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Forewarning

For everyone who knows where this one originated from, thank you. For anyone who has complaints about the nastiness of the MMC, email itwasntme@hotmail.com. This request came from a reader, and Kyle ran with it.
Tws: Torture with the main character, mental and physical. All the non’s you can think of, captivity, revenge, breeding, somnophilia, Stockholm Syndrome and one completely unhinged nasty bastard of an author.
On a side note. If I ever ask for your home address, it's probably wise not to give it to me. :-|
If any of the above makes you unsure, it’s best to return this book or delete it. 
Welcome to the brain of an author living on the edge of reality.
Good Luck, guys, but also Mwahahahaha…
Lots of Love,
LoveBite Shorts xXx














Chapter 1







Kyle

The intense feeling of elation was an emotion that I couldn’t control. The sheer pleasure of typing the end is always overwhelming. My fingers were still poised over my keyboard.
Did I do the right thing for the ending of the book? How would this be perceived by the critics?
I minimised my screen and searched online for the author who wrote similar horror novels. Annoyingly, his name auto-filled in the search bar.
Jason Proctor was a motherfucking dickhead extraordinaire in being a petty little bitch.
I ran my hand through my hair and grimaced. It felt grimy. I’d been working non-stop for the last five days. I needed to get this book completed to catch this year's Halloween season.
The publishing house takes its time in checking manuscripts. I can feel the anxiety just thinking about the rest of the process I still needed to endure.
It took me two years to get my act together and get this far. I’ve had nothing but pressure from the publishing house, my fans and my fucking brain trying to sabotage my work.
I shook the thoughts away. It was done now.
I scrolled through the book listings and the publication dates. The wanker had a new one due out close to my set publication date. I checked the prices and his last book release reviews. I scanned through the blurb. It wasn't a bad storyline. I stifled the rush of jealousy I felt and checked for the one-star reviews. They always made me feel better. I smirked at the list of scathing reviews.
We clashed at a book signed seven years ago, and professional courtesy swiftly vanished after that. He was heading towards his late fifties. I could only hope he died soon or developed an untreatable eye condition.
Prick.
My masterpiece may have taken almost two years to complete, but it was time well spent. I stretched my aching back out. My work wasn’t over yet. I may have completed the first draft, but I needed to go through it several times before it would be in the condition that is acceptable to Rathbourne Publishing House’s standards.
I’d always had a fascination for horror and gore. When I got sick and tired of my boring office job fifteen years ago, I took a risk by taking a writing course. My new career was going exceptionally well, and I didn’t need to write any more books from the amount I received in royalties, but the stories that lived inside my head never went away. They sat there like a disease in my brain. The characters and scenes come at me repeatedly until I have no choice but to write. Starting was the easy part. Finishing a manuscript was the difficult part. I winced, thinking of all the books I’d started that were tucked away on my iCloud.
The last four years have been harder to cope with. It started with my mother passing away. She had been the only human I hadn’t been a complete asshole to. It didn’t matter what life hit you with. Deadlines and commitments didn’t change.
The stress began to eat away at the enjoyment I used to find in my work. At times, I felt I wasn’t good enough and deserved all the condemnation my work received. Other times, it incited nasty fits of intense rage that could go on for days.
Why couldn’t people see the direction and creativity of my brain? Why couldn’t they understand my characters?
It didn’t matter that I was an established author with several bestsellers worldwide. It had taken me years to learn how to accept constructive criticism not just from the publishing house but from readers.
In general, people were fucking snowflakes. Why read a horror and then get offended by the horrific content? Everyone seemed to be so easily offended these days.
Fucking pussies.
I stared down at my laptop screen. I had put two years into this book and little to no social life. I've barely left my home, let alone the small village I hide away in.
I felt disgusting. Before I did anything, I needed a shower.
◆◆◆
 
My food had been delivered by the time I had showered and changed. It was a sad Indian meal, for one. My obsessive need to write day and night ensured any remaining friends and family members had been pushed away. It suited me just fine.
I didn’t have the brain capacity for my work and people. I could sustain myself with an internet connection and caffeine.
As I opened up the containers, I wondered if the gore in this book had been too much. The more time I had in my self-imposed solitary confinement, the darker my thoughts had become.
My obsession with war crimes, serial killers and the supernatural continued to fascinate me. When I researched for my books, nothing affected me emotionally. Evil was open and honest.
All these fucking good samaritans in the media got off to their self-righteous so-called good deeds. They were nothing but hypocrites. If you dug deep enough, there always seemed to be something a little more insidious.
I grabbed the remote and turned the TV on. I needed to relax tonight. I had another few heavy days of work ahead of me, but at least I could sleep tonight.
◆◆◆
 
I removed my glasses and rubbed my eyes before putting them on again. Glancing at the time, I couldn’t believe I had been on my laptop for over ten hours. I swear if I get this manuscript back to re-write parts of it, I would tell Tom to shove it up his ass.
I noticed my phone light up and checked to see what the notification was for. It was my agent.
Greedy Bastard: Hey, Kyle. I know you are almost done, but I wanted to let you know that the London office had a fire, so send the manuscript to the address I emailed you. Well done, buddy. You did it.
Fucking condescending bastard.
He is only good at getting me out of public events. He got paid enough commission from each book I wrote. My mind returned to self-publishing. It was worth delving into if it was good enough for my hero, Stephen King. It should be more than sufficient for me. After this book is done, I may need to go to Devon for a break and review my self-publishing options. I was sick of everyone taking a slice of my hard work.
My stomach rumbled, and I went onto my takeaway app. I would have plenty of opportunities to start eating healthy again once I got to my holiday home in Devon. The one thing I didn’t stop was my daily workout. If I didn’t do that, I had to purchase new items such as laptops, crockery and other breakable items that I took my fury out on.
I checked the estimated delivery time to ensure I had enough time to finish working on this chapter.
I smiled grimly. If I worked fast, I could do it. 














Chapter 2



Kyle

It had been eight days since I had sent my manuscript. They had never taken this long before. The greedy bastard had assured me it was because they were in a temporary office.
How the fuck was that my fault?
If I knew where the greedy bastard lived, I may have been tempted to pay him a visit. I've already murdered him several times in my head. It was probably for the best that I didn’t know where he lived.
I've put blood, sweat, and tears into my book. Sometimes I felt as if incompetent assholes surrounded me. A sudden feeling of panic ran through me.
Was there something wrong with the manuscript?
I rushed towards my office and opened up my laptop to email Tom. He usually emailed me back quickly. I sat there tapping my hands on my keyboard, waiting for a response.
I may have missed an email notification from there. I leaned over my desk to check my screen carefully. There was nothing new, only junk mail. I refreshed my emails several times before giving up.
Fuck them.
I needed to get to the barbers and sort out my hair. I was beginning to resemble a tramp. My mind flickered to the author's photo in my books. I looked pristine in that photo shoot. If anyone saw me now, they wouldn’t be able to recognise me.
◆◆◆
 
I rubbed my jaw and moved my head from side to side to check that the cut was done as requested. After fixing the top of my dark blonde hair, I had to admit I looked good, considering I was forty next year. I wriggled my forehead and fake smiled at the mirror.
Nope, still no wrinkles.
I needed to get laid as soon as I got rid of the book. If I weren’t so grossed out about diseased pussy I would have considered an upmarket escort. Normal pussy was too much hassle. If nothing else, two years’ worth of wanking will have strengthened my arm.
The barber tried to make small talk again. I ignored him and stood up, ripping off the bib he had given me and walked towards the counter so I could pay and get out of there. You would think, after years of custom, that he would know I don’t want to chat about current events, the fucking weather or if I had any holidays planned.
Fuck off, you nosy cunt.
I walked down the side street where I had parked my car. A woman walked past me as I reached my car. She turned back to look at me. I gave her a smile. She wasn't too bad looking, but her dress sense put me off. It was a fluorescent pink colour. There was no chance she would get run over. Shame.
I opened my car door, shaking my head.
I could do so much better.
◆◆◆
 
The following day was just as stressful while I waited for a response. When my phone rang, I answered it immediately.
“Hi, Kyle. How are you?”
“What's going on with my book, Graham?” I gritted out to my agent as I stood up.
“Look, stay calm. Tom called me last night. They can’t publish your book. They claim that another author has submitted a book, and the similarities are—well, in his words, striking. The details they gave me were classed as plagiarism. It may take a few weeks for them, Tom, to come back to us, but you’re going to have to re-write a lot of it.”
It felt as if someone had pulled the ground away from my feet. I sank onto my sofa and tried to make sense of his words.
I know for a fact I didn't copy anyone, so how did someone get a hold of my work? I hadn't shared my book with anyone. My agent dealt with all the advanced review readers. After I lost my temper with someone who had left me one nasty review, which created a social media scandal, I was banned from interacting with readers.
“Kyle? Are you still there?”
Could someone have hacked into my laptop? This has to be a mistake.
“Who is the other author?” I said quietly with barely suppressed rage.
“I don't know much about the other author. Her name is Faye Saunders. Look, Kyle, she submitted her book before you did.”
I paused, trying to comprehend what he was telling me.
“Email me everything they told you,” I said calmly and hung up on him.
My phone rang immediately, but I ignored it because I was too busy looking up the author. My confusion only grew when I saw all her books were in various romance genres. I tapped on the author bio. It was vague, but she was based in England.
The bastard was ringing again, so I picked up.
“This is wrong. She writes romance, not horror,” I barked at him.
“From what I’m told, she is branching out into horror,” he said. “I’ve messaged and emailed Rathbournes’. I'm just waiting for a response.”
“You know I've been working my ass off for the last two years to get this manuscript finished. Someone has fucking stolen my work.” I shouted down the phone.
I felt sickened by the thought and all the promotional advertising that had been done for the big launch in October.
Graham was saying something, but I couldn't focus on him, so I hung up on him again. I put my phone on silent and stared at her author logo. A feminine F and S entwined together in a lilac colour. I flipped my coffee table over and watched it topple over, and the glass shattered on the wooden floor.
I looked at the shards of glass, wishing I could repeatedly smash Graham's face into it.
No.
Not Graham.
Faye Fucking Saunders.














Chapter 3



Faye

My eyes ran over the front cover, inspecting the quality of the graphics in print. I ran my fingers over the embossed lettering before checking the back. The quality was amazing. I eagerly opened it up.
My first dark romance.
I've been writing for five years, but this was the first time I felt truly accomplished. It was my first book with a traditional publishing house. It was daunting to start with a dark romance when everything prior to this book had been so—wholesome. It had felt so good to let out all the more morbid, darker ideas I’d begun to have. Turning the book back to the front, I ran my fingers over the bloody knife.
The not-for-resale ugly strip running over the front didn't put me off. It was a close one because I thought the editor would make me pull some of my darker scenes, and I was grateful they let me keep the integrity of the original storyline.
My so-called hero was an absolute prick. I hated him for 75% of the book. I knew I would be slandered by my readership for my change in writing style, but I didn't want another pen name. I liked my own name being on my books. It was the small part of my ego I allowed.
I smiled. Sometimes, you need to take some risks. I opened up the book for a final read.
◆◆◆
 
I woke up with my book fallen on my lap. It wasn’t a great start if my own book put me to sleep. I yawned and stretched out my arms. I needed to sleep for a few days after the amount of stress I had finalising everything. I put my book on the table and reached for my phone.
There was a message from my mum. My eye caught Tom’s email from the publishers. I opened up the email to read it.
Hi Faye,
I hope you are well. Just a quick email to ask you something. We use software to check for plagiarism and there is some duplication with another author's work. I have to ask you.
Did you copy any of your manuscript, or did you share it with anyone?
Sorry for asking. I can tell you that your manuscript was submitted first.
Kind regards,
Tom Elliot
Senior Editor
Rathbourne Publishing House
My heart plummeted.
How could this have happened?
I quickly hit reply and began tapping away at my keyboard.
Hi Tom,
I can assure you I have shared my work with no one else, and I most definitely have not copied anyone else’s work. I have been holed up in my house writing till it was finished.
Surely there must be an error? Please keep me updated. Are you able to tell me what was the same?
I've never come across this situation before.
Regards,
Faye Saunders
Distressed Author
I paused and read through it a few times before I hit send.
It helped that I had submitted my book first. Thinking about the creative process, it was difficult to imagine that two authors could churn out the same story with similar, if not the same, characters.
My eyes didn't leave my phone in the hope that Tom would reply back to me. The guy had been amazing throughout the whole process.
I wondered who the other author could be. It was doubtful he would give me a name. I pitied her for having to possibly re-write her book, but I was grateful it wasn't me having to do that painstaking task. I don't think I'd be able to see my keyboard through my tears.
I saw an email notification pop up, and I immediately opened up Tom’s response.
Hi Faye,
I didn't think you had and thank you for confirming that. Unfortunately, I'm unable to divulge any further information to you. Your book is fine, and the release date hasn't been impacted.
Rest easy.
Kind regards,
Tom Elliot
Senior Editor
Rathbourne Publishing House
I exhaled the breath of relief I had been holding onto before sending him a quick email back thanking him for putting my mind at ease.
I shook my head at the drama of it all before opening up my book. I’m sure it would all work out in the end. 














Chapter 4



Kyle

I’m sure I didn’t look conspicuous wearing a cap and sunglasses parked out in front of Faye Saunders' house. I'd been holed up in a hotel for the last three nights. It took several threats to maim my agent before he got a hold of her full details. A woman who has made my life a living hell. I couldn’t understand why she has jumped from pathetic vanilla romance novels to horror.
She didn’t look bad in her bio photo. The bio itself was written as if butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. The lying, cheating, thieving little bitch. Her black hair and light blue eyes only made her more witch-like. Judging by how gaudy her small terraced house looked with all the cat ornaments and twinkling lights in her windows and garden, it only convinced me she was a witch.
I slammed my hand on the steering wheel. Three days and she hadn’t left her fucking house. I glared at her house again before looking around the street. It was quiet, and no one was around. I pulled my hoody up over my cap and took my sunglasses off. It was pitch black, and I needed to check her house out.
I cracked my knuckles before getting out of my car. I refused to waste any more of my time. It was almost two weeks since I sent my manuscript, and my book wasn’t going to be dismissed because this bitch somehow got to my work. For all I knew, she could have hired a hacker.
I swiftly walked towards the alleyway where I could access the back gardens. She can’t be a very well-paid author if she lives in a shitty little street like this. I got to the wooden door, and it was locked. I turned my phone light on to see it had a tiny coded lock on it. I kicked the wooden door several times.
“Fuck!”
I stormed back to the car.
Tomorrow, I will need to come back with some equipment and a torch.
◆◆◆
 
I mulled to myself, looking at my basket. It looked like a criminal’s shopping spree. I had a hammer, crowbar, torch, scissors, batteries and some duct tape in case I damaged something that would need a quick fix. I was missing something.
Gloves.
There was no way I was leaving any evidence behind. I wanted her laptop and hard drive if I could find it.
I’d barely slept. All I could think of was what I would say and do to her when I was face to face with my dirty little thief. Nothing dimmed the rage I felt within me, no matter what I tried. I had blanked all calls and messages from my agent and editor.
They were all useless cunts.
I was going to deal with this issue myself.
◆◆◆
 
It didn’t take me long to break the wooden door this time. The crowbar made it easy for me to open up access to the back of the houses. She was only two doors down, so I wouldn’t need to trawl through too many gardens. It was two a.m., and I was hoping everyone would be asleep. I put the torch on to see where I was going. I went through the first garden, and the house didn’t have any lights on.
I went into her garden and hoped she was dumb enough to keep the key in the door. Using duct tape, I sealed up the glass panel before using the hammer to smash it without needing to worry about the sound of broken glass.
I grinned maniacally after I stuck my hand in and felt the key in the door. I pulled it out and unlocked the back door.
Stupid bitch.
The lights were all out, so I used my torch to go around her house. There was no study or laptop downstairs. I slowly made my way up the dark staircase, cringing when the wood creaked beneath my weight with each step I took.
Go big or go home.
I rushed up the stairs and avoided the main bedroom. She would be in there. The hallway was narrow, but I opened the first door, which looked like another bedroom. I went further down the hallway and saw the door open to a small bathroom. It had to be the room in the end.
There it was, her study. I quickly went inside and closed the door. Her laptop was lying on the desk. I took my backpack off and shoved it inside. I couldn’t see a hard drive anywhere on the desk or the shelves around it. This would do for now. I zipped everything up and decided to get the fuck out of there.
I opened the door, thinking how easy it was to burgle houses. It was no wonder so many houses and cars were stolen. From all my time around her house, I know she doesn’t have any CCTV, nor did any of her neighbours. Suckers.
When I opened the door and shone the torch along the hallway, I saw her bedroom door was open, and she was standing there wearing white pyjamas. Her long black hair was a mess around her face.
She looked at me in horror, and her mouth dropped open. All my anger towards her came to the forefront. I ran through the hallway and tackled her to the ground, pushing her flat on her back. I slapped my gloved hand over her mouth.
The torch was still in my hand, and I smacked it across the side of her head. I watched her head turn from the heavy blow, and her eyes flickered before closing.
Fucking shitballs.
This was not part of my plan. She’d seen my face. She might be able to identify me. I slowly pulled myself up off her. I shone the torch on her face before shining it down her body. All the thoughts that ran through my mind were not pleasant. I slid the backpack off and pulled the duct tape out. I taped her hands, feet and mouth.  I briefly checked where I smacked her head. There was a little blood, but I was sure she would live.
Whether she would enjoy her life after I was finished with her was debatable. She must be around 5 foot 5 or 6 inches. She would fit nicely into my car trunk.
This might be a gift for me.
I was going to do so many things to her to make her regret stealing from me.
Stealing two years of my life.
Yeah, she was going to pay. 
















Chapter 5



Faye

When I woke up, the side of my head was killing me. I opened my mouth to moan, but I couldn’t open my mouth. I wriggled my lips and felt more pain. I brought my hand to my lips and felt little bumps along the top and bottom of my lips.
“It was a toss-up between sewing your lips up or cutting your tongue out,” a man's voice said.
My heart stopped beating at his words. I looked towards the direction of the voice. I remembered him. He was in my house when I got up to go to the toilet.
I touched the skin above and below my lips and felt the bumps. This fucking psycho had sewed my lips shut. I didn’t know who he was or why he had taken me. My eyes wandered around the room before I reached him again.  
He was wearing dark-rimmed brown glasses. His dirty blonde hair was immaculate, but the venom in his blue eyes shocked me. He looked unhinged. I don’t think anyone had ever looked at me with such hatred. I couldn’t take my eyes off him. My eyes dropped to his hands to ensure he had no weapons, but they were empty.
“I believe you stole my manuscript, you little bitch,” he said as his nostrils flared in anger and his eyes narrowed on mine.
I shook my head. This couldn’t be happening to me. I didn’t steal anything.
Was he the other author?
He moved so fast I couldn’t react.
He gripped one of my hands and pulled me over towards him. He placed my hand flat on the bedside table, picked up a hammer that was on it, and slammed it down. I tried to scream, but all I did was pull on the stitches and let out a muffled sound. The pain immediately ran through me. Not from my hand but the skin around my lips and sore head. I slowly opened one eye to see he had hammered a large dent into the small wooden table beside the bed.
“Don’t fucking lie to me. I spent two years writing my book,” he screamed at me, holding up the hammer again.
I closed my eyes, not wanting to see his anger or what he did next.
I heard him inhale a long breath before he exhaled it out.
“You are going to pay for taking two years of my life, bitch,” he said in a calmer voice. “You are going to pay every fucking day.”
I felt him let go of my hand, but I was too scared to move. When I heard the door open and close, I still couldn’t move.
When I finally managed to open my eyes, I saw he was gone, and he had taken his hammer with him. I touched the side of my temple, and I could feel the bump from when he had knocked me out. When I looked down, I was still wearing my white fleece pyjamas. I brought my other hand up towards my lips again. This time, I could feel the thread over my lips.
Panicked, I looked around the unfamiliar bedroom for a mirror. It was bare except for the bed and the bedside table. I got out of bed and saw there were two doors. I knew he had gone out of the one furthest away from me. I tiptoed towards the door and tried to turn the round knob. It must be an old house. I’d only ever seen knobs like this in my grandma’s house.
It was locked. Of course, it was locked. A crazed dickhead had kidnapped me.
I tiptoed towards the other door and turned the knob, which opened. I sighed in relief when I saw it was a bathroom. After locking the door behind me, I ran up towards the mirror. There was a zig-zag shape of black thread running up and down my lips. My lips trembled at the sight before tears rolled down my cheeks.
He would kill me or cause me pain in ways I had never experienced before. His eyes had an unhinged look in them, and the rage—he was seething with it.
I didn’t understand what was happening.
It was mainly women who wrote dark romances. I wrote my book in 6 months.
How could I have copied him when I didn’t have a clue who this guy was?
I looked at the small bathroom window. Perhaps I could squeeze out of it. I opened the window and saw that I was at least two floors above the ground. The sink was directly above the window. I could tie bedsheets up. There was no way I would stay to be tortured or killed by a madman.
“Faye. Open the fucking door, now!”
I jumped at the sound of his voice. I looked around and realised I couldn’t use anything as a weapon. When I looked at the shower curtain around the bathtub, I considered pulling it off. I climbed onto the bathtub's edge, grabbed the shower curtain railing, and pulled it with all my strength.
Fuck.
It didn’t budge.
“Fucking. Open. The. Door. NOW,” he screamed.
My stomach lurched in panic and fear when I saw him turning the knob. The door shook as he tried to break it down.
“Oh, you are going to regret this,” he said in a calmer voice.
I considered opening the door, but the fear prevented me from moving. I tried to pull on the railing again and again. I was crying in frustration now because it still didn’t budge.
I was going to die. I wouldn’t see my thirty-second birthday.
Faye Sauders, 31, single, childless. Murdered by another author. Chopped up and found in a floating suitcase.
Fuck knows where he has brought me. He could bury me here, and no one would ever find me.
I was going to become another missing person statistic. Mum might not miss me for a few days. No one would be looking for me because no one knew I was missing.
If there was ever a time to pray, it was right now.
















Chapter 6



Kyle

I stared at the door in irritation. If I hadn’t taken so long stitching her mouth up, I would have had time to dismantle the bathroom lock. I stared at the white door for a moment longer before going downstairs for my toolbox. I’d written so many books on torture. Cutting, peeling, slicing and stitching up. I’d had the biggest hard-on stitching her lips up.
After checking out of the hotel, I had stopped off at an all-night pharmacy en route to Devon.
I had no trespassing signs all around my property. It was a fair warning for the nasty surprise awaiting anyone who ignored my signs. It ensured none of the locals or tourists came near my property. Nobody knew about my coastal property. Therefore, it had made the perfect place to bring Faye.
I climbed up the stairs and wondered what punishment I should dole out towards my wayward prisoner. Seeing her fear when she thought I was about to hammer her hand into smithereens had been highly entertaining.
I chuckled as I pulled out the screwdriver. Writing so many sick books gave me plenty of ideas. The only thing that put me off was having to tend to any injuries. I didn’t want to risk any infections. That was the only thing that had stopped me from buying a piercing gun to pierce her lips shut.
I had enjoyed pushing the needle and thread in and out of her soft skin. My dick twitched at the thought of her mouth being wired shut. I only had time to learn how to stitch skin, but I wanted to do so much more to her.
The door was old, and it pissed me off at how long it took me to get all the screws out of the door panel. By the time I dismantled the lock, I was furious.
I took a few things out of the toolbox before leaving it by the doorway so I wouldn’t forget to take it out of her room.
I pushed the door open and was momentarily surprised to see her balanced on the edge of the bathtub, trying to pull off my shower railing.
I went straight for her without hesitation and flung her over my shoulder. She was mumbling because that’s all she could do. If it weren’t for the risk of infection, cutting her tongue out would have been a better option.
I threw her on the bed and promptly sat on top of her.
“You think you can get away from me? Lock me out in my own home?” I asked coldly.
Her icy blue eyes were filled with tears, but they didn’t move me. I couldn’t feel at the best of times. It wasn’t difficult to emulate emotions. I only did this when I needed to manipulate others or desired something. Judging by her reactions, she was just my type, exploitable.
She shook her head, and her eyes pleaded with me.
I smirked at her.
“You had your opportunity to obey, and you chose to defy me. So stop crying and face up to your punishment,” I said.
Seeing a flash of anger on her face made me want to break her beyond recognition.
“How did you copy my work?” I asked.
She shook her head again. I leaned down so my face was close to hers.
“After your punishment, you will type out your laptop password,” I snarled at her.
She nodded her head.
I leaned over and took the duct tape I had placed on the side earlier. I strapped her wrists up before crawling down her body to do the same to her ankles. Using her legs, I turned her face down on the bed. Ignoring her muffled cry, I climbed off the bed to get the metal ruler from the side of the bed.
I gripped a hand full of hair and lifted her face from the pillow.
“If you move your feet, I will make the pain last for a very long time, Faye,” I said close to her ear.
I walked toward the bottom of the bed and held her calf down. I used the long metal ruler and brought it down as hard as possible on her feet.
It felt damn good.
I ignored her muffled cries and the jerk of her legs.
Mmm. I could get used to having someone to take all my frustrations out on. I didn’t count how many times I whipped her feet, but when the entire surface area was red, that was when I stopped. I peered a little closer and saw tiny cuts where the edge of the ruler had done the most damage.
She was crying silently into the pillows.
I walked up towards the top of the bed. I shoved the ruler into my back pocket and pushed her onto her back. She was trying to blink the tears out of her eyes, but it was a useless task.
“That might sting for a few days,” I said with a nasty smile before it dropped from my face.
I pulled my phone out and pulled up notes.
“Here, type your password out,” I snapped impatiently.
Her hands were still taped together, but her hands were trembling so badly that she dropped my phone on herself.
If I didn’t want that password so badly, I would have punched her in the face.
“Hurry the fuck up. I don’t want to see your fucking dramatics,” I snapped at her again.
She sniffled and tried to pick up the phone.
“For fuck’s sake.”
I grabbed my phone from her and ensured it was still open at notes before holding it up for her. I watched as she keyed in her password.
M@r1@nn@
“Who’s Marianna?”
She glanced at me before looking down again and began typing again.
Mother.
“Wow. How very fucking original with your password. How did you become an author?” I said snidely before taking my phone off her.
I didn’t want her to answer rhetorical questions. It was just as well her mouth was sewn shut.
Once I had pocketed my phone, I picked up the duct tape and approached the doorway.
“Good luck getting to the bathroom now. This is only a taste of what will happen if you don’t obey my instructions,” I told her without looking back.
◆◆◆
 
After spending hours scouring her laptop, I couldn’t find anything on it resembling my book. I ran a hand through my hair in frustration.
Such fucking trite romance novels.
How did women read this shit?
Only one book was a little dark, but nothing on it resembled my work.
She must have hidden it somewhere else.
I wanted to go back upstairs and smack her about until she confessed to being a thief. I didn’t think it through when I sewed her lips up.
Everything about her smacked timid and weak. She was as anti-social as I was. She didn’t do many book signings and kept out of the public eye. Her book profile was impressive, showing sixty-three books. I had tried to read one of her books, but it was so boring and full of feelings with little action.
Why a sudden change of genre?
I slammed the lid of the laptop down.
Tomorrow.
She would feel more of my wrath. I have never felt so humiliated in all my fucking life. I am being accused of stealing another author’s works. When I know she stole from me.
No one fucking steals from Kyle Mathers.
















Chapter 7



Faye

When he came in the following morning, he was holding a long sports bottle with a straw sticking out of it. I barely slept from fear and pain. My feet felt swollen, and I had bitten the insides of my mouth so I didn’t scream and rip the stitches.
“Breakfast,” he said with a sly smile.
I looked at the bottle apprehensively. He could have put anything inside it.
“Don’t worry, it's not poisoned or drugged,” he said, smirking.
He had done something to it. The expression on his face looked far too sneaky.
“Sit up,” he said.
I tried to sit up, but it was difficult to move with my hands and feet still incapacitated.
His smile broadened as he watched me struggle.
I’d never met someone as sick and twisted as this shitbag of a human being in front of me.
When I finally managed to sit up, he sat beside me and held the bottle to my face. He pushed the bendy straw through my slips, avoiding the stitching.
“Suck it all up,” he said.
Alarmed at his tone, I glanced at him.
“It’s a shame you’re a thief. I could have used these plump lips,” he said, looking down at my lips.
I felt the straw hit my teeth, and I opened my mouth without moving my lips.
“Suck it all up like a good little bitch,” he said, but this time his voice was huskier.
I began sucking up the liquid hungrily. It tasted like a fruit smoothie but with something else added in. It was thick like a milkshake. Perhaps he added a filler to it. It didn’t take me long to finish it as I was so hungry. A wave of sadness hit me as I wondered if I would ever get to eat solid foods before he killed me.
I blinked at my thought process.
What the fuck?
Was I dreaming of a steak and chips while this mad asshole held me captive?
Once the slurping noises started, he pulled the bottle away from me only to open it up and check the contents.
“Just a little more left at the bottom,” he said, sliding the straw back into my mouth.
I glanced up at him to find him looking back at me. Only this time, he didn’t have murder in his expression. It was more of a smug look.
I looked away towards the doorway. He had left the door open, but it was no good with me trussed up like a Christmas turkey.
Once I had finished the remnants of the smoothie, he pulled the bottle away from me.
He stood up.
“Do you want to know the secret ingredient to your smoothie?”
Arsenic?
Bleach?
“I added a nice load of my hot cum inside it,” he said with a snigger.
My stomach turned at the thought.
What sort of a sick maniac was this?
“You don’t have to drink it. If you want to starve yourself to death, that’s on you,” he said.
I gaped at him.
This guy was something else.
He put the bottle and lid on the bedside table.
“Now, you tell me how you got a hold of my manuscript and where you are hiding yours. It wasn’t on your laptop.”
I looked at him in confusion. All my work was on my laptop and backed up on my Dropbox. He had access to all my work.
I shrugged my shoulders since I couldn’t speak or gesture due to the duct tape.
His face changed within a millisecond as he went from relaxed to furious. I flinched and leaned into the bed and headboard. He glared at me before the anger eased off, and a calculated look came over him.
“Go use the bathroom,” he said.
I blinked at him and raised my hands, gesturing to the duct tape.
“That’s not my problem. Why don’t you use that creative little brain of yours?”
He stood with his arms crossed over his chest, but it was the smug expression on his face that really got to me. He wasn’t going to leave until I did what he asked me to do. I closed my eyes momentarily, praying for strength to get through this dickhead’s sadistic thought process.
I pulled the covers up and struggled with my bound hands and butt to move off the bed. When I tried to stand up, the pain in my feet was too much for me to bear. Hopping was out of the question.
This fucking bastard.
I bent down, got on my hands and knees, and shuffled into the bathroom. When I got to the toilet, I knew I would need to stand up to use it. I paused, trying to compose what little dignity I had left.
I felt him push me forward with his foot, nearly knocking me onto my face. I wish I could scream and rant, but that would only drive him more crazy.
“Hurry up. I don’t have all day,” he said harshly.
I have never wanted to harm anyone in all my life as much as I want to kill this man.
When I finally got to the toilet, I was trying to figure out how I was going to stand up and take my pyjama bottoms down.
“Do you need a hand?”
I closed my eyes at his evil voice. How could someone look so wholesome with his blonde hair and blue eyes be such an evil prick?
Then again, there had been good-looking serial killers. Looks didn’t dictate deeds.
I used the toilet lid and tried to stand up, but the duct tape around my ankles was tight, and it made trying to balance with the pain too difficult.
I felt his hands on my arms as he lifted me up.
“You owe me for helping you,” he said, leaning into my ear.
Fuck him. I never asked for his help.
When I felt his hands on my waistband, I tried to struggle, but the pain in my feet stopped me again.
I shivered as he pulled my pyjama bottoms and knickers down my body. He turned me around, and I felt him move behind me to lift the lid.
Once he had sat me down, he leaned against the wall and watched me.
I looked down at the floor as I tried to relax enough to pee. Once I was finished, I glanced up at him again, and this time, he had a thoughtful look on his face.
When I reached for the toilet paper, he stopped me and began to unravel the toilet paper.
I gulped.
I didn’t want him touching me down there, especially since I had peed. I cringed, thinking of my wax appointment. I had been so busy with my book I hadn’t been for a while.
He was back to glaring at me, but it wasn’t murderous.
Just weird and piercing.
Who was he?
















Chapter 8



Kyle

Watching her struggle to get to the bathroom had been more enjoyable than I had thought it would be. It was almost as satisfying as watching her drink her cum flavoured smoothie. My cock was so fucking hard even after wanking this morning. I had enjoyed wanking into the bottle. Watching spurt after spurt of my cum drip down the sides until there was a puddle of it at the bottom.
When she reached for the toilet paper, it pissed me off. If anyone was going to touch her cunt it was me.
I took her hand off the toilet paper and crouched down to find the end of the duct tape, and I unravelled it from her feet.
“Spread your legs. I want to ensure I wipe your dirty little pussy properly,” I said, looking at her.
She wasn’t looking at me, but her hair covered her face as she kept her head downwards.
I took some toilet paper from the holder and waited for her to open her legs.
My lips twitched when she slowly opened her legs up. I wiped her pussy, rubbing the toilet paper back and forth. I could see the dark hair on her cunt. Part of me was glad she wasn’t completely bare. It was one more thing I could humiliate her with.
“Not into grooming, I see,” I said.
I grinned when her head dipped lower.
Once I had finished, I threw the paper into the toilet and stood up to wash my hands. I pulled her up from the toilet, closing the lid to flush it. I ignored the gasp of pain as she stood on her feet.
I stepped on her pyjamas.
“Step out of them. You need a bath and a shave,” I whispered to her.
Her body stiffened, and she shook her head.
“This is only going to go one way, Faye. Do as you're told, or it’s going to be a belt across your ass this morning,” I said in a cold tone of voice.
I watched as she pulled her feet from her clothing. Since she obeyed, I sat her down on the toilet and unbuttoned the pyjama shirt. She brought her hands up and clutched the material.
This time, I didn’t need to say anything. She slowly pulled her hands away.
I felt triumphant when I undid her buttons and tossed the top away before reaching behind her to unclasp her bra. I pulled it down her arms and tossed it onto the floor beside the top. She had a lovely set of tits with her rosy peaked nipples.
“Stay here. I am going to get a razor,” I said before leaving to get what I needed from my bedroom.
I locked the door behind me. She wasn’t in much of a condition to walk, but I wouldn’t risk losing my little houseguest.
I felt the surge of excitement coursed through me. I could do anything I wanted to her. I frowned as I was pulling out a razor and my shaving cream. Her social media profile didn’t say much about her personal life.
I got back to her room, which was beside mine. She was still sitting on the toilet seat and had used her long hair to cover as much of her body as possible.
“Do you have a boyfriend or partner?” I asked.
Her head came up, and I could only see her eyes and the tip of her nose, which annoyed me. I wanted to see my perfect stitching on her lips.
She shook her head.
I had condoms in my bag. There weren’t many, and probably out of date.
“When was the last time you had sex?” I said with a frown.
She didn’t look like the type to sleep around, but I didn’t want to fuck a diseased cunt. I thought of the closest pharmacy to the house. It was at least a half an hour's drive.
She fully looked up at me, and I could see the surprise and then disgust on her face. Instead of pissing me off, it only amused me. 
She pulled her hand up and raised three fingers up.
“Three months?”
She kept her head down and shook her head.
“Three years?!”
She nodded her head.
“I thought I was bad. No wonder you have written so many books. All that spare time on your hands,” I said with a snicker. “Are you on any birth control?”
She shook her head. I tried to contain my disappointment. I would need to make a trip out to the pharmacy.
I put everything I had brought on the side of the bath before putting the plug into the bath and starting with the hot water tap. I squirted some of the bubble bath inside and watched the bubbles begin to form.
Once I had fucked her good and proper, I would go back to questioning her about her manuscript. If she hadn’t had a good fuck for three years, this was going to be so much fucking fun. How much would it fuck her up if I made her cum while I fucked her against her will?
For now, I would make her feel as uncomfortable as possible and humiliate her in every way possible.
◆◆◆
 
After her bath, I taped her wrists again before I dried every inch of her body. Her skin was pale, but that would be expected if she had hardly left her home. She had a nice firm ass, and I’d spent quite some time washing her tits and playing with her nipples. Once I had shaved her pussy I had enjoyed fingering her cunt while washing her. She had not enjoyed me fingering her asshole, so I had taken my time and shoved some extra soap up there while I fucked my fingers in and out of her tight asshole.
I loved controlling everything, and it had given me my biggest power trip to date to grope her, finger fuck her while she could do nothing to stop me.
When I lifted her up, she let out a muffled sound. I carried her towards the bed. I stood back to look at her, spread out naked before me. Her hair was wet and tangled. The grey tape wrapped around her wrists. Her breasts stood out, with her nipples jutting up. The beautiful contrast of pale skin and rosy nipples made me want to suck on them.
I glanced up at her face. She had her eyes closed.
This wasn’t about her pleasure. This was only about my needs.
I looked down at her freshly shaved pussy. As tempting as it was, I couldn’t risk it without a condom.
Annoyed at her tempting body, I yanked her onto her stomach.
“Get up on your knees,” I growled at her.
When she didn’t move, I slapped her ass. My handprint was instantly on her asscheek. I held her by her waist and slapped her ass, alternating on each side until her ass was a lovely shade of pink.
I gripped both cheeks and squeezed hard.
She groaned into the pillow but tried to get up on her knees. I let her climb up onto her knees. Her holes were mine to use.
“Don’t fucking move an inch,” I said before leaving to get some oil.
Fucking pharmacy. I had been right there and could have gotten everything I needed had I thought of fucking her up with my dick.
I would need to get some lube for that ass and some condoms for her pussy. In the meantime, the oil would do.
















Chapter 9



Faye

I tried to stop the tremors running down my body. The man had shaved every inch of me. Never had I felt more humiliated in all my life.
What sort of a person was he? Who fucking did this? Criminals.
I thought went to the character in my dark romance. He was a fucking angel compared to this psychotic bastard. My feet ached, and now my ass was stinging. I slowly shifted my head off the pillow to see if he was there.
The bedroom door was closed, but he wasn’t in the room. I relaxed into the pillow. My reprieve didn’t last long as I heard the door open and his footsteps come towards the bed.
“This is nice. I don’t need to look at your lying face. I am going to have so much fun with your holes,” he said while he stroked my ass cheek.
I didn’t move or make a sound. If he whipped my ass like he did my feet, it would be more than I could bear.
His hand dipped down between my legs.
“It's been years since you fucked someone. I bet you're going to hate yourself when your cunt gets wet for my cock,” he said, running his fingers along my pussy.
I clenched my eyes and pushed my face into the pillow, ignoring the stitches on my lips rubbing on the material. He pushed a finger inside me, and I felt utterly ashamed at how easily he slipped inside me. He had spent a long time fondling me in the bathtub under the guise of washing me.
The bastard. I was only human.
He chuckled.
“That didn't take long, did it?” He asked before pushing another finger inside me.
He gradually built up the speed and rubbed my clit. I tried my best not to move. To not react. He pulled his fingers out, and I felt him shuffle around behind me. He spread my legs further apart, and I felt him put some cloth or towel between my legs.
“Since I don't have any condoms, I'm going to fuck your asshole, Faye. Shoving a few fingers in there wasn't enough for me.”
I lifted my head up to moan and shake my head. He shoved my head back down. I felt him pour some liquid on me it dripped down my ass and ran down my legs. He massaged my aching flesh before pouring more on me. This time I felt his finger push into my ass again. I moaned into the pillow in protest.
“Such a tight little asshole. I should be thanking you for stealing my work. I've never been able to retaliate against someone fully. I never knew how exceptional it would feel to get years of shit off my chest. It feels damn good getting some payback,” he said while he pushed his finger in and out of my ass.
I whimpered against the pillow. If I could talk, I doubt it would have made any difference to him based on his ramblings. This was not a person who had any capacity for rational thinking.
I felt him pour more oil on me before he pushed a second finger inside me, and this time, he used it to stretch me out. I groaned, feeling the stretch, and tried to relax my muscles so it wouldn't hurt so much. He spent the next few minutes using the oil and stretching me out until he had pushed three fingers inside me. He shoved them in so hard I panicked at first, but he eased them out only to shove them deeper inside me. He repeated the action too many times to count.
“I'm only stretching you out, so I don't tear your ass up. I want to fuck your holes unhindered, and that’s the only reason I’m going easy on you. I’m going to relish being balls deep inside your tight little asshole,” he said with the desire making his voice heavy.
He pulled his fingers out, and I felt him pour more oil on me. This time, I felt it dribble inside my ass. It wasn't long until I felt him push his cock against my ass. When I tried to move forward, his hand instantly gripped my hair to yank my head up. He placed his hand on my throat and continued to squeeze his cock inside me.
“That's it swallow up my cock with that tight little asshole. Fuck, that feels so good,” he said as his grip on my throat tightened.
I couldn't move as I felt more pressure, and he continued to push inside me. Once he had several inches inside me, he began to rock back and forth.
“Oh yeah. Your asshole is opening up nicely, Faye,” he said as his hand left my throat and slipped under me to grip my breast. “A nice handful.”
He pinched my nipple before twisting it, and I groaned in pain.
“Oh shit. Yeah, squeeze my cock.”
He began fucking me harder, and his cock felt massive as more of it pushed into me. I struggled to relax my muscles with his sudden increase in speed.
He gripped my hips and pulled me back as he slammed into me, making me scream against the stitches. My eyes filled with tears at the sudden pain.
He held himself inside me but rotated his hips. I could feel every thick inch of him inside me. He rubbed himself against me as if to claw deeper inside me.
“Almost balls deep inside you now.”
My eyes flew open at the realisation he wasn't fully inside me. I looked at the white pillowcases in despair.
“Brace yourself, my dirty little thief,” he moaned out.
His grip on my hips became painful as he began to thrust in and out of my ass. His pace was so rapid I struggled to breathe against the stitches. He suddenly pulled out completely. I felt him pour more oil into me. It felt as if my ass couldn't close. I'd never had anal sex before. I didn't know if this was normal.
“Lie on your back. I want to see your face when I cum in your asshole.”
I genuinely couldn't move, so I dropped flat on my stomach and paused before turning around. He was preoccupied with lubing up his dick. I froze when I saw how thick and long his cock was. No wonder I felt as if he had been tearing me apart. The thing was massive.
He came over and pushed my legs up before I felt his cock push back inside me.
“Keep your legs spread for me. I want to check how wet your cunt is.”
I closed my eyes so I wouldn't have to see him over me. I felt his fingers push into my pussy, making me clench around him. It didn't stop him from pushing his entire length inside me again. I moaned at the stretch. This time, I was grateful he had used so much oil.
He pushed his fingers deeper inside me and began to thrust his cock in and out of my ass. He was rubbing his fingers through my pussy to reach his dick. My eyes flew open towards him to find him looking down at me with his smug expression.
“That's an awfully wet little cunt you have, Faye. Do you enjoy getting fucked in your asshole?”
I shook my head but stopped when he rubbed my clit.
“Such a lying little bitch,” he said angrily.
He pulled his fingers out and gripped my legs. He pushed them onto the bed, pinning me down as he leaned over me.
I could hardly breathe as he folded me up and put all his body weight on me. He was still wearing his white T-shirt, but he had fully removed his trousers.
He put his head down and began to suck on my nipple. Initially, he was gentle before he sucked harder before and bit me. I felt myself clench around his cock.
He groaned and began to slam himself in and out of me. He raised his head, and I could see the triumphant look in his eyes as he continued to use me.
“Your hole is gaping wide open. I'm going to fuck your ass every day, so it's nice and loose for me,” he panted out.
If it wasn’t for his grip on my legs, I would have been jolted up the bed. My entire body shook with the force of his thrusts. I felt the tears roll down my face as I focused on keeping my muscles relaxed. The initial pain of penetration was gone, but the humiliation of being taken like this was too much.
His hand left on my leg, but he gripped my breast and squeezed me hard as he began to drive harder and faster in and out of me.
“Fuck, I'm going to nut inside your tight little ass,” he groaned, and his thrusts faltered slightly.
He thrust hard inside me and held himself inside me, but his grip on my leg and breast tightened to the point of pain.
He moaned, and I felt his cock twitch deep inside me before I felt him empty himself inside me.
I was just grateful he came because I didn’t want to think about how I had been on the edge of my orgasm.
















Chapter 10



Kyle

I was still emptying my balls inside her when I realised this was exactly what I needed. I focused back on my dick that was encased around the tightest asshole I had ever fucked. I used half a bottle of oil in her ass it had been that tight. She must have been a virgin.
The thought made me spew more cum into her ass.
I released my grip on her leg and breast. I could see the imprint of my hand on her breast, and it unlocked something else inside me.
Possessiveness. She was mine to do whatever the fuck I wanted to.
I could picture her body full of my marks. I glanced at her face; her eyes were closed, and she was breathing hard through her nose.
She was a pretty little thing with such unusual colouring. My eyes focused on her lips. The more I looked at them, the more I wanted to fuck her throat. Make her choke on my cock. Make her hurt.
I leaned down and licked her sweaty neck before I sucked on her skin. I wanted a nice dark mark left on her. I sucked harder at the thought, causing her to moan. My cock was still hard, so I rocked in and out of her as I continued to suck on her hot skin.
I needed to fuck her pussy next. Her wet pussy. I smiled against her neck.
I was going to have so much fun with my little thief.
◆◆◆
 
I wandered around the aisles until I found the condoms and lube. I near enough dumped the whole lot into my basket. I pondered on the morning-after pill. I knew from this morning's fuck session I would have issues controlling myself. I walked to the cashier, who had a big smile on her face.
“Did you find everything you needed?”
“Not entirely. Can I get the morning-after pill for my girlfriend?”
She looked down at my basket and blushed. I had eight tubes of lube and four boxes of condoms.
“Umm—of course,” she said before turning towards the pharmacist.
I smirked at her discomfort.
My thoughts went back to Faye. I had left her naked, but I had taken the duct tape off her wrists. It had been a joy to watch my cum drip out of her freshly fucked asshole.
My dick began to swell up against my jeans at the thought.
I needed to get back home. She was locked up, but I had been uneasy leaving the house.
◆◆◆
 
I forced myself to put away all the shopping before seeing my little prisoner. It pissed me off at how much she preoccupied my brain. If I wasn't thinking about torturing her, I was thinking about fucking her senseless.
After dropping the bag from the pharmacy in my bedroom, I reached her door and unlocked the door. She wasn't on the bed.
I frowned before looking around the room until I realised the bed sheet and duvet cover had been stripped off. I ran into the room in a panic. The window was closed, so I rushed to the bathroom. The window was open, and I saw the bedding tied to the sink’s tap. I ran downstairs and checked around the house. There was no sign of her, only the sheets waving around in the wind at the window.
I smiled grimly.
Escaping me wasn't going to be that simple.
I walked around the perimeter of the metal fencing until I found her at the locked gate leading to the beach. She was lying half-naked with the white bed cover on her. I kneeled down to check her pulse. The electric shock could have caused some serious damage. Her skin was cold, but she had a strong pulse.
I noticed dried blood on her chin and lifted her hair out of the way. She had a nasty cut that just missed her eye, but it ran down her cheek. When I looked up at the fence, I saw the thin, protruding piece of metal wire sticking out. The cut was around three inches long but didn't look deep enough for stitches. Some glue would do. Even as I thought about repairing her, part of me loved seeing her skin sliced open. Peering under her skin. To see it cause her more pain and suffering.
I picked her up and glanced at the protruding metal to ensure there was no rust on it before carrying her back towards the house. Her windows were going to get nailed shut, and she would find herself punished again.
This was far better than writing any book. I could do anything I wanted, and no one could question me or stop me. Given a little more time, I would ensure she stopped anyone from looking for her. The thought gave me a shiver of excitement.
I was enjoying creating a reality from the depths of my depraved brain. This was far more exhilarating than creating useless fiction.
◆◆◆
 
I sat on the chair I had placed beside her bed, watching her as I stroked my cock. Looking at her lips sewn shut, I briefly closed my eyes as I remembered the excitement of piercing the needle through her soft skin.
My little thieving bitch.
I felt my precum coat my fingers, and I used it to wank myself faster. I couldn't wait to see her scarred face once I took the small pieces of tape off. The glue had been enough. I should have focused on getting my work from her, but this came first.
When a muffled moan came out of her mouth, my eyes flew open, and I tugged my cock harder when I saw the pain and shock in her expression. I gripped the black cup tighter as I felt my balls lurch.
Her eyes dropped down to my cock.
“Look at me,” I panted out. “I want you to keep your eyes on me while I fill your cup up.”
She quickly moved her head up, and I saw the grimace of pain on her face.
My cock jerked, and I moved my dick inside the cup as I came inside it. My eyes never moved away from her pale blue eyes. Her pupils were so wide she looked as if she was high.
“Extra protein for you,” I gasped as I felt some more cum spurt out.
I closed my eyes for a moment, enjoying the moment. A smile crept up on my lips.
“Someone has been a very bad girl. I should piss in your cup and make you drink it,” I said maliciously.
When I opened my eyes, tears ran down her face. I had nailed the windows, so there was no need to tie her up again.
She began to shake her head, but her injured cheek hit the pillow, and she froze mid-movement.
“You tore up your face on the metal fence. Are you going to behave yourself?”
She blinked rapidly, causing more fat tears to run down her face.
God, she looked stunning. I had never encountered someone with such pale, icy blue eyes. She had dainty features to match her petite frame. My eyes dropped down to her breasts. They were a perfect handful with pretty pink nipples. I wanted to hurt her. Whip her ass raw before I belted her tits. I wanted to leave my mark on every part of her body.
I put the cup on the small bedside table and picked up the lube. I smeared it over my fingers, rubbing them together to mix into my precum.
“Open your legs, Faye,” I said, standing up.
She opened her legs instantly, making me smile. Pain and fear kept her in line.
I looked at her pale skin, her belly, thighs until my eyes reached her plump little pussy. Her pink lips were bare, and this hole was here for me to do whatever I wanted. She didn't deserve my mouth on her, but I want to feel her tight cunt around my fingers.
I parted her pussy with one hand and ran two fingers along her cunt. I shoved three fingers inside her. The lube eased my way in, and the feel of her hot pussy around my fingers made my cock jerk.
When I looked up at her face, she was breathing hard. Her breasts were rising and falling with each breath. I moved my fingers in and out of her tight hole until I felt her muscles relax slightly.
My cock was hardening again.
“Do you want me to fuck this tight little hole?” I asked with a smirk.
I saw her gulp before her eyes blinked rapidly. I didn't bother waiting for a response as I pulled my fingers out of her pussy. I pulled my jeans and boxers off before ripping my T-shirt off.
Her eyes roved across my chest before she glanced at my dick.
I climbed over her body, resting my cock on her soft belly before I grasped her tits together and sucked her nipples into my mouth. I gnawed on them until she moaned in pain before easing off with my teeth and licked around both of her hard pink nipples.
I rubbed my cock against her soft, warm flesh. I lift my head to look into her eyes.
“I want to hurt you, Faye. I want to punish you so badly that you will never think to steal from someone like me again,” I snarled at her, tightening my grip around her breasts.
“But first, I’m going to fuck you harder than you have ever been fucked,” I said, letting her tits go and reaching for the lube.
She was lucky I'm using this shit.
















Chapter 11



Faye

The pain in my cheek seemed to throb in time with my rapid heartbeat. I couldn't believe he had electric fencing around his property. I was sure that was illegal. The excitement of getting away from him had made me careless. We were in a three-storey wooden house that looked as if it belonged in a horror movie. He had me locked up in the attic.
I had been so desperate to run away from his house I hadn't looked for scissors to cut through my stitches. The sheer panic I felt if he caught me in the act of escaping had petrified me. Not that it had done me any good. I remember being zapped by the fence and catching my face when I fell down.
I blinked away my tears of frustration as I watched him cover his hand in the clear liquid before he used it to coat his massive dick.
He lifted his head, and I could see his dark blue eyes were full of malevolence. A slow smile spread across his lips.
“I’m going to fuck you raw. I'm going to stuff your cunt full of my cum,” he said with a snicker.
I closed my eyes and swallowed hard in fear and apprehension. I felt his hands under my knees as he lifted my legs before he pinned them back onto the bed, raising my hips up towards him.
“Mmm. Look at that pink cunt spread open for me. There is nothing you can do to stop me from fucking you,” he said with amusement in his voice.
The sick fuck was loving this.
I shook my head against the pillow but couldn't move beneath him. I felt the warm, rounded tip of his cock move against my pussy. His fingers tightened around my legs.
“Open your eyes, little thief.”
I swallowed the lump in my throat and opened my eyes. He was looking at me with a satisfied look in his eye before I felt him push himself inside me. I groaned but kept my lips together to ensure I didn't tear my stitches. My cheek throbbed, but I tried to ignore the pain.
His eyes drooped down until I could only see small slits as he groaned. He pulled back before slamming himself inside me. I felt his entire length force its way inside, and I let out a muffled moan as I felt myself stretch around him. I automatically gripped him tighter at the intrusion.
“Holy fuck. That's one tight-ass pussy,” he gasped as he stared down at me. “I’m going to use your holes anytime I want, Faye. Call it reparation for all the strife you have caused me.”
I closed my eyes at his words.
He was a fucking lunatic who was fucking me for the second time, and I didn't know who the fuck he was.
I panted through my nose as he began to move back and forth in slow, long thrusts. Each one became harder and faster until I could feel his balls slapping against me.
My legs ached from where he had me pinned down. I couldn't breathe or think a coherent thought as his thrusts sped up. I moaned as his body rubbed against my clit. As hard as I tried not to give in, I felt myself grow wet.
He thrust into me another few times before stopping. His cock was buried deep inside me, and he rotated his hips, hitting my insides from all angles.
He let out a chuckle, and I opened my eyes.
“Your pussy seems to like getting pounded. You're going to be like a little bitch in heat by the time I'm through with you.”
My eyes widened in horror at the thought, making him laugh again.
He leaned down and licked my lips.
“My dirty little whore,” he whispered before he began to thrust back and forth again. “A filthy slut with a wet cunt.”
He buried his face on my good side and started to ram himself back and forth inside me. I felt the slight edge of pain as well as the pleasure build up.
“My fucking cunt,” he growled into my ear.
I felt as if I couldn't breathe as he hammered against my body. Each downward thrust seemed to push the air out of my lungs.
I felt the beginning of my orgasm build up deep inside of me. I tried to move my legs and push against his shoulders, but that only seemed to incense him.
“Oh, no. You take my fucking cum,” he snarled into my ear.
I clenched my eyes shut as I felt my heart pounding against my chest. It happened so suddenly I forgot to breathe as my body stiffened, and my orgasm ripped through me at the same time as he slammed hard inside of me. My pussy gripped him tightly, and I vaguely heard him moan.
It wasn’t until I felt his hot cum spurt inside of me that I realised not only had he used me for his own selfish purposes, but he had made me cum against my will. I inhaled air through my nose and tried to breathe.
I let go of his shoulders, not wanting to touch him voluntarily.
The feeling of shame and humiliation coursed through me, making me feel sick. I barely felt him moving back and forth as he rocked himself lazily in and out of me.
“Now, that was a good fuck. More cum for your cup, you lucky girl,” he said with a snigger.
I feel more tears seep out of my closed eyes.
“Aww. What's wrong?” he said with a mocking tone in his voice.
I hated this man with a vengeance. I clenched my jaw tightly and grind my teeth together.
His hands left my legs, and I felt the pain from where his fingers had dug into my skin. He pulled out of me, and I felt his cum slowly run out of me. I couldn't look at his face right now, so I kept my eyes closed.
I felt him move off the bed before I felt something cold against my pussy. I opened my eyes, and he was leaning over me.
“I need to get everything into your cup,” he said with a relaxed smile and a wink.
All the anger and hatred seemed to have vanished in his post-orgasmic glow.
I blinked at him in surprise.
His moods were going to give me whiplash.
“How’s your cheek?”
I hesitantly move my fingertips to my cheek. It felt tender, but I felt the split in my skin. The cut was deep.
“I glued it shut.”
My eyes returned to his, and I nodded.
“Do you need painkillers in your smoothie?”
I nodded again, relieved that he was willing to give me something for the pain.
He sits on the bed and shoves my leg upwards.
“Hold your leg up while I clean you up,”
I held my leg towards my chest and leaned my head to see what he was doing. He was using the cup and his fingers to scoop his cum into the black cup. I let my head fall back onto the pillow, ignoring the pain in my cheek.
This man was a very sick individual.
◆◆◆
 
By the time he returned upstairs, I had covered myself up using the only sheet on the bed. He was still unashamedly naked, with his limp dick swinging about between his thighs. I winced and looked away from his dick, but the smug look on his face wasn't any better.
“I can't decide which hole I loved fucking more. Your tiny virgin asshole or your lovely wet cunt that came all over me.”
I tried to look away from him, but he sat on the bed and gripped my jaw.
“You're going to finish this drink, and then you will show me your book and type out exactly how you got my manuscript.”
I felt the fear bubble up in my stomach. He pushed the black cup, which had a lid on it, with a straw poking out of it. I breathed a few times before I realised this could be a good thing if I told him I didn't have a fucking clue who he was or how he thought I could have got a hold of his manuscript.
I was so hungry he could have put antifreeze in the smoothie, and I would have drank it.
I carefully pushed the straw between my lips, avoiding the stitches, and began to suck the liquid. It tasted of pineapple and something else. I had around half of it when I noticed that there was a bitter aftertaste in my mouth. I grimaced at the taste.
“I crushed some painkillers in the drink.”
I glared at him and sucked harder on the straw. Between the hunger and rage, it made me forget my fear.
“Can you taste my double dose of cum in there?” he asked with another smirk.
My hands trembled with anger.
I could picture him with no friends or family. He was too nasty and had little to no social skills.
How could someone be so—vile?
What an utter bastard.
















Chapter 12



Kyle

My eyes never left hers as she sucked away on her pineapple and cum flavoured smoothie. The fury in her eyes made me want to fuck it out of her. She didn't irritate me like I thought she would. I enjoyed fucking with her. It was like I was transferring all my frustrations onto her by torturing her mentally and physically.
My eyes went to the white strips of tape on her cheek. I couldn't wait to see the healed scar running from her eye down her cheek.
She was perfect when I watched her. She was perfect when I abducted her. Now, she is voiceless and scarred, but to me, she was perfection. Every emotion showed on her face and the way she came all over my cock—I’d never had a woman cum so hard that she sucked the cum out of my balls that fast.
I wanted to yank the cup away from her and put her face down on the bed to fuck her asshole. I wanted to watch her asshole stretch and strain to take my cock again.
Abruptly, I stood up, turning my back on her to put my boxers and jeans on.
She was going to drive me fucking crazy when I was meant to be driving her crazy.
“Hurry up and finish it,” I said, snapping viciously at her.
I needed to find out how she got her grubby little hands on my manuscript so this could never happen to me again.
◆◆◆
 
I nudged her shoulder and pushed her towards my living room. My eyes ran over her naked body. Her feet hadn’t been as bad as I thought they would be after her little run in my garden. In another few days, they would be fully healed. Her long dark hair covered most of her upper back, but it only drew my attention to her swaying ass.
I should have fucked her ass before bringing her down. Perhaps then, my focus would be on the task at hand. I pulled my eyes off her ass and took hold of her arm, and pulled her into the living room.
After shoving her onto the sofa, I opened up both laptops that were on the coffee table.
“Show me where my book is on your laptop or if you have it saved elsewhere externally on an online cloud,” I said.
She leaned over, and I watched her breasts tilt forward, but her hair covered most of them. I shook my head before sitting down beside her and unlocked my laptop with the finger sensor.
Once I had loaded up my manuscript, I glanced at her screen, and she had left her Dropbox page open. I reviewed her saved manuscripts, and nothing on them resembled my book. They were exactly the same as the ones on her laptop.
I slammed my fist on the wooden table.
“Where the fuck is my book?” I screamed at her.
She jumped and started to move along the sofa. I gripped her wrist and held her in place.
“I will get a fucking hammer and smash both your hands in until they are broken beyond repair,” I said, holding her hand up.
“Where is my fucking book?” I asked again, trying to calm myself down.
When I finally brought my eyes to her face. She had tears rolling down her cheeks. The scar that I had admired made her look pathetic now. The fear was blatant in her expression, but I was too angry and needed to get to the bottom of this.
“Type it out. Tell me where my book is and how did you hacked into my system to get it,” I gritted out before dropping her wrist in disgust.
I watched as her trembling hands opened a Word document before she started typing.
I distracted myself by loading up my emails and then noticed I still had no internet connection. Frustrated, I closed my laptop. I could check them later once I had sorted the router out for my Wi-Fi connection.
I glanced at her laptop screen, and she was furiously tapping away now. The screen on her laptop was too small for me to see what she was typing, so I sat back until she had finished.
After a few minutes, she cautiously turned around to look at me.
I held my hand out for the laptop, and she immediately lifted it from the table and passed it to me.
I took it from her and placed it on my lap.
I swear I don't know which book you are referring to. I don't even know who you are or what books you write. I only write romances. You don't look like a romance author.
Everything on my laptop and Dropbox is all the books I have written. I don't have any more. You can cross-reference them all on my website or a retailer's author page. I’m barely computer literate and wouldn't know how to hack into anyone's system.
Please, I implore you. I am sure there has been some kind of mistake. You can phone the publishers or show me your manuscript. My contact's name is Tom, who works at Rathbourne Publishing House. I have left my book open. This is the one Tom told me had plagiarism issues.
Please let me go. I don't know who you are and won't report this to anyone.
I paused and looked over the text again before bringing her document up.
The Sinner by Faye Saunders
This was the book that was different from the other banal romance stories. It was still shit and was nothing compared to my gory horror books.
I quickly glanced over at her, and I couldn't help but smirk at her. She should be thanking me. This experience might make her books better.
“You don't know my name?” I asked, remembering this was the woman who stole two years of my life. I wasn’t fucking born yesterday.
She quickly shook her head.
“I don't believe you. I'm a high-profile author, and my books sell worldwide in four different languages. Show me the email account you sent the book to them.”
Her face fell before she reached for the laptop again.
I gave her the laptop, but this time, I leaned forward to ensure she wouldn't delete anything while opening up her inbox.
Since the internet was down, her email wouldn't load. I checked my phone to see if I could use its hotspot, but the mobile phone network wasn't showing on it. I opened up the settings to check the network connections and tried walking around the room.
The remote location of my property had always been an issue. My mobile reception had never been good here but had always been supplemented with my Wi-Fi which was being a useless fuck right now.
Frustrated with the lack of access again, I shoved my phone into my pocket and yanked the laptop from her.
“My name is Kyle Mathers. I didn’t share my manuscript with anyone other than my editor, so I know you are fucking lying. There is no other way for anyone to have gotten access to my novel. Tom has been my editor for over five years,” I said, starting off calm, but by the end, I was seething again.
She shook her head, and I was glad her mouth was sewn shut had she said anything in her defence, it would have infuriated me to the point of no return.
I grasped her hair and lifted her up from the sofa. Walking her towards the edge, I pushed her face down over the edge.
“Don’t fucking move,” I said before going upstairs to get everything I needed.
I sent Tom a text asking him to call me. When the message didn’t go through, I sent it on What’s App. There was no way I was going down without a fight. Once I had taken my pound of flesh from Faye, litigation was my only course of action left.
Some had stolen from me, and I would not let this matter rest.














Chapter 13



Faye

I discreetly looked behind me and could finally breathe, seeing he wasn’t in the room. My face was throbbing, so I turned it onto the other cheek.
This was Kyle Mathers?
I knew of him, but we didn’t write in the same genre. All of his work was horror novels, and I couldn’t see this man write anything romantic, dark or otherwise. The only thing that made sense was he had finally cracked. I had encountered many authors who either acted strangely or had written some crazy shit on social media. It didn’t take long for the public to highlight bad behaviour, but this was bordering on insane.
I pushed my hand on the sofa as the armrest dug into my hip bones.
“Did I say you could fucking move?” He growled at me.
I froze and closed my eyes.
Kyle Mathers was irrational and a fucking sadist. Anything I did against his orders would only ensure I incurred more of his twisted wrath. He must have some deep-rooted trust issues if he didn’t believe me. He was so fucking rigid.
I jumped when I felt him kick my legs open. His warm hand pressed down on my lower back.
“Did you know historically, people were branded for their crimes? Sometimes on their face or have their hands cut off.”
My eyes flew open, and I tried to sit up, only to have him push me back down again.
“If you move again. It will be your face I will be branding,” he snapped at me. “That’s better.”
I sank my face into the soft material of the sofa. My eyes filled with tears again. There was no way I was getting out of this alive or unharmed.
His hand moved down my spine and along the crack of my ass. My entire body stiffened in fear of what would come next. I shivered when I felt cold liquid land on my ass. It didn’t take him long to push his finger inside my ass. He slid his finger in and out in a leisurely manner. I felt the fear retract as my anger rose.
Who the fuck did he think he was using me like this?
I was going to get out of this, and if it was the last thing I did, I would make this bastard pay. If I could talk, I would have told him exactly what I thought of him and his disgusting behaviour. I moved my lips from side to side. There was little pain unless I tried to part my lips. Strangely enough, I was more bothered about the disgusting feeling in my mouth of being unable to brush my teeth.
I groaned when I felt him shove another finger inside of me.
“Mmm. This takes the edge off me wanting to seriously harm you,” he said in a calmer voice.
I tried to focus on his words and not his fingers as he moved them in and out of my ass faster.
“You stole two years of my life. It wasn’t just a book it was the book. The one that was going to set me apart from all the rest. Two years of not having a life. Two years of dedication. Two fucking years of struggling to get it fucking perfect,” he ranted.
My heart pounded against my chest. Part of me understood this. Sometimes, I went months without seeing anyone. In those times, my mother would complain that she would only get the odd FaceTime or text messages.
“I love feeling your muscles struggle against me, knowing there isn’t a fucking thing you can do about it. I read your book, The Sinner.”
I held my breath for a moment.
Of course, he did. I gave him access to my laptop. 
I felt his other hand rub my pussy, and I tried to close my legs, but he was standing between them.
“I should be charging you for all my time and effort toward making you a better dark romance author,” he said with a chuckle. “Call it a professional courtesy since I am not charging you.”
My head jerked off the sofa, and I twisted my neck to glare at the sanctimonious bastard.
His face might resemble a normal human being, but the vicious look in his eyes and smug expression made him look unattractive. He was standing there stark naked with his dick sticking upright again. I winced when I saw the size of it again. His smile spread across his face when he began to move his fingers in and out of my ass and my pussy. I felt the heat in my cheeks until I turned my face back onto the sofa.
I moaned into the sofa when he rubbed my clit, making me clench around his fingers.
“Fuck, these are some tight little holes you have, Faye. Do you think I can make you cum before I fuck your asshole?”
I groaned in protest, almost pulling at my mouth stitches.
“I’m going to take that as a yes.”
I gripped the sofa cushions with both hands as tightly as I could. I have never been violent in my life, not as a child or adult, but this bastard made me want to kill him.
After some time had passed, I couldn’t control myself when I felt his path made easier as I grew wet. I could feel the warmth of his body touching mine. He pulled back and removed his hands away from me.
I almost sighed in relief until I felt his tongue against me. I was about to move when I felt his hands grip my inner thighs. He pulled me closer to his face, dragging me along the sofa. My hands scrambled to hold onto the cushions, but it was useless. He was too strong.
He was relentless as he licked and sucked my flesh. His hands lifted my hips higher as his tongue moved towards my clit. He shoved his fingers back inside my pussy.
I grunted in protest, but he ignored me and continued to torture me with his mouth. He shoved his fingers in deep until I was puffing and panting, trying not to pull on my stitches. I felt like crying when my body gave in to his ministrations. As soon as I started to cum he moved his fingers in and out of me roughly. My muscles clasped around his fingers as I moved my hips closer towards his mouth. It was game over when I felt myself gush around his fingers.
He grunted in satisfaction and pulled his fingers out. I heard him smacking his lips.
“Mmm. Delicious,” he said.
He revelled in my humiliation and pain. I pushed my good cheek into the soft cushion, mentally and physically drained. 
















Chapter 14

Kyle

The satisfaction of having her wet pussy juice all over my face was a triumph. It could be considered the same satisfaction of seeing my books hit the number one best-seller spot. I wiped my face with the back of my hand but still stared at her pussy.
When I stood up, her face was to the one side, avoiding the scarred side. I glanced at the silver scalpel I had placed on top of the sofa.
She had some more scarring to go through before I was done with her. My dick twitched at the bare canvas in front of me. It was icing on the cake that her pussy was so wet for me. I felt my dick leak, and I moved forward to rub the head of my cock up and down her pussy, closing my eyes as I felt her heat.
I grabbed the lube that was beside the antiseptic wipes and scalpel. I squirted a generous amount of it on her ass and the rest of it on my dick. She let out a muffled squeal when I shoved my fingers back into her ass. I watched as her small hole opened up again. Keeping my eyes on her, I slowly wanked my cock over her.
Once the lube was inside her and spread down the length of my dick, I pulled my fingers out and pushed the head of my dick against her asshole. I wanted to shout in jubilation at ruining her. She was never going to forget my fucking name.
I pulled her ass cheeks apart and shuffled closer, watching as my dick sank into her incredibly tight asshole. When she moaned and I felt her asshole tighten, I slapped her ass as hard as I could. Her ass choked my cock as she clenched down on me. My dick jerked when I saw the pink handprint on her ass.
I let go of her ass to hold onto her hips as I thrust into her.
“Ahh. Fuck, me. Your asshole has almost swallowed up my dick. Such a filthy little slut. You love having my cock in your dirty asshole,” I growled triumphantly.
When she moaned and sunk her face further into the sofa, I grinned before I pulled back until the head of my dick was inside her ass. I slammed into her, gripping her hips so she couldn’t move. The further I went inside her, the more my balls twitched desperately for release. There was no way I would cum inside her until I had branded her.
I picked up the scalpel and began to slice into her skin while holding her still with my cock. When she moved her ass against me in protest, but it only drew me deeper inside her. I paused to gather my control before I railed the fuck out of her.
Watching the words form was almost as satisfying as seeing her red blood ooze out of the cuts. I didn’t dig deep for self-serving purposes.
She moaned and moved her head on the sofa as her small hands gripped the cushions beside her.
I used the wipes to clean the scalpel before wiping my hands. I covered the cuts up with fresh antiseptic wipes, leaving them on her lower back. I saw the blood seep into the wipes, turning them from white to a lovely shade of pink. My eyes travelled to the faint pink mark I had left on her ass. It was a nice matching set.
“Now you have been branded for the thief that you are. It's time for you to take my cum in your ass before you have some lunch,” I said, sliding my hand under her hips to her pussy.
I slide my fingers up and down her opening before rubbing her clit until I felt it grow firmer. I continued to play with her until her pussy grew wet again. I slide my fingers inside her before rocking my hips back and forth, grateful that the lube ensured the movement was slick and smooth.
As soon as I felt her pussy clutch my fingers, I removed my hand.
“What a greedy little bitch,” I said with glee. “But it’s my turn.”
I held her hips and put my leg on the sofa beside her. The need to get in her ass balls deep was driving me nuts. I moved over her thrusting deeper inside her ass. Seeing her thick hair lying across her back made me take a fist full of it. I lifted her head up until she put her hands on the sofa, supporting her upper body.
“Don’t move,” I growled into her ear.
My hands moved around her body until I felt her soft breasts in the palm of my hands I held them tightly as I began to furiously fuck in and out of her asshole. Each time I rammed my cock inside her asshole, her grunting sounds got louder.
My hands tightened around her tits, uncaring that I would leave bruises on her body. Her nipples felt hard against my palms. I rubbed my fingers around them before pinching them, making her asshole clamp down on me.
“Fuck, yes,” I groaned as I continued to use her asshole. “That’s it squeeze my dick.”
I could only hear her heavy breathing through her nose. The combination of her sealed mouth and my words on her back was the most incredible feeling of power I had ever felt. It made me hammer in and out of her ass, uncaring of anything other than needing to cum deep inside her.
When my balls began to slap against her flesh, I knew it was game over. I glanced down and watched her hole spread wide by my thick cock.
I gasped a few times before squeezing her breasts, and I slammed so deep inside her that she let out a strangled noise. My cock jerked inside her clenched ass, and I felt the euphoria as I emptied my balls inside her ass. I held her still until every last drop was inside her. I enjoyed the sensations coursing through every part of my body.
Just as my muscles were relaxing, the thought of having to let her go crept into my brain.
I didn’t like the thought.
Letting go of her breasts, I wrapped my hands around her neck, causing her ass to clamp down on me again.
“Who will miss you if I decide to keep you, Faye? Hmm. It's an appealing thought, having my own little fucktoy. Fucking any hole I want,” I said, squeezing her neck.
She sounded like she was choking on her breath, so I loosened my hands slightly. I dropped my knee until I was partially lying over her hot body. She tried to shake her head, but my hands were still around her neck.
I took pity on her when I felt her throat convulsing. I stood up and slowly pulled my cock out of her asshole. I watched as her gaping hole tried to close up. Thick globs of my cum ran out of her ass. It dripped down her cunt and her thighs. Her legs were still wide open, and it had to be the most erotic thing I had seen. I wasn’t irritated in the least as I watched it drip on the sofa's armrest.
The thought ran through me again.
I needed to keep her. 


















Chapter 15



Faye

I looked at the circles under my eyes before turning around to see what the asshole had done to my back. My eyes widened as I saw above my ass he had scrawled the word thief on it. I moved back towards the mirror to get a better look.
My head strained to see the cuts. It had stung like a bitch when he made the first cut, and it didn’t get easier as he continued. I sighed in relief when I saw that they weren’t deep incisions. They would leave little scarring.
My shoulders drooped in defeat. I shivered when I wondered what else he planned to do to me. I shook my head and turned the shower water on. When the steam built up, I stuck my hand in before carefully going under the stream of water. He might be a sadist, but I wasn’t a masochist. I didn’t want the hot water to cause me more pain.
I stood under the water for a few minutes, enjoying the heat, before reaching for the soap bar.
Perhaps if he let his guard down, I could steal his car. I closed my eyes as my stomach rumbled. The thought of having another smoothie made my stomach lurch in hunger. I was past, caring what he put into it. I ran my hand over my belly. There was no way that there was sufficient nutrition in those drinks. I still felt hungry.
My hands gripped the soap so hard that it slipped out of my hands. I stared at it. Never in my life did I think that something like this would happen to me.
My thoughts went back to my book, but this wasn’t a book. It was a real-life nightmare. I bent down to pick up the soap. How the fuck was I thinking about books when I was imprisoned by someone like Kyle?
I needed to keep my focus on escaping.
◆◆◆
 
Once I had come out of the shower, Kyle had been waiting for me in the bedroom. Judging by his wet hair, he had showered. His dark blue eyes were laser-focused on me, making me nervous.
“Take the towel off and lie face down on the bed,” he said.
I couldn’t read any expression on his face it looked stoic. I glanced at the bed before gulping.
He rolled his eyes at me.
“I need to clean up your back.”
I eyed him cautiously for a moment before unravelling the towel, keeping my front covered as I slowly lay on the bed. I put my head on the pillow I didn’t want to lay on the edge of the bed in case he decided to fuck me again. There was only so much I could take in one day.
I blinked in surprise when his touch was gentle. I felt him clean the cuts before he put some soft gauze down and taped it on.
He patted my ass.
“Good girl,”
I tried to stifle the anger inside me at his condescending words.
“I’m going to make you another smoothie. Your windows are nailed shut, and the door will always be locked. You’re not leaving,” he said ominously.
I didn’t say anything, but my body only relaxed when I heard his footsteps moving away from me.
I slowly turned onto my side. The warning was clear in his voice. I curled into myself, uncaring that I was naked.
Not long ago, I had been self-congratulating myself, thinking I had reached a pinnacle in my career. In the blink of an eye, everything changed.
Would I make it to my thirty-second birthday? Would I see my loved ones again? Would I become another missing statistic?
All the things I had taken for granted seemed irrelevant. It was basic life necessities that I craved. The right to talk, eat, wash and have freedom of movement. I felt the self-pity creep up from the pit of my stomach. My lips trembled, only reminding me he had taken my voice away. I clenched my eyes closed. I didn’t want to feel like a victim. If I did, he would win in reducing my life to nothing. Make me into nothing.
I remembered his words.
Who would miss me? My mum?
I guess self-pity gave way as I felt a teardrop roll down the bridge of my nose. I clenched my eyes tighter, wanting to stop it all. I didn’t want to think anymore. The exhaustion was taking over, and I felt myself drift towards the black abyss of sleep.
◆◆◆
 
When I woke up, he was sitting on a chair beside the bed with his feet up on the bed near my chest. The room was dark except for the small lamp beside the bed. It hadn’t been there before.
His stare was making me uncomfortable. I didn’t want to cower before him either, so I looked past his head towards the wall.
“I’m going to take the stitches out in a couple of days—if you behave,” he said.
My eyes zoomed back towards his face to see if he was serious.
Holy shit. He looked serious.
“But if you speak, I am going to stitch your lips up again, and this time, you won’t be knocked out for it,” he continued to say.
Unable to help myself, I ran my fingers over my lips. I kept my eyes on him and slowly nodded.
He said nothing, but his eyes continued drilling into mine. I could feel his—anger? Or was it hatred?
His face relaxed slightly, and his eyes went towards the bedside table. My eyes followed his, and I felt dismayed when I saw the tall black glass.
“I was surprised I could wank out another load for you. I thought your holes had sucked me dry,” he said with amusement tinging his voice.
His words remind me of my bruised flesh where he had gripped me, but the warm water from the shower had helped ease any residual pain from his rough treatment.
“Go on, drink it down. I have another one in the blender for you.”
I held the towel over my chest and reached for the glass. Once I had the glass, I kept my eyes downward. Not in submission, but I didn’t want him to see my disgust in him and his twisted sick fucking ways.
I gently pushed the straw through my lips and was pleasantly surprised at the thick milkshake texture of the smoothie.
“Fresh strawberry and cum protein shake,” he murmured.
I flinched but still didn’t look at him.
He was a literal and figurative wanker.
















Chapter 16



Kyle

Watching her drink up my cum made my dick throb under my jeans. I couldn’t remember ever being this fucking horny. I hoped she was hungry enough for another one because I was willing to sacrifice another load for her.
I chuckled at the thought, startling her. Her eyes widened a fraction.
Staring into her wide, unusual pale blue eyes made me want her in a missionary position. I wanted to fuck her looking into those strange eyes. The thought of fucking her pussy and then her asshole while she lay beneath me made my dick leak.
I had plenty of seclusion and time to do whatever the fuck I wanted to her. I must have had a nefarious look on my face because her eyes went from startled to cautious.
I smiled innocently at her.
◆◆◆
 
I couldn’t remember the last time I had felt this relaxed. It made me realise how much I had been constantly stressing. I hadn’t looked at my nemesis or the other competition for the last few days. Having Faye at hand to exert all my energy on was amazing. I couldn’t access the internet, but for once, it hadn’t bothered me. I was enjoying the solidarity, the peace and quiet with Faye. It didn’t matter if she was here willingly or not.
I glanced at her sitting on the bed, combing the tangles out of her long hair. She didn’t realise how lucky she was. I had bought a hell of a lot more than medical equipment. I’d imagined stabbing needles into her. To whip her until she was a variety of different shades.
I raised my feet up on the bed.
“Once you’ve combed your hair, massage my feet,” I said, wiggling my black sock-covered feet beside her.
Keeping her mouth shut meant her face was ever so expressive. I loved to needle her in any way I could. Each time I fucked her, I could see her distraught expression when I made her cum all over my dick. I could admit I was a selfish bastard and never cared if women got off or not. With Faye, I went out of my way to ensure she would orgasm before me. Tormenting her was my latest hobby.
Now that her stitches were coming out, I looked forward to shoving my dick down her throat.
She looked away from me, but not before I saw the anger on her face. My eyes travelled down the length of her body. So many things I wanted to do to her. I had eagerly been waiting for her to step out of line, but she hadn’t. I wanted to whip her ass with my belt. The thought of seeing her whipped ass under her branding made me harder. I moved my dick to a more comfortable position.
I needed to remove her stitches before I did anything else. It hadn’t been long enough for them to be removed. It would be uncomfortable, but she needed to eat solid food. I didn’t like the way her face looked slimmer. I would need to add more fatty nuts and seeds to her smoothie.
I watched her put the brush on the bed before moving closer towards my feet. I uncrossed my legs and watched as she kneeled on the bed. When her small fingers began to rub the soles of my feet, I groaned and closed my eyes. She knew how to massage. I wondered where she learned the skill.
The thought of her rubbing other men's body parts came to my mind, and my eyes snapped open.
I glared at the top of her head.
“Where did you learn how to do that?”
Her head came up, and the confusion was clear on her face.
I felt like an idiot. She couldn’t fucking answer me.
“Did you massage your boyfriends?”
She frowned at me and shook her head.
I ground my teeth together and pulled my phone out of my pocket.
“Type in why you can massage like this. I've had professional massages, and I know this isn’t your first time,” I said as I opened up my notes so she could type her answer to me.
She rolled her eyes at me when she reached forward to take the phone from me. My lips tightened, and I narrowed my eyes at her.
I never took my eyes off her as she tapped away. It wasn’t long till she passed me my phone back.
My mum has arthritis, and I used to massage her to help ease the aches and pains. When are you removing the stitches?  My mouth feels utterly disgusting.
I hadn’t realised how tense I had been until my entire body relaxed at her answer. She was over thirty. Of course, she would have had relationships, which shouldn’t have bothered me as much as it did.
“Are you sure you want them out? The skin won’t have healed yet and might be uncomfortable,” I said while tucking my phone back into my pocket.
She nodded her head eagerly.
“Are you sure you can keep your trap shut?” I asked just for the sake of being a dick.
She scowled at me and went back to massaging my feet.
“Take my socks off,” I said as the socks hindered my enjoyment.
She rather viciously yanked my socks off. I kept my eyes on her, but she didn’t look up at me. I covered my mouth at her show of pique.
Perhaps keeping her locked up in the bedroom was a good idea. I had a feeling that if she got her hands on any kind of weapon, it could end badly for me. I leaned back in the chair, enjoying the feel of her hands gliding along the soles of my feet again.  She changed position and put my foot on her lap. I gaped at her for a second. I had to give it to her she was putting in all her effort.
When her small hands wrapped around my ankle, she used both hands to pull down from my ankle to my heel. I sank further into the chair. She was damned good at this. When the unsettling feeling of getting caught ran through me, I pushed it back down again. I fully intended to utilise all the time I had left with her. No one would miss me for weeks.
I watched her massage my foot thoroughly until she moved the other onto her lap. Her breasts peeked through the long strands of hair, making me look down towards her pussy, but her legs were closed.
“Do you need anything from the shops?” I asked without thinking.
Her eyes shot up again. She let go of my foot to mimic brushing her teeth. I clamped my mouth down to stop myself from laughing at her. Her eyes narrowed on me, but my eyes fell on her mouth. Her lips looked dry. I frowned and mentally added some Chapstick to the list of things I needed to pick up.
I may need to give her a day or two before fucking her mouth. The thought made me angry.
Since when did I take her comfort into consideration?
I pulled my foot off her lap and got up off my chair. Ignoring her, I stomped barefoot towards the door before slamming it shut and locking it. I momentarily glared at the wooden door before turning towards my room to get ready to leave. At least this time, she couldn’t plan the great escape. I paused mid-step before returning to her door, pulled the key out and secured it in my bedroom.
Fuck me. I was beginning to get paranoid.
◆◆◆
 
While I was driving to the supermarket, my phone began to ping non-stop. I almost stopped the car to check the notifications, but I wanted to get what I needed and return home to check on my little prisoner.
Once I reached the supermarket, I waited as someone reversed out so I could take the spot. When they got too close to me, I honked the horn. 
“Fucking use your rearview mirror, you stupid cunt,” I shouted.
Once parked, I unbuckled my seat belt and took my phone out. There were numerous messages and emails from Graham and Tom. Just as I was about to open them, voicemail messages appeared.
I opened Tom’s first as he had the most. I started with the oldest ones first. The more I read, the sicker I felt. I ran through his emails next, confirming the text messages. There sat a new contract in my favour, waiting to be e-signed.
I opened Graham’s messages next, which were just waffling on about how he got me a great deal and what we could do next.
The only thing I could think of was being arrested. I felt the blood drain from my face. The whole world would know what a deeply sick fuck I was. Not only in my books but in real life. My reputation would be in tatters, and I’d be in jail. The thought of my competitors laughing at me made me want to puke.
I considered the options of keeping Faye, but none of them seemed fair or viable for a long-term scenario. Deep inside me, I knew I might seriously hurt her if I thought I could get away with what I had done.
No. Murder was a step too far.
I put my head in my hand and groaned.
My only option was to use her fear to my advantage and let this situation play out. I could only try to use whatever I could in my arsenal to fuck with her head. First, I needed to ensure no one reported her missing.
Fuck!


















Chapter 17



Faye

When he returned from the shops, I couldn’t contain my excitement. He was going to remove the stitches. I was beyond trying to figure out his hot and cold moods. He imitated a two-year-old the way he stomped out of the room earlier. I kept my eyes closed because I didn’t want to watch him pull the black thread out of my skin. It would have grossed me out.
I frowned.
Yet drinking his cum shakes didn’t? What the fuck was wrong with me? How was he normalising that shit with me?
“Does it hurt?” He asked as he tugged on the thread.
I opened my eyes to see his face close to mine, making me jerk backwards. I winced as I felt a sharp tug below my lip. It was only then that I saw he was holding metal tweezers.
Well, it fucking hurt now.
I pursed my lips together but didn’t indicate anything to him. I just wanted him to get this over and done with.
He tilted my face upwards, using his grip on my chin. His blue eyes peered into mine for a moment. He looked like he was trying to figure out a complex puzzle.
“I’ve changed my mind. You are only going to piss me off if you start mouthing off,” he murmured with a nefarious smile.
I felt my heart plunge into my stomach.
Why did I think I could trust his word? Had he been playing with me all this time? I closed my eyes because I didn’t want to see his evil fucking face.
I swallowed as I felt my heart break a tiny bit. I had wanted the stitches out so badly. After jerking my face away from his hand, I put my chin on my chest and felt my tears escape.
“Aww. Don’t cry,” he said, openly mocking me yet again. He ran his finger over my tears, trailing them downwards. “All you need to do is earn my trust and follow all my instructions.”
He yanked my head up again.
“You’ll text Marianna and tell her you have taken a little break for a few months. Then I want you to compose an email to your contacts for work and do the same.”
A shiver ran down my back, and I felt the goose pimples rise on my arms.
Months?
God knows what he would do to me during that time. I would miss my own book launch.
I shook my head, but his eyes narrowed on mine, and his fingers dug into my jaw.
“Do you know what one of my villains did in one of my books? He sliced off pieces of skin and stitched them up. I think my sewing skills require some practice,” he said with a slow smile.
I felt the bile churn in my belly.
“There was another who nailed hands and feet onto a wooden wall. It kept the victim nice and still. I have a nail gun, I’d just need to get longer nails for it. Wouldn’t that be fun?”
I tried to shake my head, but his fingers held onto my jaw.
“Do you want to live, Faye?”
That was an asinine fucking question. I nodded as much as I could.
“Do as I say. You really don’t know what kind of a monster you're dealing with,” he said coldly.
I closed my eyes in defeat. When I felt his other hand in my hair, I cringed. He gripped my hair, and I felt his breath on my face.
“Good fucking girl,” he growled.
◆◆◆
 
In the end, he waited a few days until his new router had been set up before he got me to text and email everyone. My mother had a million questions because my messages showed as unknown on her phone. He had given me his phone to use but blocked his number. I lied to her and told her that I was on a writing sprint and had to get it all out in peace.
He hadn’t threatened or hurt me again, but he hadn’t let me out of the room either. My scar was healing, and my feet no longer pained me. He still gave me his fucked up drinks. A week in, and I was desperate for solid food. It kept me on edge because perhaps he was waiting for me to heal before he did something else to me. What worried me the most was he hadn’t fucked me again, and if he wasn’t going to, maybe he was going to kill me. I’d sent my mother multiple texts and composed emails to all my other contacts.
Staying in this room and constantly thinking of what he was going to do was driving me to near hysteria. No matter how hard I tried not to think of my eventual fate, I couldn’t. He gave me a T-shirt to wear. I wondered if I would be buried in it. My swollen eyes burned with more tears.
I didn’t want to die.
Why wouldn’t he believe me that I hadn’t copied his book? Only Tom could answer these questions, but Kyle refused to let me add anything additional in my email to him.
I heard the door unlock, and I gripped the bedding to stop my hands from trembling. I didn’t know what kind of a mood he was in today or what sort of hell he intended to reign down on me.
















Chapter 18



Kyle

I flung the door open until it slammed against the wall because I wanted to see her reaction. I had used the last few days to heighten her uneasiness. My eyes were on her, and when she jumped in fright, I could have rejoiced that my plan was working. I missed fucking her tight little holes, but I had a goal plan in mind for my little captive. One that didn’t include any jail time for me. Her pale blue eyes were red around the rims and matched her facial scar beautifully.
I stifled my smile and walked up to the bed to leave her drink at the side before walking back out again. I felt her eyes on my every movement and wondered how fragile her mind would become.
This would be excellent research material for a book.
◆◆◆
 
I jotted down today's update with a real pen and paper. For a subject as personal as Faye, I broke out my hand-stitched leather journal and transferred all my electronic notes. As always, I started out with my observations on her and then added the impact it had on me and my goals. The more I tormented her, the harder I came inside her cup. She was going to be my masterpiece once I was finished with her. She was as docile as a lamb. All her fire had been extinguished, and her eyes had a lovely blank expression in them at times. 
I wondered if her mind would snap when I eventually told her the truth or if she could grasp the magnitude of it by then. I felt my dick twitch at the thought of her being so entranced by me that it wouldn’t matter in the least. My eyes wandered towards her cup, and I put the pen down to loosen my sweatpants. Almost five weeks of wanking for her, and it never got tiresome.
I had months to let this all play out.
◆◆◆
 
“Faye,” I said softly.
She turned her head around from the window slowly at my voice. Her eyes stayed on me, and I saw them well up with tears.
“You passed,” I said with a smile.
She looked confused, but it didn’t stop those sparkling tears from dripping out of her eyes.
“I’d needed to make sure you were going to behave. Go sit on the bed. It’s time for your stitches to come out.”
Her confusion slowly morphed into caution, and her trembling hand went to her lips. Her fingers traced the black thread. I’d promised her this before. My hapless little lamb didn’t know that this was only the beginning of stage two.
“Lie down on the bed.”
My eyes stayed on her as she walked towards the bed and lay on it. My black T-shirt rode up her thighs. I hadn’t touched her, and the animal in me wanted to take her like I did before, but I discovered patience would have its own sweet reward.
I placed the black toiletry bag beside her shoulder before climbing over her and kneeling over her chest. My position over her was not about necessity but for her to realise how little power she had. I saw her throat bob up and down a few times. Once I settled my ass on top of her. I kept most of my weight on my knees. I reached for the bag, taking out everything I needed for her mouth.
I worked on her mouth stitch by stitch. Other than her face twitching in discomfort every now and again, she remained still. I rubbed my fingers over her lips before getting off her.
“Go and brush your teeth. Take the toiletry bag with all your dental hygiene products. I ensured there is everything you could want or need in there.”
She blinked twice before she looked at the black bag beside her. When she glanced back up at me, it was everything I wanted to see and more.
Gratitude and hope.
As I watched her walk into the bathroom, I realised that I was on the cusp of creating a beauty like no other. I rubbed my cock through my sweatpants.
Almost there. 
















Chapter 19



Faye

I walked into the bathroom in a daze. He not only spoke to me kindly, but he took my stitches out. Every night, I used to do jaw exercises, but then I gave up because what was the point if I didn’t use my mouth again?
Standing beside the sink, I slowly opened up the bag and removed its contents. There was an electric toothbrush with a charging wire, toothpaste, dental floss, and some mouthwash. My hands were still shaking, and I had to stop and shake them out before I could brush my teeth.
He wouldn’t want me to brush my teeth if he had decided to kill me. I paused in putting the toothpaste on the bristles. My mind went back to his words.
Did I pass a test?
I didn’t do anything. I had been stuck in the room for weeks. Shaking my head, I began to brush my teeth. It would take a long time before my mouth felt clean again.
After cleaning my teeth and tongue for ages, I used the mouthwash several times. The horrible grim that had coated my teeth was gone. I kept opening and closing my mouth until my jaw tired. My eyes caught a movement in the mirror, and I froze when I saw Kyle standing in the doorway.
He had a smile on his face, but it wasn’t his usual evil one.
“We can start you on some light food so your stomach gets used to solid food again.”
He didn’t sound angry, but I kept my eyes on him in the mirror and nodded. I didn’t want to risk speaking in case he got angry or decided to stitch my mouth up again.
“We can have lunch downstairs,” he said as he turned away.
I slowly left the bathroom to see that he was gone and the bedroom door wide open.
Confused, I went to put my socks on before following him downstairs.
I walked into the living room, where I saw him sitting on the sofa. I hesitated when I saw the two bowls of soup and bread. My mouth watered at the prospect of real food. I swear it smelt like chicken soup.
Oh, God. Homemade chicken soup.
I walked closer to the steamy bowl of goodness.
“I didn't add the special ingredient in. Now that your stitches are out, you can get that creamy goodness directly from the source,” he said.
I frowned at his words, and it didn't dawn on me what he meant until he pulled his cock out of his sweatpants and opened his legs.
I looked at the soup again before walking towards him. He pushed the table away with his foot and pointed to the floor. I knelt on the floor between his legs, and when I looked up, he was smiling at me. I sighed in relief because he wasn’t angry.
He put a hand on my head and stroked my hair.
“Such a good little lamb. Now open up those lips and use that tongue to lick me up.”
I stared at his cock. He gripped himself from the base and pushed it downward until I saw the clear liquid begin to drip down the head of his cock.
“I’m going to go easy on you since you've been such a good girl.”
I swallowed at his words and cautiously looked at him. He wasn't angry, but he was acting weird. I placed my hands on his thighs and opened my mouth. I licked upwards, wiping all the precum up with my tongue before sucking on the head of his cock. I could smell the fresh scent of his shower gel. He smelled good.
“Oh, fuck, yes,” he moaned as he took one of my hands and placed it around his cock. “Like this,” he said before moving my hand up and down his hard length.
I glanced up again and saw his eyes were half closed, and his cock jerked in my hand. Seeing his reaction to my mouth made me want to please him. I widened my jaw and began to wank his cock the way he used to for my cup. His hand came up behind my head, and he pushed me down.
“Don’t waste a single drop,” he said breathlessly.
I slid my tongue under his cock and moved my head and my hand in unison. His cock leaked more precum, and I swallowed it all, careful not to bring my teeth down on him. His hands gripped my hair with both hands, and he moved me up and down his cock until the blunt head hit the back of my throat.
“Suck harder, wrap those sweet lips around me.”
I followed his instructions, feeling myself grow aroused for the first time in weeks. His girth in my mouth reminded me of what he felt like inside me when he stretched me open.
“So good,” he said as he moved my head faster.
Suddenly, he pulled me off and held my head in his hands until I looked at him.
“Open your mouth like a good little lamb. Take your reward,” he said.
He let go of one side of my head and began to fist himself so fast and hard that I pulled my hand away. He kept his other hand in my hair while he rested the tip of his cock inside my mouth.
“Stick your tongue out. I want to see my cum in your pretty little mouth.”
I stuck my tongue out underneath him and felt his cum spurt on my tongue before it hit the back of my throat.
He let out some heavy breaths before he groaned again.
I blinked as another load sprayed into my mouth. His hand slowed down, but he kept rubbing the tip until he emptied himself inside my mouth. I struggled to swallow it down with my mouth open.
He pulled his cock back to look at me.
“My cum looks so good in your mouth,” he said with satisfaction glowing in his eyes. “Be a good girl and swallow it down, then lick me clean.”
I kept my eyes on him and swallowed his cum down. I didn't mind the taste, but it was thick. I saw some of his cum on the tip of his cock, and I sucked on the rounded tip and licked him clean.
“Stand up.”
I stood up, and his fingers pulled my legs apart before he pulled me onto his knees with my legs dangling down over his. He kept his eyes on mine as I felt his fingers brush my thighs before he rubbed my pussy. I bit my lip as I felt his fingers glide up and down my opening.
“Did sucking my cock make this pussy wet?”
I didn't answer, but when he pushed his fingers inside me, I quickly nodded.
“Do you want me to fuck you after lunch, little lamb?” he said, moving his fingers in and out of me until I began to move my hips while I gripped his arms.
I don't know why he was calling me a little lamb, but I liked it. My breath was shaky, and my heart was beating so fast.
I did want him to fuck me.
I nodded, and his fingers stilled inside me. His eyes scanned my face for a moment before he smiled at me. He pulled his fingers out and rubbed my clit with them. My breath came out in little pants. It felt so damned good. When he pulled his hand away, I almost moaned in protest until I felt his wet fingers touch my lips. I opened my mouth for him, and he slipped his fingers inside me.
“Your lips are made for sucking and licking. Taste yourself, lick my fingers clean,” he said, slowly moving his fingers in and out of my mouth.
I licked and sucked his fingers, hoping he would let me cum, but he pulled his fingers out and moved me off his legs, only to sit me down on the sofa.
“Eat slowly. I don't want you to be sick,” he said, stroking my thigh.
He was like a different person. I had many questions but was too afraid to ask him. Out of all his moods, this was the calmest I’d ever seen him.
My attention went to my bowl, and I lifted it up and inhaled the scent of chicken, herbs and vegetables. I wanted to drink it directly from the bowl, but I remembered what he had said. I reluctantly picked up the spoon and took my first mouthful of real food in weeks, if not months. My eyes welled up for no reason. It was just food. He hadn't starved me.
I silently ate my soup before using the buttered bread to dip into it. I moaned at the taste of the fresh bread.
I heard him chuckle.
“I'm glad you like my cooking. Can you cook?”
I glanced at him and nodded. He didn't say anything but continued to eat his food. 
















Chapter 20



Kyle

I was itching to write in my journal. This amount of progress was tremendous. If it wasn't for her mother's emails, I would have continued the isolation for another few weeks. She was not only docile, but she reminded me of a sacrificial lamb being led to the slaughter. I felt like the wolf preying on her, and I didn't care. Her pussy had been so wet that her arousal had leaked out and saturated her entire labia.
I glanced over at her, and her head was practically inside the bowl. My mind went over the various scenarios, but the need to push her to see how willing she was too strong. Seeing my cock flood her mouth with my cum was the best thing I’d seen. There wasn't a hint of grimace. She loved every second of it.
“Let's go outside for a walk to help you digest your food,” I said, keeping my eyes on her head.
She looked up from her empty bowl in sadness.
“You will get more food at dinnertime. I don't want you getting an upset tummy,” I said, taking the bowl out of her hands before rubbing my palm over her belly.
Her expression lightened up a fraction.
That's it, little lamb, just keep following my lead.
“Follow me,” I said as I walked towards the patio doors. Sliding the door wide open.
The ocean air hit me as soon as I stepped outside. She would be cold, but I wanted to see if she protested or not. I licked my lips in anticipation of being inside Faye’s tight little cunt again. She moved behind me, and I half-turned to take her by her hand before giving her a tour of the large garden. I kept her away from where she fell. She wasn't ready for the beach yet. She remained quiet, only nodding where required. I fucking loved that she didn't speak.
I brought her to the oak table and benches.
“Take my T-shirt off, little lamb. I want you naked and bent over this table.”
She looked around the garden before she pulled the T-shirt over her head. My eyes ran over her naked body until I reached her sock-clad feet. She shivered in the winter breeze.
I pulled my T-shirt and sweatpants off and tossed them on the bench on top of her T-shirt. She stood gawking at my naked body, and I saw the desire on her face. I smirked at her before drawing her closer to me and picked her up to put her on the table. Her nipples were like hardened pebbles due to the cold. I groped her tits and rubbed her nipples before leaning down and sucking on her. I slipped my hand between her open legs to finger her pussy.
She was still dripping wet for me.
I gathered her hair and pulled her head back to lick her lips. These plump lips that I’d dreamt of wrapped around my cock.
“Turn around, put one foot on the ground and leave your other leg on the table. I will stretch your hole out real good, little lamb.”
She blinked and slid off the table to follow my instructions. She spread herself open, showing me her tight little holes. I pulled her towards me slightly, keeping her leg on the table while I rubbed my cock up and down her wet slit. She rested herself on her side, propping herself up using her elbow. Her hair was flying in the wind, and she looked wild.
I pushed my cock inside her hole, gasping as I felt her slowly stretch to take my width. I gripped her asscheek and used it like a handle as I watched my cock disappear inside her pussy. Her slick hole swallowed me up, and I pulled back and began to fuck her with abandon. She let out little pained moans and grunts, but her pussy continued to gush all over my dick.
I needed to cum deep inside her.
I was smacking my hips against her by the time I reached for her clit. The need to feel her cum as I nutted inside her felt imperative. She was my perfect little prisoner. She would never testify against me. I reached between her legs and rubbed her clit.
“Cum for me, little lamb. Bathe my cock with your cum,” I said, breathing heavily as I continued to hammer in and out of her hole.
My eyes widened as I felt her pussy quiver around me as she gasped for air, and she choked the life out of my cock as she came hard and fast.
Silently. Fucking beautiful.
I looked down at her reddened pussy lips before I growled and slammed in and out of her wet cunt before I let myself go. Everything tightened inside of me until I felt the relief of cumming again. I pictured her insides painted white with my seed and groaned when another jet of cum hit her. I let go of her pussy to rub her tits.
Her obedience deserved a reward. In this case, I didn't want her nipples to freeze in the windy British weather.
◆◆◆
 
I led her back into her room and towards the bathroom.
“Have a bath or shower to warm up,” I said, watching her in the mirror as I turned to leave.
She looked disappointed. I decided not to tell her when I would be back. My journal was waiting for me. I locked her bedroom door behind me and made my way into my bedroom.
Just another few days, and she would be ready.
◆◆◆
 
I wore my blue shirt that brought out my eyes and combed my hair until it sat perfectly how I wanted it. I added a touch of Cologne. I put my black-rimmed glasses on before going to unlock Faye’s door for dinner.
She was lying on the bed wearing a white T-shirt. I needed to order her some clothes. Her head jerked up as I walked inside.
“Dinner is ready,” I said pleasantly.
She had a small smile on her face as she nodded. Her hair had been combed but now looked tousled. I liked the wild look on her. I couldn't wait to fuck her outside under the warmth of the summer sunshine.
I had set dinner up in the dining room and led her there. I pulled my chair out and sat down. When she was about to walk towards her seat, I cleared my throat. Her pale blue eyes met mine. Her dark, scarred cheek stood out against her pale skin.
“I think you're forgetting something. How about you crawl underneath the table until you remember?”
Her mouth opened, but she dropped to her hands and knees and crawled under the table. I had silver cloches covering dinner, so I wasn't worried about the food getting cold. When I felt her touch my shin. I opened my legs and let her unzip my trousers. For her ease, I had foregone my usual underwear. My eyes closed when she pulled my cock out of my trousers and began to lick and suck on my dick as her hand wanked my dick. I rested my head on the back of my chair, enjoying her efforts in sucking my cum out.
I needed a little more this evening.
Giving her no warning, I gripped her by the back of her head and pushed her face down on my dick. Her head was away from the table as I had moved my chair back for this very reason. I wanted to watch her choke on my cock.
She let out little grunts as I thrust my hips upwards while holding her down. She gagged while I gasped, feeling my cock slip into her tight hole. I grinned when I felt her saliva drip down my cock. It would only assist me in fucking her throat.
When I felt her trying to pull back, my grip tightened on her head.
“Ah-Ah. Bad little lamb. You will learn to swallow my cock down your neck,” I growled at her.
Her eyes instantly glanced up at me while I smiled at her. There were tears running down one side of her face.
“Now, keep swallowing. I won't be happy if dinner gets cold,” I said, pushing myself further down her neck and watching as she struggled to take my girth.
I held her while I fucked my cock in and out of her, each time sinking a little further inside her neck. She straightened out her tongue and allowed me inside. I pushed her head down the final few inches, listening to her trying to breathe through her nose.
I pushed my chair back and stood up, holding her against my pelvis. My hand ran down to her neck, where I felt the bulge of my dick inside her. I pulled back slightly, and she sucked in some air before I thrust my cock back inside her. She held her mouth open wide, allowing me to fuck her faster. I ignored her choking noises and groaned when I felt her drool down my balls.
My balls tightened, and I fucked her deeper, feeling every part of her neck as I plunged inside her.
“Here it comes, straight into your belly,” I panted, and I leaned down and held her head against me as my dick jerked inside her before spitting my cum down her neck.
My eyes closed as I enjoyed the remnants of the best blow job I’d ever had. 


















Chapter 21



Faye

As soon as he pulled out of my mouth, I let go of him and gasped for air. My eyes were still watering when something white was shoved before my face. I felt him clean my chin and mouth before he opened up the napkin to clean himself off.
“Good Girl, you can eat now.”
I crawled away from him before standing up and walking to my chair. My throat felt abused and tender while he calmly zipped himself up and poured us some wine.
I took a sip before lifting the metal dome from my plate.
Fuck. The sore throat had been worth it.
On a bed of wilted spinach was a selection of winter vegetables with a piece of sliced chicken. It looked like cracked pepper on top, and there was a wedge of lemon that I squeezed over my food.
“Remember to eat slowly,” he said with amusement in his voice.
I nodded without looking up.
Savour and do not devour.
◆◆◆
 
After dinner, he had cleared the table but had left the wine for me. I couldn't help but indulge in another glass. I knew I felt tipsy, but it felt good. My belly was full, and I felt relaxed.
I took my glass of wine and walked to his floor-to-ceiling bookcase. I was so grateful to be out of the bedroom. I walked along his bookshelf and saw all of the books he had written. He had some other authors' books there too.
“You can take one upstairs if you want.”
I jumped at his voice, almost spilling my wine.
My eyes went back to the books, and I picked the biggest book I could find. I didn't care what it was. I just needed something other than the window to look out of.
“I need a little something in return for my generosity, little lamb.”
I turned around to face him. I couldn't take him down my throat again I would vomit for sure. The thought of losing that beautiful food made me grimace.
“Take my T-shirt off and bend over the dining table.”
I sighed in relief before putting the book down and taking my wine to the table. I pulled his white T-shirt off and hung it over the chair before bending over the dark wooden table. I placed my hands on the table.
I felt him stand behind me as his trousers brushed against my bare skin. He pushed a white container close to my head, and I glanced at it. He lifted the lid up, and it was a butter dish.
Oh dear.
I watched as he scooped up some butter with his fingers and held my ass cheek apart. I felt his fingers rub the butter into my anus before he took another scoop. This wasn't very hygienic. I almost laughed at the thought.
Any amusement fled with I felt him push his slippery finger inside me. His cock was out, and he was rubbing my pussy before I felt him slide inside me. He rocked his cock and finger in and out of me, making me squirm on the table.
I held my breath when he pushed another finger inside my ass. He pushed them deep inside me before he began to slowly fuck me.
“This is the tightest asshole I’ve ever fucked,” he said in a husky voice.
My focus was on breathing when I felt him lean over me and get some more butter. He pulled his cock out but continued to twist his fingers in and out of my ass.
“Reach back, little lamb. Hold your ass open for me. I want to watch your asshole swallow up my cock. I want to see my dick balls deep inside you.”
I swallowed before reaching back and pulling my ass open for him. He pulled his fingers out, and I felt the tip of his cock on my opening. He pushed the thick head, and I tried to relax as the pressure built against me. I felt the painful feeling as he pushed inside me. It had been a long time.
“No. Keep that hole loose,” he snapped at me, and I immediately relaxed my ass.
He continued to push inside of me until I felt his balls against my ass.
“Good fucking girl. Let that ass go and brace yourself.”
I pressed my cheek on the table as he began to move back and forth. With each thrust, I felt him open me up. I shuffled my feet while he continued to fuck me.
“So fucking deep. Your asshole looks so good stuffed full of cock,” he growled before putting his hands on my back where he wrote thief.
He pulled out, but only to push more butter inside me. I groaned in embarrassment. I heard his laughter.
“I'd stuff all this butter inside you to be able fuck like a savage. Get up on your hands. I want you to feel everything.”
I scrambled to lean on my hands as he pushed his cock back inside me he slipped in much easier this time. I barely got a chance to breathe when he began to fuck me so furiously that my hips dug into the edge of the table. I reached back to push him so he would slow down. He gripped my arm and held it as he continued to slam in and out of me.
“You take it how I give it to you,” he snapped at me.
I held my position and hoped he would cum quickly.
He was like a machine I felt his balls slap against me each time he drove inside me. His intensity scared me, and I was relieved when his breathing became heavier. I bit my lips so I wouldn't make a sound. I feel him rub my pussy as he grunted from exertion. I released my lips and groaned as I felt the tension in my body. I came when he slammed himself deep inside of me as he pushed his fingers inside of my pussy.
“Fuck,” he panted out and pushed his fingers deeper inside of me as I cried out and felt myself clench down on him.
I gasped for breath as my orgasm took over. My heart was pounding so fast I thought I was having a heart attack, or it could be that his massive body was squashing me. I closed my eyes just as I felt him cumming inside of me. He held himself inside of me until he was done. He groaned before he lifted himself off my back. I couldn't move even if I tried. My legs felt like jelly. I felt him clean me up before he pulled me off the table. When my legs gave way, he grabbed my arms and lifted me up in his arms and carried me upstairs. I held onto his shirt and inhaled his fresh scent.
He smelled so good.
I snuggled in closer and let my eyes droop down.


















Chapter 22



Kyle

I lay her on the bed and noticed her eyes were still closed. Either it was a long day for her, or I’d fucked her into a coma. I covered her up before pulling her higher up on the bed, so her head would be on the pillow. I didn't want her to have a stiff neck or shoulders when she sucked my dick in the morning.
I went back downstairs to get her book. She had earned it.
◆◆◆
 
On her third day of acclimatisation, I gave her my phone to message her mum. I needed the woman off my back. I watched her type away on my phone as she defended the ‘work’ she was doing. She apologised for not being in touch and told her she would message her once she had cleared up her schedule.
Faye hadn't asked about her book release.
Both of our books have been successfully launched. I emailed both of our publishers and agents. It wasn't difficult since I had access to her email account. I hadn’t replied to her mum in case I said the wrong thing and fucked everything up. For once, I wasn't stressed or anxious about how my book would be perceived. All my focus has been on my lovely lamb, Faye.
She never spoke, she happily read books, and she helped me in the kitchen. We had fallen into a daily pattern, and tonight, I was going to push for more, again.
◆◆◆
 
I went into her bedroom a little past eleven pm. She was sprawled on the bed with a book in her face. I stood there looking at her for a moment. I felt pleased with not only her progress but also how I felt about having her in my space.
She peered over her book to give me an inquisitive look.
I locked the door and walked in, holding my pillow.
“I missed my little lamb,” I said, watching her face.
Her eyes widened in surprise, and she put the book on her chest. I walked up to the bed and put my pillow down before slipping under the covers. I reached out and pulled her closer to me. She was tense for a couple of seconds before her body relaxed against mine. She put her book to one side and snuggled closer, resting her hand on my chest.
I leaned over and switched the light off before she could see the triumphant grin on my face. I closed my eyes, thinking how fortuitous it was that she could suck my cock as soon as I woke up in the morning.
I hadn’t considered that little perk.
◆◆◆
 
When I woke up, the little minx was lying on top of me. I stroked the scar on her cheek and felt my chest tighten. I didn't want to lose her. My mind went back to my angry, lonely existence prior to Faye. I carefully pushed my shorts down, knowing exactly how I could keep her bound to me. She made things easy for me in her sleep as her legs were sprawled over mine.
I spat on my fingers before rubbing it over the tip of my cock. I held her ass and moved my cock between her legs. Her heat encased my morning wood. I manoeuvred my dick at her entrance and slowly pushed upwards until I began to sink inside her hot little pussy hole.
I kept my eyes on her face as I rocked my hips back and forth until, inch by inch, her tight cunt surrounded me. I held her ass and kissed her neck. When I felt her pussy loosen up slightly, I began to fuck myself in and out of her. She let out a sigh before sinking downward on my dick. As she began to stir, I used her ass to move her up and down on my cock.
“Such a good little lamb taking my cock in your sleep,” I growled in her ear as she jerked awake.
She lifted her head, and I smiled the moment it dawned on her she was lying on top of me, impaled on my dick.
“Are you going to ride me like a good girl?”
She grinned and pushed herself up using my chest.
“No more clothes in bed,” I growled at her before yanking her T-shirt off.
I felt her arousal as she began to move up and down my dick. Her tits swayed with her movements, and I gripped them, watching her mouth fall open. Her nipples were so sensitive. I pulled her down so I could suck on her as deeply as I could. It would never be a hardship to play with her pretty breasts. I used my grip on her ass to slam her down on my dick each time I thrust upwards. She was soaking my balls within minutes. She ground herself on me, circling her hips as I continued to fuck into her unprotected pussy. As soon as she began to convulse around my cock I twisted us around so she was flat on the bed and began to pound into her pussy.
She was still letting out little cries when I filled her cunt up with my cum. Nothing would stop me from getting what I wanted.
◆◆◆
 
When all the packages came for her clothes and shoes, she was so excited that she began to kiss me all over my face. I held her bare asscheeks in my hands and felt a sliver of guilt. When I saw the happiness on her face, I shook it off.
◆◆◆
 
I watched her every single minute of the day. As it drew closer to Christmas, I knew her mother would want to see her. I’d had her close to three months, and this would be her ultimate test.
Had I done enough for her to emotionally bond with me? For her to see me as less of a villain?
◆◆◆
 
She sat on my lap with her head on my chest, reading one of my books while I stroked her hair.
“Do you want to go on a road trip and see your mum for Christmas?”
Her head snapped up, and she looked as if I had suggested going on a puppy-killing spree.
“You want to get rid of me?” she croaked out her first words.
I wasn't sure if I was in shock that she finally spoke or the words that were uttered out of her mouth. 


















Chapter 23



Faye

The panic I felt that ensued after his words was like nothing I’d experienced since coming to Devon. He made me feel loved. I didn't care if it was a twisted version of what love was supposed to be like. He was getting rid of me. He was done with me. I felt my lips tremble.
“What did I do wrong?” I whispered.
He frowned at me, and I began to cry. He was angry with me again.
What did I do wrong?
I pursed my lips together. I wouldn't speak anymore.
“Look at me.”
I shook my head, looking at his chest.
“If you don't look at me right now, I will get the kit out and stitch your lips up again,” he snapped at me.
I instantly lifted my head up. He put his hand on my neck, holding my head upright.
“There you are. You silly little lamb. I will never be rid of you in the same way you will never be rid of me. I thought your mum could stop worrying, and we could let her know she will have a grandchild sometime next year,” he said, finishing his words with a smile.
I tried to make sense of what he was saying. He never wore a condom. Of course, I would have fallen pregnant at some point. It had just never occurred to me, being wrapped up in my own world.
My mum would know something was wrong. I touched the scar on my cheek.
He pulled my hand down and kissed my cheek.
“I can get some make-up to cover it up if you feel self-conscious about it.”
It wasn't that I felt self-conscious I didn't want my mum to blame Kyle for it.
“I have a cover story for us,” he said with a smile.
I searched his eyes, and he had a soft look in them. His hand rested on my belly, and I felt excited about finally having a baby. I hesitated.
“Tell me. Why are you worried?”
I swallowed hard before I spoke.
“You won't—ah. Babies cry a lot when they are born. You won't get angry, will you?” I asked, looking away from him as I fiddled with the soft cotton of his top.
“I've learnt my lesson about acting first and thinking later. Patience is something I have been learning,” he said cryptically.
My mind was racing with so many things. My house would still be okay as I’d had plenty of money in my account to continue paying the bills. My mum wouldn't be happy, but if Kyle had a good cover story, she might buy it.
How would a baby fit into the equation?
Another thought occurred to me.
“You believe that I didn't steal your manuscript?” I asked hesitantly. He had been so furious before, and I didn’t know why he had changed.
His eyes narrowed on me, and his lips tightened.
“It makes no difference to this outcome. You're mine, little lamb, and you're not going anywhere.”
I stared at him. He wasn't telling me everything.
He let out a heavy breath.
“It’s best to get it all out. You know Rathbournes had a fire. Some of their equipment was damaged, and the software that they used to run the plagiarism checks malfunctioned. It was weeks before their lazy asses checked both manuscripts manually to discover the error.”
“But—” I started to say.  My mind was reeling. He knew I was innocent?
“But nothing,” he cut me off, gripping my waist. “You're mine. You carry our child, and you can run, scream, or hide, and I will hunt you down, Faye.”
I rubbed my temples. He had known this and kept it from me.
“If you spiral out of control, Faye. I will have little choice but to lock you up again,” he said calmly. “You would only come out for the baby’s health checks.”
Oh my God, he had thought that far ahead?
“This changes nothing,” he gritted out.
I glared at him for a moment and then remembered what started all this.
“Wait. How did my book do?” I asked, cringing at the question, but my head felt too muddled.
He grinned.
“Number two on the bestsellers list in your genre.”
I scrambled up to try and get to a laptop, but he pulled me back down onto his lap.
“It's just a book,” he said, nuzzling his face into my neck.
Of all the fucking audacity for him to say that to me was truly astounding.
“And where is your book?” I asked hoping it was a flop.
He pulled his head back to look at me.
“Number one, of course.”
I tried to stand up again, but he only chuckled and held onto me.
I cursed the day that I heard this man's name.
◆◆◆
 
“We are thinking of settling down in Devon. It would be a wonderful place to raise a child.”
I almost snorted at his words. An electric fence was so safe for a child. My mother was lapping up all his lies. We met at a writer's retreat and fell in love only to run away to his holiday home in Devon.
I ignored the pair of them.
“Faye, what's wrong?” my mum asked.
I glanced at Kyle before shaking my head at my mum.
“It might be her hormones she is much quieter than usual,” Kyle said with fake concern.
I rubbed my head at the lying bastard. He had even bought my mum a Christmas present. I wondered how many personalities Kyle had. So far, I'd seen around five.
I stifled a yawn. I’d been feeling so drained, and all this thinking didn't help.
“Ah, we had better make a move. Thank you so much for having me over for Christmas dinner, Mrs Saunders. I know I came as a surprise, but your generosity had been truly humbling.”
All tiredness vanished at his words. He was playing my naive mother like a fiddle. My eyes narrowed on him. I was stuck between a rock and a hard place. It dawned on me why he called me his lamb. 
















Chapter 24



Kyle

She sat in stony silence all the way home. I hadn't planned on telling her everything all in one go, but it had felt good getting it all off my chest. She was taking it all in her stride. Admittedly, I may have laid it on a little thick with her mother, but I couldn't afford to get on her mother's wrong side. All my efforts had to remain on Faye.
When we entered past the electric gates and parked the car, Faye tried to do a runner. I grabbed her hand and kept her there while I pulled the ring out from the side compartment of my car door.
I didn't say a word until I slipped it onto the right hand on the right finger.
“Merry Christmas, Mrs Mathers. I told you nothing will change our future. Not even you.”
“I reject this non-proposal.”
“It’s too late. It’s now a legally binding contract,” I replied cheerfully.
She pulled her hand out of mine and got out of the car. There was no way for her to leave the property. Her mother had been dealt with. All I had to do was calm her ass down.
I thought of her reaction when she thought I was done with her and I was taking her back to her mother's house. I couldn't give a fuck if it was Stockholm Syndrome or not. No matter how our story had started, I would dictate how it ended.
◆◆◆
 
After I locked up, I went to our bedroom, which was still her old captivity room. She was lying on one side, punching her pillow furiously. I washed up, switched the lamp off and climbed into bed. She was wearing a T-shirt. I gripped the neckline and ripped it down her back. I heard her gasp, but she never said a word.
“Are you going to be mad at me on Christmas Day? It's not a great start to our marriage,” I said with a snigger.
I wrapped my arms around her and searched for her hand. She was still wearing the ring.
“Do you like it? You can change it if you want another design,” I said softly.
This was how I won her over initially. Slow and steady.
She sighed heavily.
“No. It's a beautiful ring for a naive sacrificial lamb.”
“It had to be you, Faye. I couldn't imagine being with anyone else. Could you?”
Even though I asked the question, I felt the old fury rise up within me at her wanting to fuck anybody else.
She didn't answer for a long time.
“You knew everything. You knew I was innocent. How could you have treated me like that?”
“I’d do it again in a heartbeat, knowing you would carry our child and wear my ring,” I said without hesitation or thought.
She tried to wriggle out of my arms.
“You will always be my little lamb, and I will always be the big bad wolf who will protect you,” I murmured.
“And who is going to protect me from you?” she sniped back at me, making me smile.
“The only thing you need to worry about is my cock, but we have tested out all your holes, and it fits perfectly.”
“You're an asshole, Kyle,” she said, but there was no anger in her voice.
“And you never answered me. Can you picture yourself being with anybody else?”
“I don’t think so.”
I didn't like her answer, but by the time Kyle Junior was en route, she wouldn't have any other choice. I settled in behind her, rubbing her belly. I couldn't wait to fuck her when she got more of an ass and belly.
All lovely and ripe from my cock.
“You're going to drive me insane,” she said sleepily.
“Shhh. Go to sleep. I promise to eat you out in the morning.”
She yawned and mumbled something that sounded like okay.
I lay awake holding her while silently thanking Rathbournes for being incompetent assholes. Faye didn't realise she had already forgiven me, or she would never have left her mother's house to return with me to Devon.
◆◆◆
 
The following morning I woke up to pussy on my face. I smiled into my cunt before licking her lightly, tracing her folds before sucking on her clit. The number of times she had sucked me dry was extremely high. I sighed into my penance before lifting her ass up and dropping her down fully onto my mouth.
I ate up her snatch as if it were my last meal on earth, and hearing her sweet cries as I fucked my tongue in and out of her sweet hole only made me want her to cum on my face more.
When she grunted like an animal, I knew she was close. I pushed my fingers into her pussy, and she rode all of them as I tried to tongue her clit. I gave up and used my other hand to rub her clit as she rode my fingers and face.
I felt her cum on my fingers as I shoved all three of them as deep as they would go. Her pussy clenched on my fingers as she shuddered above me. I could feel her legs trembling around me.
She flopped backwards, whacking her head off my dick. I grunted in pain and tried to lift her head up until I saw her legs wide open in front of my face. I slid her up my chest using her hips and licked her pussy clean.
She sighed and relaxed.
I couldn't believe I was getting married, and this was my wife’s pussy.
“That makes a change from me guzzling down your cum,” she said lazily.
Until her morning sickness didn't pass, I wouldn't be fucking her face anytime soon, but I could still wank one out on her tongue.
“I’m glad you adapted so well to your dietary changes,” I mused.
She sat up instantly to glare at me.
“You are such an asshole, Kyle.”
I tucked my hands under my head and smiled at her.
“I never denied it, and as soon as you stop feeling sick, I can get you back onto your creamy supplement.”
She stood up and shook her head before she climbed off the bed.
Yeah, she wasn't going anywhere.
A pillow came flying at my face. I pushed it off to see her naked ass go into the bathroom. All things considered, it could have been a knife. 
















Chapter 25



Faye

He had redesigned his entire office, so we both had our workspaces. I was working on my next dark romance. The first one seemed very mild compared to the one I was working on. The view was stunning from this side of the house. I could see the coastline.
My little pot belly had come out at three months. Kyle was adamant it was a boy. I didn't care either way, but he annoyed the fuck out of me when he was convinced he was right all the time.
“Argh. That motherfucker.”
I rolled my eyes but ignored him.
“I should fire that greedy fuck,” he continued his tirade.
“I’m trying to work,” I said, glancing over at his desk.
His head swivelled around to glare at me until a calculated look came over him.
“It’s nearly lunchtime,” he said with his eyes wandering down to my breasts.
“Hmm. What are you making us?” I asked, rubbing my belly.
“Why don't you crawl over here for your starter first?” he said, rolling his chair back.
I watched as he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his trousers. It always amazed me how quickly his moods could change. I’m sure I was up to six personalities now.  He had his cock out and was slowly wanking it up and down. I felt my pussy clench at the sight. He was always ready for me, day or night.
I stood up and untied my top before pulling it over my head. I unhooked my bra before tossing it to the side. He gripped his dick as his eyes hungrily moved over my bare flesh. I pulled my black yoga pants down.
“You weren’t wearing any knickers?” He asked softly.
I shook my head before I dropped to my knees and began to crawl towards him.
“My sexy little lamb. You look so hot crawling to me for cum,” he said as he began to milk his cock, forcing his precum to ooze out of his tip.
When I reached his chair, he pulled my face closer and rubbed his precum on my lips before rubbing the rest of it over my face. He scooped his balls out and lifted his cock.
“Suck my balls like a good little slut,” he said, fisting his dick as he began to wank himself slowly.
I sucked his balls one by one before licking them and the underside of his cock. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and stuffed both of his balls inside my mouth. His balls began to tighten the more I sucked and licked them.
He groaned, and he wanked his cock harder. I rubbed my pussy with my fingers when he pushed my forehead back until his balls slipped out of my mouth. He slapped his cock on my cheek. I opened my mouth and sucked all his precum off, and licked the head of his cock. I gripped his thighs and began to swallow him down. It didn’t take him long to hold my head as he began to thrust himself further into my neck.
He stood up and held my jaw with one hand and fisted my hair in the other. I relaxed my mouth and felt him shove the last few inches down my throat until I felt his balls smack my lips and chin.
He held himself deep inside me before he pulled back and thrust harder, making me gag. I felt my saliva drip down my chin and onto my chest. I pushed my fingers deeper inside me as he continued to fuck my face. He pulled out and let go of my chin. He used his cock to collect my saliva before pushing back inside of me. This time he fucked me with slower movements as if he was savouring each time he plunged into my throat.
He pulled my head up and rested his cock inside my mouth as he began to wank.
“I want to see my cum in your mouth before you swallow it.”
I watched his expression until I saw when he was about to cum. His eyes snapped to mine before I felt his hot cum spurt into my mouth. He filled my mouth up before pulling out and peering into my mouth with satisfaction.
“Swallow it and lick me clean. Get your fingers out of your pussy.”
That was a bit mean, but I followed his instructions. Swallowing his cum down had become like second nature now. I licked his dick clean before sitting back.
He looked relaxed and had a small smile on his face.
Whatever his agent had done to piss him off this time, it was forgotten about.
“My beautiful wife,” he said, reaching for the box of tissues from his desk.
We did go through a lot of tissues in this room.
He cleaned my face and chest up before he began to play with my nipples.
“How about you climb up on my lap and ride my hand while I suck on these ripe little tits?”
Mmm. His mood is back to normal, and he is making lunch after he makes me cum.
Today is a win.
◆◆◆
 
The following day, not so much.
It was the first scan of the baby, and I was anxious to know that he or she was okay and developing as they should be. I didn’t cover up my scar, so the nurse gave Kyle some nasty looks. He, in turn, was glaring at her and was being so fucking rude.
“If you don’t know what you’re doing, perhaps you should get a qualified professional in to see my wife?”
I slapped my hand over my eyes.
He shouldn’t be near other humans.
◆◆◆
 
We didn't get to find out if we were having a boy or a girl. I’m sure that was the baby’s way of saying ‘fuck you, Dad’ because I wasn't fussed. In the end, ‘Dad’ accused the nurse of hiding the information on purpose.
“How was that my fault?” He asked as he glanced back and reversed out of the parking spot. “She is the one who was acting like you were an abused housewife.”
“At this rate, I probably am,” I mumbled under my breath.
Dealing with him was abuse to my mental well-being. I sniggered at the thought.
“I’m sorry. What did you say?” He asked furiously as he began to drive out of the car park. “When we get home, it’s your fucking ass that’s going to get abused.”
If he did so with a butter dish, I was okay with that.














Chapter 26



Kyle

I strapped her leg to the garden table, thinking about the bitch of a nurse. I loved Faye’s scar. It was her choice if she didn’t want to cover it up with make-up. When I reached her other leg, I paused to look up at her. She was lying on the table looking relaxed. It was slightly warmer now, and I’d taken a fancy to fucking her outside again. I finished binding her to the table and stood back to admire her.
She was on her back with all her limbs tied up. I reached into the bag on the bench and pulled out a vibrator.
“I bet you my next book that I won’t need any lube to shove this massive vibrator inside your cunt.”
“It’s just as well I have my own book. I’ve almost finished mine. How’s yours coming along?”
My eyes narrowed on her. She was a witch to write so fast while I still hadn’t reached the halfway point in my manuscript.
“Try not to copy mine again while you’re at it,” she said with a snigger.
My little lamb thought she was funny. She would soon find out I’m a very big pain in her ass.
I pushed the vibrator inside her cunt, watching her pussy swallow it up with ease. I switched it on for both the inside and the vibrating rabbit head that sat on her clit.
I rubbed her swelling belly. I hoped she grew massive. The thought of fucking multiple children into her cunt made my cock throb. With the Stockholm Syndrome research done, I needed a new project.
Within seconds she was writhing on the table like a needy little whore. I smiled and watched her as I stripped out of my clothes. My eyes dropped to her stuffed little asshole. I stood between her legs when I realised she truly calmed me the fuck down.
I gave her a nasty smile before I began to fuck her pussy with the vibrator. Watching her pussy wrapped around the thick base was a thing of beauty. I tugged on the anal plug pulling it out until the thickest part stretched her asshole out. I ignored her moans and began fucking both her holes. As I increased the pace of fucking her holes, she began to beg me to let her cum.
I pulled the vibrator out and turned it off. She looked like she was about to cry seeing it being put to the side.
“You can cum from a good hard assfucking, little lamb. That’s the only way you’re cumming,” I said while I grabbed the lube.
I yanked the butt plug and immediately squirted lube inside her open ass. Not wanting her ass to close up, I plugged it up with the tip of my cock as I quickly applied lube to it.
Her ass was on the edge of the table, her thighs stretched out wide. My seed grew in her belly. I watched my cock sink into her asshole inch by inch. Her poor pink wet cunt was weeping all over the place. I rubbed my thumb along her pussy.
“Some people might call this abuse. Not stuffing both your holes up like you want me to,” I said with a smirk.
I gripped her thigh before slowly moving my cock in and out of her asshole, easing it open with each thrust.
“Ah. No, it was a joke.”
I took my thumb away from her pussy and put my hand on our child before increasing my pace. I fucked her long and hard, using more lube in between. Sweat was dripping down me as I’d stopped myself from cumming several times.
“Please, Kyle. I need to cum so badly,” she cried out.
I stuffed her pussy with my fingers and held my cock deep inside her asshole. Each time I’d felt her about to cum, I’d pulled out. I didn't mind torturing us both to teach my wife a lesson.
“Are you my dirty little anal slut, Faye? My beautiful little lamb,” I couldn't help but add, gazing at her pretty eyes and stunning scar. The thief I’d cut into her skin had completely faded away. The incision wasn't deep enough. I could always add something there at a later date.
“Yes,” she said, wailing, then mumbled under her breath about me being a cunt-teaser.
I snickered at her frustration.
I ran my hand from her belly to her pretty tits. She looked stunning, laid out in the sunshine.
Mine to fuck. Mine to use and mine to love in any way I choose to.
I tweaked her nipples and began to fuck her ass again. I wish I could watch her ass swallow up my cock all day long. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy. She was going to cum from my dick, destroying her little asshole.
She tried to move her ass, but her bindings restricted her. I gripped both her thighs and began to pound in and out of her asshole furiously. I ignored her screams as she came on my dick and fucked her through her orgasm. My balls ached and constricted as I dug my fingers into her thighs and shoved myself as deep as I could. My legs trembled as I finally came inside her tight asshole. I came long and hard.
By edging her, I had tortured us both. I panted as I felt my cock dance around encased in her ass. My palms slapped on the table as I leaned over.
Her ass almost took me out. I needed to do more cardio.
◆◆◆
 
It was strange yet comforting doing everything together. We showered, and she napped while I cooked. After eating, we both did some work in the office. We lay on the sofa with her snuggled up under my arm. I loved feeling her belly on any part of me. It made me feel closer to them both. At times, I had to wrestle with my jealousy that she got to carry the baby. Most of the time, I had to keep my fucked up thoughts to myself.
“You don't talk much,” I said.
Her head snapped up to scowl at me.
“What? I don't know if you were quiet before we met or not.”
She stared at me suspiciously for a few beats before settling down and looking at the TV.
“I’m not a big talker with people I don't know,” she said.
My hand left her belly to rub her hip and ass cheek.
“How’s your asshole doing?” I asked innocently.
“It feels weird and wide open.”
I grinned at her sulking tone of voice.
“While it's still open—”
“No. You're an asshole, Kyle,” she grumbled but brought her hand to my neck.
I was an asshole. I didn't ask her to marry me. I didn't tell her I’d booked the date until the morning of our wedding. I enjoyed fucking our kid into her without telling her. I fucking loved every second of watching her soften towards me when I had treated her in the worst possible way. I still read my journal when she slept at times. It was always locked away.
I was an asshole, but I was her asshole. 














Epilogue







14 Years Later

Kyle

I watched my family playing and laughing on our private beach. I figured out how to stuff more of my kids inside my wife’s womb, so we ended up with six children. Apparently, it was an asshole move, but it was my life's mission to keep my little lamb on her toes.
We had our daughter first, then the twins and finally the triplets. We added a double-storey extension to our home. I never wanted to move away from where our story started.
My dick hardened at the thought of how big her belly was in her final pregnancy. She might have bitched at me for most of that pregnancy, but she was still a sucker because as soon as they were born, she instantly fell in love with them.
Sadly, having four daughters made me less of an asshole, but I’d had a good run.
“You look deep in thought.”
I glanced at my wife with a smirk. She wore a stunning blue bikini, adorning all the beautiful marks from carrying our children.
“I was thinking of how much I miss being an asshole.”
She chuckled.
“Don't worry. You're not losing your touch. You can still be an asshole from time to time.”
I didn't have much patience with outsiders. Being an asshole to them didn't count.
I lay next to my wife
“How about we focus on your asshole tonight, Mrs Mathers?”
She reached for my dick and began to rub her palm over my hard length.
“You can get the kids to bed, and my ass is all yours.”
I rolled my eyes.  Like that was a chore, it was harder when they were younger, but we were a dynamic team. We were both successful authors and worked according to our own schedules. We both self-published and used a hybrid publisher, so we had the best of both worlds. Rathbournes may have brought us together, but they were incompetent. The greedy bastard was fired. I had savoured that job.
I propped myself up and kept an eye on the kids as I moved her hand into my shorts. She gripped my cock and began to wank me.
A towel over us, and no one would know.
My little lamb still needed her daily creamy goodness.
The End. 




Afterword

Wow.
There is really nothing that I can say other than to please remember this is fiction, and I'm sure not all authors are highly unstable.
I think.
Or hope not.
I am doomed.
Happy New Year. I can only hope and pray for a more peaceful 2024. Until next time. Stay Happy & Stay Healthy.
Lots of Love,
LoveBite Shorts xXx
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