

New Girl in Town

When I moved with my parents to a small town in the middle of nowhere, I was actually happy to be away from everything and everyone, and just enjoy a quiet life working remotely.

When James introduced himself, I knew he was dangerous. Not from what he was capable of, but of what he was awakening inside of me. I need to stay away from him, but he seems determined to get me alone with him, and I don’t know how long I’ll be able to stay away.


Chapter One

Sometimes I’m ashamed of the fact that I still live with my parents.

My work is mostly writing for websites and doing research. While one of the benefits of this is the ability to work from almost anywhere, but it does not pay a whole lot in the beginning of one’s career. And that is definitely my experience.

But with student loans, there’s just no other option but to stay with my parents until I can earn enough to both support my needs and continue to pay off my loans.

Though admittedly, when my parents said they were selling our house in the city to buy a fixer-upper in a rural town in the middle of nowhere to spend their retirement and raise their late-in-life twelve year old son, I came damn close to finding another place to live.

But crunching the numbers yet again showed the same conclusion: I can’t afford it.

So here I am, moved into a gorgeous and slightly run-down 4-bedroom old farm home in the middle of nowhere. Nothing but farms and fields stretch outside of the decent collection of buildings that make up the town itself, just barely beyond the horizon from where we are living.

Admittedly it is quite beautiful, and there is more of a feeling of freedom than being trapped, despite there not being much to do.

We have been here about four weeks now, and we are getting to know our neighbors. This is one of those cliché small towns where everyone knows everyone else.

My little brother, Kent, is absolutely loving the new town. It’s the middle of summer and he has nothing to do but help fix up the house and find others to play with.

And despite my parents wanting to “slow down” in their retirement, they are spending more evenings at neighbor’s houses than they are at home.

So, I’ve had the luxury of spending a lot of time alone at the house, either writing or sitting on our huge porch admiring the old barn in our yard and looking at the scenery surrounding us. Maybe I can fix it up and make it my own apartment.

Even the other run-down houses in the distance look beautiful in the sunset. Who knew a city girl would love the country so much?

One beautiful Wednesday my parents were working on the upstairs landing, planning what to renovate, and Kent brought over a few friends he made in town. After getting the idea to build a tree fort in the back yard, he has become obsessed and will talk of nothing else. Now that he’s finally found some boys to help him, I expect him to be in the backyard every single day until summer is over.

Just to make sure they don’t get hurt, I sit on the porch and work away on my laptop. I’m not even sure how much time goes by before I hear an unfamiliar voice from the side of the house, “Jeremy? Where are ya?”

One of the kids, Jeremy I presume, yells back, “Back here!” I look up and the kids have made some impressive progress on the fort. They’ve got a decent-looking ladder fastened to the tree and have begun on a sturdy-looking floor high up. I must have really zoned out with work to not notice.

I look towards the side of the house and an extremely handsome young man emerges. “Mama’s looking everywhere for ya kid, she sent me to fetch you home.” He’s wearing a dark plaid button up and worn jeans. His hair is dark brown, with a strong jaw. As he walks through the backyard to presumably his brother, I notice how fit he is. Not bulky, like he lifts weights, but lean and cut, like he’s grown up on the farm, which he probably has.

There is an electric energy to him that I cannot put my finger on, but my eyes are drawn to him like a magnet, nonetheless, as he strides across the lawn, his head held high and his back straight.

“Awww but James! I don’t wanna leave, we’re making a tree fort! How about you stay and help, instead!” The boy is whining from the base of the tree, holding a large plank of wood, and looking hopeful.

The man, James, laughs, “How about tomorrow? That is, if your parents don’t mind?” He turns to Kent.

“Doubt it,” Kent shrugs, “but you can ask my sister? She’s the one home all day.” Kent points to me and my heart jumps in my chest as James turns to me. He looks up at me from the ground to where I am sitting on the open porch, and our eyes meet.

He flashes a wide smile and there’s something in his eyes that makes my pulse quicken, a dark glint that betrays secret thoughts. He walks up to me, no, glides is more like it and climbs up the porch steps. I quickly put my laptop down and stand up. He offers me his hand and I shake it, staring into his eyes, and they’re sparkling. He looks down at me, several inches taller than me, and suddenly I realize that I’m afraid of this man. But why?

“Nice to meet you, I’m James.” His voice is lower than it was from the yard and it pulls on strings deep inside me.

“Hi, I’m Tammy.” He’s still holding my hand and smiling at me, and I feel silly standing there saying nothing. Nervous, I blurt out, “We’re new here.”

He laughs and drops my hand, “I know. Jeremy and I met Kent yesterday. When Jeremy didn’t show up at the house when he was supposed to, I figured he was here. Glad I showed up.”

His voice gets lower as he finishes speaking, and I feel my skin crawl with… fear? Desire? Both.

“If you’re the one always home, what do your parents do?” He asks with a little smirk in his smile now.

“Oh, usually out with neighbors or looking at what others have done with their homes. They’re hoping to really remodel this place.” Immediately after finishing I curse myself, big-city safety conditioning told me not to tell him I’m usually alone in the house. Now I just let him know that!

“Well, maybe I’ll stop by sometime, keep you company.” He winks at me, and before I can even refuse or come up with something witty, he turns away and little Jeremy joins him as he leaves the yard.

Knowing my face is burning red, I can think of nothing else to do but sit back down and take out my laptop. But I can’t focus enough on doing any writing. I don’t know anything about this James, but I do know that, somehow, this man is dangerous. There is just something about him, something that made him look more like a predator in the wild than a man talking to a woman. I need to stay away from James.


Chapter Two

Sitting at the dinner table with the whole family, the first time since last Thursday, I cannot get James out of my head. Every time I think about him my skin crawls with both excitement and a need to run away.

“Tammy?” I hear my mom trying to break my daydreaming.

“Sorry, zoned out.” I say, trying to recover and sure that my face is red yet again.

My mother chuckles, “I was asking if you had the chance to meet anyone yet?” I shake my head no. I haven’t gone into town since the first week, preferring my time spent alone on the porch enjoying the air.

She sighs now, “Tamara, you really need to get out into the town, meet some new people.”

Kent pipes up, “She did mom! She met James today.” At his name I start just a little and feel the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

Mom and Dad both look at me questioning, hopeful. It’s my turn to sigh, exasperated, “He came to pick up his brother, they were all building the fort out back.”

“He said he may come tomorrow to help us!” Kent says excitedly, ready to take over the conversation with his fort.

“Oh, that’s nice! Tammy, maybe you should invite him inside.” Mom winks at me, and I can feel my face flush even more. I know deep down that I should never be alone with James. And part of me is growing excited at that knowledge. What would he do if we were alone together? He is one of the most confident men I have ever seen, I can picture him completely taking charge.

I shake my head, both to get rid of these thoughts and tell my mom there’s no chance. “Mom, I don’t even know him.”

“Exactly! But you can get to know him.” She winks again and takes a sip of her wine.

Dad clears his throat, smiling but ready to save me by changing the subject. “So, Kent, the fort looks like it’s coming along well?”

The rest of the evening passes with Kent going on about the fort and showing everyone for the tenth time the plans he drew up a few days ago.



Later in the evening, I lay awake in my bed and can’t help my mind wandering to James. What is it about him that makes him impossible to get out of my head? And more importantly, why am I so terrified of him? He didn’t do anything threatening or out of line, he was just flirting. Was he even flirting? Maybe he's just cocky, and it came off that way.

Is it possible I’m just afraid of him because I like him? It has been awhile since I’ve been on a date.

That must be it, there’s nothing wrong with him, it’s all in my head, because I’m terrified to venture into the world of dating. I’m awkward around guys. I’m not a virgin or anything, but I’ve only had one boyfriend, and we were friends for so long it was easy to be comfortable with him. But ever since, I just can’t seem to keep it together around men I like.

That has to be it.

Oh god, but what if talking to him actually leads to him asking me on a date?? I’ve only had sex with one other person, and he looks like he’s slept with every girl in this small town. Probably isn’t used to women turning him down.

If I turned him down, how would he react? Suddenly my head is filled with the image of him getting angry. He smacks my face when I tell him no. He throws me on the ground. Damn, I can feel myself getting wet.

More fantasies emerge, he rips off my shirt and yanks down my shorts. He pushes my face into the ground and shoves himself inside me. Oh fuck I’m so turned on, it scares me.

I jolt in my bed, breaking the fantasy. I can’t believe I just thought about that, and was turned on by it! What is wrong with me? It has to be the lack of sex in recent years, it has to be.

But one thing it did do for me, if I am able to picture that type of behavior so easily with James, it must be because my instincts were right. I will not give him the time of day tomorrow.


Chapter Three

I’m sitting at my usual spot on the porch, trying to work but really my ears are keened for James’ presence. The kids are at it again with the fort, and I’m sure that James will show up. Jeremy isn’t here yet, maybe he’ll use the excuse that he’s just dropping Jeremy off?

I stare at the blank word page on my screen, listening. My heart is thudding in my chest so much, I’m worried I won’t be able to hear him anyway.

My zone is broken when I hear a kid’s voice coming from around the house. Suddenly, I can’t do it. I can’t just sit here and watch him help the kids build a fort, and I’m not sure what he’d do or say if we actually talk. I bolt upright and take my laptop inside. This is so stupid, there’s probably nothing wrong with him. Why am I so terrified to be around him?

As I close the screen door I hear, “Whoah, that’s impressive! You’ll be done in no time.” James.

The kids start up a chorus of excitement and their plans for how to continue. I stand at the kitchen counter and put my laptop down. I need something to do. “Your parents home?” I hear James asking Kent. My heart thumps in my chest as Kent tells him no, and I do the only thing I can think of: the dishes.

I turn the water on and get to some busy work. I can’t hear James talking anymore. There’s no way he’d do anything inappropriate with the kids around, right? And why am I assuming he would do anything inappropriate to begin with?

I get to work on the dishes. I hear the screen door open and shut, and I practically jump out of my skin. I pretend not to hear as a man’s footsteps come near behind me.

“I hope you don’t mind me intruding.” I hear a sultry voice right behind me, and I’m proud of myself for not jumping. I can practically feel the weight of his gaze on me.

“It’s nice of you to help the kids with the fort.” I say stiffly, not wanting to give away how happy I was to have him that near me, and how much I wanted to shove him away. Suddenly I’m very aware of my shorts and tank top clinging to my body in the heat, and the shape of me outlined in the sun streaming through the windows.

“It looks like that barn could use some work, too. Maybe I’ll offer my services.” Suddenly, his strong arms are wrapping around my waist and he’s pressing his tall, hard body against mine. I fumble in the sink and stand still, unsure what to do. Damn this dude is ballsy.

One arm tightens around my waist while the other snakes up my body to caress my neck, held in front of me, pinning my back to his chest. “I couldn’t stop think of you last night,” he whispers against my ear, and I get the feeling he’s said this a million times to other girls.

My skin tingles excitedly, and I can feel his breath on my skin. This is sure fast, but I forget about that for a second as I just enjoy the feel of him touching me. Almost reluctantly I relax against him, momentarily letting my fears of dating abate.

His hand leaves my throat as his lips find it, and I shudder in delight at the touch of his lips. He traces my skin down to my shirt and then pulls down my shirt enough to expose one of my soft breasts. I start and shove his hand away, “Whoa dude-”

He lets me go, dropping his arm from my waist. While not backing away from me, his firm body still pressed to my back, but leaves me the opportunity to get away. I don’t.

My fear is back, but now I know it’s not fear of dating. It’s fear of this man, fear that he would do anything to me without caring if I wanted it or not. But even so, the spike of arousal that bubbles from within at that thought is louder than the fear.

I don’t tell him to go away, because frankly I’ve never been more turned on in my life, but I pull up my shirt out of nerves, and my pause gives him the green light to go even further.

He yanks down my shirt again and says, “You want to alert the kids? Let them see you like this?”

I freeze against him, my heart trying to beat out of my throat from fear and excitement. He pulls down my shirt enough to expose both of my breasts. He grazes my nipples with the tips of his fingers and traces each outline. He grinds himself into my backside, and I can tell he’s hard. Really hard.

I clench my thighs in desire as this man uses me, teases and humiliates me. I can’t believe I’m enjoying this.

He releases my waist enough to lower his arm and grip the bottom of my shorts hard. He doesn’t try to explore, but he’s telling me he could, and he knows that I wouldn’t yell for help.

I don’t know what to do, I’m paralyzed in a confusing tangle of emotions. I’m scared that he’ll hurt me, I’m unbelievably turned on, and I’m terrified of being caught. But more importantly, I’m terrified that I want him to hurt me.

I want him to bend me over this sink and take me right here, right now. Bare back and no regard for anyone watching or whether I want it or not. The thought scares me and I am able to push myself out of his grip.

I hastily fix my shirt and walk away until my back hits another counter. He stays by the sink and I can see the bulge in his pants as he looks at me. He’s looking at me like I’m nothing more than a piece of meat for him to devour. A man dying of hunger being offered a steak. It’s the sexiest feeling in the world.

He sees in my face what I’m feeling and how turned on I am, I’m sure of it. As he stares at me his own eyes betray what he’s thinking, of how he’s undressing me and what he plans to do with my body. He slowly walks towards me, until he’s mere inches from me.

He makes no move to touch me, just looks down as I stare up at him wide-eyed, waiting for his next move. He looks at me with disbelief, anger, and desire in his eyes. Will he hit me? Do I want him to hit me? Yes.

Almost like he could read my mind, he slowly lifts his hand and places his palm on my cheek, where he would touch if he were to smack me.

“You know, that barn would be a good building to fix up as a private apartment for you. Offer you all sorts of freedoms.” I say nothing, but continue to stare up at him. He winks at me like he did the first time we met, and then leaves as suddenly as he had come.


Chapter Four

I can’t stop shaking from my encounter with James earlier today. He’s so damn cryptic, not saying anything of substance. My thoughts keep drifting to the barn, thoughts of living in there alone and having him steal inside in the night, waking me up with him inside me. My face has been burning red all evening and I’m relieved that Kent is staying the night with a friend, and my parents are doing the same in the next town over.

Relieved and terrified. There’s no way that James would know that I’m alone, though. But I admit I keep thinking about what it would be like if he showed up anyway.

Every time I pass by the back of the house I stare out at the barn, suddenly presenting new possibilities I never considered.

It’s late, full dark, and I’m still staring at this damn barn. Suddenly, I see a dark shadow moving at the edge of it. My pulse jumps again, I’m almost getting used to the feeling, and I strain my eyes to see more.

Yes, there’s definitely a person out there, at the edge of the barn. What are they doing? They’re just standing there, looking like they’re facing the house, but they keep dipping back behind the barn and back out again.

I have a feeling that they’re hoping to get my attention. How long have they been there? Have they noticed me staring at the barn and they’re trying to draw my eye? It has to be James, who the hell else would it be?

I consider my options. I could call the police, though they’ll take another 20 minutes to be here. I could call my parents and ask them to come home, but they’ll take even longer and will probably have had one too many to drive. I could try leaving out the front and hope they don’t notice, but they’ll definitely hear the squeaky front door and just come find me outside.

I could lock all of the doors and windows and hope they give up. I have a picture of James breaking down the door just to take me, and my heart constricts with desire and fear again.

Suddenly I realize that the dark shape may have actually been just a stupid tree branch. I’m squinting, and yes it looks like a large branch is swaying the breeze. I laugh at myself for getting all worked up. But still… It doesn’t quite look like what I saw earlier.

I take a deep breath and grab a flashlight. I can’t do this anymore, all this waiting. Either something is going to happen, or I’m going to find out it was nothing more than a branch, and then I’m going to bed.

I walk out into the nice summer air and toward the barn, my heart pounding in my chest, feeling stupid.

I flash it on the spot I was watching, and sure enough it was just a fucking tree branch.

I’m about to turn when I hear a noise in the barn. I turn to look and see the door slightly ajar. I hitch my breath. I turn to run back in the house, no less turned on but losing my nerve. Before I can take a step, I hear the barn door whip open and a set of strong arms grabs me around the waist, one hand over my mouth, and drags me into the barn.

I kick at the door, and in the struggle I lose my grip on the flashlight. But not before I’m able to look behind me and see the face of James pulling me into the dark of the barn. I see the flashlight hit the hard ground and break, turning everything pitch black again.

I struggle to take James’ hand off my mouth, not sure what I’ll do if I succeed, but he spins us around and drops us to our knees. He bends forward, forcing my face down into the musty hay of the barn floor. I wiggle my body, trying to find a weak spot, but all I feel is his hard dick in his jeans rubbing me.

My heart is spiking with terror and lust, I’m unable to process what is happening. I moan in the shock of pleasure feeling his dick grind against me and his hand over my mouth brings.

He chuckles warmly against my head, “I’ve never fucked a girl who wanted to fight back. I’ve always wanted to. Let’s do this.”

His hand around my waist goes to the button on my shorts and expertly undoes them, not hindered by my struggling.

He’s right, I want to struggle and pretend like he’s forcing me to do something I don’t want to do, but the fact is I want him to fuck me so hard I pass out on this cold floor and I wake up in the middle of the night and have to drag my sore body back inside.

I want him, and the adrenaline pumping in my veins helps fuel my struggles, pretending as if I don’t want him to take me. He chuckles darkly and yanks down my shorts and panties. He takes his hand off my mouth, and I don’t scream out, as he knew I wouldn’t.

His legs pin mine down and keeps my head shoved into the floor, my ass high in the air. I can feel him unbuttoning his jeans and I’m shocked when his large, hard cock hits my bare ass. I manage to wriggle forward a little, but he grips my hips hard and pulls me back to him, straight onto his cock.

He shoves forward and I feel the head of his cock push inside of me. I’m so wet it glides in easily, and James shoves in harder. His thick cock spreads my pussy wide. He shoves the entire length inside me, I gasp at how full I feel.

His grip on my hips tighten and he rams his cock into me, hard. My hands dig into the hay and dirt floor, my moans muffled. “Fuuck you are tight, were you a fucking virgin?” He’s groaning above me, fucking me as hard as he can.

Through my own grunts, I manage a, “No.”

He laughs, “Must have been a few years then, huh?” He’s laughing at me, and I feel a stab of embarrassment and pleasure grip though me. The sound of his hips smacking against my ass are filling the barn, mixed with our animal grunts of pleasure.

It’s not enough, he’s fucking me hard but I want more. With a sudden spike of inspiration, I jump myself off the floor and take a half-hearted stab at elbowing him in the face, wanting to make it more real.

As I knew he would, he catches my arm easily. He quickly pulls out of me and drags me up on my knees. He throws me to the side onto my back, and before I can think he’s on top of me. He shoves inside me again and this time I cry out into the room. My legs are again trapped by his body. He smacks my face hard, and immediately grabs my chin to face him before he slaps me again. I cry out in pain and I know my pussy clenches in pleasure around his cock pumping into me.

He smiles darkly and slaps me a third time before moving his hand to my throat, squeezing the sides tightly. I arch my back and get a thrill weakly trying to push him off me. He uses his grip on my throat to pull my whole body towards him while he thrusts into me, ensuring he fucks me as deeply as possible.

My stomach tightens and I feel the orgasm building inside me. I grip onto his broad shoulders, feeling the muscles working beneath his shirt. He pulls up my tank top exposing my breasts to the damp barn air.

I wrap my legs around him and let my orgasm hit me. I scream into the night, my moans barely tearing out of my squeezed throat. His thrusts get more erratic, and I feel the pleasure roll through my body. My back arches and my legs tremble as he grabs my breast painfully, squeezing my nipple.

In one final thrust he spills his seed deep inside my unprotected pussy, grinding his body against my clit.

He releases my throat and we lie on the floor breathing hard.

I feel him going soft inside me, and I am utterly exhausted. I release my legs around him, letting them fall to the floor, only trembling slightly on the way down, but I think he can tell.

He slowly slides his cock out of me until I feel empty. He caresses my body down my swollen pussy, and slides his fingers inside me.

I gasp and grip his shoulders more tightly, whispering, “Please.” I am too sensitive, but I pull him closer to me anyway. He buries his face in my neck and roughly kisses and grates his teeth against it. His thumb begins circling my clit hard, and I cry out again in pain and pleasure, too much stimulation too soon after cumming.

His mouth finds my nipples, biting and sucking. His fingers are pumping in and out of me so fast I cum again. I grip his shirt so hard I fear it might tear. My hips buck against his hand as he shows me no mercy, filling my pussy again and roughly grinding my clit.

My whole body shakes and in sweet relief he pulls his hand away, allowing me to again relax onto the ground.

“I like a girl who cums easily. Makes it more fun.” He gets off of me and fixes his pants and shirt, looking down at my used body – shirt pulled above my breasts, shorts on the floor next to my feet, my legs spread wide exposing everything to him.

He walks to the barn door and opens it. Looking around the barn one last time, he says, “I’ll help you guys turn this into an apartment for you. I can steal in here more often.” He winks at me again, sending my heart fluttering, and walks out – no more thought to me at all.

It’s a few minutes until I am able to drag myself up, and get back to the house, re-dressed, my head already filled with plans for the barn and to always leave the barn door unlocked.

Thanks for Reading!

This was “New Girl in Town”

Similar stories by me, plus more found on my Amazon Author’s page, here:

	Taken to the Warehouse 

	A Forced Choice 

	Taken and Forced, Vol 1: 3 Book Bundle 
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