
  
    [image: Possessive]
  


  
    
      Possessive

      
        Hostages

        Book Seven

      

    

    
      
        Alexis Abbott

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Pathforgers Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 Pathforgers Publishing and Alexis Abbott

      First published in 2022

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below.

      
        
        Pathforgers Publishing

        legal@pathforgers.com

        www.pathforgers.com

      

      

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

      Cover Design © Pathforgers Publishing

      All cover design makes use of stock photography and all persons depicted are models.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        1. Zakhar

      

      
        2. Hartley

      

      
        3. Zakhar

      

      
        4. Hartley

      

      
        5. Zakhar

      

      
        6. Hartley

      

      
        7. Zakhar

      

      
        8. Hartley

      

      
        9. Zakhar

      

      
        10. Hartley

      

      
        11. Zakhar

      

      
        12. Hartley

      

      
        13. Zakhar

      

      
        14. Hartley

      

      
        15. Zakhar

      

      
        16. Hartley

      

      
        17. Zakhar

      

      
        18. Hartley

      

      
        19. Zakhar

      

      
        20. Hartley

      

      
        21. Zakhar

      

      
        22. Hartley

      

      
        23. Zakhar

      

      
        24. Hartley

      

      
        25. Zakhar

      

      
        26. Hartley

      

      
        27. Zakhar

      

      
        28. Hartley

      

      
        29. Zakhar

      

      
        30. Hartley

      

    

    
      
        Connect with Alexis

      

      
        Also by Alexis Abbott

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Content Note

        The hostage series is dark, but the romance is not. There is no cheating or ow/om, and it is a safe romance in a gritty world.

        The series does contain mafia style violence including blood, fights, and threats. There are also themes of PTSD and abuse.

        For a full list of cw/tw for this title, please visit my website.

        http://alexisabbott.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Subscribe to my VIP Reader List]
          
        

      

      
        
        Sign up for my newsletter, and receive a free, exclusive novel as a gift.

      

      

      
        
        http://alexisabbott.com/newsletter

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Zakhar

          

        

      

    

    
      Becoming Obshchak in the Bratva had cut into my play time.

      But I know as well as anyone that too much tension can make even the most disciplined man snap. To maintain control, to be the strong fist of the Pakhan, I would have to force myself to do the one thing I’ve been neglecting: Have a relaxing night out, in a private place, away from any prying eyes of friends and foes alike.

      I had taken the winding descent into the belly of the deceptively deteriorating building countless times, but the past few months, my journeys to the Velvet Kiss Lounge had become scarce. It was one of the few places I enjoyed, nestled into a back alley that you’d never find if you didn’t know what you were looking for. The club was its own secret little world, the place where big shots came to pretend they had an edge, swirling cocktails on high-backed velvet loveseats.

      For a guy like me, it was puff pastry soft, but everyone needs an escape once in a while.

      The deep, thumping bass music prickles my skin pleasantly beneath my heavy leather jacket as I take in my surroundings, glancing over the large dance floor in the center of the space as it pulses with sweat-slicked bodies.

      I make my way to the bar and see a familiar face. I don’t even have to order before he has a glass of top-shelf vodka poured, and the bottle set on the counter beside it.

      “It’s on the house! My boss wanted to thank you for last time.”

      Last time was four months ago, when I’d bloodied my knuckles on the face of some pimp looking to drug a girl’s drink. The bouncers hadn’t seen it, but I had. I glance around and I notice there’s a few new faces, dressed all in black, looking like elegant thugs.

      I nod at the bartender, accepting the offering.

      “Glad to see he took my suggestion to up staffing seriously,” I replied. I remember fondly the fear in the owner’s eyes when I told him it was his fault for trying to cut corners on security.

      “We’ve had to do a half dozen training sessions on spotting sexual assault since then,” the bartender said, knowing better than to sound disgruntled. I give him a long stare, and once he shrinks away, I head to my post at the end of the long bar counter along the back wall.

      My gaze flicks up to the gaudy golden mirror nestled on the wall opposite me, positioned between two shelves of booze. I meet my own reflection, still and stoic in the dim light. I know I’m a good-looking man, with my high cheekbones and my strong jaw. Not to mention my powerful, hulking frame. I stand nearly six-foot-four, with the broad chest and shoulders of a bodybuilder.

      My muscles are not put on for show, however.

      I am not one of the many pretty boys here in the Velvet Kiss tonight, pawing at pretty girls for attention. I don’t have to subject myself to gain a woman’s attention, nor her desire.

      In fact, as I sit here, I lose count of the number of women who stare at me, blushing and stunned, from across the room. It’s like clockwork: a girl notices me and loses interest in the man speaking to her. He turns to see who or what is distracting his prey, only to find me. One look at my intimidating size and expression, and the man cuts his losses.

      Better to lose out on a one-night-stand than to lose a fight with me.

      I don’t even have to get up from my post. But tonight, I’m not interested.

      It has all become so routine, these flings. That’s another reason why I haven’t been here in so long. It’s no longer satisfying to roll the dice on finding a woman in the crowd who can keep up with me, using her as a crass way to relieve tension.

      The path I walk is lonely, but it is also dangerous. I won’t bring a woman into my world unless I’m sure I can push her back out of it… or perhaps if she is strong enough to survive it.

      It’s not vanity that brings me to this spot before the mirror, rather, it’s a strategic means of viewing the entire club without ever having to turn around.

      It’s part of my training. The instinct to find the cleanest view in the house.

      I need to have my finger on the pulse of what’s happening around me, even when I’m supposed to be off duty.

      But the reality is that a man like me is never fully off the clock. Even now, even here, I am always watching. Waiting for the moment to defend or strike as the situation demands. While the other patrons lose their inhibitions, I hold tight to my own. I prefer the darkness, and I seek it out, but that doesn’t mean I’m safe from what lurks in the shadows for me.

      I pour myself another drink, my heart keeping rhythm with the pulsing music, and it begins to massage away the aches of several grueling months. Change never comes easy, I imagine, but that goes double for the Mafia. My promotion hadn’t been without challenges, and rising to Obshchak had bristled a few spines.

      Nothing I can’t handle, but I was certainly noticing the weight of it as I tried to force myself into a state of relative relaxation.

      But fate had other ideas.

      I glance down as the long golden hour hand of my wrist watch ticks to twelve, and when my dark eyes return to the bar, I see an angel.

      The girl is absolutely stunning. She could barely be eighteen, except for the drink in her hand. Her long, blonde hair is as straight as a pin, which falls just past her shoulders and frames her heart-shaped, pretty face. Her eyes are large and luminous, her lips like a pink rosebud.

      She wears a tight black dress that clings to her ample curves and barely reaches the middle of her thigh. The dress is low-cut in the front, showing a devastating amount of cleavage. When she turns around for a moment, I see a similar plunge in the back.

      The young girl stands out among the glittering crowds of gorgeous women here tonight. She practically glows.

      Rage boils up in me when I see a group of four young men swarm around her.

      I’m already on my feet when she slips away from their leering propositions, briskly walking down the hall to the restrooms.

      I smile to myself. Smart girl. She’s made her first attempt at an escape. I make eye contact with a bouncer across the room who had been watching as well, and nod in a mutual understanding and respect.

      The respect dims once I realize that the men are still skulking around, waiting for her to come out.

      The bouncers should be acting now, removing them before it becomes something more serious. I’m storming over to tell them just that when I see the girl cautiously poke her head around the corner from the hallway.

      She tiptoes out of the hallway and slips into the writhing mass of people on the dance floor, clearly hoping to disappear into the crowd. She’s short enough to lose herself in the group, but unfortunately, she doesn’t consider the fact that her pursuers are tall enough to track her. I watch them point her out to each other with determined looks on their faces. They’re angry. Offended that this girl has the audacity to give them the slip. And she has no idea they’re coming right for her.

      Instinct kicks in and I sink into the dancing crowd with my eyes locked on the blonde girl.

      From the other side of the bar, the four frat guys are pushing toward her, too.

      All around me, the bodies twist and undulate against each other. I push a path through the dance floor and manage to reach the girl just as the other men do. I see the momentary confusion and fear in her beautiful blue-green eyes as she looks at me, then back at them. I give her the faintest of nods and put my hand on the small of her back. As soon as my fingers touch her, I feel her body relax a little.

      “Act natural,” I whisper to her. She leans toward me as the men look us up and down, sneers on their drunken faces. It’s not a look I see often, and it’s almost amusing, if not for the very real fear that I know is cooling the girl’s blood.

      “Did you find the bathroom okay?” I ask her, my gaze still fiercely locked on the men. They’re frozen in place, eyes wide like they’ve just been cornered by a rabid wolf.

      I stare them down as she murmurs, “Uh-huh.”

      “Did anyone give you any trouble?” I ask, with a sharp edge to my voice.

      “No trouble here, man,” one of the guys says, hands up in surrender.

      “Yeah, we were just leaving,” adds his buddy.

      I give them a cold smile, still not blinking. “Good choice. Have a safe evening, boys.”

      They look chilled to the bone as they slink away, tails between their legs. Before they even leave the pit, the bouncer is finally there to see them escorted out.

      The young woman looks up at me with her eyes shining. She gives me an exhilarated smile, and I decide in that instant to take her home with me. She isn’t their prey tonight.

      She’s mine.

      “How can I thank you?” she asks, tucking her hair behind her ear.

      “Dance with me,” I command softly, and slip my arm around her waist.

      “Oh,” she gasps as our bodies press together.

      But she quickly warms to my touch, seeming to melt into my arms as we sway. The music pulses underneath us, the crimson lights beaming across our faces. The girl reaches up to put her arms around my neck, her fingertips brushing against the dark hair at the nape of my neck. A chill of pure desire rolls down my spine. My cock stirs to life.

      I can feel her heartbeat racing faster with every spin, every time our eyes lock together. Her body is so soft and smooth against me as my hands slowly move down to grope her ass. I push her into me, feeling every swell of her curves.

      The clock ticks on, inching closer to morning. I decide I’m finished with the club scene for the evening. I have other, grander plans for the two of us.

      “Come home with me,” I growl in her ear.

      She swallows hard, blinking up at me with those big blue eyes. She’s a trembling soft flower on the verge of bloom, and I intend to be the one to pluck her tonight. All for myself. She slips her hand into mine and stands on tiptoe to lean toward my ear.
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      I inhale his heady masculine scent. It fills my nose and lungs, going straight to my brain like some kind of irresistible drug. I feel dizzy on my heels, tottering in the capable, powerful arms of my savior. I haven’t even had that much to drink tonight. Only a single vodka cranberry, sipped over the course of nearly two hours. I didn’t come here to get wasted and make bad decisions. It was my goal to lie low tonight, just enjoy a casual evening of sipping my drink and people-watching. It’s free entertainment: sitting on the sidelines while all these strangers dance, talk, laugh, and fall in love over the DJ’s grinding beat.

      I suppose somewhere in the very back of my mind, in that locked drawer where I keep the memories and desires I can’t touch, there’s a part of me who wanted to find that here, too.

      Lust. Intrigue.

      Maybe a dash of measured danger.

      After all, I’m not any better than these folks around me. Just because I have to fit my whole world into a space small enough to keep my secret safe doesn’t mean the desire goes away. I’m a hot-blooded twenty-one-year-old running feral in the big city. These streets should be my playground, this club should be my lair.

      Too bad those four frat brats had to interrupt my evening and force me out of my hiding spot.

      Right into the willing, protective arms of this man towering over me.

      We’re in the center of the packed dance floor, but we might as well be all by ourselves. The music, the smell of sweat, the cocoon of body heat around us—it shrinks back in comparison to the intensity of this man’s presence. I know from the moment he first locked eyes with me, he is in control. His deep growl of a voice, his fingers on the small of my back, and the way he so easily cowed those four troublemakers prove that beyond a shadow of a doubt. This ridiculously handsome, enigmatic stranger holds me in the palm of his hand.

      I’m at his mercy… and I like it.

      I rest my hand on his shoulder for balance as I wobble on tiptoe to answer his command.

      “I’m all yours,” I murmur softly, the syllables ticklish on my lips as they brush against the shell of his ear.

      I’m almost surprised by the words I’m saying. I don’t make split-second decisions in the dark like this. I’m careful. I keep to myself. The last thing I planned to do tonight is go home with an intimidating stranger. Even if he is the most handsome man I’ve ever seen, and his touch makes me weak in the knees.

      But something tells me there’s no use denying this man anything.

      Especially when I want it so badly, too.

      I have been so patient. I have waited so long.

      God knows my dreams have been filled with flashes of bare skin, hot hands, and eager tongues. I fall into a fantasy every time I close my eyes, and this man looks like the combination of every mysterious suitor I’ve ever dreamed up. But better. Because instead of living in the unreachable depths of my mind, he is real. Blood, flesh, bone.

      When he slips his hand around mine, I know I would follow him anywhere.

      “Let’s go,” he instructs in a gruff whisper.

      I am amazed at the way he parts the crowd as we make our way off the bustling dance floor. The crowd thins out, forming a path for us. Men and women watch us with envy, with awe. We make a striking pair, and I can’t believe I’m the one lucky enough to go home with this man. His fingers burn against my skin, and I feel tingly from my head to my toes just being near him. My heart races faster and harder with every step we take toward the staircase. It hits me that I am about to be all alone with this stranger. He could snap me like a twig if he wanted.

      That familiar alarm bell sounds in the back of my mind.

      Danger ahead. I don’t know him.

      I don’t know his intentions.

      And yet, as we climb the winding staircase up to the street level, my desire outweighs my fear. I’m desperate to find out what comes next. What will he do to me?

      How will it feel?

      My suitor and the doorman exchange silent nods and we step out into the balmy summer night. It’s late July in New York City. An occasional breeze rolls by to mediate the heat, but with this man standing next to me, I can’t cool down. The narrow alleyway is empty and quiet save for the sounds of traffic on either side of the block.

      Before I can open my mouth to ask where we’re going, the dark-eyed man takes both of my wrists in his hands. With one smooth movement, he walks me back against the wall, pinning my hands over my head. My chest rises and falls rapidly, my eyes wide with surprise. The man looks me up and down with hungry eyes. He licks his lips, and I can tell he likes what he sees. In the dim streetlight, I can see the sharp cut of his cheekbones and his angular jaw. His eyes are dark and deep. I have to look away before I lose myself in them. When I turn my head, he dips down to nuzzle into my hair above my ear. I tense up as he breathes in my scent and presses the hard length of his body into mine. I let out a soft sigh of desire when I feel his cock twitch against my pelvis. Like a reflex, I arch my back to press into his erection.

      He groans in approval, his lips trailing down from my ear to my cheek and down to my mouth. He stops there for a second, just waiting. Teasing me. I part my lips, barely daring to breathe. A devilish smile slowly spreads across his face, those dark eyes boring hard into mine. He can see my soul, I feel it. He knows the shadowy things I crave. He looks straight into that most shameful, secret part of me and finds exactly what he’s looking for.

      He leans in and captures my lips in a fierce kiss. It’s like something forbidden opens up inside of me. I moan into the kiss, going limp in his arms. My heart pounds like crazy. My palms sweat, pinned against the brick wall. My body burns hotter and hotter, impatient for this man to show me the way. I have never been kissed like this before.

      And then, just as quickly as it began, he pulls back. I pout, my body straining toward his. He looks pleased with himself, with his catch of the evening. I’ve passed the test.

      “Why did you—” I begin, but he stops me with a finger to my lips.

      He shakes his head and starts to walk away in long, confident strides.

      For a moment I stare after him in confusion. Then, not wanting to be left behind, I run after him. As if he expected this, he takes my hand and leads me down the block to a big black luxury sedan, glossy under the neon lights. There’s the jingle of keys, and then he tips me into the passenger seat and shuts the door. He slides behind the wheel and starts the engine. The black car pulls away from the curb and takes off down the back streets, hurtling in the direction of Brooklyn. I’m completely enraptured by my mysterious, sexy savior. Or captor? At this point, I can’t tell the difference. All I know is that I can’t resist him. If he wants me, he can have me. I’m at his mercy.

      As he drives, he reaches over to squeeze my thigh with one strong hand. I suck in a tight breath. His fingers trace my inner thigh, teasing my skin through the thin black fabric of my dress. Every few minutes, he moves his hand up another fraction of an inch. Every time, it sends my mind into a frenzy of lust. My pussy tingles between my legs. I’m aching for him.

      I steal glances over at him in the darkness. The overhead lights pass across his sharp, handsome features. I wonder who he is, what he does. For some reason, I’m afraid to even ask his name. I lose track of time and place. It could have been an hour or ten minutes, I’m too distracted to care.

      By the time the car rolls to a stop outside a detached loft apartment building, I’m raring to go. He cuts the engine and slips out to take my hand and lead me up to his front door. It takes him just a second with the key, and then we’re inside. I hear a digital beeping sound as he types some code into a security system on the wall next to the door.

      I barely have time to admire his swanky apartment before he cups my face in his hands and kisses me again. This time, his tongue pushes into my mouth. His hands smooth down my shoulders and around to my back. He deftly unzips my black dress and I gasp against his lips at the sensation of his fingertips on my bare spine. The dress slides down my body, revealing my breasts barely restrained in a strapless bra. My suitor gathers my thick hair in one hand and gently pulls my head to one side. He dives in to kiss and lightly bite my exposed neck, making me whimper with need. The sensations roll down my whole body as he slips the dress down to the floor. His hands grope my ass and he gently snaps the tight elastic waistband of my black lacy thong.

      This is not the type of girl I am.

      But from the second I saw him, I knew that my life was never going to be the same.

      That I was never going to be the same.

      I shudder at the sting of light pain. Goosebumps pop up on my skin, betraying how good it feels. He gives my ass a hard, resounding smack. I gasp and tilt my head back. The sharp pain excites me, and he kisses down my throat and between my tits, his tongue teasing my skin. His hands grasp my narrow waist and smooth around the swell of my hips. He rocks against me, letting me feel how hard he is. My mouth waters. I’m aching to be filled. To be fucked by this mysterious, dangerous man.

      He's the type of guy I should be avoiding. The type that could tug me back into the dark and seedy parts of the world that I was trying to get away from. Yet I find myself completely unable to resist him.

      For just one night, I’m going to succumb to my base desires.

      “Who are you?” I hear myself whisper between gasps of delight.

      He lets out a low growl, but doesn’t answer. He steps back a little and lets his hand slide up my body to my neck. I freeze up, just watching him while his large hand slowly, gently tightens around my throat. He presses in at the sides to constrict my air flow without really hurting me. Yet.

      This is definitely when I should be running for the door. You don’t go home with a stranger and let him wrap his hands around your neck. That’s, like, rule number one for hookups.

      And yet as I stare into his eyes, I see myself reflected in the near black of his iris, and I don’t look afraid.

      His other hand comes up next to my face, but then he snaps his fingers and glances down at the floor.

      I understand instantly what he wants me to do. It’s instinctual, like some animal part of me coming alive at his beckoning. He’s speaking a language to me that I never thought I knew, and yet he knows I’m fluent.

      With his hand still bound around my throat, I slowly kneel down in front of him. My heart feels like it’s about to burst. I gaze up at my captor with pure surrender.

      He stares down at me, unflinching. From down here, he looks even more terrifyingly in control than ever. I try to swallow, but it aches with his hand around my neck. His thumb gently strokes my throat, then his hand moves up to cup my chin. He holds it there, forcing me to keep his gaze.

      I know he can see the desire plain on my face. He understands what he does to me, what he awakens in me. We’ve hardly spoken a full sentence between us, and yet, I have the strange feeling that every path I’ve ever taken in my life has led up to this moment. To our chance meeting at the Velvet Kiss Lounge.

      “I am your master,” he says, finally answering my question. “And you are my pet.”

      If any other man said those words to me, I’d go nuclear. I’ve made it a priority in my life not to belong to anyone but myself. But when he says it, I feel a trickle of warm, wet honey drip down my legs. My thighs are sticky with my own juices, my pussy drooling for him to touch it.

      He grabs my face in his hands, squeezing tighter as his eyes flash with danger.

      “I can relieve that ache inside you,” he growls. “I can feed your desire until you’re full.”

      “Please,” I mutter breathlessly.

      “But only if you accept my terms,” he went on, never breaking eye contact.

      “Anything,” I gasp.

      There’s no trace of play when he says: “You will agree to obey my every command.”

      I feel it—the crossroads. My answer determines my fate. But I feel just as strongly that there is no other reply. Nothing to say to him, except…

      “Yes.” My voice sounds stronger than I feel. “I will obey.”
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      I smile down at the beautiful, desperate woman caught tight in my grasp. Her skin is silky smooth under my fingertips. Her bone structure is so delicate, her chin so tiny between my finger and thumb.

      When I touched her throat before, I felt her pulse flutter like the wings of a frightened dove. Even now, I can almost hear her heart beating. I can nearly see it pumping in her chest, making those full breasts rise and fall.

      When I look closer, I see that the young woman is trembling with desire, tinged with an edge of fear, no doubt. I know the kind of effect I have on women. She’s a little afraid, and she’s right to be. I’m a dangerous man, and I deal in dangerous matters.

      But she’s also intrigued, caught up in my seductive game, though I can tell that this is new to her.

      It’s obvious that I’ve already won her over, but I have to be certain.

      “You understand what you’re agreeing to?” I prompt her.

      I feel her swallow hard, her mouth going dry at my question. But I know as well as she does that there’s no going back. I have given her a taste of what I can show her. Now, she is bound to me. She’s desperate to find out how far I will go, how far I can push her. As much as it scares her, she can’t look away. That lust she’s been clamping down on won’t let her. Fear is a powerful force, but true desire outpaces fear every time.

      I don’t know her story, but I can see the shadows of it following her. There are two types of women who would thrill at this level of risk. The first type is those that have lived a boring life, devoid of excitement, and in desperate need of a quick rush.

      She is the second type.

      The type who has been forged in fear and fire, who has been twisted by the pain of the world. For her, there can never be a normal life. She will always be trying to control those powerful feelings inside of her that threaten everything she knows and loves.

      We have that in common.

      I can teach her what she needs to know, as long as she’s strong enough to face the darkness lurking within her.

      Within me.

      “I have to do as you say,” she whispers.

      I nod slowly, letting my hand slip from her chin up to the top of her head. I stroke her soft, golden hair and she pushes into my hand. Her big blue eyes roll shut as she enjoys the feel of my fingers combing through her hair. A little sweetness can go a long way, I’ve learned.

      “You don’t have to do anything,” I remind her in a low growl, “but yes, you will.”

      I brush my fingers across her full bottom lip. So soft, so plush.

      “Because you want this more than anything, don’t you?” I inquire.

      She nods eagerly and I press my thumb between her lips. She allows it with no hesitation, her eyes never breaking contact with mine. To my delight, I feel her tongue flick over my thumb, and then she sucks on it, a soft moan vibrating through her throat. My cock twitches in response.

      “You are a toy for me,” I explain, “a pretty plaything designed for my pleasure.”

      She stares at me attentively, like an innocent student on the first day of class. Like she’s angling for a good grade and some extra credit. I will see how far she’s willing to go for that. I pop my thumb out of her mouth and she licks her lips.

      “What is your name?” I ask her.

      I see a flicker of panic pass over her eyes. The gears turning in her mind. For a moment, I assume she is going to lie to me. In fact, her hesitation tells me that she probably makes a habit of lying—at least about her name. What is this beautiful little creature hiding?

      But when she softly answers, “Hartley,” I realize instantly it’s the truth. She sounds a little shy, like she’s divulging something scandalous. She doesn’t offer a surname, but I don’t need one.

      “Hartley,” I repeat, enjoying the feel of the syllables on my tongue. “A pretty name. As for me, you can call me Master.”

      Her cheeks flush rosy pink and her eyes dart away. I grab her face in my hand so she has to look at me when I tell her emphatically, “You will call me Master. You will trust and obey. I am going to push you to your limits, Miss Hartley, but if you would ever like me to stop, all you have to do is say the word nyet. Repeat it for me now.”

      “Nyet,” she mumbles awkwardly. It doesn’t come naturally to her, but she does as she’s told. She’s eager to please me. My cock stirs again, pulsing with need.

      “Good girl,” I tell her.

      I snap my fingers for her to stand up. She does so instantly and awaits her next command. I gesture for her to walk in front of me, up the staircase to the loft bedroom. Hartley slowly walks to the stairs, looks back at me, and then begins to ascend. I follow her, admiring the view of her ample ass from behind, jiggling with every step. The barely-there string of her panties slides between those juicy cheeks, just begging to be snapped. Her straight blonde hair swishes from side to side, and every now and again I get a glimpse of her glorious breasts from the side, barely restrained in that black strapless bra. Her long, toned legs end in a pair of black pumps, which click on the hardwood steps.

      Halfway up the staircase, I suddenly grab her waist from behind and bend her over the railing. She yelps in surprise, but I catch both arms behind her back, holding her there while I feel her up. I let my hands rove up and down her smooth, nubile body. I press my cock against her supple ass and grind into her. I pull my hand back and deliver a hard smack to her behind that makes her cry out. For a second, there’s a red-hot handprint there, and I watch it quickly fade. I lean in close to whisper in her ear.

      “Keep going.”

      I back up and let her gather herself, then follow her the rest of the way up. The loft bedroom is dark, illuminated only dimly by the glow of the moon through the skylight. It forms a patch of almost eerie white light on my king-sized bed. Hartley stands still, looking around in the low light. I step past her to sit on the end of the bed. She starts to walk toward me and I hold up my hand. She halts instantly, looking a little put out.

      I give her a sly smile. “Don’t worry, princess. You’re coming too. First, take everything off. Strip for me,” I command.

      Hartley reaches back to unclasp her strapless bra. She drops it to the floor and her beautiful tits fall free. My fingertips crave to touch those perky, perfect breasts. She gently kicks off her black heels, bringing her down a couple inches. And then, with her blue eyes trained on me, she strips out of her black lacy thong. She makes no attempt to cover herself with her hands. I admire the blonde, downy curls above her flower, and my cock stiffens even more when I see the shiny, sticky juices between her thighs. She’s dripping for me, ready to be devoured.

      But not yet. She must learn how to please me first.

      “Get down on your knees,” I instruct her.

      “Yes, Master,” she says, and kneels down on the floor. God, she’s perfect.

      I curl my finger, beckoning for her to come to me. She understands what I desire. With her eyes locked on me and her taut ass poking up in the air, the beautiful young woman crawls across the floor to me on all fours. When she stops in front of me, I stroke her hair with one hand while the other unzips my black pants. Hartley’s pretty mouth is watering. Her eyes are wide with longing. I take out my massive, stiff cock, stroking its length in front of her face. I gather a fistful of her silky hair and pull her head back. Obediently, she opens her mouth and splays out her tongue for me. Unable to resist any longer, I shove my cock between her plush lips.

      “Fuck, yes,” I growl, cupping the back of her head.

      I buck my hips and hold her in place, letting my full length spear down her throat. Hartley gags for a moment, her pretty eyes watering. Saliva rolls down her chin. But I give her no mercy, and she quickly regains her composure, sucking my cock with renewed vigor. Her smooth, warm tongue slides up and down the sensitive underside, flicking around the tip as I push into her mouth again and again. Before long, I’m fully fucking her face, my balls slapping against her chin as she chokes on my cock.

      “That’s right. Take your Master’s cock,” I grunt through gritted teeth.

      “Mmmph,” she moans, and sucks harder.

      I feel a flash of intense, mind-numbing pleasure—a warning. This sexy little thing has me on the edge of coming already. But not yet. I have more to show her.

      I pull her hair, yanking her back from my cock with a wet slurping sound. She looks dazed, drunk on dick. My member is swollen and aching. I know what I want, and I’m done waiting around for it. I scoop Hartley up and toss her on the bed. I climb atop her, grabbing hold of both her arms. She looks up at me in hazy confusion as I secure her wrists to the black post headboard with ties in the bedside drawer.

      “You’re mine,” I hiss.

      “Yours,” she repeats softly.

      I dip down to kiss her. Our lips crash together hard. I lightly bite her bottom lip, making her moan. I reach down to wrench her thighs wider apart, tugging down my pants to position my cock at her slick, clenching hole. I tease her by sliding the thick head around that sensitive band of nerves at her opening. She moans and pushes up into me, begging for more. I slide my cock up and down the length of her dewy flower, paying special attention to her clit. She shivers underneath me, and I can tell she’s on the verge.

      So I pull back for a moment, refusing to touch her. Hartley whimpers and strains toward me, but her bound wrists won’t let her reach for me. She lifts her hips, her eyes wide and watering with desire. The girl is desperate for me to fuck her.

      “Please,” she murmurs breathlessly. “Please.”

      I position my cock at her entrance again, pressing just enough to tease her. I can feel her twitching. One little push and she’ll be done for. This time, I need it too. I grab her hips with both hands and hold her in place. I rear back, then plunge my cock deep inside of her in one forceful motion.

      “Ohh!” she cries out, writhing as her cunt clenches around my thick cock.

      I bend to suckle her perky nipple, sending more spirals of pleasure through her body. My cock pummels in and out of her hard and fast. I don’t hold back, even when she squeaks with ecstasy and her pussy gushes hot, slippery honey all over my member. I grope her tits, lewdly feeling her up while I pound into her. She feels so fucking good, so tight and twinging around my thickness. I slide out and back in again, pumping my hips faster and harder by the second.

      “You’re going to remember this,” I grunt. “Your body won’t let you forget how good I make you feel.”

      Hartley is beyond words by now. Her gorgeous face is twisted in ecstasy, her body almost limp as she gives me total control. I reach down to massage her clit with two fingers while I fuck her, and before long, she’s writhing again with another orgasm.

      “Oh my god, oh my god,” she pants.

      “Da, printsessa,” I growl, my accent coming out stronger now as I lose control.

      “It feels—so good,” she breathes. “I want you to—to—”

      I cover her mouth with one hand and watch her eyes go from fear to satisfaction when I rut into her harder than before. My pace quickens, getting irregular as tension builds in my core. I love the feeling of Hartley’s breath warm on my palm, the sight of her tits bouncing with every thrust of my hips. Finally, it becomes too much.

      With one deep growl of pleasure, my cock spurts hot seed deep inside her warm cunt. She’s still clenching around me, her pussy tingling with the aftershocks of her own climaxes. I pump in and out a few more times, making sure to empty every last drop inside her. I move my hand from her mouth and she sucks in a deep breath, her cheeks going pink. I withdraw from her and she whimpers, like she misses my cock already.

      I bring her a fluffy, warm towel from the ensuite bathroom. I gingerly untie her wrists, dab her down, kiss her on the lips. I stroke her hair and nuzzle so close to her ear it makes her squirm. I hear her utter one phrase, soft and sweet.

      “Did I do good?”

      I climb into bed beside her and drape my arms around her naked body. I lean in and whisper in her ear, “You were a very good little slut.”

      She seems content with that answer, not to mention overwhelmed with exhaustion. It’s only a few minutes of holding her before her blue eyes roll shut. Her breaths come slow and rhythmic, and I know she’s asleep. I watch the moonlight dance across her face as the minutes tick toward early morning. This girl has no idea of the web she’s wandered into. She’s caught in my grasp now, and I have no intention of letting her go so easily. I have plans for her.

      I let myself drift to sleep, secure in the knowledge that Hartley won’t escape me. She’s too tired to move, her clothes are downstairs in the foyer, and she won’t be able to get up without my noticing. Besides, the downstairs front door is locked—from the inside and the outside. Only I know the sequence. As much as this girl might believe this is a regular one-night stand, she couldn’t be more wrong. There is nothing regular about me, about us.

      But when I wake up hours later, I’m surprised to find myself alone in bed. I get up immediately and begin looking around for Hartley. She isn’t in the bathroom, nor do I find her downstairs. Her clothes are still on the floor of the foyer, and the security system is glowing green, just like last night. Indicating that nobody has even attempted the code since then.

      When I go back upstairs, I see that her panties and bra are still on the bedroom floor. Her shoes, however, are missing. On a hunch, I open the door to my walk-in closet. There, on the rack, I see a discrepancy. I organize my clothing, as well as all my belongings, in a very specific way. I know immediately what’s missing: a pair of black athletic shorts and a large white t-shirt.

      I check the window. I can’t help but smile wryly to myself when I notice the tiniest crack between the window and the sill. I wrench the window open and look down.

      “Well, that is unexpected,” I murmur

      I stand there, bemused at the realization that Hartley has managed to slip out of my embrace, steal my clothes, pry the window open, and climb down three flights of the fire escape. All without waking me, and all in three-inch heels.

      If anything, her clever escape only further ignites that desire inside me. She impressed me last night, but now I am fully obsessed. I’m hardly even disappointed to have lost her. Because now, I have a new goal: to find her again. And this time, I will make sure she cannot get away.

      This time, she will be mine.
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