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        Resigned to my fate, I didn’t expect anyone to rescue me.

      

        

      
        When plans made go wrong, I’m auctioned off to the highest bidder.

      

        

      
        Would this new man free me, keep me locked in a cage with no escape forever, or teach me a lesson I’ll never forget?

      

        

      
        Final book of three. Read His to Use and His to Take first.
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      A monster grew inside me.

      Twelve weeks along with Frans’ child and the morning sickness hadn’t let up yet.

      It didn’t matter that I’d gotten sick twice today already. My throat burned, my stomach roiling for the third time, and I pushed desperately against Frans’ thighs to indicate he needed to release me from my crouched position between his legs.

      By now, though, he was used to it, and let me go with a disgusted sigh, pulling my hair until his cock popped out of my mouth before handing me the wastebasket to barf into.

      As usual, he gave me a cloth to wipe my mouth with when I was done, before handing me a little strip of something mint that melted on my tongue to freshen my breath.

      When he shifted, presumably to move me back into position, it took all I had not to speak out or sob with pure exhaustion. If I didn’t spend my time getting sick, it was getting fucked by him or his brothers, being toyed with by his sisters or helping out with the daily chores of the house. From sun up to sun down, I was serving someone by either working or fucking.

      Because of that, I figured sleep would come easy, but it eluded me regularly. Forced to lay in bed beside Frans every night no matter who used me that day, I would cry silently into the pillow, missing Tiaan and Rohan with every breath.

      I had no idea how they both were and without them, it felt like all the color in my life and my will to live had been sucked right out of me. Rohan’s siblings pretended he didn’t exist and prohibited anyone, even the guards, and other women, from talking to me.

      If I pissed him off, he would cuff my ankle and use a short chain to keep me near the bed yet unable to actually lay on it, with only a bucket for me to relieve myself. If I weren’t pregnant, I had no doubt he would starve me to prove his point sometimes, and I’d begun to wish for death.

      Anything would be better than my life here now, especially when he grabbed my hair while gripping his cock with his other hand, rubbing the tip along my lips with a groan. I waited for his cruel yank of my hair — his hard shove into my throat, his choking and gagging me as he fucked my mouth with little regard for my condition — but today it didn’t come.

      He let go with another sound of contempt, shoving himself back into his pants as he said, “Go back to the room and rest. We have a guest later, and I’ll need you ready to play with him.”

      Even though I hated the idea of it without even knowing specifics, he didn’t need to tell me twice. I crawled out from under the desk, made my way to the door in that position as he liked, and once outside in the hallway, stood and fled toward the bedroom without a backward glance.
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      Shortly before dinner, Frans woke me up from my much-needed nap by yanking me from the bed. After cuffing my hands behind my back, he placed a gag into my mouth and secured it around my head before shoving a hood down over my face, effectively blinding me. Then he put a collar around my neck, the distinct sound of a chain being clipped on making me cringe on the inside. I hated being treated like a dog going for a walk.

      He tugged me along through the quiet house, and I had a bad feeling the whole way. He hadn’t seemed pleased about the guest earlier and his anger amplified with each step, his pull on the chain almost set at a punishing pace threatening to make me trip.

      All the sudden he stopped walking as the air surrounding us chilled considerably, someone picking me up and tossing me over their shoulder, but only for a few seconds.

      The person carrying me placed me front down on something flat and hard, the collar around my neck turned until the click of a chain and a pull on it alerted me to the fact they’ve immobilized my head to something above me with it. My hands are kept cuffed, but retied and locked underneath whatever I’m laying on, and my legs are spread, my ankles tied to prevent them from moving.

      After a strap is placed across my upper body to keep me immobile, a cold voice I’d never heard from spoke on my left, my whole body going rigid at his question. “This is the woman Rohan wrote me about?”

      Frans' voice was hushed and irritated. “Yes. I am surprised to hear he told you about her. She is a mere breeding slave, nothing more.”

      A beat of silence, no doubt thinking about how full of shit Frans was just like I was thinking, followed by the strange man’s voice again. “She is pregnant now?”

      “Yes, three months with my child, so you must be careful with her.”

      “Of course. Anything else?”

      “Not necessary. You’re aware of the rules.” Frans cold hand came to rest on my back, and a needle pricked my neck at the same time he sighed with feigned concern. “She hasn’t felt well lately, so this will relieve her nausea and help her relax.”

      “As long as she isn’t too relaxed.” I decided I hated this man who would use me while tied up like this in my current state as much as I hated Frans and it didn’t lessen even when he spoke with regret. “I’m sorry to have missed Rohan. It isn’t like him to forget my planned visit.”

      “My fault, I’m afraid. After father’s death, he needed something to keep him occupied. They were close, as you know.”

      “Yes. I wish I had known, I would have visited sooner.”

      Frans skimmed his hand down my back, slapped my ass, and chuckled at my muffled whimper. “Well, I will let him know you stopped by and had a bit of fun in his place.”

      “Thank you.”

      The door shut a few seconds later, and my whole body tightened at the sound of the man undressing. Then, two large, hot hands came to rest on my hips before his clean scent surrounded me, his whole body covering the back of mine and his hard cock resting against the crack of my ass.

      “God, you’re gorgeous,” he muttered close to my ear, perhaps louder than he should for effect, and then he lowered it to whisper something in a warm tone that shocked me. “Don’t be afraid, I’m here to save you.”

      When I sobbed around the gag, he thrust against me again and groaned loudly before continuing to talk fast and low. “Have to have sex, we both know that, but Rohan warned me this might happen. Play your part, girl.”

      I didn’t know whether to trust him, even if he sounded sincere because all my hope had fled a while ago. He moved away without another word and shoved his hand roughly between my legs, two fingers sinking into my wet pussy, moaning his approval as the pad of his thumb teased my clit.

      “Fuck, you’re so wet already.” His touch elicited a true desire I hadn’t felt since my last time with Rohan and when I moved into his touch, he laughed softly before removing his hand. “I’m impatient too, baby. No need to wait with your body begging for it, is there?”

      Whatever Frans shot into my neck began to work then, the sudden floating feeling enhancing the man’s touch on my skin, and the nerve endings inside me made me scream when he pushed his dick in slowly.

      Only it went from pleasure to pain in an instant, the man pulling out at the sudden rush of fluid from between my legs, his shout of alarm cutting off as I passed out from the excruciating pain.
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      I didn’t want to open my eyes. Nothing hurt and I wanted it to stay that way.

      Also, for the first time in three months, I didn’t have the urge to throw up, which meant I lost the baby during whatever happened.

      Little time to enjoy the deep knowledge of Frans being thwarted as voices intruded in my peace.

      Frans’ voice loud and irate, arguing with the man I recognized at the doctor who impregnated me the first time with Rohan’s child, and later kept track of my ovulation so Frans could, as he put it, ‘do it the right way.’

      I didn’t know what they were saying because they were both smart enough to speak in their native language. Even after being there a while, I didn’t know much beyond basic words picked up here and there when I could gather the meanings.

      Whatever had Frans so upset, I knew nothing good would come of this. He wasn’t the type of man who liked having his plans go wrong, that much I learned about him, and my fear grew into pure terror the more his voice raised after every time the doctor spoke.

      My heart sped up. At the sound of increased beeping and their sudden silence, I knew they were now aware of my consciousness. I waited for someone to say something, to let me know they knew I was awake, but there was only the sound of a closing door.

      They left me alone and even then I didn’t open my eyes because I knew there was nowhere to go.

      Instead, I went back to sleep and not for the first time, hoped I wouldn’t wake again.
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      “Wake up.” A tired, rude woman’s voice snapped through the darkness as she tapped my cheek. “You must eat.”

      I turned my face away from the sensation, keeping my eyes shut while muttering, “No. Go away.”

      Another slap, a bit harder this time, and the woman gripped my chin in her hand when I moaned. “You are not going to die, no matter how much you wish it. Frans will not have it. Open your eyes, girl, and eat some food before I am forced to use crueler methods.”

      Forcing my eyelids to lift, the familiar face of a woman — Ida — from the kitchen scowled down at me from where she bent over the bed.

      Her expression didn’t change as she nodded once I followed her directions. She rearranged my pillows until I sat up enough to eat, and then took a seat while grabbing the bowl from the table beside the bed.

      The whole time she fed me the oatmeal I now hated with a passion she didn’t say a word, and there wasn’t anything for me to say either.

      I spent the time wondering what had happened to me. A random miscarriage? Or had that man done something to me? And what had become of the man who claimed to have come to save me?

      Obviously, he hadn’t saved me; a brief glance around the room around the bed assured me that was the case.

      It’s a good thing I hadn’t believed him then because I would’ve felt disappointed at him having failed.

      Instead, the disappointment was due to not having died and fearing the torture with Frans would start all over again, including another awful pregnancy.

      But as she finished up and set the bowl on the table, she cleared my mind of all notions with a cluck of her tongue and a sigh of relief as she said, “Frans will be happy to know you are eating. That means he can auction you the week
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