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Blackwell Manor

“You have to work harder or you're going to lose everything.” The words my History and Political Science professor had told me earlier repeats in my head.

This is my future and it's slowly slipping by me. Growing up in one of the most powerful families in Grayhurst, I always knew that I was going to go into law just like my mother and father and some of my other extended family members.

I was looking forward to a bright future. Things were looking good. I was getting great grades. But now... now I'm numb inside.

It's only been two months since my parents' death. Their bodies still haven't been recovered from the plane crash and I haven't been able to concentrate on school or anything else ever since. My chances of going to law school aee even more slim now that my grades are slipping and I want to give a shit, but I also kind of don't want to.

Which is why I'm sitting here. In a cold leather chair at Blackwell Manor across from my uncle, Silas Blackwell.

His office is dark and the light that leaks in from the ceiling-to-floor glass behind him is weak, because of the forest surrounding Blackwell Manor.

I suck my bottom lip into my mouth as I glance over at him.

His charcoal grey suit fits him perfectly and it’s so neat that there isn't even a piece of lint on it. His dark brown hair is combed away from his face, but it appears so soft and luxurious that everytime he moves, his hair falls over his forehead and he has to push it back again.

He's enigmatic in every sense of the word. Calm, cool, strict—a lawyer. A Blackwell.

He glances up at me from his MacBook, his dark emerald green eyes boring into mine. I want to look away because he's intimidating as fuck and after my parents died, I had to move in with him. But you don't get to look away from a man like Silas Blackwell. Not until he says so or dismisses you himself.

His lips are pursed in a thin line as he shuts his MacBook off and turns his full attention towards me.

“Eden,” he says and the way my name rolls off his tongue sends a shiver down my spine. His voice, although quiet, is dark and commanding.

The kind of voice that lets you know who's in charge.

I don't speak. Not yet. From my living here for two months, I've learned two things about Silas. He doesn't like being interrupted and he doesn't like being spoken to unless he's asking a clear question.

My hands knot in my lap and I scratch my dress. He's also been in charge of controlling my schooling career and basically everything else in my life. When I go out, what I eat, what I study. But I don't mind. I secretly like being told what to do. And Silas seems to enjoy taking the role of the one giving instructions.

“You've been lacking in your History and Political Science class,” he says after a long minute has passed between us.

With him being a Grayhurst Alumnus and one of most ruthless lawyers in Grayhurst, I'm expecting him to tell me something harsh but he doesn't. Well, at least not yet.

“I'm not going to ask why,” he says. “Because that's obvious and I already know why. But I wanted to talk about what you see for your future. Do you still see yourself pursuing a career in law?”

I inhale deeply before answering. I've never been asked about my future before, I always just went along with whatever my parents wanted for me, but Silas is actually taking time out of his busy schedule to ask me what I want for my future..

“I don't know,” I say and it's true because I honestly don't know what to say.

He places his left hand on the desk and I find myself staring at his long fingers. Long, ringless fingers. For as long as I've known him, my uncle has always been a childless bachelor. An unmarried, hot lawyer known for destroying everyone in the courtroom who dares to cross his path.

“Look, you're a smart girl,” he says. “I think you need time, but I also don't think you should be throwing away you're entire future, Eden.”

“Okay.” I sit up straight. “What do I do?”

“I went to Grayhurst. I went through everything you're going through and about to go through,” he says. “Would you like it if I tutored you?”

“Where would we do this?” I ask.

“Grayhurst Library. After you're done with classes.” He doesn't ask me. He's telling me.

“Okay,” I say.
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It's been two long weeks and we've been relentless with studies after all my classes.

But Silas is persistent and makes certain that we're in the library every evening and he's always on time in a crisp suit that's either black or grey. And I swear to God, I try to pay attention, but it's so hard especially when his tie is loose around his neck or when he removes his watch. It makes me feel some kind of way.

I'm tired, but emotionally I've been feeling way better than I have in the past two months.

He's sitting across from me now and we're in the deepest part of the library. No one else is here and we got in with my student access card. We wouldn't get caught anyway and even if we did, I doubt anything would happen because Silas is one of the current founding members of Grayhurst and he practically grew up on this very University's grounds.

We've been studying for two hours already and ever since Silas and I have been doing this, my work has picked up and I'm doing much better. So hopefully my entire future won't be thrown away at all now.

Silas shuts the book in front of him closed as I yawn again for the second time. It's Friday and almost midnight.

I glance up at him because we aren't even done until for an at least another hour. “What's wrong?”

Silas stands up and reaches over before he closes the book in front of me. He keeps his eyes locked on me and I'm just sitting there wondering what the hell is going on.

“Silas—”

Before I can say anything he comes around to where I am and he grabs my wrists and pulls them to the sides of the chair I'm on. He works extremely fast as he uses his tie to restrain both of my wrists against the chair.

“What are you—”

He shoves my chair back and comes to stand in front of me, before he sits at the edge of the table and watches me. His head is cocked to the side and his eyes are dark with a look of hunger.

“I felt like you were making progress and wanted to treat you to a little incentive for being such a good girl,” he says.

“Incentive?” I ask, heat immediately rush down to my clit.

I've been trying to ignore the way he makes me feel, but it's hard. Silas is fucking security and if I had more inspiration like that walking around me in class, perhaps I would be doing much better. When Silas talks, my attention is all on him.

“I'm not stupid,” he says. “I saw the way you act around me. And I've heard you at night. If you're not crying, you're touching yourself until you come.”

My face burns at the insinuation, but the truth is that it's not an insinuation. It's true. If I haven't been sad about my parents, I've been touching myself late at night. But I never once thought that Silas could hear me. The thought makes me squeeze my thighs together. Because when I touch myself and come, there's only one name that leaves my lips and it's his. Silas.

He gets down on his knees and having him be level with my pussy is so not good. I'm wet and I know that all he has to do is touch me and he'll know how bad I have it for him. It's so wrong, but it's so fucking hot too. I want him to fuck me and teach me the dirtiest, depraved shit he knows. I want his throbbing cock in my pussy and then my ass. I want him to slap and choke me. I want to beg him while sitting on my knees.

Silas places his warm hands on my bare thighs and I gasp as his hand moves up and up until his hand is underneath my skirt. And then he grabs my panties and pulls them down my legs.

When they're completely off, Silas takes my panties and presses it against his nose. His eyes close for a split second as he inhales my scent.

He doesn't say anything. Hiseyes snap open and he shoves my skirt up my legs, before exposing me completely. I've never been naked in front of another man before and somehow even if it's terrifying, it seems to be the last thing on my mind as he shoves my legs apart and brings his mouth down to my pussy.

Silas’ mouth covers my cunt, his tongue moving up and down my entrance. I struggle with my wrists against the tie, but he secured them so tight that I can barely move.

“You taste so fucking good.” Silas sucks on my flesh and brings me closer to him, gripping my thighs and keeping them apart as he invades my pussy with his hot tongue. “So sweet,” he says. “Even better than I imagined.”

I'm moaning loudly and I can't stop myself, so he reaches up and shoves his index and middle finger into my mouth, all the way into the back of my throat, forcing me to gag around his fingers. He moves them back and forth as he tortures my cunt.

I can feel myself on the edge, but he doesn't let me come. Not yet.

He pulls his mouth away from my pussy and when he glances up at me, his lips glisten with my arousal. 

He removes his fingers from my lips and stands up before walking around the chair and undoing my wrists.

Silas wraps his arms around my midriff and shoves me flat against the table.

“You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this,” he says. “You drive me so fucking crazy. All I've been thinking about is how that tight little pussy of yours would feel around my cock.”

“Such a dirty mouth,” I tell him. “I want you to destroy me, uncle.”

“I'm not your uncle,” he says. “Not right now. You'll call me Sir. Understand?”

When I don't reply fast enough, he pushes my skirt up to expose my ass and he spanks me hard.

A yelp escapes my throat and he spanks me again. “Understand, little slut?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.” He spanks me again and again until I'm sure thanks my ass is as red as a fucking tomato.

But the sting feels so good as it rushes straight to my  clit.

Silas doesn't wait or say anything else. I hear his zipper and his belt and then he's shoving himself inside of me from behind. His huge cock that's hard and throbbing fills my pussy, invading me without any permission and I take it like the good girl I am. He stretches me, allowing his thick shaft to go all the way to the hilt, forcing me to gasp out loud. He wraps his right hand around my mouth to keep me silent as he fucks me from behind.

He starts off slow and gradually starts thrusting into me harder, faster. His fingers fig into my thighs and slaps my ass again. Fuck.

I moan into his palm. I'm on the edge. Silas groans as he thrusts into me. He doesn't stop for a single second.

And then suddenly I'm coming hard, screaming into his palm as waves of desire rush through my body.

Silas comes inside of me seconds later, allowing his warm come to spill inside of me and for a long moment, neither of us moves.

Until he leaves over and kisses the corner of my mouth, tenderly and when he breaks away, his voice is only for my ears.

“Tomorrow. Again. And I hope you're ready for more.”

“Yes, Sir.”
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