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      All characters in this book are consenting adults over 18 years of age. This book features scenarios, kinks, and themes that may be triggering to some, including: consensual non-consent (on-page scenes with consent for the scenes taken beforehand from the FMC), breeding kink, Daddy kink, pregnancy, stalker behavior/stalker kink (with FMC’s consent, the stalking is not unwanted). If any of this bothers you, please do not read.
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      Hilary

      
      The moment his message arrives in my inbox, it makes the hairs stand up on the back of my neck.

      Sender: Nightshade

      That’s the scene name he uses at The Hothouse Club. I don’t know his real name, and it’s best not to know. Because if the fucked-up things he does to me are something to go by, I’m better off not knowing much about this guy at all.

      I swallow hard. My pulse beats like a frightened bird trapped inside a cage. Whatever he asked me to do in his email, I can’t refuse it. If I do, he’ll take me by force.

      That’s our agreement. The pact we made at the club when we first decided to mutually explore my kink: consensual non-consent. Also known by many other colorful names.

      I look at the subject line, and my body heats instantly. I choke on a gasp as I look around the empty office, worried someone might see the email and find out the disturbing stuff I’m into.

      Subject: You’re going to be stuffed full of cum at midnight

      I dare to click on the email and open it.

      You’re not escaping me today, Rabbit. Be ready. Because I’ve been watching you all week, whetting my appetite for that tight pussy of yours. I intend to bang you hard tonight, when you least expect it. Good luck trying to figure out when and how I’ll take you.

      Remember, I’m always watching you.

      PS: I know your thighs are wet and shaking as you read this. Wonder how I know?

      I close my eyes. My heartbeat picks up another two notches. I hate that he can see through me so easily. My knees are knocking into each other. My inner thighs are sticky with my own arousal, trembling in anticipation of when Nightshade will find me.

      Like last time, will it be in my office building? I have no idea how he found out where I work. Or how he got in. The man is terrifying and sexy in equal measure.

      He grabbed me by the back of my neck, and when I tried to scream, he slapped his hand over my mouth. Sinking his fingers into my neck, he dragged me into the ladies' bathroom and proceeded to fold me in half and screw me in three positions until I’d come three times. Then he shot all his load into me.

      “You know what I like about fucking you?” he whispered in my ear. “The way you look when your pussy is stuffed with my seed. I keep imagining you growing big and round with my baby. The baby I forced you to carry. Doesn’t that sound hot?”

      I closed my eyes, unable to tell him he was wrong. That’s the reason I let him come inside me unprotected. One, because I know he’s clean. We both shared our test results with each other at the club before embarking on this arrangement. And two, because I want to get pregnant. I don’t care who the father is, and I will raise the baby on my own. But Nightshade’s genes will definitely be a boon. The man looks like a Hollywood actor. Tall and tanned with dark eyes, big hands, and salt-and-pepper hair that was once as brown as his eyes.

      My womb contracts at the idea that I might be pregnant with his child. I know I’m not yet, but the possibility makes my nerve endings tingle with taboo pleasure.  

      My pussy clenches, moisture seeping down my needy channel as I imagine his thick, rough hands pushing between my legs. Spreading me apart forcefully. His calloused fingers dragging across my slick, heated pussy folds. Making my eyes close in sheer delight as the texture of his hands makes my channel convulse with needy desire.  

      Moisture trickles down my already-soaked thighs when I picture his thick, veiny cock drilling into my pussy. His hard thrusts making me submit to the brutal pleasure that only he can give me. Only he can force me to take.

      I type back quickly before I lose myself in a haze of sexual daydreaming.

      I am ready for you, Nightshade. Anytime.

      As I hit send, a zap of electricity climbs up my spine. I will be on high alert all day, wet and leaking at the possibility of a huge man materializing out of nowhere and fucking me against my will.

      People think I’m into CNC because something traumatic happened to me in the past. But the reason is actually pretty shallow: I wanted a man who couldn’t stop wanting me, whose sexual desire for me was so strong, he couldn’t control it. I wanted someone to crave closeness with me and need my body all the time, because that really feeds my ego.

      In all my previous relationships, I had been the one with the high sex drive, begging my boyfriends for sex. They were more interested in playing video games than in physical intimacy. Even when we did it, it was lukewarm, not passionate and intense the way I needed it to be. I got sick of being a woman who has to seduce and beg a man to desire her.

      So when I discovered CNC and tried it for the first time, I was hooked. I had just signed up for The Hothouse Club and had my first experience. I was secretly into rape fantasies all along, and this was even better, because I knew it was coming and I had consented to it.

      When I met Nightshade, a veteran at the club, he admitted he was into stalking as a form of voyeurism, and some women were creeped out by that. But I wasn’t. I adored the notion of him watching me at all times, knowing where I was and what I was doing. Knowing he could take me at any time excited me.

      So we have been fulfilling each other’s desires for a month now.

      I know nothing about him. He probably knows way too much about me, from the fact that I work as an accountant at a food processing business to the fact that I make six figures and buy my underwear from Victoria’s Secret.

      Yet, that doesn’t make me feel scared or exposed. It makes me feel feminine and powerful, to know that a man wants to know all that about me. My previous boyfriends couldn’t even be bothered to ask me what brand of cereal I like.

      But Nightshade? He left a bouquet of red tulips at my doorstep two days ago because he knows I buy them every week and put them in the vase in my living room.

      That’s the level of obsession and detail-orientation I expect from a partner.

      Too bad Nightshade will never be my boyfriend.
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        * * *

      

      At 8:00 pm, I leave work. Goosebumps prickle along my skin as I look around me. My panties have been soaked since I got Nightshade’s message. Now the damp fabric rubs against my swollen clit. Each whisper of the fabric against my most sensitive nub sends a shuddering wave of pleasure through my system. My lower belly is clenching so badly. The pain makes my pussy ache.

      Nightshade affects me so deeply even when he’s not physically with me. The fear and the anticipation he induces are the best form of foreplay.

      I hold my handbag close to my chest as the cool air outside the office hits me. I scurry across the parking lot. I feel a presence watching me, but I’m not sure whether I’m imagining it.

      When I’m inside the car, I look around, wondering if he found a way to get inside my car. But no.

      At home I look around the parking lot. Nightshade knows where I live. He’s probably found a way to get inside my apartment and he’s waiting for me.

      When I get out of the parking lot, get the elevator up to my floor, and get out, that’s when I see him. Nightshade is leaning against my apartment’s door.

      “Hello, Little Rabbit.” His deep voice sends shivers straight to my womb. It knows it’s going to  be inundated with his cum soon, that he’ll force his seed into my fertile vessel when he has his way with me.

      His presence is unmissable given that he’s over 6’2. His broad, muscular shoulders are caged in a black leather jacket. Strands of gray glisten between brown hair.

      When he sets those dark, smoldering eyes on me, and gives me a smile full of teeth, my fight or flight response kicks in.

      I’m wearing heels, but I try to run away from him. I don’t even know where I’m planning to go.

      His strong arm bands around my wait before I can get far.

      He drags his stubble over the shell of my ear, whispering. “Naughty little girl. I sent you a message. You know what’s coming for you. Did you think you could run away?”

      I freeze as his hand slides under my skirt, his rough fingers finding the soaked fabric of my panties. He presses against the damp material, and I whimper despite myself.

      "Fuck," he rumbles in approval, his voice thick with lust. "You did well, little rabbit. So wet for me already. Your body knows what it needs."

      My survival instinct kicks in, and I start to struggle, twisting in his grip. It's not even a conscious decision. My body just reacts, trying to break free.

      He laughs, a dark sound that vibrates through his chest. In one smooth motion, he throws me over his shoulder like I weigh nothing. His large hand comes down hard on my ass with a sharp smack that makes me yelp.

      "Stop fighting," he growls, "or I'll make it even more painful for you when I finally push inside that tight little cunt."

      I beat my fists against his back, kicking at his chest, but it's like hitting concrete. He's built like a goddamn tank, and my attempts to free myself are completely futile. He doesn't even grunt with effort as he carries me down the hallway.

      When we reach my door, he punches in the code without hesitation. The lock beeps and clicks open.
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