstairs. I have a feeling she will sit at the front.  She has a nasty habit of looking out of all windows constantly.  I found this out as I watched her watching others.

I glance at the front and sure enough; she is sitting with her back to me.  The noisy, cackling witches at the back of the bus grind on me. I sit halfway in the middle, partially covered by an older lady.  I pull my hoody further over my head and face.

I sit there for nearly 30 minutes just watching her hair move around and the back of her neck.  The window reflects her delicate features. It gives me time to study her all over again. I like what she is wearing all dark like me.  Even her hair is the colour of my soul.

She turns around. I swiftly face the window, watching the streets go by in slow motion.  It feels grimy being on a bus after so long.  It’s probably full of germs and that’s not just the people, but every surface.  When I no longer feel her eyes on me.  Glancing up, she is facing forward again.  I put my head down and open up all the pictures I have taken of her.  She has stunning blue eyes.  Prominent, wide and with a touch of sadness to them.  I would love to witness those eyes shedding tear after tear and running down her cheeks. There is a different kind of torture I want to inflict on Katiana.

I hear a swift movement and see the top of her head disappear down the stairs.

Well, fuck me.  She feels my presence just as much as I can feel everything about her.  I smirk to myself.  She does not know the storm that’s coming her way.  I watch her rush out of the bus, backing up against the front of a shop, watching who is coming off the bus.  As we pull off, I press the button.  I have access to her phone after I remotely hacked into it.  She isn’t getting away from me.  The more she tugs, the tighter my noose around her neck will get.    

I make my way down the stairs.  Patiently waiting at the door for it to open as the driver comes to a stop.  I watch her little dot move on my map app.  She is walking in my direction.

I walk out into the fresh air.  Glad to be out of that bus.  I lean my shoulder against the bus stop, keeping my eyes on my phone.  She walks past me after a few minutes. I walk a few feet behind her, my eyes never wavering from her ass thighs and those sexy boots she is wearing.  I want to touch her silky hair. As I fuck her throat, I want to yank her hair from the roots. I want her to gag and choke as I watch her tears fall on me.  My cock is throbbing at the thought.  I’m rock hard in a matter of seconds.  My hard cock straining against my jeans.

I’ve never wanked so much or as hard as I have in my life.  I’m surprised my cock is still attached to me at how hard I have been yanking it.  The small snippets of watching her every move in the last two weeks have wreaked havoc in me.  I watched her fitness dancing in her living room, only wearing a bra and yoga pants. That’s been the highlight of my two weeks.  Her tits bounced around as some of her actions sped up.  The same tits that are going to bounce as I fuck her pussy.  I take a deep breath and bring my focus back to watching her swaying ass and being alert to any dangers around me.

All in good time. Each night after she eventually went to sleep, I drove to my estate to ensure I set everything up.  Blackwood Hall is perfect.  Secluded surrounded by acres of land in all directions owned by me.  I’ve taken a break after all.  When I dropped the flash drive to Wolf, I told him as much.  He had only looked at me with some speculation on his face, but then smiled and nodded at me.  Wolf is in his fifties and he doesn’t miss a trick. I’ve known him for seventeen years.  He was my mandatory therapist for three years after my parents freaked the fuck out when they saw me dissecting a dead bird in our garden.  I left home at sixteen, never looking back.  I know they were afraid of me and there was no coming back from that. If I didn’t already feel like I was different, they sealed my fate in becoming a killer.

Katiana stops at the Pizza Hut, yanking the door open with more force than necessary.  A small smile plays on my lips.  I cross the road and walk further up, hidden in the shadows.  My eyes are on Katiana and the limp dick skinny geek she is with.  They don’t touch one as they greet one another.  They both laugh as they sit down.  My lips tighten as I watch her face soften in happiness.  I watch every interaction between them, scrutinising every expression on her beautiful face.  She wouldn’t be smiling if I choked her the fuck out for smiling at someone else like that.  I feel the rage fester in me like a rancid disease in my brain. I watch them finish their meal. She pays for their meal.

This guy is a total prick.  Who the fuck lets a woman pay for a man’s meal?  I may not go on a lot of dates, but I have never let a woman pay for food.

Yeah, but you're willing to torture the fuck out of this woman?

I watch them leave the restaurant.  Katiana links her arm into the prick’s arm.  Silently seething, I slowly push myself off the wall I had been leaning on.  My eyes never left them.  I follow them for a few blocks as they walk ahead.

They stop at the Odeon Cinema.  I let a few people in front of and I get close enough for it to look as if I’m in the crowd.  There is a screen with a horror movie on it. Katiana points at it. I relax slightly. Not exactly a date movie.  They walk up to the ticket machine and purchase a ticket.  I watch as she unzips her purse and pulls her card out to pay.  The prick is trying to protest, but she shushes him.  She is five foot nothing and look at the attitude on her.  She railroads him and continues to complete the purchase.  While holding on to her own, she handed him his ticket. I walk past to get a look at her allocated seat number.

I move past them and to buy my ticket; I choose one seat behind her to her right.  They just get drinks and the prick finally buys something for the first time tonight.  I’m in no hurry to follow them in.  There is plenty of time for the advertisements to run.  I much prefer to slip into the darkened theatre.  I buy some popcorn and a drink, so I look like an ordinary person here to enjoy a movie.

I make my way to screen fourteen. The music is already playing. I move silently through to my seat, unable to help myself. I brush my hand through her ponytail as I walk past.  It feels like satin. She seems oblivious as her eyes are glued to the screen ahead.  Taking my seat.  I settle in and recline my seat down and my legs go up.  I relax back. This is quite comfortable.  I should do this more often.

Throughout the movie, I watch her. She doesn’t jump once at any scary part.  Unlike the prick, I had seen him flinch or jump several times.  I know she takes propranolol a non-SSRI anxiety drug.  It tells me she wants nothing messing with her brain.  She needs to be in control at all times, which is why she no doubt doesn’t drink alcohol, either.  I’ve never enjoyed a deep-dive research project as I have hers.  Her doctors reports, no recent boyfriends, all her past secrets. I want to peel everything back about her, as I did with my first little bird. She fascinates me.  Absently pick at my popcorn while keeping my eyes on Katiana.  She is looking at Chris at a suspenseful moment in the movie and as the scary part comes, she slaps her hand on the back of his shoulder and he squeals like a piglet.  I quietly snicker as he glares at Katiana while she giggles.   His hand is still on his chest.

What a pussy.

I watch Chris wave to Katiana as she steps onto the bus.  They make no physical contact.  Neither in the cinema nor as they parted ways.

Good, this will keep Katiana alive for a little bit longer. Before she dies I’m going to consume her spirit, her body and her soul.

I watch as her bus pulls away she is just making her way to her seat on the top level of the bus.  I make my way to the tube station.  When she returns home, I want to be ready to welcome her.

 

I wait for Katiana in her bedroom, just beside the door.  I’m aware of her ritual when she goes on a grocery run.  She will come in here soon. My gloves and mask are on. I already took what I think she will need for her stay at Blackwood Hall down to the car.

I hear her unlocking the door and for a few moments; I hear nothing other than the sound of her throwing the keys onto the kitchen counter.  She walks through to the living room.

“Oh, wow! John, you love choking her out as you fuck her.  Or is that because she slapped you this morning?”

I lean my head further towards the door.

What the fuck is she talking about?

She still doesn’t come into the bedroom.  I hear a drawer close shut.

“That’s enough of the Jess and John show tonight.”  She mutters to herself.

I hear her heels across the wooden floor.

My heart is pounding as she grows closer.

The door opens and I grab her by the throat and pin her back up against the wall.  Her eyes widen. I see the panic ensue just before she claws at my gloves and tries to kick my legs and knee my balls.  I’m too far from her reach.  I squeeze her throat tighter and smile at her.

“Bad, Kitty.”

I stick the needle in her neck and inject her with the syringe that was in my other hand.  Her eyes blink for a few seconds, her mouth opens in a silent gasp before she slumps downward.   

I catch her easily and throw her over my shoulder.  She doesn’t weigh much.  Then again, I’m used to heaving around men.  I lock the door behind us and make my way down the fire escape exit.  Once outside of her building I bring her down holding her upright by the waist and her head flops downwards. I nudge her forehead so she leans on my chest.  She has a floral scent to her that makes my mouth water. Quickly unlocking the door before anyone notices us. I pull the passenger door open and scoop her up.  Gently, I put her in her seat and secure her seatbelt. I look down at her as her head hangs downward. I lean over and recline the seat down. Annoyed with myself for caring that she might get a crick in her neck.

The drive towards Colchester should take a little over an hour, depending on the traffic getting out of the city.  I glance over to Katiana. She is still out cold as she will be for several hours.  My body relaxes and I focus on the road.  I look forward to getting home.  It will be interesting to see what her reaction is when she comes around.  Everything I do to her will be to make her as vulnerable as possible to me.  When she wakes up, I want her to rely on me for her every need and want.

 

I look down at her sleeping peacefully on the mattress in my cellar.  It’s been damp proofed, and it has underfloor heating, so it should be warm enough.  I was going to use this room as my man cave because of its expansive size. The basement above has my kill room in it. All my hobbies would be underground.  I take my mask and gloves off, shoving both of them in my pocket before taking my hoody off and placing it on the bed beside her.  I push her head to the side, pulling her hair tie out.  Lifting her, I pull her jacket and t-shirt off before undoing her bra.  I lay her back down on the bed.

Fuck, she has perfect tits.  Stroking her from her neck down to her beautiful firm tits.  I squeeze them hard.  When she wakes up, I want her to feel my presence from my touch. Gently caressing her now hardened nipples before I pinch them.  Looking up, her eyes are closed and her breathing is steady. I can’t resist I push her tits together and suck her nipples before biting the top of her tits. I pull back in satisfaction seeing my mark on her.

I unbutton her jeans and pull the zipper down.  Looking down at her legs, I realise I need to take her boots off first.  Making my way to the bottom of the mattress, and look for a zipper on her boots.  I pull both of her boots off, then her socks.   Pulling the hem of her jeans downwards, her jeans slide off.  I look at her black lace panties.  The last thing left.  She is a work of art.  Her small tummy is rounded.  I stroke her belly before slipping my hands down to her panties and I peel them off and throw them on top of the rest of her clothes.  I look at her bare pussy.  I push both of her thighs out and I run my index finger up and down her pussy before spreading it open, beautiful and pink.  My mind goes to when her pussy will be soaked in her own arousal. I can’t wait to taste her.

Why wait?

Pushing her thighs open as wide as I can, I lick her up and down again and again, swirling my tongue around her clit.  She doesn’t move or make a sound.  I rub her pussy before pushing my finger inside her hot, tight cunt. She feels dry. I spit on her pussy a few times before I push my finger in and out of her hole. I shove two fingers deep inside of her and feel an obstruction.  I frown and look down at her pussy carefully. Before pressing deeper inside and coming up against a barrier.

Holy fuck.  A virgin. 

She has never fucked another man.

I look up at her face. She is still sleeping.  I wish she was awake now.  Pulling my finger out of her pussy, I lick her a few more times, savouring her sweetness.  I grind my mouth over her pussy and stick my tongue inside her as far as I can.  My cock is straining against my jeans.  This is her fault. The least she can do is fix it.  I sit up, freeing my cock out of my jeans, and boxers and pull her limp hand, wrapping it around my cock with my hand over hers.  Looking at her small hand as mines covers hers as I tighten my grip around her hand and stroke my cock up and down.  I rub my pre-cum all over her palm and fingers before I continue to wank myself using her hand.  I want to drench her with my cum.  I want to stuff every single one of her virgin holes full of my cum.  I want her every orifice to be dripping with my cum, so she smells only like me.  I wank myself faster till I feel my balls tighten.

“Katiana,” I whisper her name before groaning.

My cock erupts and my cum covers both of our hands as I watch. I cum so hard I spill my seed again and again.  I rub it all over her hand before smearing the rest of it onto her pussy.  My breathing is more steady now and the edge I’ve been on all night is gone. Now that I know she is innocent, this changes everything. I need to re-think my strategy.

I look at the thick linked chain attached to the wall.  I use the manacles and snap both of her hands into them.  Leaving her arms loose, there is plenty of give in the length.  I stand up, tucking my semi-hard cock back into my underwear and jeans. Gathering up all the clothes, I look rearwards one last time to see her lying there with her legs spread open naked and chained to my wall.  I look around at the cameras positioned all around the room.  She won’t notice they are there.  Even if she does, what the fuck is she going to do about it?

I smile to myself and walk out of the cellar, closing and locking the door behind me.
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 Chapter 6

 

Katiana

My head is pounding.  I try to open my eyes but the ache in my head refuses to die down.  I bring my hand to my head to rub my temple and even my arms feel heavy.

What the fuck happened to me?

I dig my fingers into my temples and rub in circular motions.  Chris.  We went out for his birthday.  There was a man in my apartment wearing a half-faced, creepy skeleton mask.  My eyes fly open.

I look down and I’m naked. Pulling my arms down, I hear the metal against metal.  Confusion fills my already addled head.  I lift my hands and see the thick manacles around them.

I look around the room. It’s empty.  I say room it is massive. You could get my apartment twice over in here.  I lift my head slightly to look at where the light is coming from.  It’s a lamp.  There are no windows here. I wince as my head continues to ache.  Looking up again, there is only one door, and it’s facing me.

What does this psycho want from me?

I’m just an IT software programmer and I have minimal access to the company’s infrastructure.  I live a quiet life.  He was waiting for me in my apartment.  My head drops onto the pillow.  At least I’m not cold.  I let out an empty laugh.  Keeping warm shouldn’t be my only concern.  This guy could kill me and no one would know.  That’s a sobering thought.

Chris won’t miss me till Monday, and I usually call Elaine on the weekend.  As I try to calm my heart, I take slow, shallow, shuddering breaths. I’ve never had a full-blown panic attack.  I certainly don’t want one now.  Whoever this sick fuck is, he must have taken me for a reason.  I close my eyes for a moment, trying to control the tremors running through my body.  Slowly, I open my eyes and sit up.  Looking at my chains, they seem to have some length in them.  There is nothing in the room except the mattress, a desk with a lamp on it and a chair.  My eyes widen when I see a bucket lying in the corner with toilet paper stacked beside it.

He is going to keep me here.  For how long, I don’t know.  I startle as I hear the door unlock. I push my legs together, raise my knees and cover my breasts with my arms.  There he is, the man with the skeleton mask.   He looks even larger than I had initially thought.  He is tall and broad.  I don’t stand a chance against him. My heart races.  He doesn’t say anything. His eyes are on me.  He walks over to the desk and brings the chair over. Putting it in front of the mattress with its back to me.  He swings his long leg over and rests his hands on the back of the wooden chair.  He is still wearing his gloves. The feel of his glove around my neck comes back to me.  I study him. He is wearing jeans and a black hoody.  I can only see his lips he and a small glint of the reflection in his eyes.  This man, whoever he is, exudes danger.

“Who are you? Why am I here?”  I whisper.

He says nothing. He pulls a bottle of water out of his hoody pocket and a strip of tablets before handing them both towards me.  I don’t take them. He has already drugged me.

I see his lips tighten.  I don’t want to aggravate him, but I want nothing that could knock me out again.

“It’s only water and some painkillers for your head.”  He says in a deep voice.

I swallow before licking my lips.  “No, thank you.”

He shrugs and throws them over me onto the mattress.  I hear the bottle hit off the wall.  I don’t take my eyes off him.  My arms tighten over my breasts.  They feel bruised.

I clench my jaw.  “What did you do to me?”

I don’t feel any pain between my legs, so I don’t think he raped me.  I feel sick.

He smiles before answering me.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

I narrow my eyes on him.

“Yes, I would, which is why I asked.  Why am I here?  Who are you?  And what did you do to me when I was unconscious?  They are straightforward questions.”  I say sharply, trying to ignore the increasing pain in my head as I wince.

“You’re here because you saw me on the rooftop.  Who I am doesn’t matter, but you can call me X.  I stripped your clothes off and explored your body.  I licked and sucked your virgin pussy.  Delicious, I might add.  Then I wanked myself off using your hand and spread my cum all over your pussy.”

I stare at his masked face in shock as I try to ignore the heat in my cheeks.  The fucking pervert used my hand while I slept. I knew the man on the roof was dangerous.  This is just so wrong. Me and my nosey habits have got me into this situation.

“Y-you had no right doing that.  Why does it matter if I saw you on that roof?”

“Because I killed your neighbour, Eric.  I don’t leave any witnesses.”

I open my mouth, but nothing comes out.  Eric?  Who the fuck is Eric?  He is going to kill me, too.

“I don’t know any, Eric.  I don’t know my neighbours except for one woman on my floor.  Are you going to kill me, too?” I whisper.

“That all depends on you, Katiana.” He says softly, he says my name as if he is savouring the word.  This guy is not normal.

“What do you mean?”

He doesn’t reply. He simply gets up and walks towards the door.

“No.  Please, don’t do this.”

“It’s far too late for both of us. Accept it or don’t. I don’t particularly give a fuck.” He says in a harsh tone of voice.

With that, he walks out of the door, and I hear him locking it. Hold on how did he know my name?

My mind racing with what he just told me.  He admitted he killed a man, my neighbour.  I rack my brains, but I don’t remember seeing anyone on my floor.  Then again, I don’t go out other than to get shopping and I mostly ordered online.

I look around my prison.  I try to wrap my arms around my legs, but it’s difficult with the manacles and chain.  I lay back on the bed and curl into a fetal position.  The tears run down my face onto the pillow beneath me as I feel the fear take over. Thinking of everything that has happened since I have seen him on the roof of that building.

Out of everything he said to me, I only sensed only one lie.

My life doesn’t depend on me. He is wrong.  He could kill me regardless of what I do or say. My life depends on him and him alone.
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 Chapter 7

 

X

The cameras catch everything so beautifully.  They were worth every penny.  I watch as she cries into her pillow.  Her dark hair is such a vivid contrast to the white pillow.  I look at her the curve of her hips, her bare ass and down her legs.  What she doesn’t know is the things I had planned for her had been much worse.  However, after feasting on her virgin pussy and feeling her hymen on my finger.  I want to keep her all for myself.  I want everything from her and she is going to give it to me.  For that to happen, I need to take things slower than I had expected.  I’ve had plenty of time to think as she slept off the drugs in her system.  She slept much longer than I thought she would.  I had adjusted the dosage for her size so I assume her body needed the rest.  She lay there for six hours and forty-two minutes with her legs spread wide open.  My sleeping beauty.  I rub my aching cock through my jeans.  The next time I cum I want her blood all over my cock with it deeply embedded inside her tight pussy.  I want to see her tears, her pain and her pleasure.

I sit back in my leather chair, resting my head back to watch  Katiana.  After some time, she lifts her head. Her eyes look red and swollen.  She picks up the bottle of water and scrutinises it.  After being satisfied, she opens the sealed bottle and guzzles half of it down in one go.  She rubs her head with both hands.  Swinging her legs off the mattress, she stands up and walks to the bucket, dragging her chains along behind her.  She picks up the toilet paper, tearing some off and blows her nose before throwing it in the bucket.

I look at the other two screens so I can watch her from every angle.  It’s not just her body that’s gorgeous, it’s her eyes and even though she has some snark in her, she has a young, innocent heart.  I want to corrupt her body and her mind. Unfortunately for her, I’m a predator. My obsession with her is only just the beginning.

She wanders over to the desk and opens all the drawers. Finding them empty, she walks to the door. The chain length doesn’t allow her near the door.  She looks frustrated as she walks back to her mattress to lie down again, turning her head towards the wall again.

I get up to make her breakfast.  It doesn’t take long to make her some French toast, coffee, and a glass of orange juice.  I put it all on a metal food tray before making my way down past the basement and again down to the cellar.

She is sitting up now, watching me warily as I approach her.  I put her tray down in front of her and sit back in the chair I was on earlier.

She looks down at the food and mumbles.  “Thank you.”

Before she eats her French toast, she sips her coffee cautiously. She has her hair covering her breasts and her legs are closed tight as she kneels on the mattress.  She sips her juice.

She looks up at me with her big blue eyes.

“Can I have some clothes, please?”

“You will need to earn those, Katiana.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just be a good girl and you can earn some privileges.”

“I’m not a doll or a slave.  I have a life out there and a job. People are going to report me missing.  Just let me go.  I don’t know who you are or what you look like, and I didn’t know Eric.”

“What people? Elaine and Chris?  A dull job that you tolerate.  You need to understand.  I’m not letting you go.  Ever.  Who is Chris to you?”

She looks startled before she scowls at me.

“How do you know everything about me? Chris is a friend.”

“I have my ways. Have you ever been intimate with him in any way?”

“What?  No.  He is just a friend.”

“If I find out otherwise, he will be dead and his death won’t be a quick one either.”

Her mouth falls open in shock, her face turning white. She shakes her head.

“He is gay.  There has been nothing but friendship between us.  Please, don’t hurt him. He is a good person.”

I get up and lift her tray, putting it onto the chair I was sitting on.  I sit next to her on the mattress. She quickly tries to move back.

I don’t hesitate. I have her pinned onto the mattress, yanking her arms up above her head and holding her chains down.

I grind my hard cock on her stomach before pushing my body down further till my cock is rubbing her pussy.  Using my free hand, I yank her leg up and out.  Looking into her eyes as she struggles, pushing herself against my chest and wriggling her hips around.

“All I wanted was a kiss.  If you want me to fuck you, I can.”

Her whole body stiffens as she stops all movement.  She looks at me.

“A kiss?  That’s all?”

I don’t answer because I know I will take more

She is looking down at my lips now.  I smile slightly.

“Have you kissed before, Katiana?”

She nods.

“Have you ever sucked a cock?”

Her eyes fly to mine.  She shakes her head slowly.

“Who did you kiss?”

“A few guys in college.”

“You didn’t want to take it further?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I was scared to take it further.”  She whispers softly as she closes her eyes.

I take advantage and bring my lips down to hers.  She gasps and her eyes open.  I push my tongue into her hot wet mouth playing with hers, letting go of her hands. I grip her hair, twisting her head to the side so I can deepen the kiss.  She hesitantly kisses me back.  I bring my other hand and squeeze her breast and pinching her rosy little nipple.  She moans into my mouth.  I keep kissing her till I feel her hips move upwards.  I slide my hand down to her pussy. She is wet for me. I push my finger further past her pussy lips, which are now slick with her arousal.  My finger slides in with ease, so I push a second one in.

I lift my head, looking at her eyes that are looking dazed and her lips are now red.

“Did they ever finger this pussy?”  I growl at her.

“No.” she says, gasping as I increase my pace, fucking in and out of her pussy with my fingers.

“Good girl.  You deserve a reward, baby.”

I slide down her body and pull her thighs apart.

“X, no, please don’t.”

I ignore her, sliding my hands under her ass and bringing my mouth to her glistening pussy.   She tastes better than before, sweeter, with a slightly musky scent.  I lick up and down, teasing her until I suck on her clit hard before shoving both my fingers in her cunt.  She squeezes them. She is so fucking tight.

She moans and pushes her hips up to my face.  I can’t help but smile.  Sucking her clit till I feel her pussy clamp down on my fingers and she lets out a  cry.  I glance up to look at her. 

Her eyes are closed, her mouth open as she pants and her cheeks flushed from her orgasm.  Fucking beautiful.  I ignore the ache in my cock.  This was for her.

She opens her eyes and looks down at me and I can see she feels ashamed.

“No point looking at me like that.  I have zero shame and we will do this a lot.  Every single fucking day if I want to.”

She looks at me in horror.

“Fucking get used to it,”  I growl at her.

I pull my fingers out of her pussy and rub them on her clit, pressing down and rubbing her in a circular motion.  Her pussy is so wet it would be so easy to slide my cock in there and fuck her.  I need to stretch her out first before she can take me.

I pull myself up and rub my wet fingers over her lips before licking them clean.  She never takes her eyes off me.  Her eyes are wide and I can see her pupils dilate.  She wants me.

Without another word, I get up and take the tray with me.  Locking the door behind me.  I readjust my cock before walking up the stairs. 

I can’t wait for lunchtime.
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 Chapter 8

 

Katiana

What the fuck just happened?

I just came all over his mouth. I use my hand and rub my lips not wanting to taste myself. I never thought anything like this would ever happen to me. He is going to keep me and what? Use me like some kind of sex slave? I look around the room. Even if I smashed the chair and somehow managed to get the upper hand I’m still chained to this damned wall. I don't know where I am. He said he is going to keep me. He could be an old man for all I know. He hasn't once removed his mask. I'm curious to know what he looks like. I'm good at reading people but I need to see his face. He has dark eyes when he was kissing me I could see they were so dark almost black. His cock had felt long and hard. I swallow and lick my lips nervously. Before realising I just licked what he put on my lips.

I get up and pace the room. I have no means of exercise and it helps me in my more anxious moments. I pause, looking at the floor it's warm. My brain is all over the place. I may have led a dull life but it was mine to live how I wanted. I hope he doesn't hurt Chris. He will go to the police and report me missing. I feel my anxiety spike and I start pacing again. I need to speak to him and ask him not to harm Chris. I don’t feel like he would harm Elaine but when he spoke about Chris he did so in a menacing way. I keep pacing while breathing in and out. There is little else to do in this room.

 

I’m laying down on the bed again when X comes in. I cover my breasts with my hair again and keep my legs crossed tightly. I feel a bit more settled than I did earlier after my pacing session. I lay down, closed my eyes and let my mind wander on life, on my book that I might not finish and my gaming score that will now suffer. Let’s see what this crazy ass man plans this time.

He puts my tray down on the mattress and sits on the chair again. I lay there and just watch him for a few moments. He doesn't move or say anything he just stares back at me his gaze unwavering.

“Are you going to take your mask off?”

His lips twitch.

“Maybe.”

“Are hideous or a dirty old man?”

“Eat your food.”

“I thought I was going to get clothes.”

“Maybe.”

I scowl at him and then look down at my food while I sit up. It looks like lasagne with garlic bread and salad.

“You cooked this? From scratch?” I say looking up at him shocked.

“No. But I did heat it.”

“Are you going to let me out of this room anytime soon I wanted to shower and brush my teeth, please?”

“Maybe.”

I’m about to respond then decide if I smell that bad he might not come near me. So I eat off the prisoner tray. The food is really good. It tastes homemade even though he said he only heated it.

I drink the glass of water after smelling it while glaring at him. I don’t want to be drugged again.

Without a word, he takes the tray and glass and walks towards the door. I sigh. I miss my windows. It feels like torture just looking at these four walls and a ceiling. Maybe he plans to bore me to death. It will be a very slow death at this rate.

The door suddenly opens again. X walks in and I freeze as he walks straight over to me. He has a key in his hand. He unlocks my manacles I rub my wrists they feel bruised but the skin isn’t broken. He pulls me up to stand and turns me to face the door. He places a blindfold over my eyes. I feel both of his hands on my shoulders.

“Don’t try anything you won't like the consequences. Or you might enjoy them if that’s the case be as bad as you want, Katiana.” He says softly in my ear.

Nope. No Siree. I am not dancing with the devil. He has more than a foot on me in height and he is double my size.

With that, he turns me around again and lifts me over his shoulder.

“Oh, God. Easy my food is about to come out.” I screech and my stomach presses down on his shoulder.

He doesn’t say anything but he slaps my ass. Making me growl.

He laughs.

“Bad kitty. Pussies hiss, bitches growl.”

He is a bigger bitch than me. I feel us going up some stairs.

“So you're admitting to being a bitch?” I say unable to keep my thoughts to myself.

He doesn’t reply but he does slap me again. I keep my mouth shut this time as my ass is beginning to burn. I feel him walking then we go up another flight of stairs.

“Where are we? Are we still in London?”

“We are still in England just not London.”

I hear him kick something maybe a door. He is lowering me.

“Step into the bath.” He says holding my hand.

I put my hand out to check for the bath. I lift my leg and slowly put my foot in the water it feels just right. I climb in gripping X’s hand. The water feels so good and smells like…lavender? A killer who likes flowers. I was not expecting that.

I hear rustling noises before I feel his hand on my shoulder.

“Move forward.”

I scoot forward but I feel him come and sit behind me I try to move down the bath but he wraps both arms around me clamping my back to his front.

“Behave yourself.”

I let out a huff as he lets me go. He unties my blindfold and I look at the bathroom it is stunning and massive. Even the bathtub you could fit another few people in here. It is all black and white but very sleek looking. Being a killer must be lucrative. I startle when I feel him washing my back with a loofah. I look at his long muscular legs that are cupping mines. I don’t think these are the legs of an old man. Maybe a rugby player. I need a distraction before I end up touching his legs like a freak.

“You’re going to smell like flowers,” I murmur to him.

“I don’t care.”

I relax slightly as he continues to wash me slowly. He lifts my hair to one side and washes my neck.

“Lift your arms.”

“Here I can do that,” I mumble in embarrassment.

“I’ve seen every inch of you, now lift your arms.”

I lift my arms. It’s no point battling it out on the little things with him. I keep Chris and my freedom in mind.

He washes my breasts, he even reaches down pulling my legs to wash them.

“You can wash your pussy, if I start I will be fucking you in this bath.” He says.

I discreetly try to wash myself as I feel him pour shampoo into my hair I feel him soak my hair before he massages my scalp. I close my eyes. That feels so good. I tilt my head back slightly. I feel the heat from his body I try to ignore his lengthening cock that I feel on my back. I might not have had sex but I know his cock is not an average size. It makes me nervous.

“Lean down.”

He pulls my shoulders down until my head is down in the water. He keeps hold of the back of my head to ensure I don’t go too deep into the water. I trust him not to drown me. This thought surprises me.

He pushes my head upwards with the hand on the back of my head before he leans back against the bath and pulls me to lie on top of him. I remain stiff for a short while before I relax back on him. His hand comes up over my shoulder he caresses my breasts I grab his hand.

“Put your hand down, Katiana. This is my body now I can do whatever the fuck I want to you. Do you understand?” He says in a dark voice.

“This isn’t right, you’re forcing me to accept this situation.”

“I am and you will.”

“It doesn’t work like that.”

“I told you. What happens depends on you and you’re actions. If you want to live…just let me look after you.”

“In exchange for?”

“Everything.”

“You want me to trust you and you can’t even share your face or name with me?”

“Give it time, Katiana as they say Rome wasn’t built in a day. You don’t know me.”

“But you don’t know me either. You may have found some things out about me but there is a difference.”

“I know everything I need to know about you. Compatibility won’t be an issue, you just need to obey me and we will be fine.”

I say nothing but shake my head. No matter what he says he is still a killer and he has kidnapped me out of my life. I sigh and just lay against him like a limp noodle. There is nothing I can do in this situation but to capitulate to his requests.

He strokes my arms up and down.

“It won't kill you to let your guard down.”

“Haha.”

I feel his chest shake with silent laughter. My murdering-kidnapper is a comedian. We just lay there for a while he topped up the hot water a few times. I know my bath is over when he covers my eyes with the blindfold.

“Is this necessary?”

He doesn’t reply. He simply stands up pulling me up with him.

“Stay here and don’t move.”

If I could roll my eyes I would. I’m not going to try and break my neck trying to climb out of the bath blindfolded and naked.

I feel a large towel is draped over me. I hold the front of it. He scoops me up into his arms. I grab his neck in fear of falling. He walks for a few steps and lays me down on what feels like a bed. I try to sit up but his large hand presses down on my chest. He dries my body then pulls me up and sits me upright. I feel something going over my head.

“Put your arms through the t-shirt.”

Oh, thank God. Clothes. I quickly put my arms through the t-shirt before he changes his mind. I feel the bed dip and feel a tug in my hair…is he combing my hair? Once he has taken out all the tangles from the bottom. I feel him untie the blindfold. He then continues to comb my hair. He blindfolds me again and pulls me up holding my hand and walking me forward. I feel the bathroom tiles under my feet. He puts something in my hand.

“You’re in front of the sink. Brush your teeth.”

I nod and brush my teeth. I hear him turn the water on so I can wet my toothbrush. I put the toothbrush to the side and use my hands to scoop up some water to rinse my mouth. He wipes my mouth with a towel. I feel like a child. Not that anyone did this for me but I can imagine a child being looked after like this.

He swings me over his back like a sack of potatoes again. I yelp in fright as I wasn’t expecting it.

“Wait, what about trousers or underwear.”

“You’re lucky to get the t-shirt.”
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 Chapter 9

 

X

I watch her on the monitor as she lies on the bed. So far, things are going well. This is just day one she doesn’t know what a calculating bastard I am. When I want something, nothing will stop me. Stockholm syndrome in the making. I made her dinner and left her a blanket so she is comfortable. Tomorrow I’m going to be in her pussy. I’m going to fuck her raw again and again. It won’t be long till she is in my bed with me every night. I hate dating. My job takes me everywhere. Women get clingy and just piss me off. I’ve had all kinds of women. Katiana is unique and is going to be mailable enough to train. She is going to be my submissive little slut who will crave my cock.

She had a rough life till she got to Elaine’s home she was fucked around from pillar to post. Group children’s homes, foster homes and a shitty parent who abandoned her. I had a good childhood, yes I didn’t feel like I fit anywhere but I wasn’t damaged by it. I have read her file so many times. I saw her pictures as a child. Social services government systems are a joke to hack. There is one person I intend to visit. It won’t be pleasant for him. It will be for me. When it looks like Katiana is sleeping. I watch her for a few moments longer before I turn the monitor off. I try to quash the softness I feel towards her. I have an agenda and I intend to stick to it.

 

I unlock the door carrying Katiana’s breakfast. She is sitting up and looking at me with a cautious look.

“Don’t you think the chains are overkill?”

“No. I like seeing you in them.”

Her eyes widen at my candid reply. I suppress the urge to smile. Soon enough she won’t need the chains to stay. This is the most exciting project I have had.

“Can I at least have something to do or a book to read today?”

I place her breakfast down on the mattress. Taking my place on my chair.

“What's it worth to you?”

“I can clean your house.”

“I have a cleaner.”

I can see her little head whirring.

“No, she won't help you. You are two floors down. No matter how much you scream or yell no one will hear you.”

She looks down as her shoulders slump downwards.

“You have some interesting reading habits.”

Her head shoots up at that.

“How do you know what I read?”

“There is very little I don't know about you,” I say softly. “Eat your food.”

She silently eats her porridge topped with fruit and honey from her tray.

When she is finished I pick up the tray and turn to leave.

“X, please I need something to do down here. I can’t just sit here looking at these four walls all day.”

“Make it worth my while then.”

She purses her lips tightly. I ignore her and walk out. She is going to find out the hard way. I won't back down from my agenda.

Locking the door. I make my way upstairs and gather everything I need to visit her old foster carer. It's a four hour round trip I will be back by lunchtime.

 

It doesn't take long to pick up, Frank Pickering. He lived alone. The job was easy enough, heavy bastard though when I tossed him in my trunk. I'm going show Katiana who I am today and what lengths I'm willing to go to for her.

I take him to my playroom in the basement. This room has no windows and it’s separate from the room I have set up for Katiana when she is mentally ready for the next stage. I strap his neck, wrists and ankles to my table before going to heat some lunch for Katiana.

She is lying in bed the blanket still covering her legs. She sits up tucking the blanket around her legs. I put her tray down and take a seat.

“I bought you a gift. Eat your lunch and we are going for a little walk.”

She looks at me for a long moment before nodding her head. I don’t blame her for not trusting me. I don’t trust anyone, not even Wolf.

She only eats half of her sandwich.

“You don’t like the sandwich?”

“It’s nice. I don’t feel very hungry.”

“I won’t have you falling ill. Finish off your food.”

She hesitates and picks it up to eat it.

“Good girl.”

I relax on the chair. I’ve spent years exploiting people and situations to my benefit. Katiana is no different.

Once she finishes her sandwich she looks up at me.

“Where are we going?”

“The next floor up.”

I see every nuance in her changing expressions. She thinks she can scope the place out for an escape route. I check the time on my watch. My guest should be awake by now. I leave the tray where it is. Pulling out the key, I motion for her to bring her hands forward. I unlock her manacles, her wrists are bruising from the heavy iron. I rub her wrists gently.

After tonight she won’t be in them anymore if all goes to plan.
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 Chapter 10

 

Katiana

X leads me out of the cellar holding my elbow and manoeuvring me up the stairs. My feet are cold as soon as we leave the room. I won’t lie no matter how brave I try to be, I’m scared. He might have changed his mind and he is taking me away to murder me or worse. I feel a shiver run through my entire body. He lets go of my elbow and wraps his arm around my waist pulling me into his large warm body as if to alleviate my fears.

We are now on the next floor he pulls me towards a large metal door. I know before we go inside I won’t like what is in here. I try to slow my pace but he drags me along by my waist. He pushes the door open slamming the door against the wall. I freeze there is a man on a table in the middle of the room. He is struggling against whatever he is tied down with. I try to remove X’s arm from my waist but he drags me further into the room before locking it and placing the key in his jeans pocket. The man is too fat to be Chris, he has a beer belly. I let out a shuddering breath in relief.

X pulls his hoody down, before lifting his mask off. For the first time, I see what he looks like. I take in his mussed hair which is only a shade lighter than mine. His eyes are as black as I thought they would be. He could be classed as handsome if he didn't have an unnatural excitement in his eyes and a demented smile on his lips. His nose looks as if it has been broken at some point. This isn’t good for my situation. I felt safer when he had the mask on. I still could have left and never known who he was or what he looked like. My heart sinks like a ton of bricks. He watches me and his smile widens as if he knows exactly what conclusion I have come to.

I absently rub my wrists.

“What is this?”

“My gift to you. You don’t need to do anything unless you feel the need to. Go take a look at who I brought for you.”

I feel the hairs on the back of my neck rise. I feel the goosebumps on my arms and my heart is pounding in my chest. I walk over to the table. I feel my anxiety rise. This man, I think I know who he is.

I see his wild eyes looking at me. As if he is trying to recognise me. It’s been 16 years since I have seen Frank Pickering. I feel the tears well up in my eyes and I jump back from him only to hit X’s hard body behind me. He holds me by my arms rubbing my bare skin up and down.

“What is this? Who are you?” He says as he struggles against his straps.

“You’re not seven years old anymore, Katiana. You don’t let anyone haunt you.” X whispers in my ear.

Frank freezes and looks at me. Really looks at me.

“Kat? Is that you?” he says before he glares at me. “Fucking untie me you, little bitch.”

X pulls me back slightly and sits me down on a chair that I didn’t even notice was there.

“A fractured wrist, a broken rib and eight stitches in the back of her head. I bet you felt good, Frank. Didn’t you?”

He looks at X. I stand up. I want to see the fear on his face. I want him to feel what I did as a child. I have no idea how X knows everything, at this point, I don’t care. I don’t even realise I’m crying till X walks over to me and wipes my tears with both of his thumbs and licks them. I look into his eyes and see softness in them. He brings his lips against my ear.

“Delicious.” He says softly.

He pulls back and gives me a wicked smile.

“I asked you a fucking question, Frank.”

I can see Frank’s lips tighten as he refuses to answer X. He doesn’t look as frightening to me now. He is secure in his restraints. He looked like a giant when I was seven years old now he looks older, his hair grey and he has put on a substantial amount of weight. He must be in his mid-fifties.

“She fell out of a tree. It’s not my fault she was a clumsy little bitch.”

I stand up and move so fast in front of X that I surprise myself. All I can feel is the pent up rage and fear I have felt for years. Without another thought I punch Frank as hard as I can in the nuts.

Feeling immense satisfaction when he howls in pain. It does nothing to dim the rage I feel.

“You cunt. When I get out of here, don’t think I won’t find you.”

“Who says you getting out of this room, Frank?” X says as he chuckles.

He walks to a table and cocks his head to the side. He picks up what looks to be a policeman’s truncheon. I stare at X. Police don’t carry them anymore. I wonder how he got a hold of one? He walks to the other side of the table and looks at me.

“Feel free to do whatever you want, Katiana. This is going to last for days for me, so just don’t kill him.”

Holy shit.

He is serious. He is enjoying every aspect of this. It’s as if he is feeding off Frank’s fear much as Frank did with all the children that were placed with him. I close my eyes for a moment as I remember every face I saw in Frank’s house. We all had the same expression. No one listened to us. My case worker insisted I was lying and nothing but a trouble causer.

He watches me and smiles before looking down at Frank. He swiftly smashes the truncheon into his ribs, then his wrist and hand. I hear the bones crack with the force he brings the heavy truncheon down.

I jump as Frank howls in pain I can see the tears running down his eyes. I edge slightly closer fascinated more than I should be.

“Aww. What’s wrong, Frank? Not as nice being on the receiving end is it?” X says as he taunts him.

“Please. I’m sorry.” Frank says as he turns his head as much as he can towards X.

X cocks his head at him.

“I think you’re saying sorry to the wrong person.”

His head shifts towards me.

“I’m sorry. Please tell him to stop. I’m sorry, okay? I'm sorry.”

“Tell that to every single child that was ever placed in your home,” I say to him. “Every lie you told.”

“I had a drinking problem. I didn’t mean to.”

“No. You used to enjoy it. Even when you were sober. Your apology means fuck all.”

X moves closer holding the truncheon over Frank. I realise he is giving it to me. I shake my head. He shrugs and proceeds to hit the other side of his ribs, wrist and hand. Walking back to the table throwing the truncheon on top of it. He brings a baseball bat with him this time. I know I should be horrified but I watch him intently to see what he will do next.

He goes to the bottom of the table and smashes Frank’s feet repeatedly. I couldn’t even say how many times. All I can see is blood and pieces of bone. I put my hand over my mouth feeling my lunch coming up.

“Go sit down. Move the chair back if you need to.”

I look up from Frank’s bloody feet. I slowly nod. I sit in the chair but I don’t move it back. I don’t even look at Frank, I can't take my eyes off X. He pushes his hair back off from his forehead as it had fallen onto his eyes with the vigorous pounding he had given Frank. His face is splattered with blood.

I glance at Frank he looks as if he is going into shock. X moves towards my side but he keeps his body to the side so I can see what he is doing. He brings the bat down onto his other hand and his ribs. He ignores Frank’s screeching which dims down to nothing. X looks fucking serene, I feel like I’m in some alternate reality. None of this feels real. He goes back to the table and puts the baseball bat down. I see him walking back with a syringe this time and he stabs Frank’s chest with it and injects something into him.

He looks up at me and winks.

“Adrenaline shot. I don’t want him to miss out on anything.”

I gulp. I’ve never met anyone who is this crazy. I don’t think I ever will. I look back down at Frank and lean over to see his face. His eyes have shot open. I feel as if my heart is pounding out of my chest. Yet I still can’t bring myself to look away.

X looks down at him and smiles before patting his cheek.

“Welcome back, sweetheart.”

“Please…I have money. Please let me go. I’m sorry.” He says whimpering.

“Too little, too late, Frankie boy.”

X goes back to the table he has some kind of canister with a metal tube at the top. Oh my god. It’s a blowtorch. Oh, this is going to be nasty. I close my eyes.

I hear the clicking noise, the gas passing through the canister and Frank’s screaming. I gag when I smell the burning flesh. I open my eyes and see X at the bottom of the table. He must have cauterised his feet. I avoid looking at them.

Fucking gross.

“X, I feel sick. The smell.” I say holding my hand over my nose.

He looks disappointed for a moment before sighing as if in resignation.

“Don’t worry I will be back to keep you company, Frank.”

X unlocks the door and takes me by the elbow back down the hallway to the staircase to the cellar.

“Why did you do this?” I ask him quietly.

“Past, present and future no one hurts you. Unless it's me and it makes your pussy wet.”

In that moment I realise that I am doomed. He isn't right in the head.

I look up at his bloody face as we get to my room. He is smirking as he looks down at me. He takes me to my chains before clipping them on again. I don't even protest. He pushes me down on the mattress before claiming my mouth. His lips are hot and insistent, he takes my breath away. I try to push him off me but it's like trying to shove a brick wall.

He bites my lower lip with his teeth before lifting his head and looking me into my eyes.

“Behave, Katiana.”

His eyes drop down to my lips he licks my lower lip where he bit me.

“You have his blood on you.”

“I know.” He says as he smiles maniacally. I can't take my eyes off his face. He has dark soulful eyes. The face of an angel and the soul of a devil. He has a slight stubble on his face. I almost reach out to touch his jaw. Almost.

“You aren't ugly or old,” I tell him.

He kisses my lips before moving off me. He saunters to the door.

“Make sure your pussy is ready for me, I'm taking what's mine tonight.”

Before I can respond to him he is gone. His words leave me in turmoil as the door closes softly behind him.
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 Chapter 11

 

X

I close the door softly behind me. I don’t lock the door this time. It won't be long till I move her. I'm proud of her for punching him in the nuts. I'm more than happy to do the heavy lifting for her. I may be sadistic with my contract work but I have never harmed a child. To think he beat her so badly that she ended up in the hospital and Social Services ignored her statements enraged me.

I jog up the stairs eager to spend some more time with Frank. I've given Katiana her notice, I don't care if I fuck her chained or not. The bastard in me wants her pain, her tears and I want to tear her apart with my cock. She needs to see every facet of me. She makes me rock hard by just existing.

I reach the basement door to hear Frank’s sobbing.

“Miss me?”

“Please, please I'm begging you. No more, just kill me.”

I look at his face covered in tears and snot with disgust.

“I will consider it. First, tell me, what else did you do to Katiana? How many times did you beat her up?”

He looks up at me like a rabbit caught in headlights.

“I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.”

I punch him in the face hearing his nose crunch under my heavy fist.

“Answer the fucking question.”

“I-I don’t remember all of it, she wasn't with me for long. M-maybe five times. Sometimes with a stick and sometimes with my hands.”

“Anything else? Did you touch her?”

“N-no.” he stammers.

“So if I ask Katiana she will say the same?”

Blood drips from his nose. He closes his eyes.

“Yeah, that's what I thought. You're going to be with me for a long time before you end up in hell. I'm going to enjoy using my scalpel on you, I'm going to fucking peel your skin off. I'm going to keep burning you to ensure you don't bleed out.”

His eyes fly open as he looks at me.

“You know the last time I did anything like that, he lasted nearly two weeks. Rest up I will see you again tomorrow.”

I glance down and see he has pissed himself. Fucking pathetic piece of shit. I leave him snivelling as I slam the door shut locking it behind me. I'm going to savour this kill and enjoy every last second of it.

I go to the master bedroom needing to wash off that filthy bastard’s blood. My thoughts go to Katiana, I turn my monitors on she is sitting on the mattress staring at the door. My t-shirt has ridden up her thighs, she looks so hot wearing my clothes. I can't take my eyes off her face. She has a dazed look in her eyes. I will be wiping that look from her face.

Soon she won't see anything but me.
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 Chapter 12

 

Katiana

I don't know how long I sit there looking at the door. Did he bring Frank back here for his sick pleasure or to avenge me? I replay everything that happened in that room and afterwards. The answer? Both.

He is just so damn intense and unpredictable. I don't have friends or family other than Chris and Elaine simply because they are safe. I've never had a lover because I've never trusted any man enough to share my body with. X is a force of nature. He is either going to destroy me or...?

I shake my head. I don't want to think about it.

I can't believe I punched Frank in the balls. That pleases me to no end. I could never execute what X carried out. I'm typically not a confrontational person verbal or physical.

I lie down putting my head on the pillow as I look up at the ceiling. I feel a weight lifted off my chest. Frank can't hurt anyone ever again.

But at what cost?

 

 

I must have fallen asleep. I’m so damn hot. I try to kick the blanket off me and an arm tightens around my waist. I freeze and look behind me. X is lying behind me I glance down at his chest. He is wearing clothes, I relax slightly.

“I need the bathroom,” I say in a raspy voice. I clear my throat.

His lips twitch.

“What's wrong with the one you have in this room?”

“It's a red plastic bucket!”

“You want a different colour?”

I clamp my mouth shut before I end up slaughtered for punching him in the nuts.

“Please, X.”

“Hmmm. I like that word on your lips.”

He rubs his cheek into my hair. Before lifting his head. “Fine. Let's go.”

Sitting upright he pulls my chains up and unlocks them before handcuffing me to him with a set of silver handcuffs.

I gape at him.

“You have serious issues.”

He gives me a lopsided smile completely unapologetic I might add. He pulls me upright. I quickly yank the t-shirt down as it had ridden up to my stomach.

We go up two flights of stairs this time. We reach the ground floor and I see windows. All I can see is an expansive garden and a field outside. I don't get a chance for a proper look as he drags me up a marble staircase. I finally look around me and it looks like a period building.

“What is this place?”

“Blackwood Hall, my home for all intent and purposes.”

“Murdering must pay well,” I say in a droll manner.

“I would answer that but I'm much too modest,” He says as he chuckles.

We reach the first floor and I'm itching to explore this house it is enormous. He pulls me along much to my annoyance he opens a large set of dark mahogany double doors to a bedroom. It has a four-poster bed, I look at the back wall it has three windows. Before I can look at anything else he tugs me again and takes me through another door which is the bathroom.

He uncuffs me.

“Use the bathroom and shower if you want to, there is a spare toothbrush over there.” He says as he nods his head towards the full mirrored back wall.

“The door stays open, Katiana. You don't want to get on my bad side.”

I take in his serious expression and nod. I use the toilet first I've never appreciated a porcelain throne more than I have in this moment. It was degrading squatting over that bucket. I tie my long hair in a knot as I don't have any hair ties. I don't think I got any of Frank’s blood on me but I feel cleaner after my shower nonetheless.

I dry myself off before putting X’s t-shirt on again. I hang the towel up and face the door. X stands there watching me.

“You're a pervert.”

“You're mine. If I want to watch you, I will.” He says in a husky voice.

“I’m a person. Not a possession.”

“Oh, that's where you're wrong. I own your life. What do you think will happen if you ever managed to escape me?”

I don't move as he walks towards me. I don’t say anything.

“I would fucking burn everything to the ground, Katiana. I would find you and I would punish you in the worst way possible.”

“H-how?” I stutter.

“I would start with your friends. I would find you, no matter where you are. You would never see daylight again. You would just be a pretty toy for my personal use. My whore. So don't ever betray me.” He says softly.

I can see the rage burning in his eyes. He is deadly serious.

“What the fuck made you like this?” I say in a shaky voice.

“Nothing. This is who I am.”

He unknots my hair and pulls my t-shirt off. I try to cover myself with my hands but he pulls them both down. He walks to another set of doors and pulls open a walk-in closet. From a drawer, he pulls out a black t-shirt. He pulls it over my head and I pull the rest on. He takes my hand slipping his large hand into mine.

He takes me downstairs into the kitchen. I've lost any excitement I had about seeing the house after what he said. He doesn't seem perturbed in the least.

“Sit.”

I sit at the extensive table. I keep my eyes on X.

“What is your name? Or did your parents name you X?”

He doesn't reply he pulls a dish out of the oven. I don't realise how hungry I am. My mouth waters at the aroma.

He gathers all the cutlery, plates, glasses and a bottle of wine.

“Rosemary, thyme and lemon roast chicken with vegetables.” He says as he puts the ceramic baking dish on the table.

My stomach growls.

He smiles at me.

“You cook in between jobs?”

“Call it a hobby in my downtime. I don't like eating out.”

He pours me a glass of wine.

“Can I just have some water, please?”

“No.”

“But I...”

“No. You will not let him dictate your life.”

I open my mouth to argue till I see his expression and I snap my mouth shut again.

He serves the food before sitting down beside me.

We eat in silence. I watch him eat. He is particular about everything. It's like watching a lion, he looks like a big cat till he pounces on you and rips your fucking head off.

I take a few sips of the wine. It's not too bad. I end up having a full glass. It goes straight to my head. Before I can stop myself I let out a burp. I slap my hand over my mouth. I feel my cheeks burn. I can't look at him.

“You know in some cultures that's a compliment to the cook.”

He covers the rest of the food with foil. Picking up our dishes and taking them to the sink. I take the glasses over.

“These can wait till tomorrow.”

He doesn't take me downstairs he pulls me upstairs to the bedroom.

“I don't think I'm ready for this, X.”
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 Chapter 13

 

X

I ignore her words. It's simply nerves. We reach the bedroom. I open the doors for her she hesitantly walks through the door. I close and lock the door.

“T-shirt off.”

“X...”

“Now!”

She jumps at my voice.

Before she yanks her t-shirt off before rolling it up into a ball before throwing it at me. I stifle a smile as I catch it and toss it to the side.

“Lie down on the bed, Katiana.”

I watch her little ass move towards the bed. Never taking my eyes off her. I start stripping my clothes off. When she is on the bed. I pull my hoody and t-shirt off. I see her eyes wander over my body briefly before looking away.

“Let me see your pussy, Katiana.”

I slip my thumbs into my boxers and pull them off throwing them on the couch with the rest of my clothes.

She freezes as she sees my cock, her jaw dropping open. Her eyes fly to mine.

“You're going to murder me with that thing. This was your fucking plan all along.”

I stare at her in shock for a moment before I burst into laughter. By the time I get it under control, she is sitting up with her arms crossed over her chest giving me a withering look.

“I assure you, my cock has never killed anyone. It's not my weapon of choice.”

I try to keep a straight countenance.

“I believe I asked you to do something, Katiana.”

I see her swallow.

She slowly opens her legs.

“No. Spread those thighs as wide as you can.”

I can see her legs trembling. I should ease her in, but I'm going to be the beast that I am. I have little control over my impulses when it comes to Katiana.

She bends her knees and spreads her thighs wide open. I stroke my cock tip to base. She has a small strip of hair just above her beautiful pink pussy.

“Who do you wax for, Katiana?” My tone sounded harsh.

She looks up at me for a moment.

“Myself.” She murmurs.

“Use your fingers to spread your pussy wide open for me.”

“X...”

“It's Xavier.”

“What?”

“My name is Xavier. Now be a good girl and show me your virgin pussy.”

I rub my cock faster using the pre-cum as a lubricant.

She pulls opens up her pussy lips using both hands till I see her beautiful pink hole.

I growl and dive onto the bed. She squeaks in fright and tries to get off the bed.

I pin her to the bed by her throat. Her dark brown eyes were wide in fear and lust. Fucking beautiful.

I squeeze her throat tightly before releasing her.

“Play with your tits or grab my hair.” She frowns at me.

I don't wait for her to catch up I push her thighs back open and pull her pussy open again. I rub her wet pussy with satisfaction.

Closing my eyes I lap up her pussy before fucking my tongue in and out of her pushing as deep as I can till I push up against her barrier. I bring my thumb up to clit to rub it around in circles.

I feel her little hands in my hair as she moans and tries to rub her pussy in my face.

“Cum on my face, Katiana.”

Her thighs tremble around my ears.

I pull my tongue out and suck on her clit as I shove two fingers into her cunt curling them up and rubbing her till she cries out as if she is in pain. She soaks my fingers with her cum. I keep licking and sucking her clit till I hear her shuddering breaths steady.

My cock is ready to explode. I let go of her thigh seeing my red fingerprints on them. I grasp my cock in a tight, painful grip.

“Keep these thighs spread for me.”

I rub my pre-cum on her pussy watching it ooze out on her already wet little pussy. I hold her thighs down on either side. I use my right hand and guide the head of cock into her tight hole. I drop down on top of her putting my hands on either side.

I feel her tense up stopping my cock from going further.

“Relax your pussy, let me fucking in.”

I dip down and push her hair from her neck kissing and sucking till I reach her exquisite tits I squeeze the soft flesh and cover her pebbled nipple in my mouth till her hips buck underneath me. I slowly fuck another inch into her. I push at her barrier again and again.

I need inside her now. I pull her hair till she looks up at me. I slam into her covering her cry of pain.

“Tightest cunt I've ever been in.” I groan.

I pull out barely and fuck into her again. Tears fall down her cheeks. I don't hesitate I lick them all up. As I fuck myself into her tight pussy again and again.

I look down and see my cock covered in her blood, I watch as it drips out of her pussy. I push her legs up and pin them to the side as I push deeper and harder into her tight hole the blood easing my path.

“Almost there, sweetheart.” I tell her. She looks up at me in shock.

I ram the last few inches in till I feel my balls hit her cunt.

She lets out a cry. I push her legs on each of my shoulders and let myself go. Pulling back till there is just the tip inside and ramming into her.

“Look at me. You're going to take my cum. Every. Last. Fucking. Drop.” I slam into her with each word. I admit even if she had begged me to stop or slow down it’s not something I could have done. I ram myself into her again and again. With each thrust she loosens up for me. All I can think of is flooding her cunt with my seed. I imagine it taking root deep inside of her virgin pussy that I have burst wide open. I look down and see the blood between her legs and the coating on my cock. A sense of possessiveness runs through me. She is all mine every single inch of her.

She pushes herself back onto my cock. As her small cries of pleasure come forth. I bring my hand between us and rub her clit.

Her pussy flutters around my cock.

“Cum for me. Take it, baby. I'm going to breed you, Katiana. I’m going to push my seed so far up your cunt it will be in your womb.”

She throws her head and lets out a strangled cry. I feel her clench down on my cock as she cums. I keep ramming into her balls deep till I finally let go slamming into her as deep as I can, feeling my cock jerk as I spurt rope after rope of cum deep inside her pussy. I collapse on top of her keeping my arms on either side of her. It only serves to push me deeper into her cunt as her legs are still on my shoulders. We both groan at the sensation.

“You fucker, you did kill me,” she says in a drowsy voice before she passes out.

I feel the cool air on my sweat covered body. I reach down and grab a cover for us. I don't leave her pussy. I wasn't lying when I said I wanted my seed to take root. I let go of her legs and swing around on my back pulling her half on top of me. She doesn't make a sound.

I smile.

It must be the combination of cock, orgasms and wine.

I grip her waist and close my own eyes.

I don't remember ever feeling this relaxed.
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 Chapter 14

 

Katiana

God. This mattress is so shit. My neck is killing me. I pull myself out of my slumber. I poke the mattress, it's like a rock.

I open my eyes and look into X’s...no Xavier’s eyes. I grimace at my tender pussy.

“Wait, are you still inside me?”

His expression says it all.

“Xavier, I'm sore.”

“I'm not going to fuck you again.” He says through clenched teeth.

“It doesn't feel that way, it feels like being impaled by Vlad.”

“For fucks sake stop moving about or you will be more than impaled. I have no qualms about fucking you raw sore or not.”

I instantly freeze.

He lifts me up and I feel his cum run out of me and onto his stomach. When I look down and see the dried blood it actually does look like he murdered my pussy. I ignore his hard cock.

“Happy now?” I snipe.

“Not particularly.” He says frowning at me.

I point to my thighs.

He pushes me onto my back and before I can say anything he takes a picture of the crime scene on his phone.

I quickly pull the covers back on top of me.

“What is wrong with you?!”

He is too busy looking at his phone.

“You're not a morning person. Do you want me to kiss your pussy better?”

I lick my lips before shaking my head.

He walks butt naked to the bathroom. He walks back a few minutes later, his cock still hard. I can't tear my eyes off it. I can't believe all of that was inside me. I wonder if my organs are still in the same place.

“My eyes are up here, sweetheart.”

My eyes travel up his taut stomach, his wide till I eventually reach his smug face.

I narrow my eyes on him.

“I was just wondering if all my major organs were still in the same place since you pounded them with your baseball bat.” I tilt my head. “Do you need both hands holding it when you pee or do you have to sit down?”

He rubs his hand over his face muttering something.

He pulls me out of bed and drags me behind him to the bathroom. He has filled the bathtub up. There is no floral scent of lavender today. This room is even larger than the one he took me into last time.

“Get in. I've added some salts in. No chemicals it might irritate your pussy and I want it better as soon as possible.”

“I bet you do.” I mumble to myself.”

I climb into the bath and he follows me sitting behind me as he did the last time. He tugs my shoulders down so I'm laying down on his chest.

“Out of ten how sore are you?”

“I don't know a four or five. It's not like I would know what normal is.”

We slip into silence again. I guess I have a high pain tolerance, being beaten up from a young age will do that to you.



 

I watch Xavier move around the kitchen as he makes us breakfast. I offered to help but he said I needed to rest my pussy. After our bath, he did rub some cream inside me and I've not felt any discomfort. He said he will be applying it three times a day.

“Do you want to see Frank again?”

I think about it. I know he will be a mess. I'm just relieved he can't hurt anyone else ever again.

“No. I don't have anything to say to him.”

He nods as he puts my breakfast down with a glass of orange juice. Before sitting down with his plate opposite me.

“Thanks. Umm. About last night. You didn't use a condom. I don't want to catch anything and I'm not on birth control.”

“I know. I'm clean, I get checked regularly and always use a condom.”

“Well, why didn't you use a condom yesterday?”

He looks at me.

“I will never be wearing a condom with you. I told you last night. I want you pregnant.”

“Hello? It's my body. I don't get a say in this?”

“No. I was supposed to kill you. Your life is mine.”

He carries on eating as of he didn't tell me I'm his property.

I take a bite of toast. Wondering how I'm going to deal with this new development.

“Don't I get any coffee?”

“No, it's not good for the baby.”

“There is no baby!” I yell at him.

“I don't know, Katiana. I plugged you up all last night considering how deep I was I'm sure my seed will take root in no time. Eat up, you might be eating for twins by last night's calculations.”

I throw my toast at him watching it hit his face before it lands on his plate.

I'm as shocked as he looks.

He slowly gets up.

“No. Xavier. I've not had coffee. My brain isn't functioning properly.” I jump out of my chair so fast it hits the hard wooden floor and it topples over.

He continues to stalk towards me. His eyes are as maniacal as they were yesterday when he was torturing Frank.

Fuck this.

I make a break for it.

Racing through the corridor towards the stairs, my heart thumped in my chest, my lungs burning from the sudden exertion. I'm almost halfway up the stairs when his arms lift me from the waist and he continues up the stairs. I don't struggle as I don't want us both falling down the stairs.

“Let's talk about this.”

“The time to talk is over.”

He carries me to the bedroom. Sliding me down his body. “T-shirt and boxers off lie face down in the middle of the bed.”

“Xavier, I'm sorry. It just happened, like...like a reflex.”

He locks the door and tugs his t-shirt off.

“If I have to repeat myself, you won't like the consequences.”

I pull his t-shirt off. I'm wearing a pair of his cotton boxers. They are surprisingly comfortable. I slide them down my hips and legs. I put them on the bedside cabinet.

I climb onto the bed and lie in the middle.

“Put your hands under the pillows and grip the wooden frame. You let go and I'm going to whip your ass raw, Katiana.” He says, his voice full of malice.

I reach under the pillows and grip the wooden headboard.

“Spread your legs.”

I hesitate for a brief moment before complying.

“No. As wide as you can.”

I open up as wide as my legs can go.

“Keep the width and get up on your knees. Your head stays on the pillow.”

I hear his soft footsteps as he walks away from me. I'm tempted to look back at him but I have some sense of self-preservation. I lay there for a few minutes. Until I feel him stroke my ass. I jump at the touch. I never heard him come back.

The bed dips down. I feel him settle between my legs. My inner thighs ache from the stretch. His finger runs from the base of my spine down the crack of my ass rubbing my asshole before reaching my pussy. I feel a small contraction in my pussy. I bury my face deeper in the pillow.

“Why is your pussy weeping? How am I going to punish you if you are fucking getting off on it? How about if you don't get to cum?”

He pushes two fingers inside of me and he slowly moves them in and out. He is going to torture me.

I groan into the pillow it takes every bit of my willpower not to push myself back onto his bastard teasing fingers.

He chuckles.

“What's wrong, Katiana? Your legs are trembling.”

He caresses my inner thighs.

“You know in all the years I have tortured countless people. This has to be the most satisfying technique.”

“You're a sadist,” I say mumbling into the pillow.

He pulls his fingers out. I'm not sure whether to be relieved or not.

I spoke too soon as I hear the buzzing sound of a vibrator.

“Xavier. Please, I said I was sorry.”

He ignores me and I feel a smooth round shaft being pushed hard into my pussy. It vibrates inside and there is a clit attachment.

My legs start to shake.

“Don't you fucking dare cum.” He says as he starts to thrust it in and out of my pussy.

I picture cutting his massive balls off and attaching them on hooks for his ears as I try to unsuccessfully avoid the vibrating bastard thing on my clit.

Cursing him in my head with every foul name I could think of. I wasn't going to incur any more of his brand of punishment by uttering any of them out loud.

It still doesn't stop him from thrusting the vibrator in and out of me. When I don't think I'm going to make it, he pulls it out. I hear the buzzing stop. My body sags down in relief.

Until I feel his body behind me as he pushes his cock into me. He pauses for a moment. I tense waiting for the pain. There isn't any pain. I'm so wet his elephant cock doesn't hurt.

“Here’s what's going to happen. I'm going to fuck you and dump every last drop of my cum inside you. Without a condom and you're going to take it.”

He grabs a fist full of my hair raising my head off the pillow.

“Did you have anything to say?”

“No.” I whimper.

“Good.”

He releases my hair and pushes his knees further out beside mines and grips my waist and starts to thrust deeper inside me.

He uses me for his pleasure till I feel his thrusts falter. My body is covered in sweat I need to cum so badly.

“Do you understand now? Who's pussy is this?”

I can't even speak, I think his dick is reaching my mouth at this point. I can only gasp.

“Who’s fucking pussy is this?” He asks again but this time he slaps my ass so hard I cry out in pain.

“Yours.” I manage to croak out.

He grips my ass cheeks pinching my skin his grip is so tight as he yanks me on and off his cock at a pace so fast I have to put my hands up in case I bash my head against it.

He slams into me one last time with a growl, he does exactly what he said he would. He fills me up, I can feel his cock twitch as I feel his hot cum paint my insides. He holds himself deep inside of me as he continues to cum inside of me.

His bruising grip is still on my ass but I'm beyond caring at this point. I feel pissed that he didn’t let me cum. I sag onto the bed and relax my legs.

“You let go of the headboard.”

“Fuck you, Xavier,” I say trying to stop the sniffle and I realise the pillowcase is all wet with my tears.

He let go of my ass only to whack my right ass cheek, before pulling his cock out of me. My legs feel like jelly and I collapse onto the bed. I hear him go into the bathroom and the shower turns on.

I snuggle into the covers pulling them over me. I don't know how this became my life but he can fuck off. Fatigue takes over as I fall asleep.
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 Chapter 15

 

Xavier

Wrapping the towel around my waist I walk into the bedroom waiting to potentially have my ears bleed with Katiana’s complaining. I look around and there is nothing. The doors are still locked. I look over at the bed and notice the slight bulge on the bed.

Katiana is asleep, she looks so innocent. With her hands tucked under her cheek. I notice the tear marks on her cheek. She is going to have to learn not to challenge me. I can’t control myself at the best of times but with her I have zero control. She doesn't know I took it easy on her. I wanted to whip her ass raw when she threw the food I made for her in my face.

I let out a sigh. It's just as well I didn't give into that impulse. She has had enough physical abuse as a young child. Anger only breeds additional anger. I certainly fucked all my anger out into her pussy.

Frank is waiting for me. It's time for me to play. I change my clothes, lock the door and make my way down to the basement.

 

 

I scrub my hands clean with the brush. Usually, I wear gloves but with this bastard, I wanted to see it all. I walk over to him as I take off my leather butchering apron. I scalped him today not cutting too deep. Every day I'm going to strip a piece of this worthless bastard’s body and soul. I glance up at the clock.

Damnit. I didn't realise that was the time. I need to check on Katiana and get her fed. If she is awake she will be starving.

“See you tomorrow Frank.”

I rush out of the room locking the door behind me.

Hesitating in front of the bedroom door. I put my ear to the door, not hearing anything I unlock the door. I see her straight away. She is sitting on the wide windowsill. Her head is resting on her knees as she looks outside. All I see is the back of her head and her dark hair flows down the side. She looks so forlorn.

She doesn't turn around towards me.
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 Chapter 16

 

Katiana

I wake up feeling refreshed. I had no idea I was so exhausted. I flop onto my back and look at the intricate work on the ceiling. I wonder how old Blackwood Hall is. I glance at the doors. I'm most likely locked in again. There is no clock so I have no idea how long I slept for. I wash up, shower and change into a black dress shirt and boxers. The arms are so long that I unbutton them and roll them up.

I finally make my way to the windows. I had avoided them for the simple fact Xavier can take what little freedom I have away at anytime. I may have stayed home most of the time but the option was always there. Even though it's coming into winter the garden is beautiful. It reminds me of a secret garden, there is a small rock pond, and different levels of small stairs. I would have loved to have explored something like this as a child.

My stomach grumbles. Making me regret throwing the toast at Xavier’s face. I smile the look on his face would have been hilarious if he hadn't pussy tortured me afterwards.

“You and me both buddy,” I say and rub my belly. I freeze he has got me paranoid. I can't be pregnant. I shake off the thought.

It's Monday, I hope to God Chris doesn't raise the alarm. There is no way I want this psycho going after him.

I climb up onto the windowsill and raise my knees to my chin. It's raining and windy, the trees are swaying. The weather suits my mood at the moment. We are in the countryside somewhere. All I can see are fields past the garden.

“Katiana?”

I swivel my head around not realising Xavier had come in. I would make a terrible assassin. I would get ambushed each time. I put my head back down on my knees.

Xavier pulls me off the windowsill.

“Let's get something to eat.”

I follow him downstairs. I almost snort, it’s not as if I have a choice he is holding my hand. We reach the kitchen he has cleared everything from breakfast.

“What do you feel like eating?”

I shrug. “I'm not bothered.”

His eyes narrow on me.

“What? I don't get a say in any part of my life. You determine everything. I have no reason to participate. It’s all a farce if you ask me to.”

I sit down on the same chair I did this morning. I don’t know why I am pushing him but I can’t help myself. Anxiety, anger and frustration is bubbling up inside of me.

“You want me to take every choice from you?”

“You already have.”

I can sense the agitation in him. I refuse to back down because it's the truth. The muscle in his jaw tightens and his nostrils flare out.

I narrow my eyes right back at him.

“If you don't want to deal with me you might as well just stick me back in the cellar.”

His eyes light up and he smiles at me.

“I have a better idea.”

He grabs me by my wrist and pulls me downstairs but instead of taking me to the cellar, he throws open the metal door of the basement where Frank is. He shoves me inside.

It smells as if Frank has pissed and shit himself I gag at the stench.

The door slams shut and I hear him lock the door. I don’t even bother turning around to know he has left me in here alone with Frank Pickering.
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 Chapter 17

 

Xavier

I grip my hair in frustration as I pace in the kitchen. Now she is locked up with her worst nightmare and hungry. My phone rings.

“Wolf.”

“X. Thought I'd see how your break is going.”

“Fine.” I snap.

“How’s the young woman who is keeping you company doing?”

How the fuck does he know I have brought her here? My suspicious nature kicks up a notch.

“You don't need to know about her.”

“Are you keeping her?”

I pause. He didn't push me when I asked for her file. He knows she lived next to Eric. Do I trust him enough to let him know more about her and what she means to me?

“Yes.”

“Congratulations, it's about time. I thought it would never happen.”

I pull the phone back to make sure it is Wolf’s number and not some prank call. He sounds genuinely happy for me.

“What the fuck are you going on about?”

“I've known you since you were thirteen years old. Do you think I wouldn't know what you find attractive?”

“She is a keeper, son. Just be a little patient with her. You have your ‘work’ but keeping a woman isn't like work. All the other women you have been with, has anyone come close to her in comparison?”

“No.”

“You're keeping her so you want more with her?”

“I want her pregnant,” I say bluntly.

“Do you want your children to have a lioness as a mother or a boring little sheep?”

Fuck me.

Lightbulb moment.

“You know I don't want a sheep.”

“Do you want a Queen or a slave by your side?” He says.

“Okay, enough. You’ve made your point,” I say through gritted teeth.

“If I'm correct in how you might have gone around gaining your paramour you need to have a different strategy. I'd wanted to give you a few days to yourself before I meddled in your business. I'm not getting any younger it would be nice to have some grandchildren. Bring her over when you can.”

I’m shocked and I realise I shouldn’t be. He has known me since I was a child. He has been a mentor and a father figure to me. Wolf doesn’t have any children I just never realised he thought of me like a son. He has never judged me for the way I think or work.

“Okay. Wolf?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks. For...understanding me.”

“No need for any thanks. Just think before you react with this girl.” He says in a gruff voice.

I hang up and shove my phone into my back pocket. It may just be serendipity that Wolf called but before I do anything I am going to search my house for any hidden cameras.

I find nothing. Perhaps he just knows me better than I thought. Since I’m a bastard. I leave Katiana with Frank while I reconsider a few things. She is going to toughen up to deal with me and my craziness. By the time I rethink things through it’s three pm and I know she hasn't eaten all day. I rub my hand over my face and wonder what state she will be in when I go release her.

I make my way back to my kill room.
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 Chapter 18

 

Katiana

Fuck you, Xavier. I look back at Frank focusing all my anger towards him. He is the vilest human I have ever come across. His house out of all the ones I was thrown into did the most damage to me. Most of all I remember the crippling fear. I was never the same girl after him. But I was lucky. I lived.

He has a bandage wrapped around his head. I walk closer to him breathing through my nose so I don't smell his shit. There is a bucket near his head on the floor.

My eyes widen as I realise Xavier has scalped him. He kept it all in one piece from the looks of it. I squat down to look at it Frank’s hair with some sick satisfaction. I grudgingly admire Xavier’s skill.

Maybe I was just lucky he only fucked me earlier.

I stand up and peer down at Frank.

“Frank? Hey, Frank?”

His eye flutters. I say eye because the other one is swollen shut.

“Kill me, please. Before he comes back. Just let me die.”

“I just wanted to ask if you enjoyed your haircut today?” I snicker ignoring his request. “Do you remember little Joanie? Skinny little thing like me. You spent all the government ‘foster carer’ money on your drinking and we starved or we ate the scraps from your plate or rummaged through the bins.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Oh no, Frank you're not sorry at all. You're only sorry X caught you. Anyway back to Joanie. She was a year younger than me. She was so hungry that she ate rat pellets from the shed. She died and you lied.”

I walk over to the table to see what X had there. I don't know what half of these weird tools are. I do recognise one. I wonder if it works in real life. Walking back to Frank with the pliers in my hand.

“You and that bitch of a social worker.”

His mouth is slack so it's easy to open up. I try and grip his front teeth with the pliers but the metal against the enamel keeps slipping. No matter how I try to grip it and yank it up and down hoping to snap a tooth off with the pressure. Nothing works. Movies are so full of shit. I go back to the table and get a small hammer.

“This is for Joanie, fucker.”

I swing the hammer at his mouth several times. Blood splatter goes all over me, I know it must go on other surfaces but I can't see it. This must be why every surface of this room is black. I look at the mess I've made of his mouth. I have zero finesse.

Xavier might be onto something here. This is brilliant to alleviate anger and frustration. I forgot to breathe through my mouth and get another whiff of his piss and shit. I retch at the stench. I'm sure Xavier was in this room for hours earlier. How could he stomach the stench?

Frank looks as if he passed out.

I stick my fingers in his bloody mouth and scoop out his teeth. Mental note to self. Hammer tops pliers. Placing his teeth on the table, I put my fingers back into his mouth. I don't want him to choke on any teeth dying before his time is up.

And of course, this is how Xavier finds me.
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 Chapter 19

 

Xavier

I look at Katiana. Standing there looking like a kid with her hand in the cookie jar, except she has her hand inside Frank’s mouth, and her face is covered in red speckles of blood. She is only wearing my dress shirt so her legs are bare.

I have never seen a more erotic sight in my life. If it wasn't for the fact I need to feed her I would be fucking her on top of Frank’s broken body right now.

Although her eyes are on me she is still rummaging around in Frank’s mouth.

“Need another hand?”

She nods and removes her hand from his mouth.

“Can you check and see if I haven't left any loose teeth in his mouth?”

Curious to see what she accomplished I walk over to Frank who is passed out. His mouth is a mess.

“Go wash your hands over there,” I say while pointing to the sink in the corner. I stick my fingers into Frank’s mouth checking his throat and under his tongue for any teeth.

I pick up the teeth she left on the table beside him and toss them in the bin where they join his scalp. I follow her to the sink to wash my hands. She moves away from me. Instead of getting agitated and wanting to punish her I keep my calm.

When I'm drying my hands I look to see where she is. She is sitting on the chair just looking at Frank. I don't like the expression on her face, it makes me want to stab Frank in the heart but he doesn't deserve a fast death.

I don't say anything I just scoop her into my arms and carry her out of the door. I don't bother locking it as he is still strapped down on the table.

“I'm a moody bastard. I've never lived with anyone or had a relationship with anyone. The sort of women I have been with only lasted a few days or weeks. All I can say is I will try but there are certain things I need and want and I won't stop till I have them.”

She says nothing but her arms tighten around my neck. I take her into the kitchen and sit her on a chair before wetting a tea towel with warm water and cleaning her face free of Frank’s blood. She has flawless skin but it's her soulful eyes that dig deep into my heart. I gently wipe her forehead one last time. She keeps her eyes on me. This woman is mine. I will never let her leave me. I drop a kiss on her soft lips.

I get her a cup of coffee, some water and her omelette from the oven. Toast and a small side salad.

She is sipping her coffee as I sit down. I cut up the food and feed her bit by bit.

“I need to let Chris and Elaine know I'm okay or they will be calling the police in a few days.”

I pause in bringing the fork to her mouth.

“Hmm. What do you want to do about work? Do you love your job?”

Her mouth drops open in shock.

I shove the fork in her mouth.

“I don't love it. I enjoy the work because it challenges me. I would rather do this job than nothing at all.”

“Good. Reduce your hours then. Text Chris and call Elaine.”

She just nods.

My mind is still alight from the fact she took a piece of her revenge against Frank. She deserves a reward for that alone. I know I was cruel when I edged her this morning it was the only non-violent punishment I could give her at the time. Although I did enjoy seeing my handprints on her ass.

She is in her head right now and I know exactly how to get her out of it. Away from Frank and away from her past.

I take her hand and pull her up.

“Follow me.”
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 Chapter 20

 

Katiana

God. He is so hot and cold. I'm getting whiplash. I thought I would feel better after hurting Frank. It felt good at the time but it also brought back so many memories that I had just buried deep inside of me. Xavier having some kind of psycho fit didn't help either.

He pulls me into the bedroom and starts to unbutton the shirt I'm wearing. I put both my hands on his.

“Xavier I don't think...”

“Don't think. I just want you to feel,” he says as he slides the shirt down my arms so I'm standing there in his boxing shorts. He looks at my bare chest before looking down.

“Fuck, Katiana. My damn underwear has never looked better than on your ass. Turn around.”

I give him a small smile and twirl around.

He cups my ass before kneading my cheeks in each of his hands.

“See a perfect handful. On both sides.”

He brings his hands up and cups my breasts, gently caressing them before he moves my hair from neck and shoulder and kisses along my neck and jawline while pinching my nipples.

“I can see it, Katiana. I can see these beautiful tits fuller and rounder, heavy with milk for our child.”

He sucks hard on my neck. His hands go to my belly button.

“I want to see this little stomach swollen and round. I want everyone to see you, to know you're all fucking mine. That it's my seed inside you being nurtured.”

I can't control the tremor that runs down my body. I never thought about having children before but he makes it sound so sexy. His boxers are ruined.

“Most of all, I want you. I want you in every way I can. You've been like a disease in my brain since I first laid my eyes on you.”

I let out a shaky little laugh. “You were doing so well up until now and how I diseased you.”

His hands move from my stomach to my hips as he pushes his boxers down my legs.

“Oh, I'm going to infect you, Katiana. I shouldn't have to suffer in this madness alone.”

He turns me around and nudges me towards the bed.

“Lie down.”

I climb onto the bed. Thinking about this mornings torture. He had better let me cum this time.

I watch him strip out of his clothes he throws them haphazardly on the floor. His body is like a work of art. It reminds me of the Italian sculptures except he doesn't have the tiny dick. I can't take my eyes off his cock now. It's so long but it's thick as well. He walks over to the bed and it sways from side to side.

“How long is your cock?”

I might as well get the stats because I know for a fact that is not the average size of a cock. I looked that shit up before and the average is tiny. Even the ones I seen through my binoculars I never seen one as big as his.

He smiles at my question.

“Too long for most women to take the full length. A little over 11 inches.”

I look back down at his cock.

“No wonder you nearly killed me the first time. Maybe you're part horse.” I muse.

He climbs onto the bed. He covers my body with his rubbing his cock over my stomach.

“As long as you're my mare and I can mount you anytime I want.”

He has a wicked look in his eye. I reach down and touch his cock, it feels smooth and hot. It could be a great hand warmer when the winter days come in.

He closes his eyes and hisses.

I use both hands now and slide them up and down his cock rubbing the end of it in my palm.

He pushes his cock into my hands.

I look down as I feel my palm wet from rubbing the tip of his cock.

“Pre-cum,” he says.

“Can I taste it?” I ask curiously.

“Fuck.”

He lies down on his back and picks me up putting me on top of him but facing me towards his feet.

“Knock yourself out, sweetheart. Do whatever you want, I'm good with little teeth just no biting my dick off,” he says as he pulls my legs over his chest like a frog and he buries his face into my pussy.

“Oooh.” I get the position now. I'm liking this.

I run my hands over his abdomen before I lower my head towards his cock. I can see a clear liquid oozing out of the tip. I swirl my tongue all around it before sucking the tip as I move my hands slowly up and down his cock. It doesn't taste like much just slightly salty. I squeeze his cock and suck some more of it.

He groans into my pussy as I continue to explore. I look down at his balls they remind me of kiwi fruit small and fuzzy. I almost laugh out loud. I scoop them both and gently squeeze them. It's a contrast to how hard his cock is and the softer feel of his balls. I open my mouth wider and push myself down onto his cock wanking it with one hand and still stroking his balls. His hips move upwards seeking more.

I'm so wet from touching him but he is lapping me up. He has shoved his fingers into me and is thrusting them in and out. He pulls me off his cock and lifts my hips, my pussy is over his face as he attacks my clit with his mouth.

The sensations are too much I grip him tighter forgetting his balls are in my hand.

Instead of pushing me off for crushing his balls, he growls into me and pushes his hips up into my hands.

He likes it a bit rough. What the fuck was I expecting, he is a psycho.

I lean over as much as I can to suck him deeper grazing my teeth over him while I loosen off from his ball I grip his cock and vigorously wank him hard while sucking and licking as much as I can get his giant cock in my mouth.

He is bruising my ass with his grip which is still tender from this morning. That slight edge of pain makes me rub myself along his face. His groaning is more muffled now.

I ponder if this is the best way to shut him up when he becomes too overbearing in the future.

I don't think for long as Xavier practically throws me off from his face. He now sits up he pulls me onto my back in the middle of the bed.

His face is wet from my pussy. My heart is pounding. He truly is obsessed with me. I can see it burning in his eyes the same dark eyes take in every part of my body from head to toe.

“I don't think I will ever be able to take it easy on you, Katiana. So if it's too much for you, just know I can't control myself when I'm inside you.”

I should be scared but fuck, it only makes me want him more. I've never come across anyone who wants me with this kind of intensity. I don't think I ever will. The boys in college were exactly that boys. Not this crazy, obsessive man.

I give him a small smile.

“I can always twist your nuts off if it gets too much for me.”

He gives me a dark smile as he begins to stroke his cock.

“Is that supposed to put me off or turn me on? Try it and you will find I will only fuck you harder.”

My eyes widen.

Crazy fucker! I think his crazy is beginning to rub off on me.

He grabs two pillows and stuffs them under my hips.

“Non-negotiable. I want you stuffed full of my cum every single day. I don't care where. You are giving us a child, Katiana.”

He pins my knees on the bed up to my chest spreading my legs wide.

“Who's pussy is this?” He says as he lets go of one leg and strokes my pussy before pushing his fingers inside. Making me moan.

“Mine,” I say. Okay, so maybe I want him even crazier than he is. I've been left on edge twice now. Enough with the talking.

He looks up from where he is fingering me. His eyes darken as he takes in my expression.

“Are you going to show me whose it is or should I just finish myself off?”

He pulls his fingers out and rubs them over his cock and he smacks his cock on my pussy. “Look at how badly you want your pussy torn apart. Hard to believe you were a virgin yesterday.”

I look down at his cock he pushes it in slowly. We both groan.

“Still so fucking tight. Can you see your cunt trying to suck me in? Like a filthy little whore. You're going to become a nasty little whore for me, Katiana. So yes. This pussy, your ass and your mouth are all my holes now.”

Okay, maybe I pushed him too far but there is no way he is getting his cock anywhere near my ass.

Before I can reply he pulls himself out again and slams back into me. He does this several times I feel myself coat his cock as I finally get some relief as his cock hits me where I need him.


“Look at your tits shaking.
 My
 tits are going to be full of hot sweet milk soon. I'm going to suck on these every day.” he says as he lowers his mouth down onto my breast. Oh God, it looks like he wants to devour me. He clamps down on my breast biting me hard on the outside of my nipple.


I cry out and clamp my pussy around him.

“Fuck, yes,” he shouts as he lets go of my breasts and pins my knees up high again. With my hips tilted on the pillows he begins to furiously pound into me.

I feel my ability to breathe leave me as he keeps hitting me deep inside.

The filthy sounds of flesh hitting flesh. I feel his balls hit my pussy with each downward thrust he gives me. I grip his neck and pull him down as I kiss him with everything I have to give. He slants his head and deepens the kiss without slowing his deep, hard thrusts. His hand trails down my thigh and to my pussy as rubs my wet clit.

I let out a strangled cry into his mouth that is still bruising my lips.

“Cum on my cock, my beautiful little slut.” he whispers lifting his head from my lips.

“My beautiful little slut. Ah, yes. You fucking love being called that, you are drenching me. Wettest pussy I have ever fucked in my entire life.”

I can't hold back at his filthy words a hoarse broken cry comes out of my mouth as I cum so hard on his cock. Shoving my pussy upward to take him as deep as I can.

He presses his pelvis down on me still rubbing my clit till my legs stop shaking. He closes his eyes as he continues to fuck me.

“Yes. It's my turn to soak you, Katiana. Right inside your fucking womb.”

He slams into me again and again lifting his arms beside my head and putting all his body weight into his thrusts.

I bring my hand down and rub my clit feeling myself tighten around him again. I’ve never desired anyone like I do him. Crazy as he is I can’t deny my attraction to his level of crazy.

“Give me your cum, X. Give it to me deep.”

His eyes fly open as he looks into my eyes.

“Here it comes. Take. Every. Drop.” he says as he slams into me with each word taking my breath away.

We both orgasm this time as I feel my pussy flutter around his cock. His hot cum spurted into me. I sob out his name. He doesn't stop twitching and jerking inside me and I know he has drenched me with his cum.

“God damn, fucking golden pussy,” he growls he grinds his body against mine so hard it hurts my hips. It’s as if he wants to go in as deep as he can.

He collapses on top of me licking my shoulder, and neck before nibbling on my earlobe.

“I’m going to fuck you over and over again. I'm going to keep you plugged up all night, sweetheart. I've never cum as hard or in such copious amounts. If you thought I was obsessed with you before, you've seen nothing yet.”

I'm so unfit, my breath is just returning to normal. I can only gape at him. He is going to get worse?

How bad could it get?

 

 

I tap away at my laptop purposely ignoring Xavier. It's been nearly seven weeks since he called his version of a truce. He hasn't left my side once. Other than his daily visits to Frank who had only lasted six days in the end. Xavier wanted to go back for my case worker but I'd asked him how long she had carried on working after me and Joanie. She had lasted less than a year. I asked him to leave it alone as she would be a very old lady by now.

Xavier has some kind of disorder. I'm not qualified to make any judgements all I know is he is intense in everything he does. He has been obsessed with me, and for the most part, it's been captivating. He shows affection in so many different ways. He looks after me like no one ever has. He cooks all my food, he bought me everything I needed and more. He still loves to fuck me every chance he gets. I don't miss my lonely lifestyle. Even with his inner psycho, he is an intelligent person which makes him good company. The problem is he hasn't left my side once and it's driving me crazy.

He clears his throat.

I sigh before looking at him.

“Yes, dear. What can I help you with?” I ask dryly.

“I think you are pregnant. We need to get some pregnancy tests.” He states.

I snort out a laugh.

“Is that how you're going to get me to give up work? We have been over this it's only two days a week. I would have been bored to death if I quit completely.”

He scowls at me.

“You know every inch of your body. You think I wouldn't notice?”

I throw my head back and stare at the ceiling.
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 Chapter 21

 

Xavier

I watch her looking up at the ceiling. If I didn't feel as unsettled it would be amusing. It didn't take long to get Katiana to come to my way of thinking. Something changed in her after she spent time with Frank. Perhaps a piece of darkness in her came to light and it matched some of my own. I know she puts up with my controlling habits maybe I will calm down with her...in ten to twenty years. Until then she has little choice but to be amenable to my will.

I've never shared my space with anyone. The thought of living with a woman would have been repugnant to me before Katiana. She isn't completely docile. Even when I threatened her initially she wasn’t deterred. When she does get too mouthy I just fuck it out of her. Maybe I should fuck her sass out of her just now.

She throws her head back down. Looking at me with a glare. I narrow my eyes on her.

“Okay, lets get a pregnancy test then.”

Not a bad idea this way I can take her outside and see if she behaves herself. She has been out on the estate but never outside of the boundaries of the estate.

“Get changed we are going now.”

“I have to finish this off first,” she says pointing at her laptop.

“No we are leaving now. Your work can wait.”

She purses her lips together and slams her laptop shut. Oh, she is definitely getting fucked when we get back.

I smile as I watch her little ass stomp out of the room. My obsession has only grown worse over these last few weeks. She seems to have settled into my home with ease. She loves going outside for walks and I love accompanying her. I have fucked her everywhere inside and outside the house. She knows not to wear any underwear when we go for our walks. I think back to earlier in the week when I had her bent over a fallen log as I fucked her long and hard while holding her down. She never complains she just takes my cock like a good girl.

I hear her stomp down the stairs. I check my back pocket for my wallet and go into the hall to meet her. She is out of my t-shirt and boxers and wearing her own clothes. I like both on her but I love it when she smells like me the most.

She still looks irritable.

“Don’t you want to go to the shops and get outside?”

“I would rather finish my work so I know I am done for the day.”

“Work isn’t going anywhere.”

“Neither is my womb.”

I throw my arm around her shoulders and drag her to the main door.

“Damn right it’s not.”

“Have you retired? Why haven’t you left for any assignments?”

“You were with me when we met Wolf. I can do as little or as much as I want. When I feel the need for a job I will take one.” I say as I lead her to the garage.


“You’re driving me insane. Are you still going to be like this if you find out I
 am
 pregnant?”


“Hmm. I will probably be worse.” I say as I unlock the doors and usher her to the passenger side.

 

“Why are there so many different kinds of tests?” I say agitated at reading so many of the boxes.

Katiana snickers and I quickly look up from what is at least the fourth box I have read.

“Finding this funny are you?”

“Hilarious, actually.”

My eyes narrow on her and I grab all four boxes and move towards the checkout.

“Can I buy these and can you give me your best prenatal vitamins?” I ask the pharmacist.

I feel Katiana come up beside me. I reach out for her hand till I feel her small hand in mine. She weaves her fingers through mine giving me a gentle squeeze.

She smiles at us both before going to get the vitamins.

“Are you going to be disappointed if I’m not pregnant?” She asks softly.

I look down at her.

“Yes, but I also know it’s only a matter of time. At the rate we fuck it won’t be long.”

She slaps my arm.

“Shh. Someone will hear you.”

“And?”

Before she can say anything the pharmacist comes back with several packs of vitamins. I buy them all as well as the four tests. Once I have paid and dragged Katiana back to the car I can feel the excitement building up inside of me. Katiana might not have noticed but her nipples are more tender and her breasts are slightly larger. She has only had one period since she has been with me. According to her it was lighter than normal.

Part of the reason I am so excited is I can’t wait to fuck her little ass if she is pregnant. I’ve been waiting for a long time. The more she protests about anal sex the more I want to fuck her. The drive doesn’t take long to get back home. We have a comfortable silence in the car. I still need to get the movers to shift everything from her apartment to our home. She has the essentials that I brought over but it’s not enough. She was never meant to be a permanent fixture. I think back to my initial plan and I am glad I never followed through with it. As irritated as she might get sometimes I couldn’t picture being with anyone but Katiana. She has seen my true colours like Wolf has and she has never tried to leave me.

As the gates of Blackwood Hall open. I turn to look at Katiana.

“I want to be in the bathroom when you take the test.”

“Xavier, I don’t…”

“This is one of those times where I do not take no for an answer, Katiana.”

“Fine.” She says and crosses her arms across her chest.

I drive through and pause to close the gates with the remote. I love the seclusion and the security at the estate. Not just for keeping people out but for keeping Katiana in. I park up the car and help Katiana out taking the bag from her as we go back inside.

“I’m surprised you didn’t try to get help or do a runner when we were out.”

She looks up at me in surprise before her expression turns thoughtful.

“Nah, I wouldn’t find anyone with a monster cock who knows how to use it.”

“You cheeky little wench. You won’t be saying that when my cock is up your little ass.” I say chuckling.

“We have went over this. That isn’t happening.”

“It is if you are chained in the cellar. I’ve told you I will go easy on you. You were scared about nothing when it came to your virginity. Trust me, you will enjoy it.”

“How about if I get to peg you first? That would alleviate my fears.”

I laugh at her suggestion.

“That is never going to happen. I fuck your holes not the other way around.”

“Not big on equality are you?”

I don’t bother answering that. I think she knows by now I have to be in control. I take her upstairs to the bedroom en suite. I put the bag on the back wall countertop and open up one of the tests. This one is for catching an early pregnancy so I hope we only need this one.

I turn around and she is still standing where I left her. I frown at her.

“Get on the toilet. I have seen every part of you. You think a little piss is going to put me off?”

She takes her jacket off and hangs it on the hook beside the bath and she pulls her jeans down before sitting down on the toilet.

“No underwear?”

“No. You told me not to wear any when we go outside.”

“Good girl.”

I hand her the white stick taking the plastic end off as the picture in the diagram instructed.

“You piss on that end.”

“Yes. I think I know that much.”

“Well? Come on. Hurry up.”

“I can’t pee on demand you know. I’ve never had to pee with someone in the same room as me before.”

I can’t help but roll my eyes at her.

“Will it help if I turn around?”

“Yes.” She says immediately.

I give her my back as I think about our baby. I feel the surge of excitement inside of me again. I don’t care if it’s a boy or a girl. I just want our baby from Katiana. The way I feel about her will just extend to our child. I would accept our child no matter who or what it wanted to become. I wonder if this is how Wolf felt about me. Katiana hasn’t said much about a baby. I think it has to do with her own experiences as a child. I did ask her to speak to Wolf about it but she refused. I eventually hear a small dribble of her water pass.

I don’t look around till I hear her flush the toilet and she is pulling up her jeans. She places the plastic lid over the test and puts it beside the bag as she washes her hands.

She has a solemn expression on her face.
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 Chapter 22

 

Katiana

I try not to look up into the mirror as I know Xavier’s intense eyes will be taking in everything I am doing right now. My hands tremble slightly. I knew this day was going to come and perhaps it’s my fault that I kept my head in the sand. It’s not that I don't want a child. I just don’t know how to be a mother. I don’t remember mine and other than Elaine I have never come across anyone who resembles a motherly type.

I feel his hands come up on either side of my arms as he rubs them up and down. I still can’t look up at him.

“It’s going to be okay. I am always going to be with you. Every step of the way.”

I finally bring my face up to the mirror and sure enough his dark eyes are softer than normal. I can see how happy this would make him and it brings a small smile to my face. I picture a small baby boy with his hair and eyes.

“I don’t know how to look after a baby.”

“Neither do I. We will learn together. There are plenty of books and videos we can read and watch. I may have already started on some.”

I break out into a full on smile now. This doesn’t surprise me in the least. He may be a psycho but he does love a good research project.

I lean back on him.

“At least the baby will have one good parent.”

“The baby is going to have two amazing parents. You might not see it but I do. Anyone who can put up with me can love and help me raise our children.”

“Calm down. Let me just get used to the thought of having one baby.”

“Sure.” He says in a smug tone of voice.

I shake my head and pull away from him to reach the test. There is nothing there yet. I forgot to time it.

Xavier takes the test and the bag from the countertop. With his free hand he drags me into the bedroom.

“Lie down.”

I pull my boots off and lie down on the bed as I watch him put everything on his bedside table and he lies down beside me.

He pulls me into him and throws his heavy leg on top of mines.

“I’m only seven years older than you. I have no experience with children. I never even thought of having any children till I brought you here. We can do this together. I didn’t make this commitment lightly with you. I’ve paid your lease off we are going to get all of your things moved down here next week. I haven’t restricted you in how you can contact Chris and Elaine. We can have a good life together.”

I bring my hand and rub it along his cheek and jawline feeling his rough, dark stubble. I feel his hand move to my waist as he tightens his grip on me. He looks down at me hesitantly.

I give him a small smile to reassure him.

“I thought you were going to kill me from the moment I met you. Then you brought me my worst nightmare and dismantled him piece by piece. You aren't like anyone else I have ever met and I wouldn’t want you to be anyone but yourself. This is such an enormous responsibility. I’m not sure if I will be a good mother. Who have I had to look up to as a role model? What if I’m a shit mother? I can’t send it back.”

“I’m just as responsible for creating this baby, if not more. I will be here with you every step of the way, I promise you. I don’t give my word to many people, if at all.” He says this before he leans down to kiss me plundering my mouth with force and passion. I lift my head up slightly to kiss him back causing him to moan into my mouth and pull me closer to his hard cock.

We are both breathless by the time we part.

I take a deep breath.

“Check it.” I say to him.

He reaches behind him to pick up the white stick. I don’t feel as anxious now and I can admit I feel a tiny bit excited. He brings it around and shows it to me with a big grin on his face.

Just like that. I’m pregnant.

Well, seven weeks worth of fucking with no protection might have something to do with it.
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 Chapter 23

 

Xavier

I gently rub Katiana’s belly. I love feeling the bulge there. Every morning I do this to feel how much our child has grown. I took my time with Katiana so she never felt overwhelmed. If she has any questions about the pregnancy, birth or early weeks of the baby’s development she just asks me now. She was only three weeks pregnant when we took that test. She is now four months pregnant and I have decided I am going to keep her this way. I might give her some time to adjust after the first one but she knows there will never be any form of protection between us. I don’t even feel the need to hurt anyone anymore. Wolf suggested I go into property development which is something I can think of at a later date. I have plenty of money and investments to keep us for several lifetimes. Katiana has gotten used to me being with her. I leave her alone on the days she works and that seems to be enough space for her. I always knew I could twist her to how I wanted her. I just never expected to bend just as much for her.

She moans and stretches slightly. Her ass moves along my cock. I have been stretching her asshole out slowly over the last few months. I think it’s time to give her my cock. The thought of taking her last virgin hole makes my cock leak over her back. Keeping my hand on her belly I reach over to her bedside cabinet and get the lube out and put it on the pillow.

I go of her belly as I open up the tube. Add a copious amount to my fingers I slide my hand carefully under the covers and use one hand to open up her ass cheeks. Feeling my way down her hot ass I rub the lube over her puckered little hole till I push my finger inside of her. I slowly keep sliding it in and out of her ass. She moans louder this time making me smile. She has loved sex more since she has been pregnant. I was always the instigator but now she takes me down as much as I did her.

I whip the covers off from us. Gather all the pillows and lay them down on the middle of the bed. I gently lift her up and put her on the pillows so her ass is sticking up in the air. Her dishevelled hair is a mess. I get the lube and squirt some on her ass and use a whole load coating up my cock.

“Seriously? You’re really going to do this now?” She says as she turns around while trying to move her hair out of her face.

“Damn straight. If you didn’t want this you shouldn’t have been rubbing your little ass on my cock.” I tell her as I go back to pushing the lube into her ass with my fingers. This is what I wanted. I wanted to see her little asshole stretch out. I want to watch when I sink my cock inside her.

I glance up at her and she has buried her face into the pillow. I don’t stop I keep pushing my fingers in and out of her tight little hole adding some more lube to ensure plenty goes inside of her. I use my fingers and scissor the inside of her before adding my third finger pushing them deeper until she groans.

“Just let me know if it gets too much.” I say as I remove my fingers and look at the small gape in her asshole.

I place my lubed cock and push the head inside her ass. I close my eyes at the tightness of her virgin ass clasping my cock. I hold her by her hips and push further inside of her slowly inch by inch I keep screwing her with my cock. I slide my hand to her pussy so I can play with her clit. I need her to loosen up so I can fuck her ass properly.

It doesn’t take long before I feel her push herself back onto my cock. She has pulled herself up onto her hands and knees.

“That’s it, baby. Take it all.” I look down and see there is just a few inches left. I won’t push her just now. When the baby is born all bets are off.

I push my fingers into her pussy as I use my palm to rub her clit. I don’t stop I keep my fucking myself in and out of her tight little asshole.

“You like that, baby? You like my hard cock fucking your little asshole?”

“Yes.” She gasps as she pushes herself back onto my hard cock.

“Play with your pussy, baby. Let me fuck your ass.”

I pull my fingers out of her hot, wet cunt. I put my hands back on her hips and use them to fuck her into her ass harder.

“These holes were made for my cock, baby. Your ass looks amazing taking my cock. I’m going to video this next time so you can see how well your asshole takes me.”

Her head drops down onto the pillow as I see her hand move towards her pussy.

I watch my cock glide in and out of her asshole till I lose control and fuck into her faster and harder. I feel her fingers inside her pussy pressing against my cock and its game over for me.

“Cum on my dick, Katiana. Squeeze my cock with your tight little asshole.”

All I can hear is her gasping little breaths as I continue to fuck her gaping asshole. I can feel the moment she explodes as her ass grips my cock so tight that I can’t move. I grip her hips as tight as I can as I feel my balls tighten and my cum shoots out of my cock filling her little ass up. She pushes herself back onto my cock taking all of it inside of her as she cries out into the pillows. I don’t move for a while. I don’t want to. Just looking at my cock embedded in her asshole ensures I don’t lose my hard-on. I pull myself out slightly inch by inch so it doesn’t cause her any discomfort. I watch as my glistening cock stands tall and her gaping asshole which is all pink on the inside oozes with my white cum dripping out of it. I still don’t move till I watch her ass slowly close up again. I grab some tissues from the side cabinet and wipe all the mess up.

“Let me wash you up, baby.” I say as I tug her up into my arms carrying her to the bathroom. I’m not done with her yet. I want to watch her pussy dripping with my white cum. This time I am going to take a video of it. That shit is too hot not to replay.
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 Chapter 24

 

Katiana

I lie in bed propped up with pillows. I have just finished off my work and put my laptop at the side. That was my last piece of work. I’ve decided to take the full year off for maternity so I won’t need to worry about work for a while and I want to give motherhood everything I can. Xavier helped me with my fears. He was obsessive with me before but now he is like a drill sergeant. Gone are my sleepless nights because he fucks me for so long I am exhausted at bedtime. He fucks me during the day to ensure I get a nap in the afternoon as well. I’m sure he is just using it as an excuse to tire me out. Not that I am complaining. He has never once made me feel undesirable even in the early days when I had a few moments vomiting my guts out. Other than that this pregnancy has been stress-free. He looks after me so well. I used to think he was driving me insane by constantly being beside me but now I crave his proximity just as much.

So right now I don’t know if I’m the psycho or if he still is or if we both are in equal measures. All I know is he is going to be the most protective father that ever lived. That warms my heart to no end. I rub my belly.

“You don’t realise how lucky you are.” I murmur to the baby.

“Who’s lucky?”

I look up and Xavier is in the bedroom with lunch.

“I could have come down. I was telling the baby he or she is so lucky to have such a protective father.”

He literally beams at me. I watch him with a smile of my own. This is nothing like the man who came into my apartment and stuck a needle in my neck. For months I have watched him and I haven’t seen that level of darkness in him. He has only went for one assignment and all the groundwork had been done for him so he was only away for two days. He was grumpy bastard all throughout it. He was constantly on the phone to me cursing out Wolf. He knew he had been the last resort for Wolf but it didn’t stop him bitching about it. We both prefer our seclusion in our home. I think we are both becoming hermits. I don’t mind, it has just brought us closer together.

He puts the tray on the bed and pulls the covers down and kisses my belly.

“Not long left now. Are you feeling okay about the birth?”

“Yes. I know you will be with me. That’s all I need.”

“Good. Now lets feed you two.” He says as he sits on the bed and uncovers our lunch. I don’t think I will even need a midwife with Xavier by my side.

I still can’t comprehend this is the same man I met over nine months ago. I can’t believe how open I have become about sex. I went from being too scared to have sex to a sex addict.

Which reminds me I need to have a nap after lunch.
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 Epilogue

 

Xavier

Looking down at my three month old son suckling on Katiana’s swollen breast I can’t stop my dark thoughts. Only they aren't about murder and mayhem now. They are just about my obsessive need for my wife. I always knew she was going to be a lioness as a mother. I didn’t need to do much and she just pushed forward into the role. I have always been there to ensure she got her rest when Wolf went down for his nap I made sure I fucked her so good she was knocked out as well. The first six weeks were hard until the nurse gave the us the all clear for us to resume sex. Wolf was only four weeks old when we eventually had to leave our home for our small wedding. Wolf senior is a regular visitor in our home. I met Chris and Elaine at the wedding. Chris seemed petrified of me but it could be the fact I was constantly giving him the death stare. Needless to say he doesn’t visit us. Katiana still FaceTimes him though. Elaine came down and stayed with us for a few weeks after Katiana had the baby. I feel this helped Katiana a great deal when it came to ease into motherhood.

I watch as she switches Wolf to her other breast as milk leaks from her breast. I hope our son sleeps through the night tonight. I have plans for her tonight as I think of all the toys I stuffed in the bedside cabinet drawer. I might need to gag her tonight.

I sit down on the bed beside her and stroke her hair before stroking Wolf’s cheek.

“I will burp him and get him ready for bed. I want you to be ready for me tonight, it’s going to be a long night. I want a daughter this time.”

She looks up at me with a scowl. Her blue eyes darkening.

“I don’t think so.” She retorts.

I smile back down at her.

My gullible little Kitty Kat. I still don’t think she realises the extent I will go to when it comes to her. I have a syringe in the bedside cabinet ready to use if required but half an hour of edging and she will be begging me to cum inside of her.

 

The End.
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 Afterword

 

Hello Lovelies,

 

I hope you enjoyed Katiana and this dark psycho X. These two weren’t planned and popped out of nowhere. A tad longer than my other books but this is just how it worked out. Next will be Aaron’s Pet which be warned it is completely different from anything I’ve written and if you prefer a bit more romance then this book isn’t for you. After that it will be the Arrogant Alien part of the Monster Series. Both of these are due to be released in March.

Once again, I can only thank everyone for choosing to read my books. I think I still need to pinch myself at times that I am blessed enough to be writing the kind of books I love to read. I’m sure I won’t get it right every time but as always feel free to reach out to me via social media or my email address on my Amazon profile. A few people have requested certain storylines, I haven’t forgotten about you. I just need to finish all the books I have in the pipeline first.

Stay happy & stay healthy,

 

With all my Love

 

LoveBite Shorts xXx 😘
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