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 Chapter 1

 

 

Marcus


I take a sip of my champagne as I watch people with their forced smiles and fake laughter. This so called charity event is a joke so much opulence yet they are raising money for a noble cause. Everyone is here just to show face that they ‘care’ now
 that
 is laughable.


I yank at my tight collar and bow tie. I can't believe for a job I had to wear a monkey suit. The man I'm here for tonight deserves not to breathe the same air as me. I've been tailing him for a few weeks now and I have a good idea of what he is going to do tonight.

I see my target heading away from the main hall I follow him down a corridor. Keeping far enough away from him that he won't see me or get suspicious. He walks into a room but has left the door slightly ajar.

I quickly move over towards the door. I can't see but I hear voices. A woman’s voice. “Uncle Tom you can't hold my trust from me anymore I turned 21.”

‘Uncle Tom’ laughs. “My dear Elise, I can do anything I want. I told you what you need to do to get your trust. It's not that hard.”

“Fuck you and fuck what you want me to do. I'm not doing it. Dad will be rolling in his grave.” She responds in anger.

“Well, you won't be accessing your trust then, will you? Until you make my top client happy I will make sure you get nothing. Your Dad wasn't very clever when he had it written up. Now if that's all, I need to go back. Don't message me again unless it's to agree to my terms.” He warns.

I hear him walking towards the door. I duck into a nearby alcove. I see him walk out with a satisfied smirk on his face as he stalks back towards the main ballroom.

Only moments later I see the young woman walk out she pauses at the door, taking a deep breath. She is stunning. She is wearing a cream dress which leaves one shoulder bare. It fits her like a second skin. Her perky breasts look amazing, and the dress flares out at her thick hips making her waist look even slimmer. Her dress is up to her knees at the front and flows down longer on the back. Her tanned long legs are a contrast to her dress. She is wearing silver high heels with a matching clutch bag. Her hands are clenched.

She says through gritted teeth “Mother Fucker.”

Then looking upwards she says “Sorry, Grandma.”

That makes me smile. I watch as this delicious creature walks back the same way her uncle went. Her long dark hair cascading all the way down her back and her voluptuous ass swayed from side to side. I start to follow her back to the event. Tonight has taken an interesting turn.

I need to get back to Thomas Knight. I've missed my opportunity for now but I still have another chance when he is leaving the event. Also, I need to find out more about this Elise.

I slip back into the ballroom but keep my eyes on Thomas. The more I watch him and his slimy mannerisms the more it makes my hands itch for the gun I have holstered to me. I glance around and don't see Elise, she must have left.

A woman approaches me with a sultry smile. “I haven't seen you at one of these events before.”

I consider ignoring her but decide it's more fun, to be frank. “Fuck off,” I say.

I watch her painted lips part and she gapes at me.

“Well, I never.” she turns and storms off.

Easy or not from what I've seen tonight most of the women here are vapid airheads.

Thomas is saying his goodbyes to the people he is around. He must be leaving. I slip outside to the back of the building where the cars are parked. It's a cool, dark night perfect for getting rid of this scumbag. I head towards his car. I wasn't surprised he has a flashy bright red sports car.

I duck down behind it. I hear him walking towards his car. He has just unlocked it and is opening the door as I come up to him, my gun in hand. He looks up just in time when I put a bullet in his head. It has a silencer so I don't need to worry about anyone hearing a gunshot.

I hear a gasp. Elise stands about 10ft away. How did I not hear her approach? I was probably too focused on my kill. Fuck! I tuck my gun in the back of my waistband and bolt to catch her as she has turned and is running towards the back door. I reach her in seconds as I'm not encumbered with heels.

I snatch her up from the waist taking her feet off the ground and hold her tight against me. Anticipating her screams I put a hand over her mouth. She goes wild. She is kicking, struggling and trying to fucking headbutt me by throwing her head back.

“Do you want a bullet through your head like your uncle’s?” I threaten.

She stops struggling and she is trying to shake her head but I'm holding her face too tightly for her to move. I can feel her body trembling against mine. I know exactly what I'm going to do with her as I inhale her scent. I drag her towards my car which I parked close to my target. Being prepared is crucial in my line of work.

“Scream and it will be the last thing you utter.” I feel her nod slightly.

I need my hand to open up the boot of my car. I slowly release my hand from her mouth. I pop it open and unceremoniously dump her inside.

Out of my trusty assassin’s kit, I grab some zip ties for her hands and feet. Her hands are now secure I look at her feet and they are bare. She must have lost them kicking me. I place the larger zip tie on her ankles.

I take the pocket square and shove it in her mouth. I guess the monkey suit came in handy after all. I look down at her, the strap of her dress has slipped and her breasts are heaving up and down with her erratic breathing. She is looking up at me with her wide dark eyes. I've never felt as exhilarated as I do right now.

“Do you want to live?” I ask softly.

Her eyes brimming with tears now. She nods her head carefully.

“Do not make a sound or it won't end well for you,” I say in the same soft voice.

With that, I slam the boot shut. My heart, racing and my mind alight of all the possibilities ahead of me. I'm taking this woman from the life she knows and bringing her into mine. I've never had a witness and I'm not about to leave one now. I have no regrets. If my friend Callum can ensnare a woman like Rosa. I'm sure I can keep this one as mine.

I jump into the driver's side and drive towards one of my properties that will be ideal for what I have in mind.


I need to make some adjustments for my guest
 .


 

 

 

 

 








 Chapter 2


 

 


Elise


My uncle is dead. The killer just kidnapped me. My hands are tied to my front I can't move my legs much. I can't believe this is happening to me. I have no idea what this man plans to do with me. I hold back the tears. There is no point, I have to get out of this mess and crying won't help me.

I should have stayed home, not attended the stupid function to try and speak to my asshole of an uncle. He has been hanging my trust fund over me ever since my parents died when I was 17. I was so happy to get away from him when I turned 18. The last 3 years have been a struggle financially, especially being a student. It's ridiculous since I have £1.4 million sitting in a trust fund. Mum and Dad should never have trusted him.

I feel the car slow down and it's as if he is driving on a smaller or private road as it's very bumpy. Oh my God, maybe he is going to kill me and brought me to a site where he can get rid of my body.

I take slow deep breaths to calm myself down. He pulls to a stop I hear him get out of the car and slam the door. I freeze waiting for him to open the boot but I hear his footsteps fading away. Is he going to leave me in the car while he gets a shovel? It's not as if I'm going anywhere I'm trussed up like a Christmas turkey. I don't hear anything now. I take a shuddery breath.

He doesn't look like a killer. Not that I've met any. He has a hard look about him, yes but he is also very attractive. Medium-length dark hair and dark green eyes, a strong chiselled jaw. I guess it doesn't matter if the person who kills me is attractive or not. I've not had much luck in my 21 years it shouldn't surprise me that my death will be the same.

I saw him kill my uncle he isn't going to let me live. I sigh and close my eyes to wait for him to come back. I can only offer him one thing if I want a chance to live.

I don't know how long I'm stuck in the boot. It's claustrophobic and dark. I try not to let my brain crack in fear. I think of my happiest memories of my parents. They were so warm and loving I couldn't have asked for better parents, I was devastated when they died. If he does kill me maybe I will see them again.

I tense as I hear footsteps again. It doesn't sound like there is anyone other than this man at least. He yanks up the boot I look up at him trying to see if he has a gun. All I can do is blink as I adjust to the slightly lighter night. His jacket and tie are off and it's just his shirt now with a few buttons opened at the top.

“Come on,” he says as he pulls my body upright in the boot. He holds me by the waist and throws me on his shoulder. I let out a yelp. He slaps me on the ass.

“Quiet.” He says sharply.

I'm shocked for a few seconds. I bite my tongue as I want to spew a whole load of vitriol at him. I regain my wits and notice we are in some wooded area. I can see the small driveway he drove up it looks secluded much to my dismay. I let myself dangle down considering if it's worth punching his butt. It's practically in my face. It looks firm and round. He would fill out jeans nicely.


Argh. What is wrong with me?!


Maybe I've just never had my face plastered to an ass before.

He is walking up some stairs to what looks like a house. I lift my head to get a better look. We go through a hallway and there are some other rooms but I couldn't see into them as he is walking too fast. It looks like a big house though.

He is opening a door and takes me downstairs.

“No!” I scream.

I'm not dying in a basement. I begin to struggle. He grips me tight and slaps my ass hard 3 times. My dress is thin and I felt every one of them.

“You're going to end up head first down the stairs at this rate. I will be fine holding the bannister. Stop fucking struggling.” He snaps at me.

I pause trying to bring calm my nerves down.


If I'm going to die in a basement anyways...


I pinch his ass as hard as I can. It's like trying to pinch a rock.

He chuckles. “Now, now, Kitten put your claws away.”

We get to the bottom of the stairs. It looks like there is more than one room he walks down another hallway through a doorway and it's all grey and drab. Before I can try and see anything else he swings me off his shoulder and I think I'm going to fall on the hard floor. I can't brace myself, clenching my eyes shut. I wait for pain. I bounce on something soft. I open one eye to look before I open both. I'm on a bed. It has a soft grey fluffy blanket on it. I try and curl into myself. Like a cat protecting its belly.

Oh no, my cat. Billi is going to be livid.

 



 






 Chapter 3

 

 


Marcus


I watch in satisfaction as she bounces a few times on the bed the mattress springs groaning. It's a shitty bed, it's not as if this is a guest room. It's more like an overnight holding cell for some of my previous kills. I have to make sure she is secured. So I don't worry about her escaping.


I like her fire. I thought I would want someone who would do anything I asked of them. With Elise, I don't want her to lose that. I'm just going to tame it a little.


She has this innocent look about her. It makes me want to ruin her and protect her simultaneously. She is a little puzzle I'm going to crack.

She pushes her knees up to her tummy and curls her head downwards as if to hide away from me. Her eyes are closed. I pull out the knife from my trouser pocket. Cut the zip ties from her ankles and wrists. She rubs her wrists, her eyes open now. Warily watching me.

“Are you hungry?”

She shakes her head.

She looks around the room. I know what she can see and it is bland there is one small window that's high up it doesn't give much light which makes the room look darker and smaller.

She sits up raising her knees to her chest and wraps her arms around them.

“With my uncle dead I will have access to money, I can pay you a fortune if you let me go. I don't know who you are, I won't tell anyone.” She tells me this in a soft voice.

“I have plenty of money, I don't need yours,” I tell her. It's true. Being an assassin is lucrative. I have a security firm as a legitimate business. If I retired tomorrow I would be set up for life. I would be incredibly bored though. Which is why I carry on with killing select bastards who deserve to die.

I decide to give her a reprieve. She has been traumatised enough for one night. I had to leave her in the car boot for a while till I fixed the room up.

I turn and walk to the door.

“Wait.”

I half turn towards her.

“What are you going to do with me? Are you going to kill me?” Her chin is up straight, her voice strong but I see the slight tremor of her lower lip.

“No. I'm not going to kill you. You need to forget the life you had. You just have to learn to live with me.” With that, I turn back and walk out of the door locking it behind me.

I go to my bedroom and get changed into a t-shirt and sweatpants. I wanted a taste of my pretty little Kitten. I only held back because she needed some time to process exactly the position she is in.

I consider jumping into the shower and relieving myself. I don't want my hand, I need her cunt. I have a feeling she hasn't had much experience so her tiny pussy is going to be so tight.

I check in the kitchen pantry to see what the food supplies are like. The freezer will be good. The pantry may be a little sparse. I will need to do a quick run to the supermarket tomorrow for some fresh food. I have 6 properties dotted around the country. From Scotland to London. I don't do many international hits as much now. I prefer to work closer to home.

I make a coffee and go through to the living room, sitting on the sofa and switching on the TV just to fill the silence.

Do I feel bad that I've plucked Elise from her life? No. I'm going to bend her not break her. She will adapt to my lifestyle. After all, I've seen it being done before. Rosa is pregnant and content with her life with Callum. Although I'm happy for him part of me has been envious.

The spark I felt with Elise is something deeper. The way she cussed after her uncle shows fire. I'm sick of faceless and nameless liaisons' brief but provided me with the relief I needed at the time.

I pick up her clutch that is on the coffee table. I rifle through it and pull her phone out. It has face ID security. Harder to crack in one night. Her wallpaper picture does come up. She is smiling and holding a grumpy looking grey and black tabby cat with a fluffy white chest. She looks beautiful even without make up, it makes her look even younger. I look at the corner of the room, seeing her in there will be fun. Fun for me, not so much Elise.

I smile.


I look forward to seeing my kitten in the morning.




 

 






 Chapter 4

 

 


Elise


He walks out of the door and I hear a lock engage. I stand up the floor is cold, it has no carpet or covering it just looks like cement, I look around the room. There is the bed and another small doorway, nothing else. Maybe killers are minimalists. I go and see it's a small toilet and sink in there, no shower.

He can't keep me forever. He told me I needed to forget my life that isn't happening. I didn't get this far to give up now. If I comply for now maybe I can gain some more freedom and route an escape from this madman. The room is painted grey, the ceiling is black. Who paints their ceiling black? It makes the room look smaller.

I sigh and make my way back to the bed. It's no later than around 11 pm by my guess. I get under the covers. The bedding smells fresh I snuggle in and try not to worry about my temperamental cat. I'm sure my roommate will feed him. She tolerates him but she won't see him starve.

I wonder if she will call the police. I dropped my clutch bag when he abducted me it had my wallet and phone in it. That is my last thought as I drift off to sleep mentally and physically exhausted.

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

I wake up the next morning feeling grimy. I didn't have a restful sleep I still have no idea what time it is. I look up to the window and there is a little light, possibly early morning. I look up at the depressing black ceiling, maybe he painted it to match his soul.

Just like that, you think of the devil and he shall appear.


I'm sure I butchered that saying but I don't give a fuck, sue me.


Now I'm so nervous I'm talking to myself.

With the door unlocked I hear him open the door.

I peer out from under my covers and see the murdering fuck face standing there with a tray of food.

He comes and sits on the bed. I move back towards the wall. He smiles as if that amuses him. I glare at him.


Why isn't he fucking off?


I keep my eyes on him.

“Aren't you going to eat? I went to all this trouble for my house guest.” He says while still smiling.

“A guest insinuates an element of freedom, I'm not a guest I'm a prisoner.” I grit out.

“I see you as a guest, I'm not so nice with my prisoners. Especially when I need to extract information from them.” Losing his smile, he says in a more serious tone.

“How does one even become a murderer? Is there a special murdering course you have to take?” I ask irritably.

“If I tell you I have to kill you.” He replies.

“That's not funny.” I sit up and cross my arms. Uncomfortable wearing this stupid dress.

I look down and the food looks good. Coffee, bacon, eggs, toast and tomatoes. My mouth waters I didn't eat much last night.

I reach out for the coffee cup. His hand stops me.

“I think I should get a kiss first for making you breakfast in bed.” He stares at my lips.

I lean over and kiss his cheek while reaching for the coffee.

“Not so fast you sly little kitten.”

“I'm not kissing you and I certainly wouldn't kiss anyone with morning breath. Not to mention you're a murdering stranger” I scoffed.

“My name is Marcus, now go brush your teeth.” He orders.

I slide my legs off the bed, glancing at the door.

“Don't even think about it the whole house is in lockdown upstairs, you wouldn't get very far and I don't think you would like your punishment for being a bad Kitty.”

I don't even look back at him I carry on to the bathroom and brush my teeth. Angry and nervous at the same time. I've kissed before not a massive amount, my life has always had something or another happening in it. I don't have time for men. My job and studying keep me busy. I finish brushing my teeth.


Screw him, I want my food.


I walk back out he has pushed the tray of food further on the bed and is patting the bed beside him, smiling again.

I narrow my eyes at him. He is enjoying my discomfort.

I sit down trying to put a little bit of distance between us. He puts his hands on my arms and pushes me flat on the bed as he settles down half on top of me.

“What the fuck?” I yell.

“Shhh. I just want a thank you.” He says as he pushes his face in my neck as if inhaling me in.

My whole body feels as stiff as a block of wood. One of his hands is rubbing my bare arm and the other is making its way behind my neck holding me in a firm grip. He places small kisses from my ear along my jaw to my mouth. I keep my mouth firmly shut. He licks my lips.

His hands tightening around my arm in warning. “Open your mouth, Elise.”

I'm so shocked he knows my name my jaw slackens. He kisses me lightly at first until he pushes his tongue into my mouth. His hand leaves my arm only to grip my jaw to ensure I wouldn't close my mouth to him.

He continues to kiss me until I soften. His tongue repeatedly swirled around mine. He lets go of my jaw and neck he moves on top of me.

I break away from the kiss. “No.”

“Yes,” he volleys back at me.

He places both hands on either side of me and starts kissing me again. I pause and kiss him back hesitantly. I can feel his hard body rubbing against me. It feels nice.

Omg, I can feel his cock through his sweatpants and my dress. I wiggle to try and get free. That only creates more friction.

He groans and rubs his cock harder against my pussy and stomach.

“My coffee is getting cold,” I yell.

He moans and his head falls beside mine. He is breathing hard.

“Yes, cold coffee is a problem.” He pants. “Fuck!”

He doesn't say another word. He just walks out of the room slamming the door behind him. I listen for the lock.

Yup, there it is. He might be heated up but he isn't stupid.

I lie there for a moment getting my breathing under control. What a mess.


How can I kiss someone who kills for a living?


Someone who is so indifferent about taking lives.

I sit up on the bed cross my legs and pull the tray over. Reaching for the coffee hoping it will help me process my thoughts. Great lukewarm.


Thanks, Marcus
 .


At least I can stop calling him murderer in my head.

I wolf down my breakfast. Not long after I do. He comes to get the tray. Holding another cup of coffee. He passes it over to me.

“Drink this, I will be back down shortly you need a shower and a change of clothes.” He grumbles.

I hide my smile by ducking my head and sipping my coffee. This is so much better. As I take another sip.

I watch him leave eyeing up his ass as he walks out. I need to stop thinking about his ass.

He comes back down after around ten minutes.

“How long am I going to be locked up for?” I demand as soon as he is through the door.

“As long as it takes.” He replies

I frown. “As long as it takes for what?”

He ignores my question he reaches into his pocket and pulls out handcuffs.

I raise an eyebrow. “You don't think you can handle a 5 ft 3 woman?” I enquire.

He smiles. “Oh, I can. But if you run and I have to chase you, you won't like what I will do to you when I catch you.”

With that said he cuffs my hand closest to him and pulls me off the bed swiftly cuffing my other hand behind me. He picks up the coffee cup and prods my back. “Go up the stairs.

I walk out of the room and up the stairs. I can hear him behind me. “Keep going through the hallway and you will see the stairs to go upstairs.”

I hear him put the coffee cup on the sideboard in the hall. It doesn't sound like he used a coaster.


Also, why am I worried about his furniture
 ?


I reach the top step. “Go right and it's the second door to your left.” He instructs.

It's a very large house. It reminds me of the house I used to live in.


Minus the murderer of course
 .


I step into the bathroom. It has a massive shower and bathtub with a his and hers sink and a toilet. It's a very sleek bathroom not like my tiny one in our flat. My thoughts flashed to my roommate, Melinda.

He takes my hands and uncuffs them. “Take your dress off,” he says looking at me intently.

“What?! No, give me some privacy.” I squeaked.

“I don't mind doing it for you.” He stalks towards me.

“No.” I panic. “I will do it.”

He walks back closing and locking the door.

I gulp. I might as well get this over with. I turn away from him but I notice there are mirrors all across the back wall.

So he will see me anyway. I stifle a curse. I find the zipper at the side of my dress and pull it down. Slipping my arm from the top. It slides down my body. Just wearing my panties. I cross my arms over my chest. I don't look up in the mirror as I know he will be looking at me.

“Panties too.” He says in a husky voice.

I hesitate then reach down to pull my panties down my ass and legs and put them on my dress. I stand up and quickly cover my breasts again.

I hear him move behind me. I don't look up but I hear the shower turning on.

“Inside.” He motions towards the shower.

I turn one arm covering my breasts and the other my pussy. I jump into the shower at lightning speed.

He closes the shower door. I sigh with relief. I see shower gel, shampoo and conditioner. The hot water is heavenly I have just rinsed the shampoo out of my hair when I hear the shower door open again. I look up both hands still in my hair as a naked Marcus strolls into the shower.

Before I can utter a word. He says. “I have to consider the environmental impact so I decided we should shower together.” He grins.

I take in his toned, tanned body I look further down and see his massive cock. It's practically down to his knees!


Okay, slight exaggeration
 .


“You should change your career.” I blurt out.

My eyes fly up to his face.

I can't believe I said that.

He roars with laughter. He takes the shower gel and a loofah and instead of washing himself he starts to wash my neck.

“What are you doing?” I ask nervously.

“I'm just making sure you're clean, Kitten.” He says innocently.

His hands make their way down to my breasts. He rubs the loofah over my nipples repeatedly. My hands come out of my hair.

I grab his wrist and say. “I think my breasts are super clean now.” My tone is drier than the Sahara desert.

“You can never be too clean, Kitten.” His hand moves lower. I'm still holding onto his wrist. My heart pounding.

“Marcus, I've never done this before.”

He looks up at my face.

“Showered with a man or fucked a man?” He demands.

“Umm. Both.” I mumble out.

He looks down at me. “Has a man ever given you an orgasm?”


Is he serious?


“No. I just told you I've never been with anyone.”

He flings the loofah to the other side of the shower. He lowers his head and takes my nipple in his mouth. I can feel his tongue flicking my nipple back and forwards. I moan as I feel his hand tighten around my other breast. He switches and sucks my nipple hard. I grasp his wet hair my fingers dig into his scalp. Instead of pushing him away, I hold him closer to my breasts.

I feel his hand slide down my stomach and he rubs my trimmed pussy hair before slipping a finger into me.

I gasp.

He doesn't stop he carries on his dual assault on my body. His finger is sliding in and out of me. I tilt my hips towards him carried away by the sensations he is pulling out of me. I need more.

He slides two fingers in with ease as I'm dripping with arousal. He moves his thumb over my clit rubbing softly. Thrusting his fingers in and out of me.

I can feel myself tighten around his fingers.

“That's it, Kitten. I will give your pussy what it needs.”

He raises his head and brings his mouth to mine. He doesn't just kiss me he devours my mouth. He pushes me against the shower wall. He drops down to his knees and lifts one leg so quickly that I grab his shoulders for support.

His face is in my pussy for the lack of better words. He grips both my legs and yanks them over his shoulders. I grab his head now.

He is licking and sucking my pussy like there is no tomorrow. He latches onto my clit his teeth edging over my clit. He shoves his fingers back into my hole. I can't move, can't breathe, I just hold onto his hair.

He is thrusting his fingers in faster and sucks hard on my clit, till I explode. The orgasm rocks through my body I can feel my pussy clench down on his fingers. Again and again.

He slows his thrusts still sucking my clit in his mouth. He pulls his fingers out and licks my pussy lips before licking inside of me.


Is this what I've been missing out on?


I am just coming round when he drops my legs off his shoulders and stands up. My legs are slightly wobbly. He holds my waist.

“You are fucking delicious.” He tells me.



 






 Chapter 5

 


Marcus


“You are fucking delicious,” I tell her. I lick my lips savouring her cum. My cock feels like it is going to explode. I was so angry with myself this morning after I almost lost control. I had to leave and wank myself off to take the edge off.

Not that I've managed to control myself just now. Knowing no man has ever touched her little pussy, to have tasted her. I couldn't stop myself. I wanted to be the first man to give her that pleasure.

Her eyes look dazed and her breathing is still heavy. Her cheeks are flushed.

I rub my cock on her.

I take her hand and push it towards my thick cock. I wrap her hand around it. I look down at her hand, it doesn't even seem to grasp the full circumference. I use her hand to move it up and down my cock. Using her palm to rub the head of my cock.

She hesitantly brings up her other hand. I grasp her wrist and put her hand on my cock so they are both stroking my cock up and down.

“Harder, I'm not going to break.” I groan.

She grips harder and moves her hands faster up and down my cock. I watch her as she is watching my cock with sheer fascination. I feel my balls tighten.

“Open your legs and let go,” I grunt.

She lets go and spreads her legs wider slightly eyeing my cock with some trepidation.

“Don't worry Kitten. I'm not going to fuck you in the shower.”

She looks relieved and then slightly disappointed.

I take my cock and start to wank it off slowly, I don't last long looking at her pussy. I start fucking my hand faster until I cum I spray my cum all over her pussy her stomach and her thighs, spurt after thick spurt. I still move my hand slowly up and down till the last drop is there I rub my cock head up and down her wet slit.

I won't last long. I need to be in her tight little cunt soon. My breathing was almost back to normal. I take the loofah rinse it off and put more shower gel on it.

 

“Turn around Kitten, I won't be able to keep my word if I see your gorgeous tits again.”

She turns around. I wash her from top to bottom even her feet. I take some shower gel and put it on my hand. I wash the crease of her ass. I part it with one hand.

“What..?” She starts saying but I cut her off.

“Shush. I'm just going to wash your beautiful ass properly.” I say in her ear.

I'm running my finger up and down her crease. Rubbing harder on her asshole. I add some more shower gel and push my fingertip inside her tight asshole. I don't push any further.

She squeals.

I hold back from laughing out loud. I slowly push my fingertip in and out.

“Don't worry Kitten, I won't take this hole anytime soon,” I tell her.

I reach around her and run my fingers along her pussy, pressing down at the top of her clit.

She moans out loud.

“This hole, however,” I slide my fingers back inside her. Teasing her cunt. “This hole is going to get fucked so hard you're going to feel me for days,” I whisper.

I hear her breath hitch.

I smile to myself.


Elise is all mine and no one is going to get in my way. Not even her
 .


 

 


  








 Chapter 6

 

Elise


“This hole, however,” He says while sliding his fingers back inside my pussy. Teasing my clit. “This hole is going to get fucked so hard you're going to feel me for days,” He whispers.


I gasp at his words tempted but also scared of his massive dick. I’ve watched porn and I know he is bigger than the average man. I claw the walls of the shower as he continues to torment me by fingering my pussy while he still has his finger in my ass.

I would never have even considered anal but he is making me enjoy everything he is doing to my body.

My face and hands are pressed against the wall of the shower. I push my ass back against his finger.


Fuck it, might as well get something out of my captivity
 .


“That's it, Kitten cum on my fingers again.” He whispers darkly in my ear.

I feel my pussy gush in response. He rubs my clit harder and shoves more of his finger in my ass. It feels odd, but it doesn't hurt.

I lose track of my thoughts as he is simultaneously thrusting his fingers in my pussy and my ass. I feel myself cum hard I push back until I feel his finger fully embedded in my ass. My legs tremble and I clench around his fingers once more.

I don't even care anymore I feel drained and replete.

“Good Kitten,” He says. Licking my earlobe before gently biting it.

He pulls his fingers out of my pussy and holds them to my mouth.

“Open your mouth, Kitten.” He carries on whispering in my ear. “I want you to taste yourself and see how fucking good you taste.”

I cautiously open my mouth. He pushes his fingers in. Slowly moving them in and out.

“Lick all your cream off, Kitten.”


He is so nasty!


What does that say about me?


I'm loving it
 .


I suck his fingers, scraping my teeth along his fingers. He pulls his finger out of my ass and grips my hips. Rubbing his hardening cock along my ass.

He pulls his fingers out of my mouth to hold my other hip. Pulling my ass towards his cock. He must be over 6ft as his cock is up against the top of my ass cheeks.

He pauses and takes a deep breath. “Let's get you washed up, Kitten. Or I'm going to end up fucking you.”

He turns me around and continues to wash me with the loofah. He even conditions my hair. He gives himself a quick wash as I try not to ogle at his body or his massive cock.

He turns the shower off and reaches out to the hanging towels. He dries me off and wraps a towel around me. Once he has finished he pulls me into an adjoining room which looks like his bedroom.

It doesn't have much in it a bed and another door which I presume is a closet as I don't see any other furniture. The carpet is beige, walls are white. It doesn't even look lived in.

I can see some shopping bags lying on the bed.

“I got you some clothes this morning while I was picking up food supplies.” He motions to the bags.

I look inside the first bag it's got tops, bottoms, socks and even some slippers. The second bag has underwear and pyjamas. No bras.

“No bras?” I inquire.

“I didn't know what size you were. I then realised it was for the best since I love your tits so much. Let them be free.” He teased.

I roll my eyes.


Men. It doesn't take much.


Taking off all the tags. I change into a t-shirt, hoody, yoga pants and slippers.

“Come on, Kitten. Let's get you back in your cage.”

I say nothing. I'm going back into my dark shithole of a basement. I keep my face passive.

He takes a hold of my wrist and pulls me through the doorway. I try and look at the house layout. I need to know where all the exits are. I'm not staying with this madman.


Even though he makes you come like never before?


Stupid inner voice.


Before I know it I'm back at the basement door. He pushes me in and closes the door locking it.


 

 








 Chapter 7

 


Marcus


I push her through the door, locking the door. By lunchtime, she will be begging me to be let out. Cold grey walls a black ceiling and a tiny window she can't even reach. Most of all nothing but her thoughts occupying her.

I get back upstairs and message Rory. My company hacker to get all the information he can on one Elise Knight. I can't believe she is a virgin. How she has managed to stay one is beyond me, she is stunning. To take her, a complete novice and train her into my little sex Kitten. I lick my lips, I feel my cock twitch.

I need to prime her and make her body crave mine. I need to be fucking patient. That is going to be hard.

I see her bag and go through her wallet she doesn't have much. She only has £10 and some change. She did mention her trust fund. I shoot another text to Rory about her trust fund. It sounded like that fuck Thomas was blackmailing her. She didn't budge though.

Rory replies, confirming a timescale of 12 hours maximum. He is the best hacker I've come across, which is why I hired him. I think about what to make for lunch. I'm self sufficient in cooking. I've looked after myself since I was a child.

Something quick and simple. I want to spend more time with Elise. I just have to gauge how quickly she will cave. She didn't say a single word going back down. No pleading or begging. I was disappointed. She is a strong young woman.

I check the news headline about Knight’s death. Not a lot other than another shooting in London. I had scoped the venue beforehand to make sure there were no CCTV cameras anywhere. I planned his demise for two weeks. He was abusing minors. When the contract came in for him, I took it on with pleasure.


Fucking scum.


I've been in the system and know what it's like to be a vulnerable kid. You can rely on no one but yourself. I was lucky I had Callum in my teens. We chose different career paths but we always kept in touch.

I go back into my kitchen and prepare lunch. Toss it in the oven with the timer on. I have to catch up on some work. I can't sit around daydreaming of the sweetest pussy I've ever tasted.


I smile and head into my study.


 

 






 Chapter 8

 

 


Elise


I'm so bored. What is he expecting me to do? He could have at least given me some books. I look towards the small window.

I get up and try and push the bed towards it. It's too heavy. I turn around and push with my back and it moves I keep doing this till it's touching the wall. I jump up on the bed. I can see outside on ground level I can only see grass. There is no opening contraption for the window. If I had something to break the window that would be handy.

I rush into the bathroom. There is nothing to use. Just the tiny sink which has my toothbrush and toothpaste. The toilet seat doesn't even have a lid. Sitting beside it are some toilet rolls.


Fuck!


Orgasms or not. I have to get out of here. I walk back to the bed flinging myself back on it. Looking at that stupid fucking black ceiling.

Not long after I hear the door unlock. Marcus comes through with another tray of food. It smells good.

He walks over to the bed putting the tray on the bed. There is a baked potato with cheese, coleslaw, a side salad, cutlery and a bottle of water. At least he knows how to cook.

“Can I at least get something to read down here?” I ask.

“Of course, Kitten. I can get you some books tomorrow.” He replies, smiling.

“How long am I going to be in this basement?” I frown.

“That is up to you, Kitten.” His gaze drops to my lips.

“What does that mean?” I ask still frowning.

“We are in a unique situation. I can't let you go. I won't kill you. In time I hope we can trust one another enough to allow you some freedom. You know I want you. Your body agrees, you just need to get your mind on board.” His eyes are back on my face watching me.

“I have a course I need to finish and I want my cat.”

I haven't given it much consideration before. I realise I don't have much of a life. Job, study and Billi.

“That's something we can discuss at a later date. Eat your food, Elise. It will get cold. I will be back later.” He walks towards the door.

I hear the door being locked. My mind is in a turmoil. I definitely need to discuss my Uni coursework. I'm in my final year. I chose a child psychology course. After my parents passed away, my therapist had been invaluable. She inspired me to want to help other children.

I absently start to eat my food.


I am attracted to him. I do want to have sex. He knows how to pleasure a woman judging by this morning. I never wanted to take things further with anyone. Now looking back I'm glad I didn't. Anyone else would have been dull in comparison to Marcus.


The food is simple but delicious. I finish everything on my plate.

Sipping on my water I consider my options.

If I comply I eventually get out of the basement. I get back on track with my course. Perhaps what I've learned so far will help me get inside his head. For that, I need to find out more about him. That thought settles the turmoil down.

I look around the room. I need to get out of this shithole of a room. First I'm taking a nap. I didn't have a great sleep considering I'd been kidnapped and imprisoned in a basement.



 






 Chapter 9

 


Marcus


Rory came through in record time. I read the detailed report Rory sent me in my study. She isn't the privileged young woman I initially thought she was. She hasn't had an easy time since her parents died. I can see why she is so resilient.

She is as alone in the world as I am. Her parents and her uncle were her only family. That unwillingly tugs at my heart. I should be glad that there is no one to make trouble reporting her missing.

Her uncle was trying to get her to sleep with one of his clients. That's what their discussion must have been about last night. I wish I had prolonged that bastard's death. Rory is going to dig deeper into that but he said it's some middle-aged rich fuck.

If I need to kill him I will. No one is getting their hands on my Kitten.

I've already arranged for all her belongings and her cat brought over. Her roommate will be informed she is moving in with her ‘boyfriend’. I will buy out her rental contract.

Her course she can finish and submit it online. Reading her file I can see how important that is for her.

I smile.

A child psychologist would have had a field day with me as a kid.

I pull out her phone from my top drawer. I managed to disable the security on it. I text her roommate. The last thing I need is her filing a missing persons report with the police.

I go down to collect her dishes. I unlock the door. She is lying on the bed under the covers staring at the ceiling.

“How was your lunch?” I enquire.

“Acceptable.” She says as she carries on staring at the ceiling.

I smirk. I would love to spank that snark out of her.


Patience!


“Your cat and your belongings will be here tomorrow.” I tell her as I walk over to the bed to get her tray.

Acceptable my ass.

It looks like she licked the plate clean.

She sits up quickly.

“What did you tell Melinda?!” She splutters as she sits up.

“That you're moving in with your handsome new boyfriend.” I tease.

“Ha-Ha. Very funny. She is going to be furious at being left in the lurch to pay the full rent on her own.”

“I paid your rent off directly to the landlord. She knows this. She said she is very happy for you and it was about time you got laid.”

“Wow. You seem like an experienced kidnapper. How many women have you abducted?” She raises her eyebrow.

“You're my first woman.”

She snickers. “You're a virgin too?”

“I've only abducted men before, Kitten. Not very nice men at that.” I reply seriously.

“Why did you kill my uncle?” She asks, all laughter gone.

“He was a bad man, Kitten. In more ways than you were aware of.”

She frowns. “I'm not sure I want to know. He was a horrid man. No morals whatsoever. Why do you kill people?”

“Some people just don't deserve to live, Kitten. The world isn't all black and white and sometimes you have to work in the grey.”

With that, I leave her to ponder on my words. Locking the door behind me.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

I’m in the kitchen making our dinner. I enjoy feeding Elise knowing she likes my food. It's been a long afternoon. I just hope she pushes for a little more freedom now that I've given her information regarding her future.

I made some adjustments in my bedroom for her. Until I can trust her not to run it's something that has to be done.

Rory came through with the information I needed about the agreement her uncle made with David Wellman. I read through their email exchange, infuriated. I'm glad he didn't get his hands on my little Kitten. He won't be around for long. He is my next target.

I carry the tray down. This time with both our meals and a bottle of wine. I want to spend more time with Elise. Taste more of those soft pink lips.

Juggling the larger tray I unlock the door.

She has taken her hoody off and is now wearing her form fitting black t-shirt with matching black yoga pants.

“What's for dinner?” She asks, as she tries to peer up to the tray.

“Steak with vegetables accompanied with some red wine.” I smile as I set the tray down in the middle of the bed. I toe off my shoes and sit on the bed opposite her.

“Leave me your website details I will rate the meal. The ambience is shit so your food had better make up for it.” She says, cheekily.

I can't help but laugh.

I flip the wine glasses the right way, the wine is already corked I pour us both a glass each. I look up as I give her a glass. She has crossed her legs and moved closer to the large wooden tray. Not ideal but it will to do for now.

She sips the wine before putting it back on the tray. She cuts through her steak and potatoes and moans as she chews. I pause, my fork halfway to my mouth to watch her enjoy her food with gusto.

“Your other career could be a cook.” She says, in between mouthfuls.

I eat my food with a smile on my face.

“I'm glad you're enjoying it, Kitten.”

We finish eating. She is enjoying her second glass of wine her back resting against the headboard. I put the tray on the floor and enjoy the rest of my wine.

“You're going to make me fat. I've had no exercise since being here. And this room isn't exactly large.” She gripes.

I pull one of her socks off and bite her toe.

She yelps.

“We can always exercise together down here if you want,” I say as I kiss the arch of her foot.

She glances down at my body and then quickly looks away.

I stroke her ankle and her leg under her yoga pants.

I drain the rest of my wine and put my glass on the tray.

I reach out for her glass. She takes another gulp and hands it to me.

“I can give you a good workout, Kitten. You might be a little stiff afterwards but that's when you know you've had a vigorous work out.”

I sit back down beside her stroking her leg.

“I bet your little pussy is soaked, Kitten. Do you want me to check?” I ask

She squirms her hips. She hasn't taken her eyes off my face. She nods her head slowly.

“Take off your t-shirt, Kitten. Follow all of my instructions.” I say as I stand up.

I watch her take her t-shirt off. I gaze at her beautiful tits, firm, round with her dark nipples already tight and hard. I whip my t-shirt and pants off.

She looks down at my cock and I see her swallow.

I'm going to take it easy on her. I need to train her to take every inch of my cock deep inside of her. I don't need to worry about protection I know I'm clean and she hasn't fucked anyone. I've never fucked anyone bare before. I'm glad my first time is with my little Kitten.

I pull her other sock off.

“Do you want me to suck your wet little pussy, Elise?”

“Y-Yes.” She stammers.

I reach over and slip my hands beneath her ass, tilting her hips upwards. Using my shoulders to push her legs open. Through her pants, I rub my nose on her and sniff her pussy.

I grasp the waistband of her trousers and pull her yoga pants off, her panties come off with them. I toss them to the side. I sit up and push her legs open. Her hand comes down to cover herself. I grab her wrist.

“No, let me see this pretty pink pussy.” I growl.

I can see under her small triangular patch of dark curls her lips are wet. I lick my lips.

I don’t waste anytime. I push her legs wide apart, pushing my hands under her thick ass I lift it up. I lick her lips, then tease her hole and clit with light little licks. She tries to squirm then push her hips upwards.

“Don’t move.” I say sharply. “I want to enjoy my dessert.”

I lightly swirl my tongue around her clit. Before sucking it into my mouth. She is dripping as I push two fingers inside of her. Still so tight I need to stretch her out a bit.

She moans loudly.

I smile as I can feel she is trying not to move.

I go back to sucking lightly on her clit. Before licking it hard. Plunging my fingers in and out of her. I take my fingers out so I can push 3 of them inside of her. I take it slow feeling her tense slightly before relaxing again. I start to thrust them in and out of her in a slow fucking motion.

Her breaths coming in small pants. She grabs my hair with both her hands and runs her fingers through my hair before gripping my hair lightly.

I thrust harder till I’m in so deep I can feel the thin layer of her hymen. I don’t push past it. I want my cock to push through her first time. I feel her tighten around my fingers, she is close. I stop licking her clit and latch on to it and suck hard my teeth grazing her pussy.

She screams out loud. I can feel her pussy contract around my fingers as I feel a gush of her cum coat my fingers as they continue to push in and out of her. Her fingers dig into my scalp. She pushes her hips upwards to my mouth and her thighs tremble.

I slowly keep pushing my fingers in and out of her wanting to prolong her pleasure. I can’t wait to look into her eyes as she comes around my cock.

 

 



 






 Chapter 10

 


Elise


I gasp I can still feel his fingers moving in and out of me. I’m still trying to catch my breath. Maybe he will kill me after all, with mind blowing orgasms. I look down at him. My fingers still in his hair.

He looks up and gives me a devilish grin.

I close my eyes and groan. Letting go of hair.

“What’s wrong, Kitten? I loved dessert.”

I open one eye and he is licking all round his lips. I close it again. He is too much.

I feel him move up my body. He wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me flat on the bed. His large body covering mine.

He kisses my lips softly. I open my eyes. His eyes are half closed. He pushes his tongue into my mouth. I can taste myself on him it’s sweet and slightly salty. I push my tongue back at him as I lick the inside of his upper lip.

He moans and pushes his hips towards my open thighs brushing his cock up against my pussy. While devouring my mouth with renewed energy.

He pulls away.

“I have to fuck you, Kitten. Don’t worry, I will go slow. We have to train your little pussy to take all of me.” He says this as he rubs himself up and down my pussy.

My breath comes out uneven. I push my hips up to feel more of him.

“I want you to soak my cock, Kitten. Get it so wet I slip right into you.”

He moves to the other side of the bed and pulls me on top of him.

“Rub yourself on me while I suck on your gorgeous tits.” His voice now husky.

I put my hands on his shoulders and rubs my pussy along the length of his cock. Up and down slowly. As he grips my ass with both his hands tilting me forward till he catches my nipple in his mouth. He lets go of my ass. Bringing one hand to my hip and the other grabs my breast and rubs his thumb over my other nipple.

The dual sensation going through me. I feel myself soak his cock as I rub myself harder on him. He lets go of my breast and takes control of my hips. Slamming me up and down him while thrusting his cock up to rub himself harder on me.

He latches onto my other breast sucking harder than before. He laps on my nipples before biting down on it. It’s pleasure with a bite of pain.

I feel myself grow wetter.

“That’s it, Kitten. Give it to me. I want it all.”

“M-Marcus.” I stutter. “I need you inside of me.” I moan while riding the length of his cock.

“With pleasure.” He growls.

He yanks me off him and practically throws me down on the bed.

He kneels in-front of me and grabs my knees pushing them up. He grips my inner thighs and pushes me wide open. He places his hands underneath my knees folding me up.

He lets go of one leg. I feel him rubbing the tip of his cock up and down my slit. He slips the head inside easing his way in. He moves forward his arms trapping my legs on them as he comes on top of me. My hips push upwards as he pushes down on my legs. It pushes more of his cock inside of me.

“Slowly, Kitten. Fuck you’re so tight.” He looks at me. “Are you ready?”

I feel him push deeper till I can feel his tip of his cock banging up against my hymen. He inches back and and forth each time pushing in a little harder.

I nod my head.

“Relax, Kitten.” He brings his head down to kiss me. Just as he thrusts forward.

His mouth covers mine just as I’m about to cry out in pain. He moans into my mouth as I feel him push in further. It takes my breath away. He holds still letting me adjust to the stretch I feel.


Why couldn’t he have a smaller dick?


“You doing okay, Kitten?” Lifting his mouth off mines.

I look into his green eyes. I nod.

“Good girl. Let’s train this pussy to take me like it’s supposed to.” He presses further into me.

I gasp. How much more does he have left to go?

“Relax, Kitten. You’re doing well we’re halfway.”

I glare up at him now. “Why did you have to have such a massive cock?” I bite out.

He laughs and kisses my cheek.

“You’re going to learn how to take all of me. I’m going easy on you right now. When I fuck. I fuck hard.”

He nibbles on my lips. He pushes further in.

“I’m not stopping till I’m balls deep inside this tight little cunt.” He says growling.

He pulls back and pushes back in again and again, not going deeper than before. I feel myself beginning to clench around him each time he pushes into me.

I moan again and try to push up but I still have my legs hooked around his arms.

He pushes himself in harder and deeper this time. Rocking his hips backwards and forwards now.

“Fuck, that's it, Kitten. I'm almost there.” His brow is sweating now. I can tell he is trying to restrain himself. He thrusts so hard I'm sure his cock is poking the inside of my tummy. I feel his balls on my ass cheeks.

He kisses me all over my face.

“I knew your tight little cunt could be trained to take all of me. Does it hurt?” He asks.

“No, I just feel full. Like I'm at my maximum capacity.” I joke.

“Okay, Kitten. Get ready for your first and last cock. Because this tight cunt is my home now.”

With that, he pulls back and thrusts into me. He thrusts in and out of me using his full length. Again and again. Harder and faster. I can barely manage to breathe.

He releases one of my legs and pinches my nipples. As he slams into me keeping a fast pace. Fucking into me harder. I feel myself gush around him again. This lets him fuck into me easier. I grab his shoulder digging my nails into him.

He is like a machine. He ducks his head and holding my breast sucks it into his mouth.

I can feel my orgasm building up again but much more intense this time.

His hand releases my breast as he reaches down and rubs my clit. Slowly at first then as fast as he is fucking me. I scream his name as I come so hard I grip his cock till he can't move. I'm past caring. I feel my pussy flutter around him. As the feelings of ecstasy run through me. I push my pussy up and down trying to prolong the intense feeling.

He pulls my leg onto his shoulder and ploughs into me hard and fast. The position making me take his cock deeper inside of me.

“That's it, Kitten. I'm going to cum inside your virgin cunt. Get ready to take my cum.”

I use my muscles and squeeze his cock.

His thrusts falter and I feel him jerk inside of me. He pushes in hard till I feel his balls slap my ass.

“Argh, take my cum, take it deeper.” He rocks his hips pressing down on my clit and I feel more spurts of his cum inside of me.

He lets go of my leg and collapses on top of me holding his hands up above my head to take some of his weight off me.

He kisses my neck while gently pushing his cock in and out of me.

A thought occurs to me. As I catch my breath. “You didn't use a condom.” I state.

“No, I'm clean I've never fucked anyone without a condom before.”

“So you just decided to forego your usual practise and to cum inside of me?” I snipe at him. “I'm not on anything.”

“That's okay, I wouldn't mind a baby.” I feel him smile on my neck before licking me.

“There I licked you, you’re mine now.” I look up to see him smiling wider now.

“I don't think it works on humans. Also, we aren't 4 years old.” I roll my eyes at him.

He pushes himself up and looks down at us as he pulls his cock out of me slowly. I see his gaze darken. I blush as I feel his cum run out of me.

He scoops it up with his fingers pushing it back inside of me.

This man is crazy. I'm not fully qualified yet but I would bet my trust fund on it.

Once he is satisfied he gets up and goes into the bathroom. He comes back with a few wads of tissue.

He wipes my thighs and I look down at what appears to be a massacre of my vagina. Once he has cleaned me up he goes back into the bathroom.

He comes out a few moments later and puts his boxers on. I get up gingerly to put my clothes on. He swipes his arm out and grabs my waist. Lifting the covers and pulling me onto the bed with him.

“I want to put some clothes on,” I say struggling to get out of his arms.

“Are you in any pain?” He asks. “Do you need any painkillers?”

“No, it's okay.”

“Fine now stop squirming or I'm going to have to fuck you again.” He rubs his already hard cock on my ass.

“How are you hard again? I thought someone in their mid-forties couldn't do that.”

I feel his head come off the pillow. He can't see my face as I have my back to him. He is probably affronted. He is nowhere near his forties.

“I will have you know I'm only 34. You cheeky little Kitten. I should spank your ass for your impudence.” I hear him growl out.

I feel his head go back down on the pillow.

“Maybe I can just fuck it out of you.” He mused. “Your pussy is only half-trained.”

I quickly turn around. “I don't think so. Keep your porn cock to yourself.”

He laughs. “Shut up and go to sleep.” He pulls me in closer and tucks my head under his chin.

I inhale in his scent. He smells of cologne whatever it is, it's delicious musky and fresh at the same time.

I sigh and relax into him. I will worry about the consequences in the morning. I close my eyes and almost immediately fall asleep, as if I'm not being held in the arms of a murdering contract killer.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

I wake up in the morning stretching my legs. I feel sore this morning.


Oh, fuck!


I slept with him. I slowly turn to look at him. He is still asleep. I look up at the window. It's still dark. I slink out of bed as quietly as I can. I grab my clothes, my heart is pounding out of my chest.

I slowly open the door and walk out of the room. I look up at the stairs.


I can do this. I can do this. I can do this!









 Chapter 11

 

 

Elise

I creep up the stairs. Trying to breathe evenly. I get to the top of the stairs. I need to get the keys to the car. I put my clothes on not even sure if they are the right way on.

Who cares?!

I put on my slippers. I find the kitchen near the doorway of the basement. I look at the counters. Just a few dishes from dinner last night.

I sneak back into the hallway.


Bingo!


Keys are on the wooden sideboard.


Also, what is he an eighty year old? Who still has a sideboard? Fuck it. Elise focus
 .


I grab the keys. I make my way to the door. I try every key on the keyring and none of them unlocks the door.

The keyhole is looking at me, I'm sure it's in glee. I glare at the door and head back the way I came as quietly as I can.

There has to be a backdoor. There is an empty conservatory I try the smaller keys that look as if they would fit. Nothing!

If I smash a window he might hear me. I peek back out of the doorway. No Marcus.

I open another door and it's a laundry room. I look around and there is a second door. I try and open it but it's fucking locked.

I try the bigger key in this one and it turns. This is it. I turn the handle and it pushes open.


For fucks sake
 !


It's the garage. I see a switch beside me and flick it on. The light goes on. There are shelves and what looks to be another vehicle covered up with a car cover. I look around for the garage door keys or fob if it's electronic.

There is nothing there. I check the garage door there is no lock on the inside. I see a toolbox and grab a hammer.

I head back to the conservatory. I walk to the very last window panel away from the basement door.

I lift the hammer and tap the glass. Cringing at the noise. Not even a crack. I'm going to have to smash it hard.

I take a deep breath and smash the hammer as hard as I can closing my eyes. As I need them intact to drive.

I hear the glass shatter. It broke through both panes of double glazed glass.

I need to fucking run. I try to pull my hoody sleeve down as I put my hand on the window frame to grip and pull myself up and out of the window. My hoody slips and the glass catches my palm.

It's okay I can do this. I still have my eyes a little cut doesn't matter. I jump off the frame running as fast as I could around to the front of the house. I see his BMW parked up.


Hmmm, nice it is a dark blue colour
 .



Not now Elise, you stupid cow. Run
 .


I bolt to the car the fob automatically opens the lock. I jump into the car seat. Okay, seat belt on.


Fuck checking the mirrors
 .


I look around the steering wheel for a start button.

Yes.

The car purrs alive.


I look down.
 FML.


It's automatic. I've only learned to drive with a gearstick. I take a deep breath and look at the letters. PRND runs along the top of the gear stick. With M/S on the side. Park, reverse, neutral and drive. No clue about M/S.

I launch it into reverse mode and push the gas down.

Oh, Wow. Feels weird not having a clutch pedal. No time to worry I reverse back so I can do a two-point turn then put it into drive and steer towards the driveway and gates.

I look back in the rearview mirror to see if I can see Marcus but can't see anything as it's set for a taller murderer.

I put my foot down and bump up and down the driveway till I get to the bottom. I slam my foot on the brakes. I look left it looks like a more wooded area. I look right and it looks more open and the road looks more used.


Right, it is
 !


I put my indicator on by instinct.


Fuck me, I deserve to be kidnapped
 .



I put my foot on the gas and the car turns onto the road. A few minutes down a small road. I come to a larger road. It’s still all countryside, with no houses or any businesses around. I carry on driving it's early not any traffic. I see motorway signs.
 Yes
 .


I look down and check the fuel gauge. A little over half a tank. I relax a bit more.

Gosh, driving an automatic is so good even though I'm itching to hold the knob and my foot keeps moving as if looking for the clutch pedal.

14 miles till I get to the motorway. I ease off the gas slightly, it's been a few years since I drove and this is a much more powerful car than what I drove. I don't want to end up crashing. My racing heart has slowed down slightly. I can feel the cut on my hand but I ignore it.


I pause to think about Marcus. As much as I'm attracted to him. I'm not staying in that basement till he decides
 he
 can trust
 me
 .


Fuck his depressing black ceiling.








 Chapter 12

 

 

Marcus

I wake up smiling. My little Kitten was amazing last night. I hear glass shatter.


I'm I under attack
 ?


I reach out to Elise. She isn't there the room is empty. The door is closed but not fully. I jump up grab my clothes and shove them on as quickly as I can. I slip my shoes on and bolt.

She can't get far on foot.

I'm almost at the top of the stairs and I hear my car start.


Shit
 .


I bolt up the rest of the stairs. I grab the keys from the sideboard. Unlocking the door as fast as I can. I make it out in time to see Elise indicate and turn out of the driveway. I should be good if she continues to drive like a Grandma.

I rush back inside stopping at the sideboard to grab the garage door remote. Then I run into the garage pulling the car cover off the car. I sigh knowing I'm going to have to damage my baby today.

I jump into the car hitting the remote at the same time and tossing it onto the passenger seat. I pull out of the garage. Down the driveway, I still haven't had paved yet.

Shooting out I get to the main road. Fuck left or right. I take a chance on the right. Trying to think like Elise. She took the right at the driveway.

I speed up. Racing to catch up with her. I spot her. She is heading towards the motorway. I can't let her get on it. I speed up right behind her and swerve the steering wheel to the right hitting the left corner of the car causing it to head towards the ditch. She tries to grapple with the steering but she is off the road.


Oh, fuck
 ! I hope she was wearing a seatbelt. My only thought had been to stop her from leaving.


I pull up beside the car. I open my door and run out towards the wrecked car. It's tipped down into the ditch. I jump down beside the car and pull her door open. The airbag had deployed.

“Elise!”

I rip the airbag away.

She is knocked out. I can't see any blood on her head so it's probably at worst a concussion. I reach into the car and undo her seatbelt. I pull her out of the car closing the door. Putting her over my shoulder and climbing up the steep ditch.

I look back most of the car is covered. I will get someone out to retrieve it later.

First I have to sort out a bad little Kitten.

I yank open the passenger door. Furious now at her running away from me and she got hurt in my trying to stop her.

I put her in the car. Slipping her seatbelt on. I run around to my side and do a U-turn back home.

The garage door is still open I drive inside. Pulling the remote out and closing it before leaving it in the glove compartment.

I look over at Elise. Her head still drooped down. I undo her seatbelt and get out of the car to get her out.

I haul her over my shoulder again. Taking her inside I put her on the sofa. Moving her long hair out of the way. I can see she is going to have a nasty bruise on her head.

Looking down at her body for injuries I notice her hand has been bleeding. I go to the kitchen and get the first aid kit.

I use the wipes to clean the blood up. It doesn't look like it needs stitches or glue. I use some antibiotic cream and wrap a bandage around her hand.

I grab a pillow off the sofa, throwing it into the large iron cage I have in the corner of the living room. I pick Elise up and put her inside.

Locking the door. I'm satisfied she isn't going anywhere now. I'm going to be watching her like a hawk 24/7.

I get my phone and message my men regarding the car and the delivery of all her belongings.

 

My Little Pet is caged now for the foreseeable future.

She thought she could escape me. Her prison just got smaller.



 






 Chapter 13

 

 

Elise

I groan. My head is killing me. Touching my head I can feel a small bump where I must have hit my head. I remember Marcus running me off the road. I knew it was him as soon as he drove right up behind me. I lost control of the car went into the ditch and banged my head on the window when the airbag deployed. I don't remember anything after that.

I hear a Meow. I look up and see Billi beside me. I stroke my boy. I missed him so much. My little rescue buddy.

I sit up. I'm in a living room. In a fucking cage.

I look up at the ceiling at least it isn't black.

It's the biggest cage I've ever seen. There is cream-coloured padding around the edges and on the bottom. The door is large as well it has a separate section at the bottom. It looks like an actual prison with bars and all.

The room itself is big, it has a sofa set, coffee table and a large screen TV. Another sparse room.

I hear voices. Maybe from the hallway.

“Okay boss. Be careful that fucking cat is the devil.”

Asshole. Billi just has high standards for people and surroundings.

“I'm good with cats, don't worry about me.” I hear Marcus say.

I would roll my eyes but my head hurts.

“We will get the car sorted out.”

The other man says.

“Thanks.” I hear Marcus again.

I hear footsteps coming towards me.

“Oh good. You're awake. How was your morning drive?” He drawls.

“It could have been better if an asshole driver didn't ram his car into me,” I say narrowing my eyes at him.

All signs of amusement vanish on his face. His eyes look as if they are piercing through my soul.

“You could have got seriously hurt.” He snaps at me.

“I wasn't going to stay locked up in that basement.” I glare back at him.

“Enjoy your new cage, Kitten. As you can see it's a lot smaller than your previous one.”

He walks out of the living room closing the door behind him.

I stroke Billi. He purrs and snuggles into me. I can see he bandaged my hand. At least I won't get any nasty infections.

I'm not going to stop trying to get out of here. I was so close to freedom.

He walks back into the room and slides the lower section open and puts a paper plate and a bottle of water down. Two slices of toast with some butter on it.

Whatever, it's food.

He leaves the room and comes back in with his plate. He sits opposite me on the sofa putting his plate and a cup on the coffee table. I can't see what's on it but it sure as heck doesn't smell like toast.

I ignore him and decide to face the white wall. Still better than black. I eat my toast savouring it in case he decides to stop feeding me.

I lie back down facing the wall after eating my toast and taking a sip of water. Billi has wandered off. No doubt, to investigate the new surroundings.

My head is still painful. I close my eyes.

I hear Marcus leave the room. I feel exhausted. I curl up tucking my hands under the pillow and as I fall asleep my last thought is I will deal with this new shitshow when I wake up.

I hear the door slide open again before he slams it shut. If I wasn't awake before I would be now.

Just to piss him off I don't move or turn around.

“If you don't eat your food, you may never see your cat again,” Marcus warns me.

I slowly turn my head around to face him. He is standing up arms crossed over his chest.

“It doesn't surprise me that you would threaten a poor little rescue cat. An animal that was mistreated and abused. Because I'm learning that real animals are humans. If you harm Billi that is on you, not me.” I say hard and unyielding.

“I didn't do anything you wouldn't have done to be free. You wanted me to see you as a monster? Well done, objective achieved.”

With that said I turn back around and continue to face the wall. Ignoring him and his food. I try to hold back the tears. Bravado gone. Silently my tears run down my face. I only have Billi. I find once I start I can't stop crying. I think of my parents, and my uncle and how much I've struggled to try to put myself through Uni. The sobs are racking through me now.

I hear the door being unlocked and Marcus pulls me out. Picking me up, one arm under my waist and the other under my knees he carries me to the sofa. He sits me on his lap as I continue to weep.

He strokes my back and rocks me back and forth like you would comfort a child. My tears stop, and I try to get my hiccups under control. I feel better letting it out after so many years of holding everything inside.

He starts speaking to me in a soft tone he hasn't used before.

“My mother was a drunk. I remember countless times trying to wake her up as a child. Giving up, I would use what I could in cupboards to eat what I could. On a lot of days, I went hungry. I didn't know who my Dad was.” He laughs derisively.

“I still don't. Eventually, my school reported my Mum to social services and I was placed in foster care homes. I went in at eight years old and ran away when I was fifteen. Trust me, Kitten. I saw some true monsters along the way.” He pauses as if to shake away the bad memories.

“I've always been alone, Kitten. I know what it's like. You're fortunate you had good parents. Even though their lives were cut short. I would have liked to have met them. They created you and they instilled so much goodness within you.”

Just like that my tears start up again. I reach up and wrap my arms around his neck. I pull his neck down and kiss his cheek. I cry for the little boy who had a broken mother. I cry for his childhood which had little to no joy. Most of all I cry for the loss of innocence of that little boy.

He clears his throat a few times before he continues.

“I'm not a good man, Kitten. Don't feel bad for me. I can’t let you go. Not just because you saw me kill your uncle. Because for the first time in my life. I wanted something that was all mine. I will do whatever it takes to keep you.” He finishes with a determined voice.

I pull back to see his face. Looking into his eyes. He looks as if he is a predator ready to pounce on his prey.

“What do you want from me, Marcus? I ask. My voice is hoarse from crying.

“I want everything, Kitten. I want your every first. I want you stuffed full of my cum in every hole you possess. I want you heavy carrying my child. I want you tied down to me in every way possible.” His jaw is tense. His green eyes are resolute.

 

I feel shaken to my core. My mouth drops open in shock.

I may have escaped him momentarily. I realise now I won't ever be able to escape him.


Do I want to?


I don't reflect further on that thought. Marcus’ mouth descends on mine. His mouth was hard and punishing. Plunging his tongue into me. Biting my lip, hard. Before licking it to soothe it again. His hands cradle my head to ensure I can't escape. His onslaught.

I moan into his mouth. No one has ever wanted me as much as this man. I don't think there will be another man that will. I kiss him back.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


  








 Chapter 14

 

Marcus

I feel her kiss me back and I feel elated. I have never told anyone what I shared with my Kitten. I was honest with her. I can't and won't stop till I have everything she has to give me. I realise I wasn't just furious at her leaving but I was panic-stricken in case anything happened to her.

I know what I have to do if she wants any element of freedom from me.

I pull back from my kiss. Gently dropping a soft kiss on her swollen pouting lips.

“I want you to take a bath, Kitten. I know you're going to be stiff from last night and today. Freshen up and I will make you some more food.”

In a harder voice, I continue. “The doors are locked and the alarms are active. The window has been replaced.” I tell her.

She rolls her eyes.

“I think I've had enough adventures for today.” She retorts.

I look at her. Her eyes are red and swollen. Her lips are the same from my rough treatment. To me, she still looks like the stunning creature I seen on the first night I met her.

“Come on then.” I push her onto the seat beside me and stand up taking her hand and pulling her along to my bedroom upstairs.

We reach the room and the first thing she sees is another large cage in there I can see her anger as she glares at then at me.

“Don't worry Kitten we can use it for playtime. I have a solution for your freedom out of the basement & full-time cage placement.” She won't like it.

She sorts her belongings out as I run a bath for her. I leave her to have a bath as I make the calls required to keep my Kitten safe and with me.

She comes out wearing denims and a deep red t-shirt. Her wet hair looks combed. The t-shirt is the perfect colour for her dark eyes and hair. I want to bend her over the bed and fuck her so hard that every time she moves she feels where I was.

I want her pussy dripping full of my cum.

Every. Damn. Day.

I feel my cock harden at that thought.

She is about to use the hairdryer, she pauses to look at me. “Why do you have a psycho expression on your face right now?” She asks with suspicion.

“Oh, Kitten. You don't want to know what's in my head right now.”

She smiles and shakes her head as she dries her hair.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

I cook a quick lunch of pasta salad. We both hadn't eaten since breakfast. Me being the bastard I am, I had given her toast and water.

I piled her plate up high.

She looks at me then the plate. “I can't eat that much.”

“I don't want you hungry, Kitten. Ever.” I put the plate down in front of her and mine beside her on the kitchen table. I get some water for us both. Before I join her. We just have a light-hearted conversation about her Uni work and I tell her they are holding her place due to her uncle's death. What I don't tell her is I've spoken to them and made sure her place is safe. I made a sizeable ‘donation’ to ensure this.

Elise is loading the dishwasher as the doorbell goes off. She freezes and looks at me.

“I'm expecting someone, Kitten.” I pacify her.

I deactivate the alarms on my remote before answering the door. I greet Dr Jamieson and take him into the living room. I had already explained the situation to him. He was used to working in the grey for Callum. He has years of experience and has patched up many of our men.

I went back into the kitchen.

“Kitten, I have a Dr Jamieson here he is going to help us,” I tell her.

She looks adorably confused. I take her hand and pull her into the living room.

“Kitten, Dr Jamieson is going to very quickly implant an in-body GPS tracker inside you. It's tiny you won't feel it.” I explain.

She tries to tug her hand from mine. I grip harder.

“No. I won't do it, Marcus.” She shrieks.

I take her and lay her face down on the sofa opposite of Dr Jamieson.

“Kitten, you want full freedom. No cage, no basement then this is the only way.” I tell her softly.

I turn and nod to Dr Jamieson. I pull up the sleeve of her t-shirt. She doesn't move, she faces the doctor.

“Now Miss Knight, this won't hurt I'm giving you a general anaesthetic. It might be tender for a day or two that's all. He is wearing gloves. He wipes her arm down while holding her wrist and injects the vein in her arm.

It doesn't take long before she is out.

I get up. He has the chip and scalpel ready.

“Be gentle with her,” I growl at him.

He looks up and me and nods. “Of course.”

I watch him like a hawk as he makes a small incision just below her right shoulder. As he slides the chip in deep. He stitches her up and sprays the wound. He cleans up her blood and tapes it up.

“It's done. Keep it clean and dry. Watch for any redness, swelling, or leakage of any kind. I will be back in 4 days to check on it and remove her stitches. When she wakes up keep her hydrated. She may have feelings of dizziness or nausea.”

He stands up and packs away all his things in his bag.

Turning around to me he says. “Call me if you need me.”

I shake his hand and walk him to the door.

I go back into the living room. I turn Elise on her back and put her head on my lap. Stroking her hair. She may not like that I've done this. My world isn't safe and I won't let anything happen to her.

Since waking up this morning my stomach has been gnawing away at me. I can breathe easy now knowing she is safe and I will always know where she is.

I pull out my phone and look at my app. It is active and her red dot is exactly where it should be. My associate at another security firm had told me about these chips several years ago when they first came out. I have never had anything important enough in my life to keep it chipped.

I wonder if Billi is chipped. I better not ask Elise in the next few days she might take a hammer to my face as opposed to the windows. I smile at that thought.

I look down at her as I carry on running my fingers through her gorgeous hair. I picture her when she was under me her wide eyes and hair sprawled across the pillow. I need to fuck her and fuck her soon. My balls are so blue I'm sure they are depressed.


  








 Chapter 15


  

Elise

I groan. Why do I feel so groggy? I try to open my eyes. I feel a hand stroking my forehead.

“Mum?” I ask.

The hand stops stroking me.

As I come to, I remember she died 4 years ago.

“Kitten...” He starts.

“Don't, Marcus. Just don't.” I say in a thick voice.

I'm on his thick man leg. I poke his hard leg. Then I pull myself up. He pushes me forward to help.

I swing my legs to the floor. I turn towards Marcus and point to him.

“You are a complete and utter fucking dickhead.” I tell him through my clenched jaw. “I'm fucking microchipped like a fucking pet.” I continue my tirade. “That so-called ‘Doctor’ did he get his degree and ethics from fucking Pound Land?”

I take a deep shuddering breath. “Do I get to shove a chip up your asshole to know where you are all the time? What if you're off killing someone and something happened?”

“Kitten if you want me chipped, I don't mind but it wouldn’t be any good up my asshole. It wouldn't stay put for long.” He tells me innocently.

And just like that I look at his face and burst out laughing.

He slides himself over to me. Kissing the top of my head.

“I know it's hard, Kitten. But above anything else, I need to know you're safe.” He tells me cupping my face.

I sigh. “You're crazy, Marcus.”

“You're catching on now. How are you feeling?” He asks looking concerned.

“I'm okay, my shoulder is a little tender,” I say pouting.

“Let me go get you some painkillers.” I watch him leave. He is still wearing the t-shirt and sweatpants from yesterday. I ogle his broad shoulders to his ass till it disappears.

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

It's been two days since my pet-chipping incident. I've enjoyed full use of the house and the garden. My shoulder doesn't hurt anymore. Marcus has been attentive. I've been completing and sending my coursework online. I'm all up-to-date with my coursework much to my relief. I don't know how Marcus got them to agree at the University. They are usually quite strict.

We are having a roast chicken dinner tonight. I love his cooking. He loves cooking for me. I'm being spoiled for a change. It's nice.

He is sitting opposite me. His eyes keep dropping to my breasts. I purposely wore my slinky pyjamas. Fitted red vest top with the caption ‘Brains are awesome. I wish everyone had one’ with matching shorts.

He clears his throat. “How’s your shoulder tonight, Kitten?”

I like it when he calls me Kitten since I love cats. Billi has been content with more space.

“It's been fine today. Didn't even need any painkillers.” I finish off my vegetables. I go to pick up our plates.

“Leave them I will get them in the morning.” He says.

I frown. “No, they will be crusty by then. Let me at least load up the dishwasher.”

“Fuck the dishwasher. My balls are so blue they might fall off.” He complains.

Before I know it he has flipped me over his shoulder and is racing towards the stairs. I'm bouncing around on his shoulder.

“My dinner is about to come up.” I yelp out.

He slows down but slaps my ass. “You've been shaking this ass at me all night, Kitten. Don't think I haven't noticed.” He says as he makes it through the bedroom door.

“I don't know what you're talking about,” I say innocently.

He slides my body down his slowly. He holds into my ass before sitting me on the bed. Which is so much more comfortable than the basement one.

My hair is everywhere I try and push it out of my face. He pushes me back on the bed. Climbing on top of me. “I think you do. Naughty Kitten. I think your pussy needs a spanking.”

“I think my pussy is just fine and doesn't need a spanking!” I rush out.

He pushes his hand down my shorts. Before quickly looking at me. “Where are your panties?”

“Erm. I didn't put any on,” I mumble.

He runs his finger along my lips before shoving his finger inside me.

“You're very wet, Kitten.” He teases my lips by licking them before nipping my lower lip.

“I think your pussy needs a hard spanking.” He is moving his finger in and out of my pussy. “If you didn't you wouldn't be fucking drenching my fingers right now.”

He pulls his hand out of my shorts. He stands up and yanks my shorts off me. I'm still lying on the bed with my legs dangling off the edge.

“Keep your ass over the edge of the bed. Put your feet up on the bed and keep your legs open as wide as you can. Do not close your legs.” He orders.

“If it gets too much for you say ‘stop’ simple as that, Kitten.” He drops to his knees in front of my pussy. “But first...”

He grips my thighs and pushes them out wider almost making my feet slip. He licks my pussy from top to bottom. He keeps doing this till I'm so frustrated and turned on. I need to cum. He sucks on my clit. He slides two fingers into my pussy but not deep.

I growl and push my hips towards his fingers.

He pulls back his fingers and his mouth.

“Nooooo.” I shout.

He slaps my pussy. I look down at him. He slaps me again. He is using four fingers and he is pressing down on my clit each time he slaps me.

“Good, Kitten. You didn't move.” He says with approvals. “Three more.” He barks.

I barely get a chance to breathe and he smacks me three consecutive times. My pussy burns not from the smacking but from the need to cum.

“Look how wet you got my hand, Kitten.” He shows me his wet hand as he stands up.

“I know what your cunt needs, Kitten. It needs to be stuffed full of the cum I've been saving up for you.” He says this as he pulls his trousers off and starts to unbutton his shirt. He had a video conference for work today. He looked so smart that's why I've been extra horny today. It's hard having eye candy walking about.

His massive cock makes an appearance. He yanks his cock hard. Up and down. I'm mesmerised by it.

I lick my lips.

“Don't worry, Kitten. You can taste him another time. I've got days' worth of cum waiting to pump your pussy full. Keep your legs open wide.” He says as he moves forward.

He rubs his cock up and down my wet pussy. Shoving the tip in then pushing it upwards onto my clit and pussy hair.

“Yes, soak my cock.” He is looking down at my pussy.

I feel a gush of fluid from my pussy.

“Fuck, look at that cunt dripping for me, Kitten.”

He pushes his cock into my waiting pussy. He eases in slowly.

“That's it, Kitten. Take it, fucking take it all.” He slams more of his cock inside of me. It takes my breath away.

He reaches down and pulls my vest up to my neck. He drops down and sucks on my nipples. While he screws the rest of his cock inside of me. He must be at least 10-11 inches.

“Good girl, Kitten. Almost there.” He grunts at my breast.


Oh fuck, there is more? I forgot how big he was
 .


I wrap my legs high around his waist, my heels resting on his ass.

He reaches up and sucks my neck. Slowly pumping his hips in and out of my pussy. He bites my neck as he slams his cock fully into me.

I gasp.

He pulls himself up takes my legs and puts them both on each of his shoulders.

“I want to see your tight cunt as I fuck into it.”

Oh, his filthy dirty mouth. I push myself up and down his cock. Adjusting to the size and feel of him.

“You ready, Kitten?”

I nod my head still unable to speak.

He starts thrusting his cock in and out.

“Fuck, this is the tightest cunt ever. Kitten.” He starts slamming into me harder and faster.

He comes down on me pushing my legs to my chest. He starts hammering into me again and again.

“Marcus, please. I need to come.” I cry.

He keeps fucking into me slamming me with his full length till he pushes two fingers into my mouth while he watches me suck on his fingers.

He pulls them out and rubs them on my clit, while fucking into me.

“I'm going to come, Kitten. You had better. Cum. Right. Fucking. Now.” He says each time thrusting his cock hard inside of me hitting me so deep.

I cum so hard. I'm sure I'm crying. I feel my pussy bathe his cock. He groans. He thrusts one last time till he explodes inside of me. I feel his cum coming in spurts again and again. He rocks inside of me as if to get deeper. He is still cumming as my pussy clenches down on him again and again.

He looks down at me. He licks my tears away. He kisses my lips sucking on my lips then my tongue. He starts moving his hips again. His cock doesn't even feel soft.

“Hmmm, Kitten. You are in for a long night. I'm going to cum inside of you so much that you will be dripping all week. Good luck with wearing no panties again.”

I smile and pinch his side.

Be nuzzles my breasts before licking my nipples.

It's going to be a long night indeed.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

I think I'm walking like a cowboy this morning. I glare at Marcus. He isn't paying attention. He is in the kitchen with his back to me.

“Kitten, can you get some chives from the garden?”

“Sure, it might take a few minutes since I'm walking bow-legged.” I grumble.

He turns around whisk in hand. “The bath didn't help?”

“It will be fine. I guess it's not your fault you have a porn cock.” I gripe.

He laughs. “Would you feel better if I had a micropenis that would never reach your G-spot?”

I smile. “No, porn cock will do. I'm sure my insides will realign themselves in a few days. Just a handful of chives?” I ask.

“Yeah, you know which ones are chives?”


I'm going to stab him
 .


“Yes, dear. I'm a student, not a heathen.”

I go out into the garden where I see all the herbs. I crouch down looking for the chives.

Something goes over my head, it's black. I go to scream and a needle is stuck in my neck. A hand over my mouth. I moan. I feel myself fall backwards. I try to keep my eyes open I need to warn Marcus. I can't keep my eyes open. They flutter one last time till darkness descends.

 

 








 Chapter 16

 

 

 

Elise

I groan. I'm getting a sense of deja vu. Why do I keep getting drugged? What are the toxins doing to my body? I try to open my eyes willing my brain to calm down. I try to swallow but my mouth is too dry.

I try to move my hand but I'm not able to. I open my eyes and it's all so blurry. I manage to get my eyes to work. I'm in a small room. I can't move my hands because I'm handcuffed to a bed.


Did I get kidnapped from my original kidnapper by another kidnapper?
 !


I laugh. Unlucky. I knew it.


Oh, my head hurts
 .


The door opens. A man walks in. He is in a business suit. Blonde hair. Middle-aged. A lot older than Marcus I would say his late 40s.

“Who the fuck are you?” I croak.

He walks over his expression stoic.

He slaps my face hard. My head turned from the force of the slap. My cheek was burning.

“I suggest you watch your mouth. I went to a great deal of trouble to find you. Your uncle had to die on me before I could get my hands on you.” He tells me angrily.

“Ah, you're the cunt of a client who can't get laid so he was trying to blackmail a student into fucking him. Well, you and my uncle.” I say because I'm a glutton for punishment it seems.


Also, fuck him
 .


I see his jaw clench. I think his left eye is twitching.

I see him pull his hand back. That's the last thing I see.

 



 






 Chapter 17


  


  

Marcus

I'm whisking the eggs, the vegetables are cooking. I'm waiting for the chives I want them washed and chopped before I put the eggs in. Elise is going to love this omelette. Where is she? I bet she didn't know what chives looked like.

I turn the gas off on the cooker. I head to the herb garden. She isn't there. I keep looking from left to right as if she will appear. I run to the front garden still no Elise. Something is wrong.

I rush back inside to my study and call Rory on speakerphone while I pull up the hidden camera security footage. I see George drive in with a black van parked halfway up the driveway. He was with Patrick when they dropped Elise’s cat and belongings off.

Rory answers. “Wow, an actual phone call, Your Grace. I'm honoured. Although I prefer emails. What's up?”

“Remember when George and Patrick came over to drop the stuff off did you notice anything strange or off about George?” I ask trying to reign in my fury.

I see him carrying an unconscious Elise with a fucking bag over her head.

“Yeah. Come to think of it. He kept asking how long you were going to be at the Kent property.”

I see the fucker drive off at lightning speed down the rest of the driveway. I wouldn't have heard anything in the kitchen.

“Fuck!”

“What's wrong, Boss?” Rory asks cautiously.

“George just took Elise, unconscious in a black van. I'm sending you the number plate get me what you can on it. I'm emailing you the information now. The only threat we were looking into was Wellman.”

“I'm on it. Have you checked her GPS location yet?” Rory asks.

“I'm about to now. Get everything on George. Find Wellman. ASAP, Rory.” I say as calmly as I can.

I hang up on him before he can say anything. I check Elise’s location. It's in Central London. I make a quick call to Callum.

“Callum I need a few men, I have two teams in Europe just now and a situation just came up,” I say before he has a chance to speak.

“What's wrong?” He asks.

“Someone has taken Elise. She is in Central London. I'm going in. I'm in Kent at the moment. I'm just about to load up.” I tell him.

“I'm coming with you. I know Simon isn't here now and Jake is too busy joking and laughing with my wife” He grouches.

He makes me smile. He is an obsessive bastard just like me. We always have one another's back. When Rosa was taken we assembled a team to retrieve her. Callum loved everything that was done to those fuckers.

“Fine. Just make sure to load up. I'm waiting for a man to get me all the details we will need. Thanks, man I appreciate it. I need her back.” I pause and swallow hard.

“I know exactly what you're going through. We will get her back. You will make them pay. We all will.” He affirms.

“I'm two hours out I will let you know when and where. See you soon.”

I hang up on him because I have to get my arsenal of weapons.

I head to the basement. Where it all started.

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

I'm halfway down to London. Callum knows what to do. Rory came through with all the information that we needed. I have tried not to think if anything bad has happened to my Kitten. I don't want anything to taint her. I'm the exception.

I'm going to stop off at my London property to drop Billi off and to get some bulletproof vests for myself and Callum. Rosa is pregnant and due soon she will kill me if anything happens to Callum. For all, I know Elise could be pregnant. I put my foot down keeping my eyes open for any police cars.

Rory is going to get a raise if we pull this off.






 Chapter 18

 

 

Elise

My face is throbbing. My whole head is throbbing. Maybe it wasn't wise to antagonize the freak. I'm so glad right now that I am chipped like an animal right now. I don't know how long I was knocked out for. I know Marcus will come for me. He will find me. I have a feeling it won't be pretty.

My uncle's client still hasn't come back. I only remember seeing him once not long before my 18th birthday. He was a sleazy fuck then and still is now.

I guess this was the grey Marcus told me about. I pulled on the cuffs again.

The door opens again. In comes the weasel. I don't even know his name. A portly man follows him.

“I hope you have learnt some manners, Elise. This gentleman is going to need your signature.”

“What for?” I ask narrowing my eyes at him.

“Why, for your trust fund of course.” He smirks.

“Sure, I've not had it for all these years so it doesn't make a difference to me,” I say in a bored tone of voice. I just need out of these handcuffs.

He puts his hand in his pocket as he walks over to me. He unlocks my handcuffs. I rub my aching wrists.

“Do it. Now.” He snaps.

I take a deep breath. I'm going to get punched again. I'm not sure if it's worth it or not.

I look at the papers not caring what they say.

The other man points at where he needs my signature, nervously and hands me a fancy pen. I put it on the paperwork bed and write ‘Fuck You’ in the signature section. I even date it for them because I'm feeling benevolent.

I hand it back to who must be a solicitor for sleazebag.

The man looks at the documents and then nervously to sleazebag.

Then a phone rings. Sleazebag answers it.

“I told you not to disturb me today, especially tonight.” Turning to face me as he said tonight.

I must look as disgusted as I feel. He looks angry again.

He is listening intently now.

He motions to the solicitor to leave who still hasn't told him about my ‘signature.’ They both leave. He slams the door shut before locking it.

Story of my life.

I try the door handle. Still locked. I now wander around the room, I need a weapon. I rummage through drawers and look under the bed. The only thing I see is an ugly glass ornament. If I smash it I can use the glass as a weapon. Not great but it will do.

I smash it on the radiator. I'm left with the base that has a jagged edge. It will do.

I sit back down on the bed. I touch the small scar on my shoulder through my t-shirt. It doesn't feel like it's been tampered with. I have no idea how sleazebag knew where to find me. Even I didn't know where I was till I briefly escaped.

A short while later I hear some shouting. I jump up putting my ear to the door. I hear muffled thuds no more shouting though.


Could it be Marcus? Has he found me?


I hear footsteps coming. My heart is pounding.

I jump back and move to the side of the door so that when it opens I will be behind the person entering. It gives me a better chance to stab someone with my broken ornament.

Someone is kicking the door. Again and again, till I hear the wood splinter. I raise my arm.

A man bursts into the room. He is wearing all black. With some kind of goggles on his face. He is wearing black gloves and has a gun in his hand.

“Kitten?!” He says as he is looking around the room. I'm still hidden behind the door.

“Marcus!” I toss the ornament on the floor and jump on him.

I throw my arms around his neck. My legs wrap around his legs. He hoists me up so they are wrapped around his waist.

One hand on my ass the other pulls his goggles off. He looks at my face.

“He fucking hit you?!” His fury was clear on his gorgeous face. I didn't realise how much I missed it till it wasn't there.

“It doesn't matter. My mouth ran off to him, he didn't like it. Let's go. I never want to see him or this place again.” I say shakily.

He doesn't move he holds my chin and turns my face so he can look at my cheek.

“Are you hurt anywhere else? Did he touch you?” He demands.

I shake my head. “Just my face, I think he had some plans for later though. He made me sign some papers about my trust fund.” I blurt out.

He kisses my nose and lips.

“Hold on tight.” That is all the warning I got. He jogs out of the room. While I'm clinging onto him like a spider monkey. We go through a hallway. Down some stairs. There is a large entryway to the house. Instead of going out of the front door. He turns into another room.

There are another two men dressed similarly to Marcus.

There are four men tied up with their hands behind their backs. Looks like ankles are bound by zip ties, they are gagged on with tape covering their mouths. I especially enjoy seeing sleazebag down there. There is his lawyer and two other men.

“This is bringing back memories,” I murmur in his ear. Before I pull back to look up at him.

His face is murderous, which makes sense given his profession as an assassin.

Marcus slides me down his body till my feet touch the ground. He keeps his arm wrapped around me.

“Kitten, this dumbfuck thought he could steal you and your trust fund. Wellman and your uncle were going to split it.” He lets me go after squeezing my waist.

He stalks over to Wellman and kicks him in the ribs.

“He thought he could take you away from me.” His voice is deep with controlled anger.

He now punches him in the face.

“He thought he could fucking hurt you.” He shouts.

He punches him again and again. Not stopping this time. A man comes up behind Marcus.

He puts his hand on his shoulder.

“Come on brother, the van is in the back alleyway. We put them out, wrap them and take this party somewhere private.” He advises.

I don't know who this man is but he is as dangerous as Marcus. He looks around the same age as Marcus. A hard face. Handsome with his dark hair and blue eyes.

Wellman groans. I turn back to him. His face is all bloody he is moaning through the tape.

I see the documents near them on the floor. I go and pick them up. Marcus is beside me in an instant.

 

“Don't go near them, Kitten.” He says sternly.

“I just needed to get these, they have my name on them,” I explain.

Marcus takes them from me and reads through them. He smirks at the last page which is the signature section.

“My girl couldn't have put it any better. Did you see this fuckface?”

He shoves the papers under his nose as Wellman tries to read with only one eye. The other one is a swollen mess.

Wellman sees what I wrote and gives me a one-eyed glare.

Marcus punches him in the nose. I hear a crunching noise.


Gross
 .


“You don't fucking look at her. You thieving, snivelling little cunt.” He roars as he kicks him again this time aiming for his legs.


Oh, Wow
 . Marcus is off the charts crazy mad.


Marcus has folded the papers and shoved them in his combat trouser pockets. He raises his finger and circles it in the air.

“Let's wrap this up.” He tells them. “Callum take them all to the warehouse. Do what you want with the others. George and Wellman are mine.” His eyes are hard and unwavering.

He turns to me. His face softens slightly.

“Kitten, I want you to meet my good friend, Callum. He is an ugly fuck but I have to take what I'm given.” He tells me.

I laugh. But instantly wince due to my face being painful.

I see the anger on his face again as he tries to reign it in.

Callum comes forward and shakes my hand.

“Sorry to meet in these circumstances. When you feel better, please come over to ours. My wife would love to meet you. She may also interrogate you.” He warns.

I smile at him. “Thank you. I would love to meet your wife. I think I could handle her interrogation.”

Marcus pulls me away.

“We have to go. Call me if you have any problems and message me when it's done.”

 

With that said, he takes me through the back of the house past an alleyway onto the main street. He unlocks the doors of a silver Audi. He opens the door for me. I slide in. I sigh in relief that this nightmare is over. If I was to choose any monster it would be Marcus. He is mine as much as I am his. He reaches in and puts my seatbelt on, clicking it into place.

He walks around the car. Slipping into the driver's seat.

He looks at me. “Are you okay?”

“Yes, just take me home, please,” I say reaching out and squeezing his hand. He takes it and kisses it before placing it on his thigh.

We are heading South through London. I watch as I see the world go by while still gripping his thigh tight. We are pulling up near Battersea Park.

I look at him. “We aren't going back to Kent?”

“Not just now, Kitten.” He says as he takes the car into a private car park. Once parked he takes his seatbelt off and unclips mine. My stomach growls. I look at the car clock it's a little after 6 pm. No wonder my stomach is demanding sustenance.

He pauses looking at me. “They didn't feed you?”

I shake my head.

He inhales a slow breath. “I'm going to make them pay, Kitten. I'm going to make them regret they ever looked at you. That they ever thought about you. I am going to wipe them off the face of the earth.”

I feel overwhelmed by the depth of his emotions. I feel my eyes well up. I just lean in and hug him. Squeezing my arms around his neck and burying my face into him.

He holds me for a moment longer wrapping his arms around me.

“Let's go, Kitten. I need to feed you.” He pulls back and kisses my lips. Then kisses me deeper. Pulling my head back with his hand in my hair he thrusts his tongue into me. His hand slid down and pinched my nipple.

He groans. He pulls back and gets out of the car. Coming round to open my door and pulling me out of the car. He entwines his fingers in mine and walks towards a massive 4 or 5 storey building.

We go inside and there is a concierge. He stands up. “Good evening, Mr Adamson.”

Marcus nods to him as we pass the front desk.

I giggle. Marcus looks down at me with a curious look.

“I didn't know your surname till now.”

He smiles. “Don't worry it will be yours soon too.”

I gawk at him. I stop walking.


Is he serious?!


He ignores me and drags me along.



 






 Chapter 19

 

 

Marcus

I ignore her shock. I don't know why she should be shocked. I told her I want everything she has to give. We are in the elevator. I hit the 5th floor. I look down at her. Her face was still red on one side and swollen slightly.

I'm going to rip his eyes out of the sockets when I get to the warehouse.

She is looking up at me. Her deep dark brown eyes were still wide with the shock she will be Elise Adamson soon. I hold back my smile.

“Do I even get an engagement ring or are you just going to hog-tie me and drag me to a priest?” Her shock has worn off now giving way to speech.

“It depends.” I always love seeing my Kitten’s claws out.

She frowns at me as we get to my door. I take my keys out unlocking the bolts and then the normal lock. Steel-enforced doors no one can get through these.

“Depends on what exactly?”

“On how far you can take my cock up your beautiful ass,” I say with a straight face.

Her face drops.

“I can do without a ring. You can keep your Porn Cock away from my ass.” She says holding her ass as if I'm about to bend her over right now.


I chuckle.
 Fuck she is adorable
 .


I push open the door. I pull her inside. Closing and locking the door. I watch as she takes in my apartment. It's wide and open-spaced. It has more colour and character than my other property.

“Wow. This is a beautiful apartment, Marcus. Why couldn't you have kidnapped me here?” She enquires as she makes her way through the living area. Billi comes running out like he didn't just see her this morning.


She is holding him, kissing his head and stroking him.
 Little fucker
 .


“This place doesn't have a basement and it isn't secluded,” I reply.

She looks away and carries stroking Billi, who is lapping it up.


I'm fucking jealous of her cat
 .


I make my way to the kitchen. I open up the fridge and see what’s in there. I grab some eggs, tomatoes, mushrooms and some bacon. Rory got my supplies in. I didn't have time. I was out with Callum planning our way inside Wellman’s house. Before we forced our way inside.

I grab the pans and the bread. She is going to be so hungry, the bastard didn’t feed her.

Elise comes through the door.

She says. “Do you need any help?”

“No Kitten. I just need you to sit over there.” I point to the table and chairs. “I'm going to get you an ice pack for your cheek.”

I get the one I keep in the freezer and hand it to her. She sinks into her chair and puts the ice pack on her face. She is still wearing her t-shirt and leggings from this morning.

“Do you want some coffee, Kitten? Or is it too late for you? I'm making breakfast-dinner. Since you didn't get a chance to try my omelette this morning.”

“I would love a cup of tea if you have any.” She replies.

“Okay, this won't take more than 15 minutes. Just relax.” I tell her.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

After we ate our breakfast-dinner we decided to relax for a bit. I'm holding her on my lap as we watch some TV. She is snuggled into me. We have a blanket over us. I'm stroking her thigh. My cock isn't getting the message that she has had a traumatic day and has a bruised face.

She wiggles her ass on me.

I groan.

She looks up at me with wide eyes full of innocence.

“Kitten. Do you need my cock?” I ask.

She nods her head shyly.

“You sure you're not too sore?”

“I’m sure. The ice pack helped.” She nods eagerly.

I pull the blanket off us. I pull her t-shirt off carefully. As soon as it's off reach back and undo her black lacy bra.

I pull on her nipples till they are hard little buds.

I sit her on the sofa. I take off my combats, boxers and t-shirt. Before pulling down her leggings and panties.

I sit back on the sofa.

“Come straddle me, Kitten.”

She stands up. Her hair flowed around her face. Puts her knees on either side of my hips. Gasping as my rock-hard cock touches her pussy.

“Give me your tits, Kitten. Hold them up for me.”

She pushes her full tits upwards. I suck on one and then the other slowly lapping her nipples. Before I squeeze them together and suck them both hard. I feel her soaking my cock.

I reach back and grab her ass cheeks in my hand and start moving her up and down the length of my cock.

“Fuck. That's it, Kitten. Do you want my cock to stuff your tiny pussy full? Do you want me to ram it so hard into that cunt you can't breathe?”

She nods. Already her breathing is laboured.

She reaches down with both hands one starts to wank my cock the other swoops down to play with my balls. I lift my hips towards her so she can reach her goal easier.

I play with her tits.

I pinch her nipples hard. Her grip around my cock tightens. She wanks me faster. Rubbing the precum that is dripping down the head and the length of my cock making it easier for her to wank me.

“I need your cunt. Now.” I pull her lips to mine. I place her hands on my shoulders. I hold her ass in one hand and my cock with my other hand.

I grip her ass so tight I know she will feel it in the morning. I feel the tip of my cock in her pussy. I grip her ass with both hands and slowly push her down the length of my cock.

She pushes herself down the rest of the way.

I can feel her tight muscles around me. I groan.

I grab her ass and start to pull her on and off my cock. Her tits are bouncing up and down as she finds her rhythm. Her hair is surrounding her face I can feel it on her back. She looks wild. She starts to slam herself up and down my cock.

“That's it, Kitten. Use my cock. I want your cum all over my cock.” I say as I start thrusting in and out of her.

“Rub your little clit, Kitten.”

She takes her hand off my shoulder to rub herself. She moans and rocks harder on my cock.

I suck a finger in my mouth coating it with saliva. I reach around and pull her ass cheeks apart. I feel her tight little hole. I press inside.

“Relax, Kitten. Let me in.” I say against her tits. Biting at them.

I feel her relax and I push my finger inside. She is incredibly tight. I slowly ease in and out of her while my cock fucks into her pussy. She starts to moan and cry out my name as she moves faster on my cock.

I shove my finger in fully now her juices soaking us making my finger fuck her smoothly. I fuck both her holes.

She screams out while she comes. Her cunt strangling my cock and her ass is so tightly clenched I can't move my finger.

“Fuck, Kitten. That's it you're soaking my cock like a good girl.”

I feel my balls tighten. I'm about to pump her belly full of my cum. She is still trembling above me and I thrust in deep pushing her shoulder down so she presses down on my cock. I feel my cock explode in her cunt. Painting her walls with spurt after spurt of my thick cum.

“Fuck, Kitten. It just keeps getting better and better with you.” I say once I've caught my breath.

She is slouched over my shoulder on her good cheek.

I feel her kiss my neck. I smile. This girl is all mine. With that, I carry her to the bedroom to take a shower with her. With my cock still inside her of course.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

 

I wake up the next morning with my Kitten licking my cock. I wake up moaning gripping her hair hard. I spread my legs.

“Lick my balls, Kitten.” She wanks my wet cock while licking my balls. I push my hips up and she squeezes my balls gently as she sucks one of my testicles. I'm not going to fuck her mouth while her face is sore.

“Shit. Get face down on this fucking bed, Kitten. Put a pillow under your good cheek. Keep your ass as high as you can.”

She is still naked from last night she promptly does as I ask. As I move behind her.

Her gorgeous round globes are up high. I slap one cheek then the other one, harder. She lets out a little grunt but doesn't complain. I spread her ass. I feel her tense up.

“Relax, Kitten. I'm only going to suck your pussy.”

I see her holes on display. Her pussy glistened. I push my face into her spread cheeks. Thrusting my tongue as deep as I can into her hole. I reach under her to play with her clit. Rubbing my fingers hard over it.

I lick her up and down. I push my fingers inside her two then three. She is moving her hips backwards trying to impale herself on my hand. I bend down and lick her asshole.

She squeals. “Marcus.”

I ignore her and I push my tongue into her tight hole while fucking her with my fingers. She is clenching down on me when I pull out.

“Nooo. Don't stop.” She cries.

“Never, Kitten. I will never stop.”

I position her legs kneeling under her slightly. I run my hands up and down her back before I reach under her and play with her tits and her nipples.

She is moaning.

“Ready, Kitten? You're in the perfect position for breeding you know. Do you want your belly fully of our baby? You want these tits flowing with milk?” I pinch her nipples.

“Ahh. Yes. Yes.” she cries out.

I rub my cock, squeezing it. Willing it not to come too quick. I want to savour my Kitten’s pussy this morning.

I kneel and push my cock inside of her. I feel her stretch to accommodate me.

“That's it, Kitten. You take everything I give you.”

I push deeper and deeper till my balls hit her ass. I close my eyes and grip the tops of her ass cheeks rocking her gently back and forth on my cock.

I open my eyes and watch as I pull back using her ass as my handle I start to push her back and forth on my cock hard. While I pump my cock forward in the same rhythm. My cock is soaked with her arousal. Making it the most erotic sight I've seen. I look down at her and her hair is sprawling all over the bed and pillow.

I need more. I lean over her kissing the top of her head. I place my hands over her head spread out.

“Don't move, Kitten.”

I spread my legs my feet gripping the bed. I use all my body and start to slam in and out of her at a steady pace. I feel my balls smacking into her ass each time I fuck into her tight pussy.

“Rub your clit, Kitten. Come as many times as you need.”

I watch her move her hand to rub her cunt. I feel her fingers gliding down on either side of my cock. The little minx.

I start slamming my cock into her. Fucking into her faster, deeper and harder each time. I feel her cum as she quivers beneath me. I feel a gush of water.


Oh fuck. I think she just squirted.


She moans pushing her face into the pillow. I can't stop I drill into her again and again. Holding myself back I don't want to cum yet. I want her to feel me all day. I want her to remember this.

I push back onto my knees. Grabbing her arms as I go back and start to fuck her again pulling her back by her arms and slamming her back onto my cock. I feel her juices soaking my thighs. Dripping down us both.

She is crying and moaning. “Oh, God. Yes. Right there, Marcus.”

I drop her arms and hold her by her tits. Pulling her back up to my chest.

I fuck up into her. “There, Kitten?” I asked teasing her with deep upward thrusts.

“You going to be a good Kitten? Are you going to give me a baby?” I whisper in her ear.

“Yes,” She screams.

My thrusts falter I'm about to cum. I reach around her hip and push both my fingers over her clit. I feel her tense just before her cunt clamps down on me again. I thrust hard and deep. Squeezing her to me so I can keep pushing inside her.

I roar her name as my cock jerks inside her again and again. I feel her pussy contract around me, she has the tightest little cunt.

I sit back on my knees. Pulling her down on me still impaled.

I hear her sniffle.

“Kitten? Fuck. What's wrong?” I panic in case I was too hard or hurt her face.

She sniffles some more. I'm about to pull her off me when she says. “I think I peed myself.”

I have to bite my lip to stop myself from smiling. I don't want her to feel worse than she does. I relax back.

“Kitten, that wasn't pee. When you came you squirted. It's just part of cumming. It can happen in different ways.” I explain to her.

“Umm. But that's never happened before. When I...you know...” She stumbles on her words.

I muzzle her neck. “When you what, Kitten?”

I bite her shoulder. “Hmmm?”

“When I would masturbate. There I said it.” She says petulantly.

I lick where I bit her. I really shouldn't wind her up like this but she is so easy.

“Maybe you were just waiting for my Porn Cock?” My body shakes with silent laughter.

She tries to turn and smack my chest.

“You're taking advantage of my lack of knowledge.” She gripes.

I hold her by the hip and move inside of her rocking my cock back and forth. It's the Kitten whisperer, as she soon settles down.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

As much as I wanted to stay with my gorgeous Kitten all day. I had some Fuckwits to go carve up. It was around a 40-minute drive to the warehouse. Elise was using my laptop to see if she had missed any Uni work. I should be back in time for Dr Jamieson to come and remove her stitches.

I park up and see Patrick’s vehicle. I buzz the intercom, sticking my middle finger up at the camera.

 

I got this small warehouse for this kind of situation. We used it for Callum’s ‘situation’. It's central enough, well hidden amongst other buildings. Most importantly has excellent drainage and parts of it are soundproofed.

I get to the security room. Patrick is sitting there in front of the monitors with his tea and biscuits.

“Morning Boss. Want a cup of coffee before we start?” He asks.

“Mornin’. No. I'm ready to get this done. Did you get the clean-up arranged?”

“Of course I did. Did you think I'm an amateur?” He scoffs. “We did a bang-up job last night. Callum McManus is hardcore. We got rid of the other two. I will be with you in five.”

I wave a hand at him and head to the main cells. Cracking my fingers as I go along.

George and Wellman are both hanging off metal chains and a hook. Cuffed and looking terrible. I smile at them.

“Gentlemen, did you have a pleasant night? Because I, sure as heck did.”

George starts snivelling. “I'm sorry, I needed the money.” He begged.

I go to the back wall that has a full arsenal of weapons and torture instruments there. I grab a baseball bat. Dragging it on the cement floor.

“You needed the money so bad you thought it was wise to drug and kidnap my woman?” I shout at him.

I swing the bat at his legs. He screams in pain.

“You betrayed me. You betrayed all your team.” I growl.

I swing the bat at his ribs this time. Hearing a cracking noise. He falls unconscious.

“Awww. He didn't last David. Will you do better?” I now turn towards him.

He is already sobbing, begging and offering me money.

“I won't accept an apology, I'm deaf to your pleas and I don't need or want your money,” I say all this while getting a large hunting knife.

“What I want from you is answers to my questions.” I cut his shirt off.

Patrick comes in behind me. He goes to the side and fills up a bucket of water from the tap that's embedded in the wall.

I continue with Wellman. I unbuckle his belt and cut his trousers and underwear from him.

 

“Anything, I will answer anything!” He screeches.

“Let's start with the easy ones. How did you know to approach George?”

“I had a man watching Elise’s apartment. He recognised Patrick. I looked into George as he seemed weaker.”

I walk back to the wall grabbing a pair of gardening secateurs.

“You knew he was my man?” I ask.

“Yes.”

“Interesting. Don't you think that's interesting, Patrick?” I grab his pinkie with the shears and cut it off.

He howls in pain.

“Aye.” Patrick says as he throws the bucket of water at George.

“What were your plans for Elise?” I ask pinning my eyes on his face. He can still only open one eye.

He looks petrified to answer.

I cut another finger off. He starts to sob.

“You need to answer faster you only have 8 fingers left,” I tell him.

“I was going to fuck her then sell her off internationally.” He says tears running down his face.

I feel my heart pounding. Imagining losing Elise for good. For her to live and die being someone's slave.

I put the secateurs down and pick up the knife.

“Now David you knew Elise when she was 17. And you're what 47 or 48? You have wanted her since then?” I ask in a quiet voice.

George is moaning and talking gibberish.

“Yes, she was so young, pretty and innocent. We tried pushing her every way to cave in but she wouldn't.” He spits out through his pain.

“Patrick, what do you think of paedophiles?” I ask amiably.

“Fucking scum of the earth, Boss,” Patrick tells me while glaring at David.

“If you look at his tiny cock it's hard to imagine he could do anything with it.” I rub my chin thoughtfully.

“Looks like it's useless. He might as well not have one.” Patrick grins.

“I think you're right, Patrick. He would just try to hurt some other young girl.” I say while holding his cock.

He is begging for mercy. I slice right through the flesh. He will never touch anyone ever again.



 






 Chapter 20

 

 

Elise

I smile as I stroke Billi and work away on the laptop with my free hand. I'm slouched on the sofa with the laptop on my lap and Billi half on it and half on the sofa. The apartment has 3 bedrooms complete with en suites. A small study. I just love the open-plan living room that aligns with the kitchen. There is so much light coming in and no fucking black ceilings!

I know Marcus has gone to eliminate David Wellman. The man that had been after me for four years. He hadn't even been on my radar as a danger to me. I just thought my Uncle was being an asshole.

I stretch and save my work, putting the laptop on the coffee table. I have watched my online lectures and done my coursework. I look at the clock. Marcus has been gone for nearly 5 hours. I wonder if I'm pregnant or not. I rub my stomach. I feel a pinch in my heart. My parents would have been amazing grandparents.

I flick through the Netflix channels trying to take my mind off my thoughts. Trying to keep my mind from worrying about Marcus. I finally settle on some lighthearted comedy.

Not long after the front door is unlocked. I look up. It's Marcus. I sigh in relief.

“Hi, Kitten.” He greets me. Walking over to kiss me.

He has changed his clothes his hair looks slightly damp.

I lift my head to kiss him back.

“Did it go okay?” I ask after I gave him a peck on his lips.

He pulls back. “Kitten, you don't ever have to worry about that man ever again. Trust me when I say he had some very nefarious plans for you.”

I shudder.

He sits next to me and then pulls me onto his lap.

“You don't ever have to worry about any harm coming to you, Kitten. That's what I'm here for.” He murmurs into my neck.

“What about me worrying about you? If you're coming back home or not? If I'm pregnant if any child will have a father or not?” I ask softly. “I don't want my children to go through what I did.”

“Kitten, I only did this because I had no other purpose in my life. Now that I have someone to lose. I won't be taking any more jobs. The only time it will happen is in extreme cases where it will impact the lives of many. I have teams within my security firm that deal with low-level cases.”

“My Uncle wasn't a low-level case?” I ask biting my lip, afraid of the answer.

“Kitten, he hurt children. That's something I absolutely cannot tolerate. I did his job for free. If I hadn't I would never have met you.” He grins at me.

I frown at him. “Why did you have a black ceiling in the basement?” I ask annoyed at that shithole dark room he had shoved me in.

He watches my face. “Blood splatter is a nightmare on white walls.”

I blink at him. I shake my head. He truly is nuts. How can he care so much about me and talk about death or torture as if it's nothing?

“What age are you?” I ask smiling cheekily. “I don't want to have to explain to people you're not my Daddy.”

He growls at me. “I'm only 34, Kitten. Definitely too young to be your Daddy. Unless you want me to be.” He wiggles his eyebrows at me.

“Nope, I'm happy being your Kitten.” I shake my head laughing.

I wrap my arms around this complicated man and bring his head down to kiss me.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

Three months later

“Babe I don't want to be late for my exam,” I say waiting by the door. Marcus walks over in a black suit and a white shirt.


Fuck he looks so hot
 .


“We will get there on time, Kitten.” He says as his eyes run over me head to toe. I'm wearing a summer dress that hides my tiny baby bump. With a cotton short jacket.

“Are you excited? Last Exam.” He asks. Holding my waist rubbing my belly.

I put my arms around him. “You know I am. I have so much to organise for Baby Knight.”

He growls at me. “Baby Adamson.”

“I don't see a ring on my finger.” I wiggle my bare left hand in his face. “So it's Baby Knight.”

“I don't see my cock in your ass. So it's Baby Adamson.” He smirks at me.

“Come on we don't have time for this argument.” I grab his hand as we walk out of the door.

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

Four months later

I'm lying with my head on a pillow as Marcus moves the little fluffy tail plug in and out of my ass. He strokes me back.

“That's it, Kitten. Keep your little ass relaxed.”

I hear him squirt more lube on my ass.

“You're going to need a few bottles of lube for your Porn Cock, not that tiny tube,” I tell him.

He slaps my ass. As he laughs.

He pulls the tail out fully. I can feel the air in my gaping hole. I'm nervous and excited. We had been trying anal play for a few months now.

He puts the tip of his cock at my ass and pushes in slowly till his head is inside. He is wider than the plug. He keeps it there as his fingers reach my pussy and he starts to push them in and out brushing on my clit each time.

I push back on his cock taking more of him inside of me.

“Fuck. Kitten your hole is too tight.” He must decide to soldier on as he slowly pushes himself in further. His hand leaving my hip he caresses my small baby bump.

“It's not me it's you. You're the one with the massive cock.” I relax my muscles and push further back.

He groans.

His hand left my belly and grabs my hip again.

He slowly pulls himself back out till it's just the tip and thrusts a little harder and deeper.


Oh shit
 .
 That feels so good. I don't know what he is hitting in there.


I push back on him further till I feel my ass hit his pelvis. He shoves three fingers inside my pussy.

I moan. I feel so full. He uses his thumb to brush over my clit again and again.

I start rocking back and forth on his cock. He loses control and begins to thrust in and out of my ass. All I can do is gasp.

“So fucking good, Kitten. Your tight little asshole is perfect.” He moans.

“I need to come, Marcus.” I pant out.

He leans over me. His fingers are still inside me and he squeezes my tits, catching my nipples and pinching them. His cock thrusting in and out of my ass. I feel his balls hitting my ass cheeks. I cum on his fingers. My whole body freezing as I clench down on his cock. Screaming his name. He pushes as deep as he can before he succumbs to his own orgasm. I feel his cum filling my ass up. It's the most intense orgasm I've ever had. My pussy is still fluttering on his fingers which are still deep inside of me. He keeps rocking his cock inside me prolonging my pleasure.

I can't move. Or think. I feel myself fall flat. He catches me and pulls me down to my side with him still behind me. His cock was still deep in my ass. I don't think he will be able to remove it.

I chortle at that thought.

He is stroking my waist my hips and my legs.

“You were worth every penny of that ring, Kitten.” He says in an amused voice. He holds my hand now rubbing the ring he gave me two weeks ago. I love it.

I turn to face him. “I deserve a whole set after that.”

Now he is laughing. He slaps my ass. “You came so hard I thought you were going to permanently damage my poor cock.”

His hand moves to my belly. “Is Baby Adamson okay?”

I smile. “Yes, honey Baby Knight is fine.”

 

 

🟥 🟥 🟥

 

 

Five months later

 

We stand in the registrar's office. Saying our vows.

“Kitten, I didn't know what hit me when I first saw you. I just knew I had to keep you. Even if it meant tying you up, gagging you and throwing you into the boot of my car.”

The registrar clears his throat.

Marcus glares at him.

“I fell for your soft, caring heart and beautiful ass. I know I don't deserve you. However, I will love you and love all of our children, especially our first daughter who could be here for our wedding.”

He stroked my growing tummy.

“I will love you till my very last breath, Kitten.”

I feel my shaky smile as the tears fall over onto my cheeks.

Marcus turns to the registrar. “Hurry up.”

“I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

Marcus bends me back and kisses me. I'm gripping onto him. Kissing him back with just as much vigour.

Callum clear his throat this time. Rosa sniffles from the side. The only people we invited were Rosa and Callum. They brought their twins, who are just adorable being a few months old.

Afterwards, we had dinner with Rosa, Callum, Cloe and Caleb. It was perfect.








 Epilogue

 

Five years later

Marcus

I'm giving Amelia a piggyback as we chase after my exuberant two-year-old in the garden. “Thomas no, don't stomp in Daddy’s herb garden. How am I going to cook you yummy food?”

Amelia giggles. My baby girl is her mother through and through. She might have my green eyes but everything else is her mother her dark chocolate curls her mother's cute nose and her cheeky mouth.

I reach Thomas and grab him around the waist and carry him back into the house. He will do anything to escape a bath.

I take him upstairs to the bathroom. I see my Kitten running his bath.

“I will do this Kitten. You go get some rest.” She is in her first trimester. She works part-time as a child psychologist and looks after our children.

Thomas is struggling like he is going to the gallows.

I kiss Elise on her cheek and whisper in her ear. “We should have kept the basement as it was we could have kept Thomas in there.”

She glares at me.

I chuckle. We made the basement into our playroom. The cage is still in there for an especially Naughty Kitty.

Amelia is chattering away with Billi as she follows her mother. I watch them walk down the hallway. Elise turns around as if she feels my gaze. She smiles and blows me a kiss. While stroking Amelia’s hair. I couldn't have found a better partner or a better mother to share my life with.

 

 

The End

 

 

 






 A note from the author

Hello Lovelies, ❤️


Thank you for reading my short story, I hope you enjoyed reading Elise and Marcus’s story as much as I enjoyed writing it. I will be back with a new series launching in November. Please leave some feedback via Amazon review or email me at
 
LoveBiteShorts@hotmail.com

 Being a new author it would be constructive for me to develop further for my readers.


Stay happy & stay healthy.

Lovebites 😘
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