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PROLOGUE
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Fallen Angel

MY EYELIDS OPEN WITH difficulty, the brightness of the day forcing me to squint. I push myself up on my elbows to see better, and without delay my vision reveals a blurred, confusing place. My head aches, a strange, warm, wet sensation trickles down my temple. I bring one of my trembling hands to my head, touch the spot that hurts, and feel something sticky.

Is it blood?

Where am I?

I look toward my feet and my leg is bare—no, in fact, I am completely naked.

I shift my gaze forward, anxious, and to my complete horror, there are men watching me.

Oh no. What happened?

I try to cover myself with my arms so the men can’t see me, but it’s impossible. Many eyes are on me, frightened. Some with a disgusting leer, others still unsure of what’s happening.

I need to get out of here right now.

I get up slowly and try to take my first step, but I struggle because my joints won’t obey me. My head hurts and my body is heavy, so it isn’t long before I feel pain in my knees as I fall, my legs giving out. The pain is sharp, a scream trapped in my throat fights to get out, but all I can manage is a hoarse moan. I can’t give up. I try to get up once more, but I lose my balance on my knees, crashing onto the hard ground again.

All I can feel is pain, fear, and confusion.

I hear footsteps, many boots stomping hard, coming toward me. I hear murmurs of rough voices. It’s terrifying me.

I stare at the clear sky, trying to decipher what happened, straining to cover myself with my arms. Suddenly, I feel a blanket over me. I don’t know where it came from, but looking around, all I see are curious stares.

Damn it, my head is still pounding.
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General Jeff Mills

WHAT THE HELL IS GOING on? Where did she come from?

There’s nothing out here but open sky and thick brush. The military base is vast and fully equipped, but the surrounding area is desolate. A place with no trails or signs of civilization for miles. It’s monitored one hundred percent of the time by cameras, armed soldiers in their guard posts, and rotating patrols.

The silence is absolute; we hear nothing. No plane or helicopter passing overhead, no sign of a balloon or parachute. So where the hell did she come from?

Completely naked, collapsed on the ground with blood covering part of her head, staining her long brown hair.

I look around at the firing squad platoon and see confusion taking hold. The commotion spreads like fire among the soldiers. Some men are running toward the fallen victim, many look bewildered, and others stare as if they’d devour her alive right here in front of everyone.

What the fuck is this?

I have no patience for this shit. It’s like there’s no off-season for military bullshit.

Without thinking, I take off my uniform jacket and stride firmly toward her. I push through the soldiers, and as I approach from behind the small, crumpled figure, I see her head turning from side to side. The girl is frightened like a hunted rabbit, cornered, ready to bolt. Without further delay, I crouch down, extending my coat to cover her body completely, and fuck, even in the cold, it’s no sacrifice for me.

There’s blood on her forehead. I don’t know if she’s badly hurt, but I saw the exact moment she fell trying to get up, which can’t have helped, given how dazed she seems.

It isn’t long before the girl passes out.

A few soldiers move in for a closer look, and it irritates me. I don’t want them seeing anything here, but to prevent that, I need to get her out of this place. So I quickly gather the girl’s limp body into my arms and walk briskly toward the barracks.

The first place I’ll take her is the infirmary, so Doctor Duck can take a look.

Walking with her light body in my arms, I hear footsteps echoing behind me. Soldiers who were guarding the area, I confirm with a glance back.

Seeing the curious men on my heels, I instinctively look down at the fading form in my arms, my uniform covering her nakedness.

“Return to your posts!”

“But sir, what if she’s an infiltrator they dropped here?” says one of the soldiers.

“It’s a fine distraction, but just one for all of us?” another soldier chimes in.

What the fuck is this? A pack of animals in heat?

“I hope I don’t have to blink again and still see all of you here,” I growl.

Without hesitation, the soldiers snap to attention, remembering who they’re talking to. I don’t waste my time dismissing them; I just turn and continue my path to the barracks, heading straight for the infirmary. No time to lose. She’s injured.

As soon as I arrive, I enter the room without knocking and lay the woman on the gurney with all the care I can muster—but not quickly enough to keep my uniform from sliding off her body in the process. So Doctor Duck sees her exposed.

“Man, what is this?” he says, alarmed.

Fuck, how do I explain that she appeared out of thin air?

“She was collapsed on the ground during our morning training drill in the firing range area,” I say while rearranging the coat over the unconscious girl’s body.

“WITH NO CLOTHES ON?” he shouts, still alarmed.

“I don’t know what happened yet, but I’m going to check what my men saw.”

“Man, how did this happen?”

“Examine her!” I order.

That’s enough. Even the doctors here are trained for this: obedience.

As soon as I step back from her, Duck covers her with a disposable blanket. It’s a relief to know there’s at least one decent person in this place. I don’t need another pair of eyes on this distraction with the dark brown hair and honey-colored eyes I glimpsed from a distance.

I stay in the corner of the room the whole time, so as not to get in the way, but I don’t let a single detail escape my watchful eyes.

“She took quite a blow to the head. I’ll need to stitch her up and get her in for a scan.”

“Do whatever needs to be done.”

“Man, are you okay?”

“Yes, Duck.”

“Then why do you look so pissed off?”

“Do whatever needs to be done.”
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Fallen Angel

MY EYES OPEN, HEAVY. My throat is dry, my head is throbbing. Damn, what happened?

I look around and confirm I’m in a white, empty room. An annoying beep from a monitor is right next to my head, my arm is immobilized with an IV line, and... Oh no, no, no, I hate needles, damn it.

I need to get this out of me and get out of here, but go where?

I don’t know. I can figure that out later. First, I need to focus on escaping.

I hear footsteps approaching, firm. I know it’s just one person. Should I pretend to be unconscious?

No. I want to know where I am, and I need them to take this needle out of my arm, because something’s stopping me from pulling it out myself.

“Hello, fallen angel from heaven,” says a large, pale, red-haired man with a trimmed beard as he enters the room.

“What happened? Who are you? Where am I? Tell me now.” The questions tumble out of me, rough and raw.

“Easy, angel. I’ll answer you calmly. No need to be so prickly.”

“Don’t call me that. Who are you?”

“My name is Duck. I’m the doctor in charge of this area.” His eyes are fixed on me with intense focus. “Do you remember anything?”

“No.”

“Do you remember your name?”

“No.” I try to breathe calmly, but I’m so confused. “Where am I?” I finally ask.

“At America’s Fort Hood base.”

“What?”

“A military barracks.”

But how? How did this happen?

“How did I get here?”

“You were seen falling in the middle of a firing squad during their training. We don’t know how you arrived.”

“How long have I been here?” My voice comes out low, rusty.

“Not long. Only five days. In fact, you recovered remarkably fast.”

“My head... What happened to my head?” I ask, drilling my eyes into his, searching for an answer I hope is true. My body is tense. I can’t think straight while the doctor remains static, like a stone statue.

I remember my head hurting terribly, blood flowing... God, why is this happening to me?

“You took a hell of a blow to the head. It opened part of your skull. Even though there was no immediate risk, my trusted team and I ran every test within our power. Everything’s fine. You’re out of danger.”

“Okay.” I breathe, preparing to put my plan into action. “I want to leave,” I say.

I need to try being polite before I expend my strength trying to get out of here.

“Easy, angel. We need to know what happened, if you’re not an infiltrator...”

“An infiltrator? Why?” I cut him off.

“Believe me, we have many enemies who try to get in any way they can to steal our weapons and resources.” The big doctor seems to reflect. “A pretty face like yours is a first, though.”

The small, windowless room is oppressive. The only sound is the irritating beep of the machine monitoring my heartbeat, amplified by the silence.

I stay quiet. I won’t fight unnecessarily. I don’t have the strength for it. I need to be smart. I need to conserve my energy. I’ll wait for him to leave and then get the hell out of here.

“I need you to take this IV out of my arm. I’m afraid of needles. I don’t like them.”

“I can’t.” An ironic smile curves his lips.

“Please, it’s hurting me,” I whimper, pleading.

The doctor, still standing like a stone statue, seems to study me. Did he suspect something? I hope not. I need to hide my true intention.

“I can’t,” he repeats.

“Doctor, I’m afraid of needles. They paralyze me. I can’t move knowing it’s stuck in my arm. Please, take it out. I’m begging you.” I’m being sincere.

The big guy keeps studying me, as if I might fly at his neck to attack him. But finally, he seems moved by my situation.

“Alright. Let me just put on some gloves.”

I almost sigh with the sheer relief I feel. Apparently, he didn’t suspect. But I can’t get carried away. I need to act cool so he doesn’t suspect I plan to run.

“The boys have been asking about you. Can’t wait to meet you, you know?”

Oh, my God. I need to get out of here, urgently.

“Ow, ow, ow, careful! That hurts a lot,” I say, squeezing my eyes shut.

And it’s not a lie. I hate needles. They hurt me more than normal. How do I know that? I just do. I really don’t remember anything.

“There. Done.”

Finally, he removed that little steel tip from inside me. I was already seething. Now I need to find a way to leave without drawing attention. But how do I do that in a place full of men?

For a second, quick as lightning, a flash of memory surges in my head, before my eyes. The day I woke up terrified with many men looking at me while I was... NAKED.

I look down quickly, needing to know if I’m dressed already. Damn, damn, damn.

Why is this happening? Why was I completely naked? None of this makes sense.

To my relief, yes, I am dressed. At least partly. I’m covered with a paper-thin blanket, and my body is dressed in a green coat that covers me down past my knees. Okay, I’m relieved about that, but it doesn’t mean the people here are trustworthy.

I need to get out of here as fast as possible.

“Rest. You need to be well for when you speak with the General.” The doctor discards the gloves in the trash. “I’ll call him so he can see you’ve woken up from the sedative.”

What do I do now?

My thoughts come as if a voice were about to emerge to answer all my questions. I need to stop this right now.

“Okay,” I say, trying to hide all the confusion swirling in my mind.

The doctor leaves the room, and once again I notice how large his body is. Are they all like that? I can’t be caught and crushed like an insect.

I lift the blanket, and my bare feet feel the icy floor. The heavy coat covering me threatens to fall, but in one quick motion, I grab it, wrapping it around my body, buttoning it urgently. I’m not feeling very well. Dizziness blurs my vision, but I’ll keep going, even with my senses a little dulled.

I look around. It’s just me, my reflection on the polished floor, and the beep of the machine. The wire connecting the sound to the frequency of my heartbeat is still attached to me. I quickly open the coat’s button and pull the adhesive pad off my chest, making the annoying beep finally fade from the room. Silence. Now it’s truly quiet here.

I walk to the door, opening it without haste, and see lights flickering in the hallway, making it look like a horror movie set, but it doesn’t shake me. Without fear, I stick my whole head out to see if anyone’s there, but nothing. I see nothing.

I leave the room on tiptoe, as if walking normally would make noise. I continue barefoot. I can’t waste time looking for something to wear. Unshaken by the dreadful flickering lights and the cold floor, I cross the first hallway, walking quickly. The whole place stretches before me, long and narrow, with white walls reflecting the cold light.

My hands tremble slightly, but I take a deep breath and stay focused.

Reaching the end of the third hallway, I turn to keep walking, feeling confused and lost. I don’t know where this ends, but I keep walking, praying I don’t bump into anyone. But it’s already too late, because I hear loud laughter.

Oh no, no, no, no, damn it!
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General Jeff Mills

“WHERE IS SHE?” I SNARL at Duck when I see the empty bed.

“Oh, come on, man! That little bitch was right here a minute ago,” Duck says, exasperated.

“Well, she’s fucking not now, is she?” I snap back.

“Relax! I’ll go look for her.”

“She’s probably wandering around, snooping in restricted areas.” I let out a frustrated breath. “I thought I was clear when I ordered you to keep her tied up!”

“She was sedated. She wasn’t a danger. Hell, she isn’t,” Duck says, looking at me like I’m crazy. “Did you see the size of her?”

“Don’t underestimate a piece of ass. We know nothing about her.”

“Right.” Duck storms out of the room, slamming the door.

Fuck. I didn’t need another headache today. As if the logistics problem I dealt with earlier wasn’t enough. Managing weapons maintenance is crucial to ensure they’re always combat-ready. Running the largest military base and having to ship our best gear to other states makes everything more complicated. I oversee this department personally. Being a perfectionist is one of the main reasons I rose to general of this place so fast, but it isn’t easy, and it pisses me off.

The soldier beside me remains silent, impassive, his eyes fixed straight ahead.

“Soldier!” I break the silence.

He turns, his expression unchanged, and snaps off a perfect salute.

“Go to the rec room and round up the others. We’re doing a patrol to find this girl. She can’t have gone far.”

“Yes, sir.”

He leaves, and I go on full alert, heading into the corridors to hunt for the little runaway. What if it’s a trap? We know nothing about her.

Well, if it is an ambush, we won’t be caught off guard. We’re all armed and well-trained to eliminate any threat.
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Fallen Angel

THE DOOR TO THE ROOM ahead is open, and the laughter inside is growing louder. It was the only door I saw on my way, searching for an exit.

How do I get past? I need to think fast because the doctor must be coming back with the general to talk to me.

I crouch near the doorframe and peek just the top of my head around to see inside. There are many men, as I’d imagined, sitting around a table with their backs to me, playing some kind of game.

Okay, if I stay low and move fast, maybe they won’t see me. That’s exactly what I do, scurrying past in a crouch, praying I’m quick enough. I can’t be caught now. I can’t.

Once I’m on the other side of the open door, I don’t allow myself a moment of relief. I just run until I’m faced with two large glass doors. I shove the heavy doors forward and slip through without difficulty. Outside, I see scrubland, a dark sky, and tall guard towers with men inside. I don’t have to be a genius to make out the shadow of large machine guns slung over their shoulders.

My God, how did I end up here?

I drop into a crouch again, remembering where I am. There’s no room for thought right now, only action, and fast action. I can’t risk being caught out here.

I start moving along the edge of the huge warehouse—that’s what this place seems to be—until I reach the thicket, forcing myself to tread on the damp undergrowth without thinking about the creatures that live there.

“Don’t get bitten by anything, don’t get bitten by anything,” I whisper.

Still crouched in the cold night of this place, I begin to take refuge within the thicket. This can only be a nightmare. Nothing makes sense.

I’m disoriented, stumbling through the wet grass, when suddenly I hear an alarm blare loudly across the whole field.

“Oh no, they noticed,” I whisper to myself.

I don’t look back. I just start running blindly, forcing my eyes to adjust to the dark woods ahead. The blaring alarm is too loud; it disorients me even more. Running aimlessly, I see a wire fence up ahead. I have to get through it; there’s no other way.

Okay, a light at the end of the tunnel. I just need to be careful not to cut myself too badly, since the gap is very narrow.

Even as I step on broken branches, I don’t stop or take care when I lean down to try and squeeze through the fence. It doesn’t matter that I’m small. It doesn’t matter if I get hurt. I just need to get out of here.

My feeling of liberation, however, vanishes the instant I feel a large hand on my stomach, yanking me backward. Damn it.

I slam against a hard, unyielding chest and start to struggle.

“LET ME GO!” I scream, pounding the hand clamped on my stomach, which is pulling me back.

“Did you really think you’d escape that easily, walking across my property, girl?”

His voice is guttural, making my skin crawl.

How did I not hear him coming up behind me?

“I DEMAND YOU LET ME GO!” I continue to shout.

“Not until you answer all my questions. Come on, I don’t want to have to make you talk by force.”

I keep struggling as I’m hauled back inside the large warehouse. I feel like a fool for thinking I’d actually be free. Damn it.
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General Jeff Mills

SHE FITS PERFECTLY in my hand. Shit, why am I thinking that about a possible trap incarnate in the shape of a pussy? I don’t know, and I can’t afford to get distracted, because that’s exactly what she wants.

Watching her try to escape through the fence into the brush made me think she’s good, I can’t deny it, and her size only helps, but both I and my soldiers are trained to know every inch of this property, so it was easy to find her, grab her, and bring her back. Now the fugitive is in front of me, properly tied to the stretcher, as I requested from that useless Duck from the start, thrashing and wasting all her strength for nothing.

“You’ll just wear yourself out like that. You won’t get out of here unless I want you to.”

“Who are you?”

“General,” I inhale the thick air. “General Jeff Mills.”

“What am I doing here?”

“I’m the one asking you—what are you doing here?”

“I don’t know. I woke up with all of you staring at me.”

“What’s your name?”

“I don’t know. Remember I hit my head?” The cynicism in her voice doesn’t escape me.

“Did you hit it, or did someone hit it for you?” I fire back.

She seems genuinely confused by that question, so I deduce she really doesn’t know.

“What’s your name?”

“I don’t know.”

“Where do you live?”

“I don’t know.”

“Is that all you’re going to say?”

“I don’t know,” she says, cynical once more.

Her honey-colored eyes are full of fury and cynicism. She’s wearing my uniform, properly dressed, her hair loose in rebellious waves framing her face. She’s undeniably beautiful, even though she’s a mess, sweaty from trying to escape.

“Fine. We’ll sedate you for one more night. That way you stop being one of my problems for another day,” I decide.

“No, don’t do that, please.”

“Why not? Give me one good reason.”

“I don’t know, okay? I don’t remember anything.”

“You want me to believe you fell out of the fucking sky like an angel?”

She looks like an angel, I can’t deny it.

“I don’t remember anything except waking up naked with my head hurting.”

“That’s it?”

“Yes.”

“Alright, you can sedate her, Duck,” I order.

And he does, while the girl thrashes and screams, “No, please, no.”

I need to rest before I figure out what to do with her.
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Fallen Angel

MY HEAD IS THROBBING. Could it all have been a dream?

I remember the fresh, damp, pulsing undergrowth beneath my feet, the branches clawing at my skin as I ran. It can’t all have been a dream. I know where I am. I know I tried to escape from here.

I open my eyes and see my arms are tied, my legs too, and damn it, they’ve put another needle in me, that little steel tip leaving me paralyzed. The white room I fled from before is empty; there’s no irritating beep this time.

I hear the door open in front of me before I can even think of a way to get loose. Hope drains away and my eyes widen as I see him enter, imposing in his military uniform, his green eyes cold, fixed on me like a hawk’s, as if I could break free and leap on him to kill him. Ridiculous. If I could, I would, but unfortunately I’m trussed up like an animal.

There are other men with him, all standing with their hands behind their backs, watching me as the general walks over and stops in front of me, arms crossed. His hawklike gaze is penetrating, but it doesn’t scare me.

“Get me out of here,” I growl angrily.

“Are you going to keep lying, girl?” the general spits.

“Lying about what, you lunatic?” I lose my patience, defying his authority.

“Don’t test me!” he says, puffing out his chest.

His eyes, once observant and cold, now blaze with an intensity that chills me. He could explode at any moment.

“Dammit! Why am I here?” I say, looking at the ceiling above my head.

It’s enough to make the general lunge toward me. I feel his firm hand gripping my cheeks, imprisoning my face in his grasp, squeezing it to force me to look directly into his eyes. So I do. I look into those dark green eyes, like the undergrowth I trampled yesterday, deep and weary.

“Don’t ask the heavens. Look at me,” he snarls close to my face.

“What do you want from me?” I whisper angrily.

“What did you come here to do? Be a distraction for something bigger? Kill a target? Steal our resources? Tell me.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, damn you!”

“My patience with you is running out, girl.”

“I have nothing to say. Untie me and you’ll never see me again. I don’t mean you any harm. I just want to get out of here.”

“You think it’s that easy? After you’ve wandered through our camp, seen where all our weapons and technology are?”

Dr. Duck enters the room, which is now charged with the powerful aura of this place’s commander, and abruptly the general releases my face from his iron grip.

“You know there wasn’t time for that, right? Your friend the doctor here saw I’d woken up, so I tried to run right away. How could I have seen your weapons? I just want to leave here and go.”

“No. You will be our prisoner until you decide to tell the truth.” The general pauses, looking around the room, noticing his soldiers still standing here like guard dogs. “Duck, untie her. If she had the strength to try to escape yesterday, she must be well enough for the cell.”

Dr. Duck tries to be careful, but this guy is as big as all the other men here; that must be why he’s being so visibly cautious with me.

The general, imposing and dominant, crosses his arms over his chest again, and his gaze sweeps the room like a falcon’s. Every movement exudes authority, the aura of a leader.
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General Jeff Mills

DUCK REMOVES ALL THE restraints from her, and for a moment the fallen angel is no longer struggling. The sudden calm puts me even more on edge. Her eyes are squeezed tightly shut, hiding something that intrigues me, preventing me from reading her. What made her go quiet? Is she planning something? Or forging a new strategy?

I feel my skin prickle. I uncross my arms, preparing for a possible attack. My holster is strapped to my leg for just this reason. I reassure myself with the sight of it; I know I could put a bullet through that pretty head before she even realized it.

I don’t take my eyes off her. The fallen angel remains motionless, staring at the wall on the other side of the room.

“Soldier Ross,” I order without moving or shifting my gaze.

“Yes, sir,” the soldier salutes beside me.

“Take her to the garrison. Her cell is ready. Give her something to wear, then take her to eat and drink.”

“Yes, sir.”

Duck finishes removing the last of the restraints, and Soldier Ross steps to the side of the gurney.

“Excuse me,” the soldier murmurs to the prisoner.

Then he takes her by the arm, being careful—too careful—and somehow it irritates me.

For an instant, I saw a flash of gratitude in her eyes for the soldier’s consideration, but then the enemy was back, staring at me with that defiant look.

I can’t deny that her beauty unsettles me, but I have to stop this. I already have a sure thing lined up for Saturday, and the stranger who fell from the sky is my prisoner. Just a piece of ass.

It reminds me I have to keep an eye on the soldiers. I don’t want anyone falling for her charms. That’s exactly what she wants—to manipulate the soldiers with this fragile image.
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Fallen Angel

FINALLY, DUCK CAREFULLY withdrew the needle from me. The sharp, menacing object was gone at last. Instantly, a sigh of relief escaped my lips, mixed with a lingering trace of panic. I climb down from the gurney with the help of a soldier, Ross—that’s his name. At least he’s not as rude as the general. But then, what do you expect from a general, right?

My hope is that everyone will be as welcoming as Ross is being.

“How are you feeling?” the soldier asks as we walk out of the room.

“As you can see, not great. I’m barefoot, stuck in this uniform, and my arm hurts. I hate needles.”

“I hope everything turns out okay. I’ll find you a uniform that fits better,” Ross smiles.

“Why are you being nice to me?” I try not to sound suspicious, and fail.

“That’s just how I am. You’ll see, not everyone here is as hard-nosed as the general.”

“Is he always like that?”

The soldier shrugs, and that’s enough for me to know it’s the only answer I’ll get.

There’s nothing more to say, so we keep walking toward the so-called “garrison,” where my cell awaits. Am I really going to be behind bars? In some dark place, with rats?

In the garrison’s dim corridor, I see many doors, all with wide gaps between them.

“This one here,” Ross points to the door ahead of us. “You’ll stay here until the general decides what to do with you. Understood?”

I don’t waste my time answering. I just push the door open, step inside, and... Wow.

It’s a simple room, nothing fancy, but there’s a made bed, a bathroom, and a nightstand. This is what they call a cell?

In the end, it’s exactly what I needed: PRI-VA-CY. Here, I’ll be free from being watched.
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General Jeff Mills

A COMPLETE UNKNOWN.

I’m already in my office, looking over the paperwork like I do every day, but I can’t think about anything else.

Where did she come from? Why does she look like an angel? Could she be a spy? There’s no way to know. I’ve already asked too many questions of every soldier who was on guard duty that day. How is it possible no one saw anything? How did I not see anything?

I reported it to my superior, the marshal, and he didn’t give it much importance. That bastard thinks he’s already doing enough just by knowing what happened.

I’m tired. I haven’t slept properly since then. Hell, when was the last time I slept properly since I got here? Too much hard work takes its toll, after all.

Alright, I’ll take a shower and go to sleep. Maybe that’s the only thing that’ll fix my stress.

I leave the office and walk toward my quarters. Living here is a blessing, and I like it. I don’t have a family to worry about going back to in the city. Everything there is ordinary, with ordinary days, and nothing in my life is ordinary.

All soldiers get military leave—thirty days, a stretch for going out—but it’s no use to me. I prefer to live here, and I intend to spend my whole life commanding this place. This camp is my passion.

Rubbing my eyes, I take the key from my pocket and open the door. The solid wood groans softly as it swings open, revealing my private refuge. The room, spacious and cozy, carries the familiar scent of polished wood. I walk to the wardrobe, grab a pair of pants, and head for the shower.

A cold shower can work miracles, but I can still feel my body on fire. Grabbing that little face earlier got me hard as a rock. Fuck, what’s happening to me? I’m acting like a teenager who can’t control his erection. It’s been weeks since I saw Brinn, and I’m stressed. I need release. So, thinking of that fallen angel’s face, I start to jerk off. The cold water isn’t helping a damn thing. The sensation dominating me is like a wildfire about to consume everything. I think of that naked body, those pink tits, how small she is and how perfectly she’d fit in my hand. I think of when I pulled her into the brush and she rubbed her ass against me. It was all so fast, but I remember every sensation of when she started struggling to break free from my grip. Fuck, I come harder than I have in years, right there in the glass shower stall.

How long has it been since I came like that?

Brinn, you’re gonna pay when I get my hands on you. I’m looking forward to Saturday.

It’s one of the days I go out to drink, fuck, and take care of some business in town.
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