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  Chapter One












Mercy



The road stretches out ahead of me, long and empty, swallowed by darkness on either side. It’s late, and I’m going faster than I should be, but I can’t bring myself to slow down. The needle hovers a little above the speed limit, and the hum of my tires on the asphalt is the only sound keeping me tethered. The night feels too quiet, too still, like something’s chasing me and holding its breath, just waiting to catch up. 
I keep my eyes on the lines of the road, hands locked tight on the steering wheel, fingers sore from gripping it so hard. I’ve been driving for hours, and I still don’t know where I’m going. I just know it has to be away from the life I had. I haven’t dared stop. Not yet. Although I know I will have to soon, so I can come up with a plan.
My heart lurches when flashing red and blue lights explode in my rearview mirror.
Oh no. No, no, no.
I don’t even think. I just react. My foot lifts from the gas like it’s on fire, but my mind is already racing through every worst-case scenario. My pulse spikes so fast it makes my head spin. I should pull over. I have to. But some panicked part of me wants to hit the gas and just run. I force myself to guide the car to the side of the road and stop, tires crunching over gravel. My hands are slick on the steering wheel, and my chest is so tight I can barely breathe.
I can see him in the mirror, just a shadow at first. Then, a car door opens. Heavy boots step out. A man walks towards me, slow and purposeful, silhouetted by his headlights. My mind spirals. Did he send this cop? Is this it? Did they already find me?
But I can’t run now. Not without making everything worse. I can’t help anybody if I’m put behind bars.
The cop stops at my window, and I roll it down with shaking fingers. The cold night air rushes in, sharp against my skin, and then I get my first look at him.
He’s... big. Tall and broad, with powerful shoulders that fill out his uniform perfectly. His chest strains against the dark fabric, his biceps stretch the sleeves, and the belt around his waist only seems to emphasize the solid strength of his body. He’s the kind of man who could toss someone over his shoulder without breaking a sweat.
The harsh white headlights from his car behind us throw shadows across his features, but they only make him look more striking. Stubble shadows his jaw, rugged and rough in a way that makes my breath catch. His hair is dark, cropped short, and his eyes are locked on mine like he can see right into my soul.
There’s no smile. No friendly hello. Just an unreadable intensity in his gaze, like he’s sizing me up and filing away every inch of me for later.
And somehow, impossibly, the fear already coiled in my chest folds in on itself and transforms. Not into comfort. Not exactly. But into something hot and unwelcome and dangerous.
My heart had already been racing from the flashing lights and the siren, but now it’s beating so hard it’s like it is trying to break through my ribcage. Heat blooms across my skin, and there’s a low pulse in my belly that I should not be feeling right now. My thighs clench, my breath hitches, and a strange, almost sharp tingling spreads across my chest. There’s a pressure there that’s been building over the last few days, but now it spikes like it’s responding to him, and I don’t understand what the hell is happening to me.
I shift in my seat, willing the feelings away. Now is not the time.
“Evening, ma’am,” he says, voice deep and steady. “Do you know why I pulled you over?”
“I...” My voice comes out shaky. I clear my throat and try again. “Am I in trouble?”
His gaze lingers on me for a moment longer before he gestures towards the back of the car. “Your rear light is out. It’s not safe to be on the road this late without it.”
“Oh. I didn’t know,” I murmur, swallowing hard. “Sorry.”
“License and registration?” he asks.
I reach into my bag and pull out the ID I’ve been using. Rachel Carter. It’s not my name, but it’s all I have. I hand it over, my hand visibly trembling, and try not to flinch when his fingers brush mine.
He takes it and walks back to his cruiser without another word, disappearing into the glare of headlights.
As soon as he’s gone, the panic sets in deeper. He’s going to work out the license is fake, and then what?
I stare at the dashboard and try to breathe, but my thoughts won’t stop spiraling. I’ve never even spoken to a cop before, let alone been pulled over. I don’t know what the hell I’m supposed to do in this situation. Especially when he’s currently got my fake ID in his hands.
But I can’t afford to fall apart right now.
He comes back faster than I expected and hands me the ID like nothing’s wrong. “All right, Rachel,” he says, using the name like it fits me. “I’m not giving you a ticket tonight, but I am going to follow behind you until you get to wherever you are going, so I know you get there safe. That taillight is a hazard. Don’t drive at night again until you’ve got it fixed.”
I nod quickly, my heart still pounding. “Okay. Thank you.”
I can hardly believe that he’s just letting me go. I’m so caught up in my surprise that I only just hear him giving me instructions on how to find the nearest mechanic.
He pauses, then asks. “So, where are you going?”
I freeze. I had been planning to drive a little longer than this, but I have no choice but to stop for the night now. “Umm, I’m just passing through. Do you know anywhere I can stop for the night? Somewhere cheap, if possible.”
His eyes hold mine a little longer. There’s something in them I can’t read, like maybe he has got me figured out after all. But then he nods towards the road. “There’s a motel about two miles ahead. They are never usually full.”
“Thank you,” I whisper.
He nods and begins walking back to his car. I wait for him to be ready before pulling back onto the road. I try my hardest not to look in the mirror, but I feel him there the whole way. His headlights stay steady behind mine as I drive the short stretch to the motel. I spot the flickering sign and pull into the cracked lot.
He pulls in beside me, his window rolling down as I put the car in park.
“Get that light fixed tomorrow, Rachel,” he says.
“I will,” I lie. I have no idea how much a repair like that costs, but I doubt I will have enough money for it.
He gives me one last look, long and lingering, and then drives off into the night.
I sit in the quiet for a moment before forcing myself to grab my bag and get out. The neon sign buzzes overhead, loud in the silence. The parking lot smells of stale cigarettes, and this is nothing like the place I once called home. But it’s somewhere to stop. Somewhere to hide for one night before I have to figure out what to do next.






  
  Chapter Two












Cole



It’s just after two a.m., and I’m parked in the shadows at the edge of the motel lot. Off-duty now. Just a man in jeans and a T-shirt, sitting in his truck with the engine off, the window cracked, and my hands clenched on the wheel like I’m waiting for something to go wrong. 
I’ve got eyes on room 4A. Her room.
I came here as soon as my shift was over and flashed my badge at the guy behind the desk. Told him I needed to know what room Rachel Carter was in. He didn’t argue. Just gave me the number and went back to reading his battered paperback. That was over an hour ago. The lights in her room are off now, but when I first pulled in, I caught a glimpse of her shadow moving behind the curtains.
She’s in there. My girl.
I don’t even know her real name, but it doesn’t matter. Doesn’t change the fact that the second I saw her, with those wide, wary eyes, I knew. There’s a moment sometimes when everything in your life locks into place. This was one of those moments. I didn’t just see her. I recognized her. Like I’d been built for this exact purpose: find her, protect her, make sure nothing ever touches her again.
When I ran her ID, nothing came up. Not a thing. And that’s when I knew it was fake. That should have been a red flag, and if it was anyone but her, I would have pulled her in for questioning. But I didn’t. Because my gut, the one thing that’s kept me alive through more situations that I can count, told me she’s not the threat.
The fear I’d seen on her face, in every movement she made, doesn’t come from something as simple as a busted taillight. She is not the threat. She’s the one in danger.
So, I’m staying close. Keeping watch. I know I’m crossing a line by following her, but I don’t give a damn. Some people are worth breaking rules for, and she’s one of them. I don’t need her permission to keep her safe. Not yet. Because until I know what she’s up against, I’m not leaving her alone.
She’s mine. She just doesn’t know it yet.
Movement catches my eye, and I turn my head to see someone stumbling onto the edge of the lot. Male. Drunk. Late twenties, maybe. He’s weaving, off-balance, slurring something I can’t hear. I go still, every part of me locking down. He heads straight for the rooms... and then straight to hers.
I’m out of the truck the second he steps onto the walkway, my blood already thrumming. He pulls a key out of his pocket and tries the handle on her door. It doesn’t budge, and he growls, then slams his fist against it.
“Open the damn door, you bitch!”
My body moves before I think. I’m across the lot and on him in a breath, grabbing the front of his shirt and hauling him back from the door. I plant myself between him and her room, my stance wide, grounded. Solid. Nothing is getting past me.
He stumbles, blinking at me like I came out of nowhere. “What the hell...”
“Why are you trying to get into that room?” I ask, voice low and flat.
He squares his shoulders like he’s going to make a show of himself. “My girlfriend’s in there,” he slurs. “So why don’t you get the fuck out of the way before I make you regret it.”
I don’t flinch. Don’t move. My fists curl at my sides, and I fight to keep my voice steady. “I don’t think so.”
“You’re making a big mistake,” he snaps, stepping forward like he’s trying to call my bluff.
But I don’t bluff. If he thinks I’m going to let him lay a hand on my girl, he’s in for a very rude awakening.
Before I can speak again, a door creaks open and the motel owner shuffles out from the main building, a scowl on his face. “Tommy, not again,” he sighs. “You’re at the wrong damn room. Yours is 6B. Get moving before I call your mother. Again.”
The drunk man deflates with a muttered curse and stumbles off after the owner, grumbling all the way down the walkway. I watch until he disappears into the room at the far end.
I stay where I am, breathing slow and hard, every part of me still on high alert.
The door behind me doesn’t open. There’s no sound from inside. No light. But I know she’s awake. I know she heard the commotion. And if she thought for even a second that the man pounding on her door was the one she’s been running from... then she’s probably terrified in there.
My hand hovers close to the door, clenched, then relaxes just enough to knock. A soft, steady rhythm. Nothing that should scare her. “Rachel? It’s me. Cole. The cop from earlier.”
No answer.
“I just wanted to make sure you’re all right. You’re safe. He’s gone. You’re not in danger.”
Still nothing.
I knock again, a little louder this time. “Rachel, please. Just say something.” I lean in closer, lowering my voice. “You don’t have to open the door. I just need to hear your voice. Need to know you’re okay.”
When the silence becomes almost suffocating, the unease prickling down my spine shifts into something sharper. Panic. I don’t let myself feel it often, but it roars to life now, clawing at my gut. Something is wrong. I know it. She’s in there, and she’s not answering, and that’s enough for me.
I turn on my heel and stalk back across the lot, gravel crunching underfoot. The motel office is lit up again, and the same guy’s behind the desk, slouched in his chair like he never left it. He sees me coming and straightens, eyeing me with the kind of tired wariness that says he’s dealt with one too many weirdos tonight.
“I need the key to 4A,” I say.
He blinks at me. “I’m not sure I...”
I interrupt him, my patience wearing thin. “I said I need that key. Now.”
He hesitates, looking like he’s about to push back, but I don’t have time for that bullshit. My voice drops into a darker place. “I suggest you don’t make me ask again.”
That’s all it takes. He reaches into a drawer and pulls out a spare key to the room, sliding it across the counter. I snatch it and turn without another word.
Back at her door, I unlock it quietly and push it open just enough to peek inside. I don’t know what I expect. Maybe for her to jump up, maybe to find the room empty. But what I see punches the breath out of me.
She’s there. Sitting on the floor against the far wall, knees pulled to her chest, her arms wrapped tight around them. The bed’s between us like a barrier, as if it could protect her from whoever had been banging at her door. She’s not crying. Not moving. Just staring ahead with wide, glassy eyes that look right through me. Like she’s not in the room at all.
I shut the door behind me with a soft click and move toward her slowly, like I’m approaching a wounded animal.
“Rachel,” I say gently. “It’s me. The cop who stopped you about your broken light. It was just a drunk trying to get in the wrong room, but he’s gone now. You’re safe. I promise.” I crouch a little, lowering myself to her level. “No one’s going to hurt you. I won’t let them.”
Her lips part, barely, and a whisper slips out so quietly I almost miss it. “I thought it was him. I thought he had found me. Caught me.”
My blood runs cold.
Her words land like a brick in my chest. All the gut feelings I’ve had since I first saw her were right. She is running from someone. And whoever he is, she’s still terrified he’s going to find her.
I lower myself the rest of the way to the floor, easing down slowly beside her. “Who?” I ask, voice soft. “Who did you think it was?”
She doesn’t answer right away. Just stares past me like the memories are still playing out in her mind.
“If you tell me, I can help you, Rachel. And help anyone else who might be in trouble too.”
“My name isn’t Rachel,” she whispers softly. “It’s Mercy.”
“Let me help, Mercy. Please.”
Her eyes meet mine for the first time since I came into the room, and she holds my gaze, almost as if she’s searching for any clue that I might be lying to her. I don’t look away. I let her know I mean every word I say to her.
“I lived on a commune,” she finally says, her voice distant, hollow. “My whole life. It’s not... it wasn’t bad when I was younger. Everyone worked together. It was quiet. Simple. I didn’t know anything else.”
My breath catches in my throat, but I stay quiet. Let her keep going.
“Father Robert runs it. He says he’s the one chosen to lead. That he speaks for God.” Her voice trembles, but she pushes forward. “He already has wives. Four. I used to think they were just... important women. But as I got older, I started seeing things. Bruises. The way they flinched when he came near.”
I feel my jaw clench so hard it aches.
“He told me I’d been chosen to be his next wife. That it was time for me to join his family. That I was more than ready since I’m twenty-one now.” Her arms tighten around her knees.
“At first he said the marriage would be in six months. That was the plan. And I was trying to find a way out. My mom... she knew what he was like, but women aren’t... we weren’t allowed to make our own decisions on the commune. After my father died six years ago, Father Robert became our guardian. He was the one who made decisions for us, and he would never have agreed to let us leave. So me, my mom, and my little sister were stuck there. But after he said I would have to marry him, we came up with a plan. We were stealing money to escape. Little by little. From him. He was the only one allowed to have any.”
She swallows, then shakes her head, curls brushing her cheek. “But then... last night, he came to my room. In the middle of the night. Said he couldn’t wait any longer. Said the wedding would happen right then. He was already...” Her breath catches. “He was ready to take me.”
I see red. Rage rushes through me like wildfire, but I keep my voice steady. “What did you do?”
“I fought.” Her chin lifts just a little, like even now she’s not sure she’s allowed to be proud of that. “I shoved him. Scratched him. Grabbed the bag I’d hidden. We’d only saved a little bit of money, but it was enough. I ran to the supply car - the one I would use to go into town for groceries - and I just drove.”
I want to reach for her. Pull her into my arms and promise none of this will ever touch her again. But she’s not done.
“I left them,” she says, eyes filling with something that finally looks like pain. “My mom. My sister. I didn’t have time. He was right there. If I’d waited even a second longer, he would have forced me. Hurt me. But I still left them. And now I think... I think he’s going to punish them because of me.”
Her voice breaks on the last word.
I move towards her slowly, brushing her hair back from her face, my fingers gentle. “You did what you had to do to keep yourself safe,” I murmur. “It’s what your mom would have wanted you to do. I have no doubt she’s proud of you for running from that monster. Any mother would be.”
She doesn’t argue. Doesn’t flinch. But her eyes find mine again, and the strength and determination I see in them hit me square in the chest. In all my time on the police force, I don’t think I’ve ever seen this much bravery in anybody, not even from the other cops. And she’s still so damn young.
“You promised to help anybody else who might be in trouble,” she says, her voice surprisingly strong now that she’s let her story out. “Did you mean it? Can you help me save my mom and sister?”
I can’t imagine a universe where I say no to her, not when her eyes are full of fire and hope. She needs me. And nothing will stand in my way.
“Yes,” I tell her without hesitation. “We’ll go back. We’ll get them out. And I swear, nobody will ever hurt you or your family again. Not while I’m alive.”
She nods, then sags forward like her body’s finally giving out. I catch her before she can collapse all the way, wrapping my arms around her and holding her close as the sobs finally come.
I lift her easily, cradling her against my chest, and carry her to the bed. She doesn’t protest. Just lets me lay her down beside me, her head resting on my shoulder, her hands still clutching at my shirt.
I hold her. Stroke her hair. Whisper that it’s over, even though it isn’t. Not yet.
But it will be.
Because now I know what we’re dealing with, it’s my fight too. And Father Robert is going to pay for ever trying to touch my girl.
I’ll make sure of it.






  
  Chapter Three












Mercy



I wake up warm. 
Not just physically, but in that way where, for a moment, the world doesn’t feel like it’s closing in on me. There’s a weight behind me, strong and solid, and heat radiating from the body curled around mine. One heavy arm across my waist anchors me in place. My head is tucked beneath his chin, and the steady rhythm of his heartbeat thuds slow and deep against my back. I don’t remember falling asleep, not really, but now that I’m wide awake, the night before rushes in fast and unrelenting.
Cole came back for me.
He didn’t just protect me from the drunk man at my door. He saw past the lies and the fake name and everything I tried to hide. He stayed when I needed someone most, held me through the ugliest, scariest truth I’ve ever spoken out loud. And now... he’s still here.
He’s going to help me get my mom and sister back.
That thought makes my throat tighten, but then something else presses into my awareness. Something immediate. Physical. The way his chest is pressed up against my back, the curve of his arm cradling me close.
It’s... a lot.
His body is nothing like the thin, scraggly frames I grew up around. He’s built like he’s carved out of protection and purpose. There’s a quiet strength in the way he holds me, like he’s made to shield, not restrain. His breath ghosts over the top of my head, and even fully clothed - him in a soft cotton T-shirt and jeans, me still in the same worn-out dress I fled the commune in - it feels intimate. Too intimate. But in a good way.
I shouldn’t be thinking about things like that, though.
He’s a cop. He’s probably just doing his job to keep a member of the public safe. This doesn’t mean anything. I shouldn’t read into it. I shouldn’t want more than his help to get my mom and sister away from Father Robert.
I remind myself of that again and again as I shift slightly, trying to give myself a little space to breathe. But the second I move, pain slices through me. A sharp, hot pain that’s centered right in my chest. I gasp, wincing, one hand flying to my breast like I’ve been stung.
It only lasts a second before something else hits. There’s a strange tingling sensation, almost like a release, and then wetness blooms across the front of my dress.
I freeze.
No. No, that can’t be what I think it is.
I sit up way too fast, panic spiking again as I stare down at the spreading stain over my chest, my dress clinging wet and warm over my nipples. My breathing quickens, but I can’t look away from the evidence soaking into the fabric.
Oh God. What’s happening to me?
Cole stirs behind me, already rising. His voice is low but alert. “Mercy? What’s wrong?”
I don’t answer. I’m too busy staring at the wet patch. And I can feel it again, that awful, full, tight sensation, but now it’s worse than before.
He sits up fully now, posture tense, concern etched across his face. “Is that... has that ever happened before?”
I shake my head slowly, still clutching the front of my dress. “No, I don’t understand. That’s not supposed to happen unless you have a baby, right? That’s what they always said.” My voice sounds small and confused. “Women only make milk when they have a baby to feed.”
His gaze flickers down to my chest, just for a second, then back up to my face. I can see the tension in his jaw, but also something else in his eyes. Something I can’t name.
Embarrassed, I cross my arms over my chest, trying to hide the mess, but the pressure makes me wince again. The fabric presses too tightly against my breasts, and the pain sharpens like a warning.
Cole’s hand twitches, and his voice lowers even more. “Does it hurt?”
“Yes,” I admit, barely above a whisper. “I’m so full, it... God, it hurts.”
He swallows hard, and something flickers behind his eyes again. Then he leans in, just a little. “Do you know what to do? How to fix it?”
Another shake of my head. I can barely think through the heat of humiliation and confusion crashing over me.
His voice dips, husky and calm. “I can help you, sweetheart. If you want. I can take care of it for you.”
I jerk my head up, startled. But when our eyes meet, I don’t see judgment. I see something fierce and tender. Something wild and reverent. There’s hunger there, yes... but also care. Need. And a promise I don’t understand yet, but I feel it.
“I want to help you,” he says again, quieter this time. “Let me help you.”
My heart stutters in my chest. I have no idea whether letting him do this is right or wrong. I just know that I want him. That a part of me aches for his help, aches to be touched by the man who’s made me feel more seen, more safe, than anyone else ever has.
So I nod, arms dropping slowly from my chest.
His breath hitches, and then he reaches for me, movements gentle but sure. He lifts my dress and tosses it aside, then unclasps my soaked bra and throws it on top of the discarded dress. I shiver as I find myself suddenly naked except for my plain white cotton panties. Nobody else has ever seen me like this, and it makes me feel vulnerable, but there is a steady pulse between my thighs that makes me realize I like feeling this way with him.
His touch is feather-light as he trails his fingertips over the sensitive skin, exploring. Then he cups my left breast in his big palm, cupping it like he’s testing its weight.
I can’t help but stare down at his hand, noticing how tanned his skin seems compared to mine. A drop of white glistens on the nipple, threatening to drip, but before it can, Cole brushes his thumb over the tight bud and captures the milky droplet. He smears it across my nipple, the moisture letting his calloused skin glide easily over the sensitive peak.
“Please,” I gasp, not knowing exactly what I’m begging for. Just that I need more.
He guides me down onto my back, and he settles on his side beside me, bracing himself on one arm while his free hand cups my breast again. He squeezes it firmly, sliding his hand from base to tip, and I let out a whimper when a spray of milk squirts from the nipple. It splashes down onto my tummy and pools in my navel, warm and wet.
Cole watches, entranced. Then his eyes snap up to mine. He licks his lips, and I realize with a shock how hard he’s breathing. I’m suddenly all too aware of the hard bulge pressing against my hip.
“I want to suck them,” he growls. “Is that okay?”
The blunt words send another thrill through me, and I can only nod.
Cole shifts so that he’s half covering me, and the next thing I know, his mouth is latched around my nipple. He sucks greedily, tongue laving the peak, and a rush of pleasure surges through me. There’s a low throbbing between my thighs, and I have to bite my lip to stifle the noises bubbling up in my throat.
It feels so good, and I have no idea if it’s because of his mouth on my nipple or the fact that the pressure in my chest is slowly easing with each gulp of milk he takes from me. All I know is I don’t want him to stop.
So I wrap my arms around him and cup the back of his head, threading my fingers through his hair. He groans, the sound vibrating against my skin, and his eyes flutter shut as he suckles harder.
His hand is on my other breast, squeezing and milking it, covering us both in the sweet, sticky liquid. His cock is an iron bar against my hip, and I can feel myself getting wetter with every passing second.
I can’t stop squirming as my body experiences a whole new kind of pressure. I’m burning up, and the needy ache between my legs is almost unbearable. My hips press against him, seeking relief, but his weight keeps me pinned down, helpless.
I gasp and arch, and Cole responds by sucking even harder. He’s like a starving man, desperate for every drop. The thought makes my toes curl.
“Please,” I whisper again, not sure what I’m asking for. Just that I need something.
But Cole knows. He pulls his mouth off my nipple with a wet pop, his lips glistening as he looks down at me.
“Do you need me to touch you?” he asks. His hand slides down my side, skimming over my ribs and the dip of my waist. His fingers play with the edge of my panties, teasing. “Need me to ease that other ache you feel?”
I gasp, feeling my face grow hot at the suggestion even as an inferno blazes between my thighs. “But... isn’t it bad to touch there?”
My mind goes straight to a time about a year ago, when Father Robert had caught a friend of mine touching herself. She’d barely been able to move after the whipping she’d received.
A mixture of emotions cross Cole’s face, too fast for me to decipher, but when he speaks, his voice is low and rough.
“No, it’s not bad at all. Whoever told you that was a fucking liar, sweetheart. And if you want me to, I can show you how good it can feel.”
Despite all the things I’ve been told about how sinful it is, the thought of Cole touching me there with his fingers makes me shiver. My panties are soaked, and the pulsing ache is almost painful now.
“Okay,” I breathe. “Show me. Please.”
His hand moves, and then he’s tugging my panties down. He pulls them off, tossing them away, and now I’m completely bare beneath him. I feel the urge to cover myself, but the fire in his eyes makes me freeze.
“So fucking gorgeous,” he mutters, sounding almost angry about it. Then he reaches down and parts my thighs, exposing the wet flesh between them to his hungry gaze.
I expect him to go straight for the spot that’s aching so much, but instead, his fingers stroke gently down the inside of my thigh, making me shudder. Then his hand slides up, moving closer to where I need him most, and his eyes never leave mine.
“You want this, Mercy?” he asks, voice raw.
“Yes,” I whisper. “I want you to touch me.”
He swallows hard, a muscle in his jaw twitching. Then, he slips his fingers between my thighs, grazing the slick folds.
I jolt at the sensation, a soft cry escaping my lips. His touch is like lightning, sparking along every nerve ending and setting me ablaze. He strokes and teases, rubbing slow circles around the swollen nub at the top of my cleft. It’s an incredible feeling, but it’s not enough.
I bite my lip, shifting restlessly, and Cole groans.
“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he growls, pressing harder. “So perfect, sweetheart. Do you like this?”
“Y-yes,” I gasp, writhing under his hand. “Don’t stop, please.”
“Not a fucking chance,” he growls. “I won’t be stopping until you’re moaning my name, Mercy.”
With that, he slides a finger inside me.
My eyes widen at the intrusion, but the slight sting only adds to the pleasure. He moves his finger slowly, exploring, and I can’t hold back the whimpers that fall from my lips.
“That’s it,” he rasps. “Just let go, sweetheart. Let me make you feel good.”
I can feel the tension coiling in my belly, winding tighter with every pass of his fingers. It’s building, growing stronger, and I’m chasing the sensation, desperate for release.
“More,” I beg, arching up into his touch. “Please, Cole, more.”
He gives me what I need, sliding a second finger inside me. My inner walls stretch around him, and the pressure is so good it’s almost unbearable.
“So fucking tight,” he rasps, sounding wrecked. “You’re gonna feel like heaven around my cock, sweetheart. So goddamn perfect.”
I can barely think straight. His words send a thrill through me, but the building pleasure is taking over. His fingers thrust and curl, hitting a spot that makes me see stars. My cries get louder, more urgent, and I’m close, so close...
Close to what, I don’t know. But my body does. My hips grind against him, and my nails dig into his back as I cling to him.
“Cole!” I moan, gasping and arching as the pressure reaches its peak.
And then, like a dam breaking, it crashes over me, white-hot and all-consuming.
Even as a pleasure more intense than anything I’ve ever experienced surges through me, Cole lowers his head and takes my nipple back into his mouth, sucking hard to draw out every last drop. My body is trembling, but the sensations keep going and going until finally, they begin to ease.
I’m floating in a haze of bliss, and the only thing keeping me anchored is Cole’s warm, solid presence. He’s holding me close, murmuring praise as I come down from the high.
“So fucking beautiful, Mercy,” he rasps. “You’re amazing. So damn perfect.”
I can only whimper in response. My limbs are heavy, and the afterglow is like a drug, making everything feel fuzzy and soft.
“You okay?” Cole murmurs, pressing a kiss to the side of my neck.
“Yeah,” I sigh, a small, lazy smile curving my lips. “That was... wow.”
“I’ll take that as a compliment,” he says with a grin. “But we need to get ourselves cleaned up. I’m gonna call the Chief and ask him to meet us for breakfast at the diner. We need to come up with a plan as soon as possible so we can get your mom and sister out of that place.”
He pulls me close and presses a tender kiss to my forehead, then he reluctantly untangles himself and heads to the bathroom.
I stay in bed, savoring the warm glow in my chest. He really did mean it last night. He’s serious about helping my family.
I’ve got no idea what is happening between us, or if this was just a one-time thing. But right now, I have much more important things to focus on.
Like getting Mom and Ellie away from the commune.






  
  Chapter Four












Cole



The diner smells like grease and burned coffee, the kind of scent that clings to your clothes and settles in your skin. But none of it touches me. Not when she’s sitting across from me, her small hands wrapped around a mug like she’s holding on for dear life. 
Mercy is curled into the corner of the booth like she’s not sure she’s allowed to take up space here. She’s wearing a dress very similar to the one she was wearing last night, this one just as worn as the last, and I make a mental note to take her shopping to buy her some new clothes as soon as I can. She looks soft and shaken, but steady. Focused.
She’s talking to the police chief, Jacob, with a quiet determination that has my chest splitting wide open.
Jacob sits with his notepad open, but his expression is calm, encouraging. He doesn’t rush her, just nods every now and then, letting her set the pace. Still, every time she speaks, it cuts deeper.
Especially when she says his name.
“Father Robert told us he was chosen,” she says with a slight tremble in her voice. “That God had given him visions. That his voice was sacred, and the rest of us were only here to obey.”
Jacob’s pen stills. My jaw clenches.
Mercy stares down at her mug for a second. “He... he said the world outside the commune was poisoned. That people here don’t follow God’s law anymore. That if we ever left, we’d lose his protection.”
She shrinks slightly, like even saying that aloud feels wrong. Like some part of her is still waiting for punishment.
“Everyone believed him?” Jacob asks gently.
She nods. “He preached every day. Sometimes twice a day. Claimed he was the only one who could interpret God’s will. He said God gave him dreams. Warnings. That the rest of us were too weak, too impure to understand.”
I slide her plate a little closer. She’s barely touched it, and I can’t imagine she’s eaten much since she ran from that place. So, I spear a piece of pancake with a fork and hold it up for her. She hesitates, then takes it with a shy glance and a small smile that makes my damn heart stumble.
I swear she gets sweeter by the second.
Everything about her is sweet. Her taste is still on my tongue from this morning, soft and warm and rich in a way that I didn’t know I’d crave. I could live off her if she let me. Hell, I want to. One taste wasn’t enough. Not even close.
“The wives...” she starts again, then swallows. “He had four of them. They were chosen, he said. Special. Blessed. But they were never allowed to speak in gatherings. They just sat behind him, heads bowed. Everyone knew they weren’t... treated well. Sometimes they showed up with bruises. One of them had a split lip for days, and no one said a word. If he ever caught anyone looking for too long, he would say it was because they had been disobedient.”
I feel my hand curl into a fist under the table.
Jacob leans forward a little. “So, he would punish his wives. Did he ever punish anyone else?”
Mercy goes still. Her lashes lower, her voice quiet. “Yes.”
Jacob’s tone is gentle. “Who?”
“My friend, Willa. We were born a few days apart. Grew up together. She got caught... doing something wrong. So he used a belt on her. Whipped her all over with it so she couldn’t walk properly for a week.”
My jaw clenches so hard it aches. I want to find this man and rip him apart with my bare hands.
“What did she do wrong?” Jacob presses carefully.
Mercy’s cheeks flush, and she doesn’t answer right away.
She finally whispers, “Father Robert caught her... touching herself.”
The words hit me like a punch to the gut.
The question she asked me this morning - “Isn’t it bad to touch there?” - makes even more heartbreaking sense now. The innocence in her voice. The hesitation. Because she’d been taught that pleasure would mean punishment.
I can’t hold it back. “Did he ever...” My voice drops to something rougher, heavier. “Did he ever hurt you in that way?”
Mercy shakes her head, but not without hesitation. “Not like that. Not physically. Me and my mom and Ellie... we kept our heads down. Tried not to draw attention to ourselves. But once, when I was sixteen, Ellie accidentally dropped a bag of grain in the storehouse, and it spilled everywhere. We all tried to clean it up, but he still found out and punished us for our carelessness. Locked us in our home for a week. No food except what someone left outside once a day. We weren’t even allowed firewood, and it was the middle of winter.”
Fucking hell.
Jacob clears his throat, probably sensing I’m seconds from flipping the table. “Okay,” he says firmly. “We need to focus now on getting your mother and sister out. Preferably everyone else too, if they want to come.”
Mercy’s eyes dart between us. “How? He won’t just let them go.”
Jacob nods. “We know. Which is why we need him off the property when we move in. If he’s there, he might try to keep them hostage, or rile people up to fight against us. But if we can separate him from the others? We’ve got a much better shot at keeping everyone safe.”
I nod slowly, my protective instincts still clawing at me. “Makes sense. Less chance of anyone getting hurt if he’s not there to start trouble.” I turn to Mercy, keeping my voice gentle. “Does he have some kind of routine? A time when he normally leaves the commune when we could grab him?”
She shakes her head. “No. He doesn’t trust the outside world. Says it’s full of sin and sickness. I think there is only one thing that would ever make him leave...”
Her voice trails off, and my jaw ticks. I already know where this is going, and I hate it.
I really fucking hate it.
“Me,” she says in a soft voice. “If he isn’t already out looking for me, I know he’d come if I called him and said I’d made a mistake. That I was scared. He’d come. I’m sure of it. He must hate the thought that I managed to get away in the first place, and he’d want to put it right. He’s... possessive.”
“No,” I snap. “Absolutely not. I’m not putting you anywhere near him.”
“But I’d be protected,” she insists, eyes locking on mine. “Right? I wouldn’t be alone when he came. You’d be there to keep me safe.”
Jacob nods. “Of course. We’d have eyes on you the whole time. Men in place. Weapons ready. You’d never be in actual danger, Mercy. The second he approaches you, we’ll move in. And at the same time, we’ll have a team going into the commune.”
I’m still shaking my head, but Mercy reaches for my hand beneath the table, her fingers tentative and warm. “Cole, it’s the only thing that will work. I want to do this. I want to save them.”
I stare at her, heart pounding. She’s braver than anyone I’ve ever met. And she’s right.
I exhale slowly. “Fine. But he’s not getting within ten feet of you. Understood?”
She nods. “Understood.”
“Do you know how to reach him?” Jacob asks.
Mercy sits up straighter. “Yes. There’s a landline in his office, and he has a cell phone he gave me whenever I went into town. He had me memorize the landline number so I could contact him if I needed him.”
Jacob gives her a small smile. “Great. Then the next step is to call that number and see if he is there.”
I reach into my jeans pocket and pull out my phone with a sigh, sliding it across the table towards her.
“Okay,” I say, keeping my voice calm even as heat rises beneath my skin. “Let’s do this.”
But inside, all I can think is: That bastard’s mine.
And when I’m done with him, he’ll never lay a hand on another woman again.
Especially not my Mercy.






  
  Chapter Five












Mercy



The clearing is quiet. 
I’m standing near the edge of the gravel where the narrow forestry access road opens up into a wide, overgrown loop, flanked by tall trees on all sides. Sunlight filters through the canopy, dappling the truck tracks that cut through the weeds, but it still feels shadowed, remote. Private. 
I know there are cops hiding out there. Among the trees. In the brush. Some of them further down the road, ready to block any escape. I can’t see them, but I know they’re there. 
Including Cole. 
I keep my eyes forward, not letting them stray towards the tree line even though every fiber of my body aches to see him. I know he’s watching me. Ready to leap in if anything goes wrong. 
Still, I can’t stop the nerves. My palms are sweating. My stomach turns. My heart is a jittery, fluttering thing in my chest. I want this over. I want it to be done. I want to go home, but not to the commune. Back to Mama, to Ellie. And most of all, back to Cole, and the safety that radiates from him. 
The crunch of tires on gravel sends a jolt straight down my spine. 
He’s coming. 
I take a steadying breath, keeping my expression blank as the dark gray car slows to a stop a few feet away. 
The door opens, and Father Robert steps out. 
My breath catches. Fear swells. He looks the same as always. The same buttoned-up white shirt. Same carefully trimmed beard. Same calculating eyes. Same self-important air of a man who thinks he’s a king because he tricked a handful of desperate people into calling him prophet. 
But it’s not just him. 
Two more doors open. 
His brothers. Simon and David. One flanks his left side; the other, the right. Both carry the same self-righteous sneer he wears. And both of them used to watch the young girls like they were picking meat at a butcher’s shop. 
My stomach twists. I fight to breathe. Why couldn’t he have come alone like I’d thought he would? 
They stop about ten feet from me. Close enough to feel the threat. Not close enough to touch. But I still flinch. 
Then Father Robert speaks. 
“My poor lost girl.” His voice is calm, almost soft, like he’s the one who’s been wounded in all this. “You have no idea how disappointed I was when you decided to run from me. You were chosen, Mercy. You were meant to walk beside me. To belong to me.” 
He glances at his brothers. “I sent them looking. They searched town after town, hoping to find you so they could bring you home to me. But the Lord hid you. Because He wanted to test your loyalty.” 
He looks at me again, smiling. “And you passed the test. You called. You came back. You realized your place is at my side. And that’s where you’ll remain for the rest of our lives.” 
I don’t move. Don’t speak. I let him keep digging his grave. Besides, fear has lodged itself in my throat, creating a lump there that would make it impossible to talk even if I wanted to. 
“When we get back,” he continues, stepping forward, “you’ll be brought to my home. To my private quarters. I can see now that you need... closer guidance. So you’ll stay with me, and you will be properly broken in. There will be chains, of course. Until I can trust your obedience.” 
My spine goes rigid. 
“You’ll sleep on the floor at the foot of my bed,” he adds. “And you’ll learn to remain on your knees until I say otherwise. But in time, you’ll learn your place. You’ll become the wife you were born to be. And you’ll be grateful. Because it’s an honor to be chosen by a prophet of God.” 
I don’t speak for a beat, and I swallow down the lump in my throat. Then I meet his gaze and smile. 
“You’re right about one thing,” I say. 
He lifts his chin, smug. 
“I will learn my place. In fact, I already have. And it’s not with you. Not now. Not ever.” 
His eyes widen with surprise at my words before his features crumple into a scowl. But I don’t care. It feels good to say these things, and I know he can’t hurt me. Not with Cole looking out for me. 
“Excuse me?” he says through gritted teeth. 
“I lied to you,” I say, my voice rising. “When I called. When I told you I was sorry. When I said I wanted to come back. It was all lies. I would rather rot in hell than spend a single moment on my knees for you.” 
For half a second, he just stares at me. Blinks once. Twice. 
Then his face twists. “You ungrateful little bitch,” he snaps, all that self-important calm snapping like a bone under pressure. “Do you think you can mock me? After everything I’ve done for you? After I chose you?” 
He lunges forward. 
My heart kicks into my throat. I stumble back, breath catching, already reaching for some kind of weapon that isn’t there. My hands are empty, my pulse frantic. 
But I don’t have to protect myself. 
I’m not alone. 
“Don’t you fucking move!” calls out a familiar voice. 
Branches crack. Leaves rustle. 
Suddenly the clearing is full of bodies. A dozen cops, at least, emerge from the woods with their guns raised. They’re moving fast, flanking, surrounding, closing off every possible escape. Badges glint in the light. The sharp click of safeties turning off rings louder than any shout. 
Father Robert freezes. 
His brothers whip around, but it’s too late. One officer grabs Simon and forces him to the ground. Another tackles David with enough force to make the forest floor shake. 
“Hands where we can see them!” a cop bellows. 
“Get on your knees!” 
“Do it! Now!” 
The prophet raises his hands slowly. But he doesn’t kneel. Not yet. He turns his eyes to me again, but there’s no holiness in them now. No serenity. 
Just fury. And hate. 
“You’ve made a mistake, Mercy,” he spits. “You think they’ll keep you safe? You think you’re free? No, you’re mine!” 
“No,” I say, voice trembling slightly. “I was never yours.”
Suddenly, Cole is there. 
Out of the sea of people, he storms towards Father Robert like a force of nature, closing the distance in a heartbeat. The prophet starts to turn, maybe to run, but he never gets the chance. 
Cole’s fist slams into his jaw with a sickening crack. 
The sound is louder than I expected. More final. 
Robert stumbles back, head snapping sideways, legs buckling under him. For a second, he looks stunned. Human. Small. 
Cole catches him by the shirt, slams him up against the hood of his own car, cuffs clicking around his wrists like shackles forged just for him. 
I don’t realize I’m holding my breath until I let it go in a rush. 
“Piece of shit,” Cole growls, voice low and shaking with restraint. “You’re lucky there are witnesses around right now. If there weren’t, you’d need more than God to save you.” 
He jerks Robert back from the car and shoves him towards the waiting officers. 
“Take him. Before I do something that will get me locked up right alongside him.” 
Two of them step forward, each grabbing an arm. Robert’s still breathing hard, still dazed, but the fire is gone from his eyes. There’s no holy fire. No rage. 
Just the pathetic, impotent anger of a man who thought he was untouchable... and just found out otherwise. 
They drag him away. His brothers are already cuffed and sullen, sitting on the ground under armed watch. No one speaks as the three of them are loaded into the back of a patrol vehicle that must have arrived during all the commotion. 
I don’t move. I just watch. 
Because this moment matters. 
This is the first time I’ve ever seen Father Robert treated like he was just a man. Not a prophet. Not a messenger. Not a mouthpiece for God. Just a man. A cruel, arrogant, violent man who deserves everything that’s coming to him. 
My knees tremble. 
I feel like I’m standing at the edge of something huge. Not just freedom. Not just survival. 
A whole new life. 
The car doors slam shut. The engines start. One by one, the vehicles roll away, carrying him and everything he ever did to me with them. 
And then I’m not watching anymore, because Cole is walking towards me. 
And suddenly, I can breathe again.






  
  Chapter Six












Cole



The other officers are gone, and the forest is quiet now. The cars have vanished down the trail. And the man who has haunted Mercy’s every breath for years is finally in the back of a cruiser, cuffed, silent, powerless. 
But she’s still trembling.
I move to her and hold her close, wrapping my arms around her like I’m the only barrier between her and the world. She fits there so perfectly, her soft curves pressed to my chest, head tucked under my chin, her hands fisting lightly in the front of my shirt. My hand drifts to her hair, stroking slowly, steadily. She exhales shakily, her breath warm against my neck.
“How are you feelin’, sweetheart?” I murmur into her hair.
Her voice is soft and quiet when she answers. “Better now that he’s gone.”
She leans back just enough to look up at me, her eyes wide and still a little dazed. “But I won’t really feel okay until I know Mama and Ellie are safe.”
“You will,” I promise. “Let’s call Jacob. He should have reached them by now.”
We walk together down the path, side by side through the underbrush. The trees thin as we go, the sunlight filtering in stronger with every step. I keep close, glancing over at her every few seconds, my protective instincts still on high alert even though the danger has passed.
My truck is just where I left it, tucked between a wall of pines. As soon as I see it, I pull my phone from my pocket and hit Jacob’s number. He answers on the first ring.
“Walker,” he says. “I was just about to call you. Did you get the sick fuck?”
“Yeah, we got him. And the two guys he brought along with him. Any word on Mercy’s family yet?”
“We’ve got them. Her mom and sister. They’re okay. A few bruises but nothing serious. We’re wrapping up statements now, and I’ll drive them back myself as soon as we’re done.”
Relief crashes into me like a wave. I glance over at Mercy. “They’re safe,” I say, covering the phone with my hand. “Jacob found them.”
Her hand flies to her mouth, her eyes instantly filling with tears, but this time, they’re happy ones. She lets out a breath that turns into a laugh. “Really? They’re safe?”
“They’re safe,” I repeat, smiling as I finish the call with Jacob with a thank you.
She throws her arms around me before I even put my phone away. And damn if that doesn’t knock the last bit of control out of me.
Her happiness is radiant. Bright and warm and blinding. She’s lighting up like I’ve never seen, her arms wrapped tight around my neck, that soft body pressed to mine like it belongs there.
Something breaks open in my chest.
I’ve been craving this woman from the second I laid eyes on her. Holding her, feeding from her, hearing those moans spill from her lips when I showed her the kind of pleasure her body is capable of. Every private moment with her has been perfect.
But I need more.
I need to claim her. I need to make her mine.
So I grab her face in my hands and kiss her. There is nothing soft or tentative about this kiss. It’s hungry and consuming. A deep, wild claim that takes her breath while I give her mine right back. She gasps, and I slide my tongue into her mouth. She sways, and I catch her, lifting her right off the ground as I turn and lay her down on the hood of my truck.
I lean over her, both hands planted on the hood, caging her in. At the same time, she locks her legs around my waist while her hands trail gently over my chest. Her lips part, and her eyes are wide, dazed.
“Cole,” she breathes.
My heart is beating hard and fast. I’ve never felt anything like this. Like the sun has burned straight through my skin, right into my soul.
“Mercy,” I say, my voice coming out rougher than usual. “I want you.”
“You have me.”
“I want to claim you,” I tell her, my fingers tracing the curve of her face. “I want you as mine. Forever. I want to protect you and cherish you and make you scream my name when I’m inside you. I want it all, Mercy.”
Her breath catches. She doesn’t even hesitate before nodding.
“Yes. Yes, Cole. I’m yours.”
That’s all I need to hear.
With a groan, I kiss her again, sliding my hand up her leg and beneath her skirt, stroking the smooth skin of her thigh. My dick is already rock hard, throbbing between my legs, and Mercy arches her hips towards me, rolling against my erection, a soft moan slipping from her throat.
“Please, Cole,” she whispers, her hands fisting in my hair. “Make me feel good again. I want you so much.”
“I’m going to make you feel so fucking good, Mercy,” I growl, even as my hands slide up her body to tug her dress down, revealing her lush tits. “But first, I’m going to taste every inch of you.”
I bend and kiss the curve of her shoulder. She tilts her head back, baring more of her throat for me, and I press my lips against the tender skin there, then suck her pulse point between my teeth.
“Yes,” she hisses, her fingers digging into the back of my neck.
“And then, when you’re soaked and desperate for me, I’m going to claim this pussy with my cock,” I tell her, letting the tip of my index finger drift along her inner thigh.
“Yes, please,” she moans.
“Then I’m going to take you home, Mercy,” I say, sliding my hand between her legs. “And I’m going to keep you.”
With a gasp, she arches against my hand, her legs parting. Her panties are already soaked, and her breath catches as I stroke my finger against her slit, feeling her through the wet fabric.
“Mine,” I whisper, looking her in the eyes as I drag her panties aside and sink a finger inside her.
She nods, her breath coming faster, and I start to thrust.
“Yours,” she breathes.
The sounds coming out of her are intoxicating. Soft and sweet and needy. I slip a second finger into her tight channel, working her gently, stretching her for what’s coming next.
A bead of milk swells at the tip of her breast, and I bend and catch it with my tongue, groaning as the sweetness spreads through me. Mercy gasps, and I look up at her, my fingers still working.
“You taste so damn good, baby.”
“Cole,” she moans, her body tightening.
“Let me see you come, sweetheart,” I growl, before latching on to her tit, sucking hard, drawing the nipple into my mouth and swallowing the sweet cream as it fills my mouth.
She’s shaking now, her body moving restlessly. Her hands are tight on the back of my head, her breasts thrust forward, hips arched, legs spread wide.
And I can’t fucking stop drinking from her, even as I slide a third finger inside her, filling her up, stretching her, getting her ready to be claimed.
“Oh God, Cole!” she cries, her head falling back.
Her orgasm crashes through her, her muscles squeezing tight, her voice cracking. She shakes and moans, and her body convulses in the most beautiful way. I watch her come, my cock so hard it hurts, and when the tremors subside, I pull my fingers out of her and suck them clean.
“Mmm,” I hum, my eyes locked on hers. “You’re so fucking perfect, Mercy. Every part of you tastes like heaven.”
She’s breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling, and I can’t wait any longer. I unbutton my pants, shove them down my hips, and grab my dick. I’m so damn hard, and I need her like I’ve never needed anything else.
“Look at me, sweetheart,” I tell her, lining myself up at her entrance. “This pussy is mine. You’re mine.”
“Yes,” she whispers.
“And I’m going to claim it, right here. Right now.”
“Please, Cole,” she whimpers, reaching for me. “I’m yours. Take me.”
With a low groan, I press into her, and we both cry out.
She’s so tight and hot and wet, and it feels so fucking good to have her wrapped around me. I slide deeper, my gaze never leaving her face, her hands on my arms. She moans and shifts her hips, her body opening up for me.
“Fuck, Mercy,” I hiss, the words a prayer. “My Mercy.”
My entire world narrows to her. Only her. Nothing else exists but this woman and the pleasure she gives me.
I sink all the way in, until my balls are flush against her ass, and then I hold myself there, letting her body get used to being so full. Letting the sensations overwhelm her.
“Cole,” she sighs, her fingers gripping my shoulders. “It’s so... much. But so good.”
“Good,” I grit out, my teeth clenched. “Because I’m gonna make you come so hard you’ll feel it in your soul.”
And then I start to move.
I’m not gentle. This isn’t sweet. Even though I know I should be gentle for her first time.
This is a claiming. A rough, deep possession. And Mercy takes every inch of me. With every thrust, I bottom out inside her, and her hands are everywhere, clawing at my back, my shoulders, grabbing onto my hair, her eyes locked on mine the whole time.
“Yes,” she whimpers, her legs around my waist. “Harder.”
“Fuck, Mercy.”
My heart is slamming into my ribs, and sweat slides down my back. But I don’t slow down, not even when I feel her inner walls fluttering and clenching around me. Not even when her breath catches and her voice cracks and her nails dig into my back through my shirt.
“That’s it, sweetheart,” I growl. “Give me another one. Come for me.”
“Oh god. Oh god. Cole!”
Her cries are so loud, echoing in the quiet forest, and I slam my mouth down over hers, drinking them in. Her lips part, and I slip my tongue inside, stroking hers at the same time as I grind my pelvis against her clit.
I bring a hand up to cup her breast, squeezing the soft flesh until I feel the warmth of her milk soaking into my shirt. She arches into me, her entire body tensing, her pussy contracting.
She breaks the kiss, tossing her head back.
“Come for me, Mercy,” I growl.
“Yes, yes, Cole, oh God, Cole!”
Her second orgasm hits, and I’m right there with her, following her into oblivion. I explode, spilling inside her, the release so hard and intense that it sends sparks flying behind my eyes.
She’s holding onto me, her arms wrapped tight around my neck, her pussy milking me so fucking perfectly. And all I can do is keep thrusting into her, shoving my cock as deep as I can every time as I flood her womb with my seed.
Finally, the tremors subside, and we collapse on the hood of the truck. We’re both breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat.
I’ve never felt anything so perfect.
And as we slowly recover, I nuzzle my face against her soft tit, my mouth finding the nipple once more. I draw her into my mouth and suckle gently, letting her milk flow over my tongue, her sweetness filling me with each swallow.
She sighs, and I can feel her fingers tangling in my hair, stroking.
“That feels good,” she murmurs. “So good.”
With my cock softening inside her, I keep suckling at her tit, drawing out every drop. The only sounds in the forest are her soft moans and the wet sound of my lips on her skin.
My hand strokes over her hip, soothing her.
“Thank you,” she whispers, her eyes drifting closed.
“For what?” I ask as I finally let her nipple slip from my mouth.
“For everything. For wanting me like this. For saving Mama and Ellie. For helping me break free.”
“You saved yourself,” I remind her, pressing my lips softly against hers. “And I’ll never stop wanting you. Never.”
Her lips curl into a soft smile.
“Never,” she agrees, snuggling closer.
“Good,” I say. “Now let’s get you home.”
“Our home?”
I nod. “Our home. And soon enough, your family will be there too.”
She smiles widely up at me, stealing my breath away with her beauty all over again. “Sounds perfect.”






  
  Chapter Seven












Mercy



The porch boards creak beneath my bare feet as I step out into the warm afternoon sun. The breeze is soft, fluttering the hem of my dress and brushing hair across my cheek. I tuck it behind my ear and look out over the yard. 
Cole’s yard. 
There’s a tall tree near the back fence that I’ve already claimed in my mind as the perfect reading spot. The porch swing squeaks gently in the breeze. And there’s a white picket fence that runs along the edge of the grass, just like in the stories I used to dream up in my head when the world outside the commune felt like make-believe. 
Only this is real. All of it. The house. The peace. Cole. 
And it feels like it might be mine already. 
I wrap my arms around myself and breathe it all in. The scent of fresh-cut grass, warm wood, and the lingering trace of him on my skin. He gave me the full tour earlier, proud and quiet as he pointed out the extra bedrooms, the big kitchen, the garden he hadn’t really taken care of in a while but wanted to now that I was here. 
Everything about this place feels like a promise. 
Footsteps sound behind me, steady and heavy. A moment later, Cole’s arms wrap around my waist from behind, his chest warm against my back, his chin resting gently on my shoulder. 
“I just got off the phone with Jacob,” he murmurs, his voice low and rough in the way that always makes my knees feel weak. “They’re almost here.” 
My heart leaps. 
I nod, too full of emotion to speak. I grip his arms tighter, anchoring myself to him in a way that already feels so natural. I still can’t believe I have him. That after everything - the fear and pain and running - I ended up with someone like Cole. 
Someone steady. Fierce. Good. 
The sound of a car pulls my attention to the road. A sheriff’s department cruiser turns into the driveway, dust kicking up in its wake. My breath catches. Cole’s arms fall away, giving me space to go to them, and I bolt down the steps without another thought. 
The doors open. 
Ellie’s the first out. Her eyes land on me, and she cries out, running full speed into my arms. 
I catch her and drop to my knees, both of us sobbing and laughing all at once. Mama’s next, slower, more tentative. But the second I reach for her, she crumbles into me. We fold around each other like we’ve never been apart. 
We hold each other for a long time. Three women who finally got away from a place that felt a lot like hell. 
“I missed you,” I whisper against Ellie’s hair. 
“We missed you too,” Mama says thickly. 
Cole gives us space, but eventually his deep voice cuts through gently. “Come on inside. It’s too hot to cry out here in the sun.” 
We follow him in; the house cool compared to the air outside. He gets us all cold drinks without needing to be asked. Ellie settles onto the couch beside me, clinging to my hand, while Mama takes the armchair and looks around like she doesn’t quite believe she’s allowed to sit in a place like this. 
There’s quiet at first. We’re just checking in with each other, offering soft reassurances that we’re okay now. That we made it. That we’re safe. But eventually, Mama sighs and sets her glass on the table with trembling fingers. 
“I don’t even know what we’re supposed to do next,” she admits, her voice low. “I’ve got no job. No home. I don’t even know the first thing about this world. How to pay bills. Rent a home. I don’t know where to start.” 
Her eyes flick to Cole, hesitant. “You wouldn’t happen to know where we might go, would you?” 
I glance over at him, expecting him to maybe offer some advice or point her in the direction of people who might be able to help. Instead, he sets his drink down and crosses the room, placing a comforting hand on my mama’s shoulder. 
“You’re all welcome to stay here. As long as you need,” he says firmly. “I mean it.” 
Mama blinks in surprise. “All of us?” 
He looks at me now, and something deep and certain moves through those storm-colored eyes. “I want Mercy here. Forever. And I won’t split your family up now that you’ve all made it out.” 
Ellie stares at me. Mama does too. I know what they’re thinking. They’re wondering why he would say that about wanting me with him forever. Wondering why he’s looking at me as if I’m his whole damn world. 
And I don’t hesitate. 
I rise from the couch and cross the room, slipping my arms around his waist and pressing my cheek to his chest. 
“Thank you,” I whisper. Then, a little louder, so there’s no mistaking it, I say, “I love you.” 
He answers without even a breath of pause. “I love you too, sweetheart.” 
Mama gives a soft smile, her eyes shining. “Then we’d be happy to stay.” 
And just like that, I know... 
We’re home.
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Mercy



Two years later: 
The bedroom is warm, filled with the golden light of the late afternoon sun. I lie across the middle of the bed, naked and practically thrumming with anticipation. My skin is flushed, warm from my shower, my hair still damp at the ends where it falls over my shoulder.
Cole’s due home any minute, and it’s his birthday.
And this year, I’ve planned something a little more... personal.
A smile curves across my lips as I stare at the ceiling fan spinning lazily above. I close my eyes, heart fluttering, already imagining the way his mouth will part in shock when he sees me like this. The way his eyes will darken. The way he’ll growl.
But more than that... I’m imagining how he’ll react when I tell him what his gift is tonight.
That I’ve come off my contraception and I want him to get me pregnant again.
Our son, Matthew, named after my father, is just over a year old now. He’s got chubby cheeks, curious eyes, and his daddy’s smile. He’s the light of our lives, and I never imagined I could love anything or anyone so much. But I miss the newborn phase. The warmth of a tiny body against mine, the milky scent, the closeness. And lately, every time I watch Cole holding our son, something inside me aches with a kind of longing I can’t ignore anymore.
I want more. And not just one.
No, I want to fill our home with babies. As many as we can love. As many as he can give me. And now that we finally have the space, the safety, the forever I never thought I’d get... I want to grow our family, starting tonight.
Especially now that we’ve got the place to ourselves again.
Mama and Ellie moved out two months ago, though not very far. Just next door, actually. The little white house that went up for sale was only on the market a couple of days before Cole bought it outright and handed them the keys like it was nothing, after they’d mentioned wanting to find a place of their own someday soon.
“I want them close,” he said simply, when I teared up at the gesture. “They’re your family.”
I swear I’ve never seen my mom and sister look as happy as they are now. Ellie’s thriving at college, smart and fierce and wide-eyed at the world that was kept from her for so long. Mama spends her days with our son, and I swear he loves her as fiercely as if she were another mama. She’s the best nanny anyone could ever dream of. And me? I’m studying too. College classes four mornings a week while Mama watches the baby. I’m working towards a degree in social work, because there are other girls out there who haven’t managed to escape the bad things in their lives yet. They are still trapped. Terrified. Isolated.
And I want to be someone who can help them get free.
Father Robert hasn’t seen the light of day since the police dragged him off that forest trail. The trial wrapped up a few months ago, and the sentence came down hard. There were multiple counts of abuse, coercion, unlawful confinement, and even two deaths that were once considered accidents but turned out to be anything but. There’s no chance of parole. No way for him to hurt anyone else again. He’ll spend the rest of his miserable life behind bars, exactly where he belongs.
But my days are full of joy and love now, and even the smallest things feel sacred. Pancakes on Sunday mornings. Lazy evenings on the couch with Cole’s hand resting on my thigh. Tiny socks in the laundry. Baby giggles in the bath.
Even my body feels different in the best way.
After everything settled with the investigation, I finally saw a doctor about the... changes. The milk. I hadn’t understood why it had happened at first, but after a few tests to work out what was going on, she explained how trauma and stress can do strange things to your hormones. Apparently, the months of fear had tricked my body into producing.
And of course, it hadn’t stopped, even when the fear had gone. Not with Cole feeding from me the way he did every chance we got. That kind of stimulation kept things going... and deepened the connection between us in a way I never expected. It’s a private rhythm now, part of our intimacy. A sacred thing just between us.
My nipples tighten at all the special memories of Cole hungrily drinking from me. I shift against the sheets, just enough to feel the drag of cotton against my bare skin, the sweet ache building in my chest. He’ll be home any minute now, and I already know how tonight is going to end. With me full in every way, marked and claimed so thoroughly.
The front door opens downstairs, followed by the familiar heavy thud of boots and the jingle of keys landing in the bowl on the table. I smile, heart racing.
“Mercy?” he calls. “Where are you, sweetheart?”
“In here,” I call back.
I hear the bedroom door open... and then a low, sharp breath.
He stops in the doorway as if he’s been hit.
His eyes drink me in, naked and waiting on our bed, and he just stands there, stunned. There’s a ravenous look in his eyes that has me squirming before he’s even touched me.
“Happy birthday, my love,” I say, my voice unexpectedly breathless.
Without saying a word, he gently closes the door behind him. He’s already tugging at his clothes, getting himself as bare as I am in record time. My eyes roam his body, hungry and eager. The thick muscle, the strong arms, the broad chest covered in dark hair. The thick erection between his thighs, so big and full, pointing right at me.
“Where’s Mattie” he asks, already stalking towards the bed.
“He’s sleeping over at Mama’s house tonight.”
He grins. “So we’re all alone.”
“Yes,” I whisper.
He kneels on the bed, looming over me, caging me in with his arms.
“Then let’s make good use of that, sweetheart.”
His mouth slants over mine, and a low, desperate sound leaves me. The kiss is hungry, almost wild, his tongue sliding past my lips and sweeping into my mouth. He kisses me so hard I feel it all the way down to my toes, and I cling to his shoulders, moaning against him.
My hands are everywhere, greedy and impatient, tracing every inch of him. I can feel the tension in his muscles, the need, and it feeds my own. His lips move down my jaw, my neck, his teeth nipping at the sensitive flesh, leaving marks that have me sighing and arching into him.
But, as much as I’m enjoying it, I want tonight to be about him, so I press my hands against his chest, gently pushing him away. Despite the confused expression on his face, he stops immediately.
“Are you okay?” he asks.
I grin at him as I slide off the bed and get to my knees beside it.
“I’m more than okay. But I do want to spoil you, Cole. It’s your birthday, and after everything you’ve given me, you deserve it.”
I pat the edge of the bed, and he quickly gets the hint. He shifts closer, and my breath catches when he settles himself in front of me, his thighs spread wide and his dick curving up against his belly.
“This is definitely one hell of a present,” he says with a grin.
“Just sit back, let me take care of you, and enjoy.”
I lean closer and press a gentle kiss to the tip before rising up higher on my knees. Keeping my eyes on his, I cup my tits in my hands, giving him a bit of a show. He watches, rapt, as I lift them and then lower them, slowly rubbing them against his hard cock.
The groan that escapes him is raw and desperate, his head falling back.
“Oh, fuck.”
I smile and continue to play with him. Rubbing the soft weight of my tits all over his cock, his balls, letting my nipples drag along the thick vein underneath, all the while watching him.
And when I squeeze my tits, sending twin sprays of milk over his shaft, he groans so loud I can feel it.
“Yes, fuck, Mercy. Again.”
I squeeze again, watching the pearly fluid dribble down his cock. He’s hard as steel, throbbing and twitching, and the sight of him so lost to the sensations makes a shiver race down my spine.
Desperate to please him, I lean forward even more, sliding his erection into my cleavage, surrounding his hard flesh with my softness. With the added lubrication of my milk, I start to slide up and down, pumping his shaft between my breasts.
“Jesus, sweetheart. Your tits are fucking perfect.”
His words make me smile. He’s always loved them. Always been a little obsessed with them. So what better way to make him feel good on his birthday?
I squeeze my breasts tighter around him, the firm touch causing my milk to flow. A small puddle starts to form on his stomach, but neither of us pays attention to that. Instead, Cole keeps his eyes on me, his pupils blown wide, his lips parted.
“Keep going, sweetheart. Keep going.”
His hips begin to move, thrusting up into the tight embrace. The pressure and friction are exquisite. He’s so hard and hot against my soft flesh. My pussy is aching, slick, but I don’t touch myself. Instead, I keep moving, sliding my tits up and down his shaft until his breaths turn ragged and his fingers clench into fists.
He’s close.
So I pull back, leaving his cock bobbing in the air.
“Not yet,” I say, a teasing lilt in my voice.
His groan is pure agony.
“Mercy. Is this what you planned for my birthday? Teasing me to within an inch of my life?”
I flash him a coy smile as I climb back up onto the bed, settling on my hands and knees in the middle of the mattress. I spread my legs wide and arch my spine, offering myself to him as temptingly as I know how to.
“Not at all. It’s just time for me to give you your real gift now.”
He lets out a little growl, and I look over my shoulder just in time to see him getting into position behind me.
The blunt head of his cock rubs against my folds for a moment before pushing inside with one swift thrust. I bite my lip as the pleasure ripples through me, making my toes curl and my pussy flutter.
“Is this my gift, sweetheart?” he whispers against the nape of my neck. “You? Naked and wet and ready for me?”
“That’s part of it,” I say. “But not all of it.”
He holds himself motionless inside me, his arm reaching underneath to cup my heavy, hanging tit. His thumb brushes over my nipple in a way that makes me gasp.
“Oh? And what’s the rest of it?”
I make him wait a beat before telling him. “I stopped taking my contraceptive pill,” I say, leaving him to work out the rest for himself.
He still doesn’t move, but I feel his hot breath against my shoulder. I hold my breath, waiting for his reaction.
Slowly, his hand slides from my breast down to my stomach. “So my gift is that I get to fuck another baby into you, sweetheart? I get to take you hard and bare, and fill you with my seed?”
His voice is gruff, and his words are filthy. They’re everything I want, and more.
“Yes. Yes, please, Cole.”
I barely get the last word out before he pulls out, and then plunges back in, making me cry out. He doesn’t start slow or easy, and I don’t want him to. This is what we both crave, and what I’ve planned for.
Cole fucks into me with abandon, driving his cock home over and over, his fingers digging into my hips. I can barely keep myself upright, can barely breathe; it feels so good. He reaches under and cups my swinging breasts again, using them to pull me back onto his cock even as his hips snap forwards with a brutal intensity.
I love when he takes me like this. Raw and desperate. Like he can’t control himself. Like I drive him to the very limits of his self-control.
“Is this what you want, Mercy?” he demands.
I try to answer, but my throat is tight and the words are caught there.
“To be filled with me? To carry my baby again?”
I nod frantically, gasping for breath, but somehow manage to force out a few words.
“Please, Cole. I want it. All of it.”
“Yeah, you do. You want to be full of me. And I’m gonna give it to you. Over and over.”
His pace is unrelenting. The heat in my belly begins to grow, spreading outward and upward, and I know I’m going to come soon.
“I love being inside you,” he groans. “It’s the best fucking feeling in the world. I want to stay here, in this warm, soft place. Pumping into you, filling you up with my cum.”
The heat inside me grows even stronger, and my whole body trembles.
“And I know you’re close, sweetheart. So close. Your greedy pussy’s gonna suck me in and milk me dry. It wants it. It’s gonna take every drop, isn’t it?”
I don’t answer, but he doesn’t expect me to. Instead, he pinches my nipples, the shock of pain making the pleasure that much stronger, and suddenly, it’s all too much.
I cry out as I come, my vision whiting out and my entire body shaking with the force of it. Cole’s grip tightens, holding me steady, his rhythm not faltering.
“Good girl,” he whispers. “That’s it. Just like that. You’re doing so good, sweetheart. Just a little more.”
He pushes his hips into me harder and faster, chasing his own orgasm now. My body is still trembling with aftershocks, the pleasure rippling through me, making me clench and flutter around him.
“Fuck, Mercy. Fuck!”
Cole comes with a roar, slamming his cock into me as far as it can go and grinding his hips against mine. His warmth fills me, his cock pulsing, his breath coming in hot pants.
After a moment, he gently eases his weight off of me, pulling out. I whimper a little at the loss. But then he turns me, arranging us both so that I’m nestled on top of him, with his arms around me.
“Happy birthday, my love,” I whisper, smiling up at him.
He laughs and kisses the top of my head. “Best birthday ever, sweetheart.”
We lie there, wrapped up in each other’s arms, and I know, without a doubt, that this is exactly where I’m meant to be.
With Cole. Forever.
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