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The screen door bangs shut behind her and Sarah is already down the porch steps, bare feet hitting warm dirt, when Rich's voice carries from inside. "Ten seconds."

She doesn't look back. The tree line is maybe forty yards from the cabin and the grass is thick and uncut, whipping against her shins as she runs. His family's property stretches back into woods she barely knows, trails she's walked exactly once in daylight with a beer in her hand, and now the sun is sitting fat and orange on the ridge and she has no plan except go.

This started the way everything starts with them. A look. Then a comment. Then his hand on her thigh while she was trying to read, his thumb drawing circles on the inside of her knee, and when she'd squirmed away and said stop it, he hadn't stopped it. He'd leaned in and said it against her ear like it was nothing, like it was the weather forecast.

“If I catch you, I get to do whatever I want to you tonight.”

Sarah had her bare feet up on the railing, paint-chipped toenails, those running shorts she wears that are technically too short for public and exactly right for everything else. She's been restless all day. Needing something, not sure what.

She’d tipped her bottle toward him. "Dangerous."  Something lit up behind her eyes. Not surprise. Interest. The kind that makes the back of his neck warm.

She'd laughed. Nervous, sharp, too loud. "Catch me," she repeated.  And he'd just watched her with that patience he has, the kind that makes her feel like she's standing in front of a window with the lights on behind her.

"Whatever I want," he repeated. "You get a head start. Thirty seconds. I tag you, it's my night. Full creative control."

Sarah had taken a slow pull from her beer, set it on the arm of the Adirondack chair, and stood. She's 5'7" and most of it is legs. She played soccer through college. Not intramurals, real division play. He knows this. He's somehow not factoring it in.

"And if you don't catch me?"

"I will."

“But if you don't?”

“Role reversal. You get to do whatever you want to me. But I will catch you. Your ass is mine”.

So here she is. Running. In cutoff shorts and a tank top with no bra because they've been out here two days and she stopped bothering, and now that fact feels very relevant as branches start closing in around her and she hits the tree line.

This is insane.

She ducks under a low pine branch, needles scraping her shoulder. The trail forks almost immediately and she goes left on instinct, deeper into shade. The ground is softer here, damp from the creek that runs through the back of the property, and her feet sink into cool mulch and she can hear herself breathing already, hard and fast, and it's not just from the running.

She's wet. Has been since he said it. Since before he said it, if she's honest, since his hand on her thigh and the way his fingers pressed into the soft skin like he was testing whether she'd let him. She always lets him. That's the thing about Rich. He asks in a way that doesn't sound like asking, and she says yes in ways that don't sound like yes, and they both pretend there's suspense.

Behind her, distant but not distant enough: footsteps. Steady, unhurried.

He's not running.

Fuck.

She picks up her pace. The trail narrows and rises slightly, and she has to grab a sapling to pull herself up a muddy slope, fingers slipping on bark. Her feet are filthy. There's a scratch on her forearm from a branch she didn't see. The light is going amber and golden through the canopy and the whole forest smells like pine resin and wet earth and she is so aware of her own body right now: her heartbeat in her throat, her nipples hard against thin cotton, the wet slippery heat between her legs.

She finds a spot where a fallen oak has created a gap, a kind of hollow behind its root system, and she ducks into it. Pulls her knees up. Tries to quiet her breathing.

Listens.

Birdsong. The creek somewhere to her right. Wind moving through high branches.

Then nothing.

Then everything.

"You went left," Rich says, and his voice is close. Not behind her. To her right. Between her and the creek. "I knew you'd go left."

Sarah holds her breath. Through a gap in the roots she can see a sliver of the trail, and then his legs cross it. Jeans, boots. He moves like someone who grew up in these woods, which he did. She grew up in a subdivision in Raleigh. She doesn't know why she thought she had a chance.

Because you didn't want a chance, says the part of her brain she's been ignoring. Because you wanted to be caught.

His footsteps stop. "I can hear you breathing, Sar."

She bolts.

It's pure reflex, animal, stupid. She scrambles over the root ball and hits the ground on the other side running, and she makes it maybe fifteen feet before his arm hooks around her waist and the world tilts and she's off her feet, pulled back into his chest with enough force that she gasps.

He's not even breathing hard.

"Got you."

She squirms, tries to twist away, and his grip tightens. His other hand comes up and grabs her jaw, not hard enough to hurt, just hard enough to hold. To possess. He turns her face toward his and she can feel his mouth against her temple, the heat of his breath.

"I said I got you."

She stops fighting. It happens all at once, like a wire being cut, and she just goes still in his arms. Her pulse is hammering and she can feel his against her back, calm and steady, and the difference between them makes her lightheaded.

"Say it," he says.

"You caught me."

"And?"

She swallows. His hand is still on her jaw. His thumb shifts and presses against her lower lip.

"And you get to do whatever you want."

He doesn't respond right away. Just holds her there, in the middle of the woods with the last daylight turning everything gold, and she feels the exact moment his breathing changes. Feels his cock thicken against the small of her back.

"Walk," he says. He lets go of her jaw but keeps his arm around her waist, steering her back toward the trail. "Back to the cabin."

"Rich..."

"Walk."

She walks. He's right behind her, one hand on her hip, thumb inside her waistband, guiding her over roots and rocks. Her feet are caked in mud and she's got pine needles in her hair and her heart hasn't slowed down even a little. The cabin appears through the trees, porch light on, screen door still hanging open the way she left it.

He follows her up the steps and inside, and the door slams shut behind him, and before she can turn around his hand is in her hair.

Not pulling. Gathering. He wraps it around his fist slowly, deliberately, and she feels the tension build at her scalp as he takes up the slack. Then he pulls. Her head tips back, throat bared, and she hears herself make a sound she wasn't planning on, a yelp.

"On your knees."

She drops. The floor is rough pine planking and it bites into her kneecaps and she doesn't care. He steps around in front of her, still holding her hair, and she's looking up at him and his face is something she hasn't quite seen before. Focused isn't the right word. Settled. Like he's been thinking about this part all day, maybe all week, and now that it's here he's in no rush. Like he plans to savour things.

His free hand goes to his belt. She watches him undo it, pull it through the loops, fold it once and set it on the arm of the chair beside them. The sound of his zipper is loud in the quiet cabin.

"Open your mouth."

She opens. He pulls his cock out and it's hard, flushed, already slick at the tip, and he traces her bottom lip with the head. Slow. Watching. She tastes salt and tries to lean forward and his grip in her hair holds her exactly where she is.

"I didn't say that yet. You're mine all evening, remember. We have time."

God.

He paints her lips with it, the wetness catching the warm light, and she keeps her mouth open and waits. Her hands are on her thighs and she's pressing them together because the ache between her legs is getting genuinely difficult to think through.

"Now."

She takes him in. Deep, the way he likes it, and his breath catches above
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