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After years of captivity, | finally escape, and in the process of running
from one monster, | find myself in a world that defies belief. I've been
abducted by creatures that only exist in mythology and every time |
open my eyes, there’s a new level of hell. | pray for it all to stop. Just
when I'm moments away from peace, a beast comes out of nowhere,
picking me up in his huge arms, offering me what I've always
dreamed of. Out of the darkness comes an opportunity, a second
chance, and all | have to do is find enough courage to reach out and
grab it. How can | believe he’s going to make it better when he's a
monster too?

Einar

The gods have forsaken my family. We were abandoned in a world
where we were forced to fight and steal for survival. My brothers and
| raided a bug ship, expecting to loot it and leave. Instead, | found her
broken and moments from death. That is when | realize everything |
was subjected to prepared me for this moment. The gods knew my
Starshine was broken, and | was the only one that could possibly
erase the emptiness in her eyes. Can she see past the beast to the
male inside?

This storyline ends in a HEA, but continues on throughout the
remaining series as each book concentrates on a particular couple.
Have questions??

Keep reading, all will be revealed....

Total Pages (Source): 71



Page 1

Source Creation Date: July 11, 2025, 2:30 am

ChapterOne
ROWAN
“HeySis!Whatchabeen up to since we talked last?’

“Oh, the usual.Hada dress fitting yesterday for a benefitRoberthas later in the week
and other than that,I’vejust been fiddling with things here at the house.Whatabout
you?’ Ireply, forcing cheer into my voice.

Rubypauses andisee her eyes darting across my face.However,Ifeel my husband's
cold, dead eyes boring into me the longeritak to my sister on
ourFaceTimecall.Sonow isn't the time for her scrutiny, andlprompt her to reply
quickly.

“Sis, are you listening to me?”’
“SorryRowan, my mind drifted off there for a second.”

Afteryears of marriage,Ishould be used to the level of intrusive control that he exerts
over every miniscule facet of my life, butl’ mmost assuredlynot.

Didluse getting a drink of water, the only thingl’malowed to have without
restrictions, as a cover to move across the room and situate myself just
so?Absolutely, yesldid. AmIinow standing in front of my bathroom vanity wearing the
shortest sundress in my closet knowing that it’sTuesday, the alotted family phone
call day?KnowingthatRubywould be able to see my legs in the mirror just outside the



door?

Y es,|sure as shit did!

Thelook in my big sister’s dark brown eyes as she takes in the bruises that cover the
back of my legs amost has me cringing.Thisis my hell, my secret, my
embarrassment.Andas much asl’vetried to stay strong by hiding the horrors of the
lifelchose,Imust get out before my mind splinters.l’ vetried to be strong on my own,
butineed help and she's alllhave in this world.lknow my sister and there’'s no way
that she won’timmediatelystart making plans to get me out of this hellhole iflsay one
simple word.Aword we've used since we were kids to keep each other
safe.Theonel’ vewanted to scream out loud, only to whisper it in my mind over and
over every timelthoughtlwouldn’t survive another day.

“RowanWhatthe fu...”

I'velet my mind float off, and nowRuby’svoice spreads terror through me
becauselcan’'t let her finish that sentence.Robertis watching, like he aways is,
andlwon’t risk him knowing thatlallowed my sister to figure out what he's doing to
me.

Pastingan even bigger and brighter smile on my face,Ishake my head as minutely as
possible Mysister isn't stupid and instantly stops mid-sentence and switches
gears.Herbeloved face creases into her fake smile.

“Hey,lwas thinking of stopping by onThursday.l’ mgoing to be traveling that way to
pick up some new uniforms in the next city over from ya.l’ msure the boss wouldn’t
care iflswung by on my way back.”

Thursday...shewouldwant to come onThursday.Nauseabegins roiling in my gut
aslforce myself to airily respond to her.



“Ohh, Thursdaywon't work for meRuby.l’msorry,lwould have loved to see
you.Roberthas a few of his colleagues coming over that evening and you know my
main job is to be a good hostess.” Ifonly she knewexactly what being a delightful
hostess entailed. ..

Thebottom drops out of my stomach when she replies.KnowingRobertis
listening,Ifight to keep the small amount of food he alowed me to have for breakfast
in my belly where it belongs.

“Hey,l’ ma waitress, so hosting is whatldo best.Idon’t care to help you out.”

Rubycan't be hereWelook so similar that many people mistake us for twins,
andlrefuse to allowRobertto get his hands on the only person on this earth that loves
me and whomllove in return.

“ Absolutelynot!” Mywords come out in a harsh snap, andlhide a wince.Robertdoesn’t
permit me to raise my voice, andl’veno doubt he’'s going to use that as an excuse
toeducateme on how alady comports herself.

Softly,Iclear my throat, making a concentrated effort to gentle my voice and lose the
edge to my tone.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to snap at you, butRobertis so picky about how he wants things
done.Y ouwould probably be in the way more than anything else.”

Movementout of the corner of my eye catches my attention andlfreeze.Roberthas
decided that my conversation with my sister has lasted long enough and he's on his
way to make my excuses for me.Hiscold voice reaches me aslput a hand over the
speaker on my phone, soRubycan’t hear what he says.

“Rowan, my precious pet, you' ve exceeded your allotted phone time today.Wrapit up



now, or your punishment for raising your voice on the phone will
worsen...drastically.”

Ifeel myself nod, numbness beginning to seep in.It' sthe only wayl’ vemanaged to
survive thislong being married to a depraved monster.

“Sisneed to go,Robertneeds me.CallmeThursdayandl’lisee if our plans have
changed.llove you, go have fun!”

Eventhoughlknow those particular plans won't change, no matter how many
timesl’ vebegged whatever god or gods that were listening to end my suffering.

Mythumb is moving to end the call aslfeel my husband’'s hand wrap in my curly,
waist length red hair, viciousy yanking me away from the bathroom
counter.Myflailing knocks the half-empty cup of water over, the liquid spilling across
the marble surface dripping onto the floor as my husband drags me across our
bedroom to the closet.

Bothof my hands are gripping his wrist, trying to alleviate the pressure on my
scalp.Thankfully, he allows me to do that since most of the time, when he drags me
by my hair,I’mrequired to crawl alongside him like a good, obedient wife.lclose my
eyes and will myself to get through this...just one more time.
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Ican hold on and survive now thatRubyknows about the bruises.She'llcome to my
rescue, just like she aways has.She'smy big sister and has aways looked out for
me.Evenwhenl’ mthe one responsible for landing myself in this mess.

Roberthasn’'t said a word since he grabbed me, but then he never does until he gets
me to hisplayroom.

He' saUnitedStatesSenatorand makes sure that none of his perversions become
common knowledge.Robertknows that he wouldn't survive the scanda
his...preferencesentail. Themansion we live in employees a large staff that are in and
out of various locations all day, so he had a special room made to indulgein his vices.

Muchto my dismay, if only one person in this godforsaken house was trustworthy and
not terrified of my husband,Imight have been able to escape without involving my
precious sister.

Theclicking sound of the latch on the hidden door at the back of our closet makes me
flinch.Whichin turn, causes the hand in my hair to tighten and twist, brutally pulling
and forcing my face up so he can see the expression written there.Mygaze drifts over
his face, wondering how something so handsome <can be <o
evil .HisclassicalRomanesquefeatures, dark brown eyes and dark hair dusted with
silver at the temples hid so much.

So.Very.Much.

“Isee that talking to your sister has revived some of your spirit.ldon’t know whether
to alow you to speak to her more, solcan have the pleasure of breaking you al over



again, or to forbid you from doing it anymore, as your disobedience vexes me
greatly.Havelnot given you everything a woman could ever want?Havelnot taken
years to painstakingly train you to be the perfect wife and toy?’Hisicy words rip into
me, cutting at the fraying edges of my mind.It' salways far worse for me when his
words are slow and measured versus his normal, loud outbursts of rage.

Hedrags me the rest of the way into the playroom and throws me against
theSt.Andrewscross positioned in the middle of the floor.Painexplodes in my
shoulder where my body hits the hard surface of the disgusting sex toy.Takingslow
measured breaths,Iforce myself to breathe through the pain, wishing it ... al of this
away.Nevertheless,Iknow it’'s only the beginning.

“Strip!”

Hisharsh words make me flinch, butldon’'t hesitate to begin removing my clothes,
closing my eyes asldo.

Oncenaked,Iraise my arms and spread my legs, assuming the positionl’ vetaken many,
many times before.

Ashe securely fastens the cuffs around my wrist and ankles,lallow my consciousness
to drift into that gray, in-between place.lt’ sthe only thing that has saved me from
completely losing my grip on redlity.

Thefirst strike of the cane against my shins comes as a shock.Thepain emanating
from the strike flows across my mind, attacking it and feeling like shards of glass
have been shoved into my skull.

“Youwill thank me for being a good husband and taking time out of my exceptionally
busy schedule to remind you of all the thingsido for you.Howlucky you are to have
such aloving man at your beck and call.”



Hesneers before backhanding me across the face so hard my head snaps to the
side.Thesensation of wetness trickling down my chin tells me that he’s busted one or
both of my lips again.It’ sa small wonder he's never knocked any of my teeth out.

Seconddater, he grabs my cheek roughly, running his fingers through the blood
dripping from the corner of my mouth. “Oh, my dear wife, howllove this look on
you.”Iclose my eyes as those words flow through my mind. ‘Godhelp me’ is alllcan
think when he rears back, slapping me again.Hislaughter is alllhear as dark spots
appear before my eye starts to swell shut.Hekeeps asking me something, but with the
ringing in my earslcan't hear him.Thisdisobedience just enrages him further
andlbecome nothing but a human punching bag.ButRobertis smart about my so-
called punishments.Hehas learned through trial and error just how hard to hit me
without doing permanent damage.Althoughhis last punch to my side has me moaning
aloud; arare soundinever allow myself to make whenlfeel something crack.

Tearsstreak down my face, blurring his handsome outline in front of
me.Cussing,lhear him pick up the discarded cane and brace myself for what's
next. Thecane whistles through the air, an ominous foretelling of the painl’ mabout to
feel.Thethrobbing in my shin is a pae echo of the suffering yet to
come.Raobertcontinues to rain strikes down upon my body, never striking the same
place twice, and after every impact of the cane, he stops just long enough to demand
the humility of my words.

“Thankyou, husband.”

ChapterTwo

ROWAN

Wednesdaydawnsandlcan barely move.lnfact, any movement, no matter how small,
sends shards of pain all over my entire body.



Iraise my head and look around.I’mstill in the playroom, butRobertdidn’'t leave me
tied to theSt.Andrewscross this time.Afterlpassed out from the pain, he must have
unbuckled the restraints and let me fal to the ground.It'sobvious he left me
wherellanded, sincel’mlying in a small pool of my own blood.Breathingis difficult,
but that has become the norm, aslfelt more than one rib crack while he was hitting me
in the torso.

Atleast...

Hedidn't leave me trapped on the platform.It’ shard to recall how many times he's
forced me to come-to while still strapped to that torture device.

Slowly,lease into a Sitting position, panting through the pain in short, sharp little
breaths, sincelliterally can't take a deegp oneFeardices into me
becausel knowRobertwon’t take me to the hospital because of my ribs.

Pausing,Iforce myself to cam down and assess the state of my body.Freakingout
won't fix anything and will only waste my time.lfthere’s anythingllearned from my
mother, it was that breaking down never solved anything.Withthe lifellead, iflhad a
weak mind,lwould’ ve been dead along time ago.

Methodically,Irun my fingertips along the sections of my ribs that sustained the most
damage while forcing myself to take small, even breaths.|’ vehad cracked ribs before,
solknow what that feels like, from the inside and out.Ifeel an inkling amount of relief
when my inhales don’t result in a dry, hacking cough, my heart racing, or cause me to
be overly short of breath.Mylungs have become weakened from years of asthma
attacks, as well as these regular beatings from my husband.

Dueto my asthma,Imust be exceptionally careful.Mylack of an immune system means
that!’ mat a higher risk of infection.



Bracingmyself,Iforce myself to stand, muffling the groans that result from my body
protesting any movement.ldesperately need a hot shower.Thecongealed blood on my
face is grotesque and the heat will alleviate some of the tightness in my body.lttakes
me far longer than it should to shuffle my way out of the playroom, through the
closet, across the bedroom, and into our opulent bathroom.

Foronce,|’ mgladl’ mstill nude.ldoubtl’ dhave the strength to get any clothes off in my
current state.lease into the stall and sit on the seat built into the wall.lfiddle with the
controls until the water is steaming hot and hitting me in all the right places.Thesole
boonRobertgranted me last night is that he didn’t rape me before, during, or after my
punishment.Alack of vaginal pain tells melwas spared that particular wifely chore.
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Asigh escapes me as the hot water begins to do its job.Thewater sluices down my
face, washing the dried blood away, turning the water a garish, dark pink asit runsin
little rivulets down my body.Thecolor clashes with the freckles that liberally dot my
entire body.

Idon’t dare linger, especialy sincelhave no clue ifRobertis still home.Showersex is
one of his favorite things because of the easy clean up.Grabbinga towel off the
counter,lrefuse to look in the vanity mirror aslwearily walk passed it to focus on the
task at hand.Igingerly begin to clean myself up, ignoring the dlight tug of the delicate
chain that connects my nipples, navel and hood piercings together.Somethingel se that
was forced on me byRobert.Itwas his way of reiterating that my body doesn’t belong
to me; it belongs to him, and it is his to do with as he chooses.

ThepunishmentRobertmeted out against me last night is one of the worst in a
while.Especiallysince he has aguestcoming over tomorrow, and more specificaly,
sincel’llbe the entertainment for the night...and if he wants, possibly the entire
weekend.It' salways hard to tell how longRobertwill allow his friends toplaywith
me.Thesick bastard gets off on letting his cronies rape me in front of him.

Alllcan think is that his temper got the best of him last night.Henormally refuses to
let anyone see me looking less than perfect. Thethought that he is willing to allow
othersto see mein this state is alarming to say the least.Becausethere’ s no way any of
the swelling in my face or body is going to dissipate it the next twenty-four hours, it
means things are changing, and that never ends well for me.

Lately,Roberthas been acting like he no longer cares to keep up his charade in front
of hislackies.Ifheis alowing them to see me like this, then he has far worse plansin



store for me.Possiblymore abhorrent than whatl’ veendured for the entirety of our
farce of amarriage.

There'sno wayl’mgoing to continue to exist like thisljust can't do it
anymore.Thesituationl’min now may be my own fault, asRobertis just one of the
many bad decisions in my life, but he is slowly, insidiously killing me.lthink he's
growing tired of me, and that could be good or bad.

Thevery thought makes my stomach cramp in disgust.

Heknew!’ dnever tellRubywhat was happening to me, especially sinceldid everything
in my power to keep her from his sphere of influence.Hehas tortured me for years
with the threat of tracking my sister down ... making me watch as he broke her in
front of me.Theonly thing that has stopped him is my continued obedience and the
fact that he hasn’t quite figured out how to pull off having a wife and a mistress,
while also keeping his flawless “family man” public persona yet.

Ifhe were seen with another woman, it would drastically affect his poll numbers
during elections, and the only thing he loves more than sexual torture, is power.

So,Ifinish my shower, dry myself off, and put on my softest, comfiest
pajamas.Thenlclimb into bed, praying that he is gone for the day and thatlcan get
some rest.

Reachingfor my cell phone that is on the bedside table,IrealizeRobertmust have
picked it up from where it landed after he grabbed me.lgather what little bit of
courageous spiritlhave left and do something that, if he finds out, will either make
him kill me or beat me within an inch of my life.ldownload a texting app and send a
message to the only person in thisworld that really, truly loves me.

Asteenagers, we had a safe word.Ifwe were on a date and a guy was making us feel



uncomfortable, all one of us had to do was call and say the word and the other would
come immediately, so thisis a message onlyRubywill understand.EvenifRobertis still
tracking my phone usage, he shouldn’t have been able to see this brand-new app or
this one short message thatl’ l1delete once it’s sent.Isend up a prayer thatRobertis not
monitoring my phone.

Themessage simply says.BoudreauxandThursday.

ChapterThree

ROWAN

It'sThursday,a day that has become synonymous with pain, degradation, and
betrayal.Imust saylhateThursday; it's the worst day of the week by far.Mostfolks
hateM ondays, but not me.Theyare a day of reprieve after my weekend, which begins
most of the time on a fuckingThursday.

Asllay here in bed, basking in the early morning sunshine streaming in through the
bedroom window, it feels like a lifetime has passed sinceltalked
toRubyonTuesday.Aftermy punishment,Robertroughly woke me up as he dlid into
bed that night, telling me that he would alow me to stay in bed all day the next
day,Wednesday, to “recover and think about whatlhad done toearnmy punishment.”

Howkind ...Not!

Thankfully,Robertwas far too busy today with his political duties to watch over me,
and the help isn’'t permitted in our bedroom while he's out of the house.Thathas
certainly worked to my advantage, sincellook and feel like death warmed over.Notto
mention this quiet time has allowed me to once again try to find a way to escape this
hell without endangering my sister further.



Duringthe early years of our marriage,Roberthad duplicated my phone on various
devices that only he had access to; specificaly, his smartphone, tablet, and
laptop.Forwhatever reason, roughly eight months ago, he removed that other tracking
software, only monitoring my phone calls now.

Ifhe was still tracking my phone on any other level, he would have already
confronted me about the textl sent toRubyyesterday.Sincelhaven’t seen or heard from
him sinceTuesdaynight, it's safe to say that he's unaware of
whatl’ vedone. Thankfully, his side of the bed was cold and empty whenlfinally got
out of bed yesterday morning, and again this morning.Although,ldid hear him in the
hallway earlier instructing the staff to leave me alone, only to be interrupted by the
ringing of his cell phone.

Ashe was walking away,lheard him say that he will be out of the house for an hour,
maybe two, this evening and that they could do as they wished with me.Theonly
person he would grant that kind of carte blanche power to is his best
friend,Mark.Thismeans he'll be gone for part of the festivities, andMarkis not nearly
as intelligent asRobert.Iclose my eyes as his words sink in; the one momentl’ vebeen
praying for is finally in front of me.Justwhenlknowlcan’t take it anymore, this path is
laid before me.lknow this will be my one and only chance to escape.lfifail and get
caught,Robertwill surely find away to dispose of me secretly.

Maybethere is a higher power, andl’ mfinally getting a bit of good luck after al the
years of shit.Robertalienated me from everyonelloved years ago.Anyfriendslhad
before our marriage are nothing more than a fond memory now.Robert, at that time,
gently told me that they were not quite up to his level in society, andlneeded to start
cultivating new friends with the wives of his business associates.

Thatendeavor did not go well, much toRobert’ saggravation.Noneof Robert’ sclosest
friends were married and the more respectable congressional representatives wouldn’t
allow their womenfolk to associate with me.Theyknew something was amiss



withRobert, they just didn’t know what, so they took extreme measures to ensure that
their women were never left alone with myself orRobert.

It'sstill early enough in the day thatlwon’'t seeRobert, or anyone else for that matter,
for severd hours.Traineddog thatl’ vebecome,| knowRobert’ sschedule
forhisThursdays.Ishould be left aone until midafternoon or early evening.ltjust
depends on when the festivities are to start, somethingl’ mnever allowed to have any
input in.

Whatit did though, was make it easier for me to make preparations for tonight.Iknow
my sister is coming to get me, as evidenced by her dot on the map getting closer to
me as the day progresses. Thisbeing the case,ldon’t have any time to lose.Imust get
everything in place well before she gets here and beforel’ msummoned.

Throwingthe covers back,lcarefully ease my battered body out of bed, testing my
mobility asldo.Excludingmy ribs, eyes and lips, the rest of meisin fairly good shape,
even iflam covered in bruises in various states of healing.However, the slight wheeze
at the end of my breaths is moderately concerning.Myregulatory medicine isn't
relaxing my bronchial tissue like it’s supposed to.Thisbreathl essness, while annoying,
iIsmy normal asthmatic response when my body has suffered too much.

Imake myself go through the motions today as if it were a regularThursday.lcan’'t
afford for anyone to guess whatlhave planned, not iflwant to
succeed.Especialysincelnever know who is onRobert’ spayroll and who truly feels
sorry for me, as al the workers aways look the other way whenlapproach
them.Withthat in mind,|select a dress thatRobertwill find appropriate for me to wear
this evening.That’ sto say, onlyheand his filthy companions are the ones who would
find dresses like this to be appropriate outside of the bedroom.

Thatchore  donelmove on to the smal collection of comfy
clothesl’ mpermitted.Justaslam rummaging through the drawers, a small, soft, black



bag with white writing on it catches my eye.It' sthe little cloth bags that you get at
large events, for grab bags and such.lremember keeping this because it’s one of the
few happy memoriesl’ vehad over the last few years.Arare occasion thatRobertlet me
out of the house to go do somethinglenjoyed, andlhad taken full advantage of his
good humor.Theliterary event had been a bit of a drive down toTennessee, and the
trafficawful but it was one of the most wonderful experiences.

So.
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Ifeel it’ stotally appropriate that this little bag, representing a rare happy moment, will
be the onel chose to hide the clothing needed to make my escape.ltwill work perfectly
for whatlhave in mind.Snaggingmy favorite baggy hoodie, a pair of leggings, a sports
bra, undies and a par of socksltake a second to think about
whatl’ mmissing.Ohhh...I"llneed shoes as well.Lookingamongst the vast array of
designer heels,Ispot one pair of Coachballet flats.Grabbingthem,lroll them up inside
the bundle of clothingl’ vegathered and walk back into the bathroom.

Finishedwith that,lpeek around the edge of the closet doorway into the
bedroom.Thisnext part is even more important than a set of getaway
clothes.Rubyandlare going to need cash and things to sell in order to get
away.Whenl see the coast is clear,Icrawl to the back of the closet.Ipeel the carpet up
in the furthest corner away from whereRobertwalks in every day to choose his suit
and shoes.I’dfound the loose carpet by accident one time whenRobertlocked me in
here for a couple of days.

Underthe carpet,I’ dfound a small hole.Somethingthat may have been cut for a water
or gas line at one point in time before the house was remodel ed.Overtime,lworked to
make the hole large enough to fit a small duffle bag.l’vemanaged to stea roughly
seventy-five thousand dollars right out from under his nose.Thesafe on his side of the
closet doesn’'t have a camera pointed at it and he's so arrogant he never thought that
someone would dare to steal from him.

Reachingdown into the dark hole, it takes me a second to find the soft material of the
duffel bag.Asigh of relief escapes me the second my fingers graze the
bag.Carefully,lpull it out and replace the carpet, ensuring it looks exactly the same as
it always has.Easingthe zipper open,|peer down, making sure the money and my extra



medicineis exactly aslleft it.Risingslowly to my feet,Ireach out with one hand against
thewall, bracing myself as awave of dizziness hits me.

Bothbags in hand,lexit the closet, making my way over to the vanity, and the copious
amounts of jewelry to be found there.Pickingthrough the array of expensive
items,|choose midrange pieces that are not unique enough to stand out at a pawnshop
but are worth enough that it’' |l make us money.

Taskcompl eted, | creep to the bathroom.

lgive my reflection a brief glance in the mirror aslwalk through.Mymultihued blue,
green, and gold eyes reflect my suffering. Theywere what had caught his attention and
the first thing he complimented me on when he made his approach.Releasingmy gaze
from the mirror,lpace over to the toilet stall.

Thetoilet is in its own little room, complete with a door.Easinginto the small
space,lquietly close the door and click the lock in place.Myheart is beating so hard
and fastl’mafraid it's going to beat right out of my chest asltake the tank lid off the
toilet and position the little blue bag where the straps are down in the tank
reservoir.Usingone hand,lhold the bag in place while carefully putting the lid back on
with the other.

Aftersecuring my getaway clothes,Itake the bag of money, extra medicine, and
jewelry and shove it into the decorative toilet paper holder.lalways thought the little
cabinet was a gaudy thing.Fartoo large and ostentatious, but it's enabling me to hide
the moneylneed to escape, solcan’t bring myself to hate it anymore.

Iclose the little door and make sure the latch on the toilet paper holder is secure
before standing.Theroll that’s on the holder attached to the wall is full, so there’s no
reason for anyone to go into the small cabinet and consequently find my
bag.Forcingmyself to keep up appearances and just in case,Iflush the toilet, pausing



to make sure it’s going to refill, beforel exit the bathroom.

Glancingdown at my phone, the “Findmy location” is already up on the screen and
it's easy to see thatRubyis on her way.Atthe rate she’s driving right now, she should
be here mid-evening.

“Onemore time,Rowan.Youcan do this one more time.Rubyis coming to get
you.Justget past tonight, once more, and you won't ever have to suffer a man’'s
attentions ever again.”

ChapterFour

ROWAN

Laterthat day.Earlyevening.

Thesmilelhave fixed on my face is as fake as they come.Nothinglike knowing the
living hell you're willingly walking into but tonight is different.Theend is in
sight.Aquiet, heavy sigh escapes me.

But.

Onemust keep up appearances.Orthat’ s whatRoberthas drilled into my skull over the
years.|’ venever become accustomed to the type of clothingl’ mexpected to wear to
functions such asthis.

Theblack gown is made of a sheer fabric, to the point it's completely see
through.Although, this is one of the few pieceslown that actually has fabric.Thereare
cutouts around both of my breasts, fully showcasing the hooped nipple piercings and
delicate silver chain that trails down to the piercing at my navel.Thatpart is “covered”
with material that is meant to tease a man’s eyes as to what that chain might be



connected to.Notthat these pricks don’t already know where that is.

Thehem is so short it barely extends past the curve of my ass cheeks, ensuring easy
access to their wandering handslcan't imaginellook all that appealing
tonight.Notwith two black eyes, a dlightly crooked nose and two busted up
lips.Theseare in addition to the multitude of bruises that were already scattered across
my skin.

Smoothly,lopen the door, instantly noticingRobertandMarkseated in two of the larger
chairs in the center of the room, two empty glasses sitting on the ornate coffee table
in front of them.Robert’ sslight nod to the empty glasses is my cue.Mark, as usudl, is
the first to arrive.Henever misses an opportunity to fuck his best friend’ s wife.lloathe
him just as much asRobert, his smirk aslapproach them to retrieve their glasses makes
my skin crawl.

Itis truly unfortunate that he is just as good looking asRobert, but with green eyes and
blonde hair.Sucha beautiful exterior hides a truly hideous interior of these predators,
men that can only get it up while injuring another.l’ vehad enough of handsome men
using me as nothing more than a fuck toy.

RobertandMarkare having a discussion about the next presidential election and who
they are going to support as a candidate whilelmake their drinks.Inthis room, the
private den/parlor,lam whateverRoberttells me to be.Regardlessof whetherlwant to be
or not.Suchan opulent room for the type of activities that often occur here.Redand
gold brocade walls with cream door jambs complement the rich red patterned carpet
and dark masculine wooden furniture.ltscreams sin, unfortunately for me, that's
appropriate.Agolden chandelier hangs from the center of the room, casting shadows
in the corners where strategically placed pieces of furniture reside.

Clenchingthe crystal glassesin my hands,Istride over to the full bar built into the wall
across the room.Theywould pick the chairs on the opposite side of the room, just to



make me walk back and forth with my tits and ass hanging out but compared to the
other atrocities!’vesuffered in this room, it's a minor inconvenience.Aslopen the
decanter, the stench of scotch makes me wrinkle my nose.ldespiseScotch. Thescent,
the taste, even the appearance of it in a glass.Allthe schmucks that come here only
ever drinkScotchwhen they're in this room, as if the high dollar liquor somehow
elevates what they do to me.

ldon't dare dawdle.lfRobertthinksl’ mdeliberately delaying any of thefestivitieshe
won't hesitate to make my sessions with the others last twice as long.Pouringtwo
glasses takes less time thanlwant it to.Gently, yet resolutely,lset both glasses on the
sterling silver serving tray, turn gracefully on my four-inch stilettoL ouboutinheels,
and saunter back over to whereRobertandM arkare sitting.

PerRobert’ sinstructions, hisguestsare to always be served first, so with this in
mindlapproachMarkfirst.Aslreach them,lbend at the waist, offeringMarkhis drink
while flashing my bare pussy atRobert, and then repeat the motion aslgiveRoberthis
drink.ljolt as a harsh crack lands against the exposed curve of my ass, the heat from
the strike blooming across my fair skin.

“Y ourwife has the most beautiful, freckled skin.ltalways blooms so prettily for me.”

Hisleering comment makes me cringe internally.l’mnothing but a piece of meat
toMark.

“Yes, sheisarather lovely creature, is she not?’Hidifeless brown eyes bore into me,
ensuring that my facial expression hasn’t changed from what he expects.|maneuver
myself to stand at his side, waiting for my next instruction.Ifmy smile dips orlact
anything less than grateful, and elated to be here, he will call more than the regular
two or threeguestsand make me service every single one of them.Wellversed in this
game, my smile doesn’t falter.lhave a goal, andlam going to achieve my goa or,
literally die trying.



|checked my phone just beforelleft the bedroom andRuby’ slocation showed that she
was only about an hour away.Thatwas a little less than half an hour ago.ljust have to
make it untilRobertleaves for the evening, and thenlcan giveMarkthe slip.Ino sooner
have that thought thanRobert’ sphone dings with an incoming text message.Hepauses
for a moment, reads the screen, and then looks over atMark. “Ineed to go to my
office.Therels something there that needs my attention.”



Page 5

Source Creation Date: July 11, 2025, 2:31 am

Myeyelid twitches asMarksnickers.
Ah.

So,Robertis having an affair.Nowonderlhaven't had to suffer his attentions in that
particular manner recently.Robertisn't old per se, but he is in his late
fifties.Hisstamina isn't what it once used to beWhichis completely fine with
me.Morethan fine if the truth must be told.Irefocus on the conversation going on
around me asRobertandM arkboth stand and shake hands.

“Ishouldn't be more than an hour, possibly two,Mark.Feelfree to enjoy
yourself.Rowanwill satisfy your every need.Won’ tyou,Rowan?’

Theimplied threat in hiswords is blatant.

“Yes, husband.Itwill be asyou say.”

Mymeekly uttered words must pacify him, andlwatch asRobertconfidently strides out
the door, slamming it shut behind him.Thecrash of the door makes me flinch, which
causesMarkto snicker.lbrace myself asMarkturns his full attention to me.

“Hello, pet.Let’ shave some fun, shall we?’

ChapterFive

ROWAN



Think,Rowan. THINK!

WhatdoltelIMarkthat will be convincing enough to let me out of the room?

Rubyis here;lcan feel it.Growingup together, and only having one another to rely on
created a deeper connection than most siblings.That'showlknow she's here,
andl’ mout of time.

JustasMarkreaches for me, inspiration strikes.Pervertthat he isMarkwill use every
orifice. on my body.However, he's extremely particular about how a
womanpreparesherself for his attentions.Onestray pubic hair, bad breath, or a less
than scrupulously clean anal cavity and he gags.Y oumight even say that he has an
overactive gag reflex.Hisweak stomach might be my only opportunity to escape this
hell.Gatheringwhat little couragelhave left,Ispeak out of turn, stopping him in his
tracks.

“Mark, before we begin,ldo have to warn you.lwasn't able to attend to all the
housekeepingchoresyou prefer.lwasn’t informed you would be one of this evening's
guests.Ifyou wish to take me ... everywhere,Ineed to go to the bathroom and clean

up.”

Thedisgust that comes over his face at my words makes a warm sort of excitement
rise in my chest.He' sgoing to buy it!' Theythinkl’mso broken thatlwill acquiesce to
whatever they want.Nomatter how vile and depraved.

“Ugghh!Whata disgusting little bitch.Y ouknow better than to skip any of the required
tasksRobertassigns you before hislittle get togethers.Y ou’ relucky it's me here instead
of him.Thesight of blood does nothing for me, solwon't punish you the
wayRobertwill when he learns of this.Well, don’t just stand there staring at me like a
simpleton.Hurrythe fuck up and get the rest of your personal grooming done and
come right back here.Youhave fifteen minutes beforelcome looking for you,



andlassure you, you don’t want that.”

Hiswords end in a threatening hiss, andidon’t delay in nodding my understanding
aslskitter past him to make my escape out the door.Ihave to force myself to move
normally afterlleave the den of horrors.Roberthas cameras everywhere in this part of
the house, solcan’'t make a mistake now.Heenjoys watching anything and everyone in
what he sees as his dominion.Walkingunhurriedly,Imake it to our personal wing and
enter the bedroom.

Afterlpass the threshold of the doorway,lbecome a flurry of motion.Idon’t have to
worry aboutRobertseeing me in here.Hewould never chance hispreferencesbeing on a
hard drive somewhere that some unknown enemy could hack.Aquick glance at the
clock on the bedside table shows six o’ clock.ltcouldn’t have taken me longer than a
minute or two to get here, solhave a small window of time left.Dartinginto the
bathroom,lhead towards the little room the toilet is in.Shuttingthe door behind
me,Iflick the lock into place and, as silently as possible, retrieve the blue bag from
behind the toilet.

Inatiny fit of rebellion,Irip the disgusting excuse of a dress from my body and fling it
on the floor.lwould rather dielwill never wear something like this ever
again.Rapidly,Isnatch the clothing from the blue bag and pull it over my emaciated
body, ignoring the delicate chains that connect my piercings asldo so.Thereisn’t
anythinglcan do about them right now.Thechains are small and fine, but they’re still
chains. Thefact that they’re connected with atiny, bejeweled lock is just the icing on
the cake.

Oncedressed,Islide my feet into the flatsl’vepacked. They’renot much, but they’'re
better than nothing.Reachingdown,lopen the ugly little toilet paper cabinet and grab
the black bag out.Myeyes fall on the blue baglhid my clothesin.Ican’t leave that there
for anyone to find, solrall it up, unzip the pocket on the black duffle bag and shove it
inside.lturn around and lean against the door, pressing my ear to it, straining to hear



iIfMarkfollowed me.lIfhe’' s outside this door waiting for me ...1"mgoing to die.

Anxietyfills me aslclick the lock and slowly ease the door open.Onlyto find the
bathroom completely empty.Aheavy sigh of relief escapes me.

|conquered my second hurdle of the evening.

Asstealthily as possiblelcreep out of the bathroom and to the bedroom
window.I’ venever been more thankful thatldon’t live in a multi-storey house thanlam
right now.L oopingthe handles of the black bag over my shoulder,lslide the latch open
on the window furthest from the bedroom door, praying to whatever god is listening
that it won't make any noise.

I’ venever dared to open a window, solhave no idea if the tracks have been oiled or
not.It’ ssomethingRobertwould do to make sure any window in this bedroom was
easily heard if it were opened without his knowledge.ldon't breathe aslwrap my
fingers under the bottom of the window frame and push up.Tomy relief, it doesn’'t
make a sound.

Raisingone leg,lstick it through the opening, making sureldon’t knock my head or
elbows on the frame aslbend my torso.lsuppress a wince as my body protests this
particular movement.

Oncel’moutside,Ireach up and pull the window closed, forcing myself to move
slowly and methodically.lcan’'t afford to lose my shit right now, no matter how
badlylwant to.Notwhenl’ mthis close to my freedom.

Glancingdown a my phone,Ilpress my thumb on the home button to open the
screen. Thedot showsRuby’ slocation just a short distance from the front gate, and the
time is 6:08pm.



Perfect.

Thisis going to work.Ithas to!Maybethere is aGodafter all because she's parked right
in the area where there’s a dight break in the wall.It'sa miracle none of the guards
have ever found it, and the only reasonlknow about it is becausel’mallowed to
wander around the grounds on days thatRobert’ sin a good mood.Myonly solace these
last couple of years has been whatl’ vemanaged to find in nature. Treesand ornamental
bushes flank the exterior fence along its entire length.It’ smeant to look fancy, and it
does, but it’s also designed as away to make it hard to sneak onto the property.
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Luckilyfor me,ldon’t want to sneak in;lwant to get the fuck out of here.

Thedownside is, there is a massive open space where the side of the house meets the
edge of the manicured yard that extends all the way to the boundary of the greenery
running parallel to the exterior fence,lhave to make it across the yard without being
seen to get to the fence.Fortunately, the sun is going down and my clothes are all
dark.

Peeringaround, my eyes strain trying to ensurel’malone.Roberthas guards
everywhere.Flippingmy hood up to cover my bright hair and pale skin,Imake
surel’mas unnoticeable as possible.lknow there are several guards, butl’mnot sure
what type of rotationRoberthas them on.Takinga deep breath,Imove as fast aslcan
across the lawn, a constant silent prayer, a litany in my head.l’ mterrified that any
second!’ [lhear someone shout and my escape will be foiled.

But.
Thatnever comes.

Reachingthe edge of the trees,Icheck the time on my phone.Onlytwo minutes have
passed sincelfirst checked it, solhave roughly five more minutes beforeMarkgets
suspicious and comes looking for me.Movingdeeper into the trees,llook for the
maintenance gate.Nightis falling, and it’s getting difficult to see, soluse the flashlight
on my phone but turn it down to the lowest setting.

Afew seconds later, the dim rays of my cell phone shine on something metal to my
left, andimove that way.



I’ vefound the gate.

ChapterSix

ROWAN

Easingthrough the gate,Ifind myself amongst some large bushes.Ruby’ soldCivicis
literally right in front of me.lstart to step out of the shadowed edge of the shrubbery
until the sound of the front gate opening halts me in my tracks.

Who' sleaving?

Ismirk whenRobert’ stown car drives by as a tiny amount of triumph fills me.Hewas
still in the house whenlsnuck out!

Victoryis quickly followed by terror.

Robertwas still in the house whenl snuck out!

Mystomach starts churning aslthink about how closelcame to death.Ifhe had caught
me ...IfMarkhad decided to go findRobert...

Iglance down at my phone.lt's6:14 and my time is aimost up.Peekingaround the
corner of the bushl’mhiding in,Isee the taillights of his car turn the corner and
disappear from sight.

Steppingout of the shadows,lquickly walk over toRuby’ spassenger side door and just
asl’ mreaching for the handle, the door opens.Iquickly sit down in the seat and pull the
door closed behind me.Myfingers haven't even reached for my seatbelt when it takes
off.

“DrivenormallyRuby.Noneof them know!’ vesnuck out



yet.ItoldRobert’ sbuddyMarkthatIneeded to use the bathroom.Hewill be looking for
me whenldon’t return in a few minutes.Especiallysincel’ mthe unpaid entertainment
for the evening. ThemomentRobertfinds out they can’'t find me, he'll rush back home,
setting his dogs free to find us.”

Eye’ ssoft with concern glance over at me andlcan see she's trying to peek around the
hoodlhave pulled over my face.

“Howdid you knowlwas out here?’

“Afterlsent you that text yesterday,lstarted tracking you; preparing the bestlcould to
get the hell out of there.Robertseldom leaves me aone with his friends.Heenjoys
watching too much, butlheard him tellMarkyesterday that he was going to have to
leave for an hour or two and that he was free to play with me all he wanted.Istashed
these clothes in the back of the commode and hid this bag in the toilet paper holder
next to it.Iknewlwould only have a brief window to get out of there.lfyou hadn’t
gotten here when you did,Iwas just going to keep walking until you got closer.Allday
long,I’ vebeen watching your location on my phone.lnever should have waited this
long, butlwas scared to involve you.”

“Whataren't you telling me,Rowan?’

Thesharp bark of her words makes me flinch abit.

“Alot, but it's not somethinglcan talk to you about yet.Ineed to work through this on
my own.Imade a mess out of my life, andl’vedragged you into an impossible
situation.Onethat could quite possibly get both of us buried in a shallow grave,
butlknewlwas only a few more punches away from a nervous breakdown.Thesafe
placelhad created in my mind to escape the things he was doing and allowing to
happen to me, was no longer enough.Ifelt my grip on reality slipping, andlknew you
were my only escape.



Weneed to ditch this car as soon as possible.Y ouwon't be the first person he looks at,
but it won't take long to connect the dots.”

Ireach over and pick upRuby’ sphone, before asking, “Isthere anything on here you
can’t live without, passwords, bank info?”’

“Nope, wrote it all down whenltook a pee break earlier andiwithdrew all the money
out of my bank yesterday before work.”

Noddingmy understanding at her snappy reply,lroll my window down and toss both
phones out of the car at the same time, and roll the window back up.lhesitate for a
second before reaching up and pushing the hood off my head.Atthe sight of my
face,lhearRubygasp.Isee her open her mouth to start in on me butlcan’t handle an
inquisition.Notright now maybe not ever.lraise my hand in a ‘stop’ gesture before

saying,

“Notright now,Ruby.lpromiselwill tell you in time, but not now.Ineed you to be my
big sister and get us the hell out of here.”



