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Chapter One

 


Running was never in Ava Marshall’s book.
But there was no way she could stay in Crow Valley, not if
he was back.
Why had he come back? She felt sick to her stomach as she rushed
into her home. Her parents had left it to her in their will after
an unfortunate accident.

With her hands shaking, she
couldn’t get the key into the lock. Closing her eyes, she took several deep
breaths and started again. She had to focus, to be in
control.

There was no way she could allow
herself to make a mistake.

Once the key
was in the
lock, she turned it, clicking it open. Rushing inside, she slammed
the door closed, throwing each bolt across the door before heading
up to her bedroom. She’d never moved into the main bedroom. Her
parents had been dead for five years, but she’d stuck to her old
room.

She went straight to the
closet, grabbed her suitcase, and started to fill it. How long had
he been in
town? She didn’t know when he got back, but if he was here again, then it
wouldn’t be long before he followed. People were talking about him like he’d been a missed member of
society.

Working at the library, she
rarely got
any updates from anyone, but then, no one really liked
her.

She felt sick to her stomach just
thinking about it.

With most of her clothes crammed into the
suitcase, she closed it, using as much strength as she could. Next,
she grabbed her passport, money, and any paperwork she’d
need.

If he didn’t stay long, she could come back. She
loved her family home, and even though Crow Valley had never
accepted her, not after what she did, it was at least
home.

With her bag and case in hand,
she ran downstairs, nearly falling in her haste to get away. Holding onto
the railing, she felt another wave of sickness, and she had no
choice but to sit down. Letting go of her bag and case, she spread
her thighs, putting her head between them and taking several deep
breaths.

“It’s fine. I’m fine. I’m going
to be fine.” No matter how much she repeated the
words, it
seemed she was lost to the fear.

“I’m shocked at
just how
sexy he looks,” Martha, one of the stepmoms who attended the
crafting class at the library, said. “I haven’t seen him in years,
and do you know what I heard?”

“What?” Nancy
asked.

“He’s loaded.
Like,
ridiculously wealthy. I’ve heard it’s not all legal either. He’s
dangerous.”

“Please, if he does that,
why did he come back here?”

“No one can pin
anything on
him. He’s like a crime lord. Or a drug one. I tell you, you should
have seen those smoking hot eyes of his. He could do whatever he
wanted to me,” Martha said with a sigh. “It would beat having to
figure out sewing a damn Halloween costume.”

“Why did he have to leave again? It has
been what? Twelve years?”

“About that. Logan
Stanford and
all of his buddies had to leave because of her.”

The moment she heard that name, Ava knew she
was in trouble. No one had said that name to her in years, or the
other name, but they didn’t need to say his name, for her to know he wouldn’t be far
behind Logan. Tears filled her eyes, and she lifted up, breathing
deeply.

“She’s the one who accused him of sexual
assault.”

Instead of arguing with Martha
and Nancy about what actually happened twelve years ago, she’d left
the class. There was no point in teaching gossips. They came to
class to bring more meaning to their lives, but all she ever heard
from them was how boring it was being a stepmom and trying to make
a family work.

The sickness passed, and she got
to her feet and went straight to the kitchen. Logan
and his friends were
never supposed to return to Crow Valley. She was promised
he’d
stay far away from
her. Opening the fridge, the ink she had on her arm caught her
attention. Never Forget. Two words, in fancy writing, and in a border of
red roses.

Dropping her arm, she covered
the marks as
a fresh wave of tears filled her eyes. She shook a little. But this
was useless.

She’d be able to get food on the
road. There
was no point in waiting around. The longer she lingered, the more
chance of him coming for her, increased. He’d promised her one day, he’d
find a way to get to her. To make her pay. She’d stayed in town,
determined to make a life for herself. He shouldn’t be back, but
with Logan back, he would be arriving soon, she just knew it.

She should have been safe.

Grabbing her
bag and case,
she stepped out of her house, locking the door. She turned to see a
man standing at the end of her garden. Her parents hadn’t been
wealthy. They’d been able to buy this place outright after they got
married. Both her mother and father had been city kids, but wanted
to raise a family in a small town. Crow Valley being the small
town, and well, there hadn’t been any more kids.

Her mother hadn’t been able to
have any more
after her.

She remembered the yearning she
always had,
and they’d not considered adopting. Instead, they had put all of
their love and hope in her.

Now she was alone.

“Ava Marshall?” the man
asked.

Fear tightened around her chest.

“Who is asking?”

“I am. Are you Ava
Marshall?”

The man was tall. She noticed
the ink on his neck. Across the street was a black four-wheel drive. She’d
never been good with makes or models. It stood out on the street.
Most of the people drove family cars, but this one, it looked like
the kind in gangster movies. Now she felt silly.

“No,” she said, the lie dropping from her with
ease. There was no point in prolonging this meeting. “Excuse me.”
She tried to step around him. This man worked for Logan; he had to.
Did it mean he’d given Logan instructions to bring her in? No doubt about
it, and she had to get as far away as possible.

The man, he
laughed. “You
know, he said you’d try to run. I didn’t think you’d be that
stupid.” He grabbed her arm.

“Let me go.” She tried to
pull away from him.

“Not going to happen. I have
strict instructions to take you in.”

The man was strong and a
lot bigger than she
was. She felt the tears fill her eyes and fear grip her as he
started to pull her toward the car.

“No! Stop it. Let me
go.”

There was no one else
around, and
if anyone was twitching their curtains watching, they didn’t make a
move to come and help her. She was, for all intents and purposes,
on her own. She didn’t want to panic, but she felt it rising up
inside her.

Her heart
raced, and
she felt sick.

As they got to the black car, he
slammed her up against it, holding her by her neck.

“You know, he
said you’d be
difficult. I didn’t realize how much. Don’t worry though. I like it
when you fight me. It makes me feel all … hot.” He pressed his
pelvis against her, and she cried out, hating what he was doing to
her.

“Stop it.”

“Then you’re going to get in the car and
you’re not going to cause me any trouble, are you?”

“Who are you?” she
asked. Tears
filled her eyes.

“You’re going to do as
you’re told, aren’t you?”

She wanted to rebel. To tell him
to fuck off.
To leave her alone, but to do that, she’d be risking him hurting
her even more, and she couldn’t handle that.

“I’ll do as I’m
told.”

“You’re going to be a good
little girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes. I’ll be
good.”

He smiled, and she hated the wickedness within
his gaze, which she saw in the reflection of the car
window.

She hated to relent. Giving up was
never in her nature.

But you did.

This is why you’re where you
are.

The door
opened, and
he shoved her inside, putting the seatbelt on. She cried out as he
grabbed her hands and secured some rope around her
wrists.

“If you think you can get
away from me, I’m not giving you a choice.”

The rope was tight, and the first tear
fell.

“I like to see you cry. You
know, I’ve been told a lot of things about you.”

She jerked away from him as he
touched her
cheek. “Let me go.”

“No.”

“Are you at least going to tell
me your name?” she asked. “You know mine.”

He smirked. “That I do. You know
what I find strange. I’ve seen at least three curtains twitch and
there was even a man walking a dog, and not one of them tried to stop
me. There is no love lost between you and these people.” He tutted.
“You must have been a very bad girl.”

Another tear fell, joining the last
one.

“Keep on crying, sweetheart. It’s
not going to do you any good.” He stepped back, and she sank into the seat.
There was no point in fighting or arguing. “The name’s Hunter.” He
slammed the door closed and climbed behind the wheel.

“No more questions?” he
asked.

“Will you answer them?” She
didn’t look at him. She didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of
knowing she was terrified, and she was.

It had been a long time since
she was this terrified.

Over twelve years.

She closed her eyes, hating how weak
she felt.

“Someone has been waiting a long
time for
you,” he said.

“Why do you work for him?”

“Do you even know what he’s capable
of?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Then you should know a man that
powerful has
my loyalty. He has bought it.”

“So you can buy loyalty these
days?” she asked. “You can be taken by the highest bidder.”

Hunter laughed.
“Normally, I
can. But you see, there’s a thing about Logan, he managed to earn
my respect and my loyalty another way, and now, I’ll do anything
for the crazy bastard. Even if it means abducting a woman for
him.”

“How fun,” she said.

“You have no idea. At
first, I
didn’t think he’d go for it. I know he’s capable of a lot of
things, but you see, I had no idea you’re the reason he’s the way
he is.”

She looked up to see Hunter
staring at her. Every now and then, he’d glance down
at the road, but his
focus was on her, and she hated it.

“I didn’t do
anything.”

“No, you didn’t? We’ll see. Maybe
your memory is fogged up, but one day, you will realize all of this is
your fault.”

She lifted her tied hands and wiped
away the tears.

Logan was supposed to stay gone, along with
his other friends. She didn’t know what Logan had done to be cast
out, but she’d been told all of them had gone. He wasn’t going to come back to Crow
Valley. She’d been promised that.

He’d been one of the star boys. The little
rich kid who could have anything he wanted. Only, she’d not bowed
down to him. She’d fought him then, and she’d continue to fight
him, every step of the way, until he was taken down.

“What’s he like now?” she
asked.

“Ah, has curiosity
raised its
ugly head?”

She looked back at
him. “I want to know
what I’m up against. Exactly who I’m up against.”

“I think you know. Logan has
told me he
hasn’t changed much. He’s gotten older. A little meaner, maybe.
He’s powerful. Rich. Any other woman would be flattered at the kind
of attention he’s bestowing on you.”

She felt sick.
She didn’t know what
Logan would want with her, unless he was acting on behalf of his
friend. “Please, take me home.”

“Not going to
happen.”

“I didn’t do anything
wrong. I did what I
was supposed to.”

He laughed.
“I’m sure you
did. You better relax. Where we’re going, it’s not going to get
easy for you. Believe me, it’s going to get very hard. Logan’s been
planning this meeting for a long time.”

The radio was turned
on, and she
closed her eyes, letting the tears fall.

She should have left Crow Valley when she had
the chance. After her parents died and she was left all
alone.

Tugging on the rope, she tried
to pull her hands free, but it was no good. There was no fighting this
hold. She gritted her teeth and pulled again, trying to find the
end. If there was a chance of getting out on the road before they
even got to wherever Logan wanted her, she’d take it. Would
he
be with
Logan?

She’d not seen
him
since the day he’d
paid an impromptu visit to her home. Her parents had been at work,
and she’d decided to be home-schooled. There was no way she could
go back to school. Her locker had been defaced, and her life had
become unbearable. She had no choice but to finish her education at
home.

He’d promised her. Looked right into her
eyes and told her there would come a day, he’d be back, and when he
did, he’d pay her back. They would be even. All this time she’d
known he’d be back, and she only hoped he would never find
her.

This was her mistake.

She would have to live with
it, but why
would Logan want to hurt her? She had done nothing to
him.

****

Staring out across the
expanse of
his lawn, Logan took a long draw on his cigarette marveling at the
fake beauty before him. A real garden wasn’t tamed. It didn’t have
gnome ornaments or statues of semi-clad women. At the click of his
fingers, he’d be able to have real women, standing naked, waiting
to amuse him.

He preferred the
wildness, the
chaos, danger to all the fake and preened lawns. The gardener had
promised to stay on, to help maintain the grounds. He’d fired him
on the spot. True beauty was seeing what lay beneath. To Logan, it
wasn’t about masking nature, but seeing it grow. Seeing the real
world, and being inspired by it. He looked forward to seeing the
grass grow, the weeds coming up out of the grounds, surrounding
their fake, ceramic gnomes and poised sculptures.

Throwing his cigarette to the ground, he
stamped it out, blowing out another puff of air.

Gripping the cold
cement
railing, he breathed in the night air. It was nothing like the
city. No lingering toxic car fumes, or the stench of decay. Walking
down the street, he’d be able to get a good whiff of rotten food,
animal piss, and the unmistakable scent of desperation. He couldn’t
get any of that now.

The air was clear, crystal
clear.

Just like his feelings. He was more
than ready for what he planned to do.

For twelve years he’d bided his time,
preparing, getting stronger, throwing away the shackles that had
once bound him, and taken over. He was no longer caged for a crime
he didn’t commit. The moment he stepped foot in the small town, he
made sure the Sheriff knew who the real boss was. Before Logan had
kicked out the previous tenant, he’d laid down the law. If the
Sheriff even thought to interfere with his plans, Logan would make
the Sheriff’s extracurricular activities public. It wasn’t his
fault the man liked to go and visit gay bars, and also have a hand
at underage children, boys more specifically. Logan remembered
being in those bars, and the Sheriff had tried to lure him in. He’d
tried to blackmail Logan, to get him to confess, and also tried to
scare him. When the man tried to touch his dick, even then, Logan
had been strong. At eighteen years old, he’d been bigger than
everyone in his high school. No one could take him. He’d been a
tank, unmoving, unyielding, but Ava, she’d taken him down. She’d
crushed him to his knees, and now it was his turn to reciprocate.
Her lies and hatred had ruined his life, or at least, ruined a few
years of it. She’d had him incarcerated, punished for no reason at
all.

The town, from his
research,
wasn’t behind her.

No one would save her.

He smiled. This was exactly what he’d
hoped.

If there was someone in town who
cared for her, who hoped to save her, the Sheriff would look the other
way, which was exactly what Logan wanted. Everyone could do
whatever the hell they wanted to do so long as none of them
interfered with his plans.

The door
opened, and
he didn’t bother looking.

There was only one man who would interrupt
him. His other men were on guard. Being powerful came with a lot of
enemies.

“She’s in your
office.”

“She came willingly?” Logan
asked.

“I wouldn’t say
willingly,
but she didn’t exactly put up much of a fight.”

Logan chuckled. He finally
turned to his friend. Hunter had been the kind of guy who jumped from
job to job. He only worked for the man who paid the highest price.
Logan didn’t even have to offer him money or a job. He simply
stopped the man from dying. He’d been severely beaten and left for
dead, with broken bones, bullet holes. Rather than leave him in the
dumpster to die, Logan had taken him home, and made sure he
received the best medical care and rehabilitation to help
him.

Having shattered legs was
no easy feat, and
well, Logan needed a man who was able to walk on both of his, and
Hunter was the right man for the job.

There were times he was
sure the man
didn’t even have a soul.

“That’s not like her. Ava
always put up a fight.”

“She knew you were
here,” Hunter
said.

“Of course she did. I made
sure I was
seen around town. It’s a small place.”

“She was going to run. Were
you prepared for it?”

“I’m disappointed she didn’t make this
easier for me.” He stepped into the house with Hunter hot on his
tail. He got to his office and paused.

Every single
year he’d
been away, he had one of his men take pictures, to follow her for a
couple of days a month. He hadn’t seen her in the flesh in twelve
years.

“You’ll stay here,” he
said.

“Logan, do you really
think this is the
best idea?”

“Yes.”

Hunter was a
close friend.
He wasn’t just an employee, and Logan valued what he had to say,
most of the time. Right now, wasn’t one of the times he wanted the
other man to speak. He wanted silence so he could do what needed to
be done.

Stepping into the office, he
closed the
door and took in the woman tied to a chair. Hunter had even gagged
her. There were tear stains from her eyes. She hadn’t been able to
wipe them away.

Ava never cried.

She saw him, and for a
split second,
the air stilled. He watched her, seeing the hazel of her eyes once
again. She’d changed. Her hair was much longer than before. Back in
high school, she’d always worn it to her shoulders. The blonde
locks had been a tease even then. He couldn’t get a good look at
her body, but he saw she still had her curves.

Her tits were still nice and big. He
wondered if Hunter had purposefully tied the rope to highlight just
how big they were. He imagined his friend did. Hunter would want
her to be on display. His friend had promised time and again to
help him.

Facing his past wouldn’t be easy, or at
least that was what he’d been told.

One look at her, and he
knew it was
good to be home.

She started to struggle against the
ropes.

Stepping into the room,
he crouched
down. “Well, look at you. All grown up. I like what I
see.”

Her voice was muffled. He stared at her.
She didn’t look away. Her gaze was focused on him. He couldn’t
bring himself to not watch her.

Twelve years was a long time to find
closure.

The room was silent, and he didn’t want
it to be.

When he reached out, she flinched away from
his touch, and he grabbed her face. “The first thing you’re going
to learn is not to do that. Do you understand?” He tightened his
grip, and she nodded her head. “Good.”

He removed the
gag, and the
moment he did, she started to scream. He raised a brow as she
opened her mouth again and screamed.

“Are you done? No one
can hear you.
Not that anyone would come running.”

“Fuck you,” she said. Her
voice sounded shaky.

He laughed. “You’ve still got a mouth on
you, I see.”

“Stop it. Let me go.”

“Not going to happen. You
can waste
your energy screaming if you like.” He moved to the back of her
chair and started to open the ropes.

“What are you
doing?”

“You’re not very
trusting, are
you?”

“You got your goon to grab me
from my house. You haven’t given me a reason to trust
you!”

He lifted up, his lips right next to her
ear.

“You’re alive, aren’t you? I’d say I can get
points for that. Besides, you deserve everything you’ve got coming
to you. The lies you told.”

“I didn’t lie.”

As the ropes
loosened, she
got to her feet, trying to make a run for it. He grabbed her hand,
hauling her back. Banding his arms around her, he felt just how
curvy she was, her nice plump tits, curvy ass, and juicy thighs. He
loved her curves, always had.

“Keep on moving. Keep on wriggling. I’ve got
all night.”

At his words, she slumped in his
arms, and he
smiled. This was Ava through and through. First, she’d fight, and
the moment she thought she was giving him what he wanted, she’d
give in.

He let her go, and again, she didn’t
disappoint; only this time, he let her leave the room.

He stepped out, to
find Hunter
had her in his arms. Only his friend had a hand across her mouth,
and the other cupping her throat.

“You let her
go?”

“Nope. I didn’t let her
go. She’s fun to
play with, and she does everything I expect her to.” He folded his
arms across his chest. “Bring her back into the office. We’ve still
got to have our little chat.”

Hunter pulled her, wriggling and fighting,
into the office. He threw her to the floor.

“Do you want me to stay?” Hunter
asked.

“Sure, why not? I’m sure Ava will
love an audience. Especially for what I’ve got planned.”

“I don’t know what it is you
think you’re going to get out of me, Logan. I can’t change what
happened.”

Hunter was no longer holding her
down.

Ava sat perfectly still on the
sofa, her
accusing gaze on him. Her hands were up as if to protect
herself.

He smiled. “This is one of the
many things I like about you, Ava. You think you’re the one in control, but
you’re not.”

Sitting on the edge of the coffee table in
front of her, he stared into her eyes. He’d thought about them so
often. Soon, they would be filled with pleasure. She was going to
accept his bargain, and she’d be all his. Everyone in town would
know her for the liar she was, and he’d have his revenge upon every
single person in town who’d dared to harm his
reputation.

“You know, sexual assault is a
hard reputation to come out of. Did you know that?”

Ava frowned. “What?”

He smiled. “You can play dumb
all you want,
but I know the truth. You, Ava, are a fucking fraud. You think I
didn’t know what you wanted, even back then. I knew you wanted
me.”

“I have no idea what you’re
talking about.”

He put his hands on her knees, and she
captured his wrists.

“Stop it,” she said.

“You see, Ava, there is
only one way this is going to go.”

“I don’t know what you
think I did,
Logan. You’ve got it all wrong.”

He laughed.

“Shut her up,” he
said.

Hunter was there, hand over her mouth,
holding her back.

“There, that’s
better. Let’s
see, yes, Ava, I’ve decided I’m not going to hurt you. Believe me,
I can if I wanted to. I’d even be able to hide the body afterward.
Trust me. There’s so much I can do to you.” He stroked her knee.
“You’re going to be my fuck toy, Ava.” She shook her head and tried
to talk. “You see, when I left Crow Valley, I did so with the
knowledge I’d come back. They put me in prison, threw away the key.
I had to serve time for your lies. Did you expect me to be there
for life? I was a good boy in there, Ava. I knew how to lay low. I
made some connections, and I knew it would only be a matter of time
I’d deal with you. I believe Luke told you I’d be back. He did give
you a warning. You’re still here, and I know it’s time for you to
pay up for what you did. The tarnish you attached to my name. No
matter what I do, I cannot remove that little label from my life,
but you see, you’re going to help me with that. You’re going to
prove to the town how you lied. You’re going to be at my disposal,
whenever and however I fucking like. You’re going to ride my cock,
and beg me for more. I’m going to capture every single moment of
it. If you’re a good girl, only you and I will ever be able to see
it. The town will know you belong to me. Let go of her
mouth.”

Hunter shrugged.

“I would never do that. There’s no way, I’d be
… that for you.”

He smiled. “You seem to think
I’m giving
you a choice.”

“I don’t know what kind of sick
game you think you’re playing, Logan. I don’t want it. I’m not part of this.
I didn’t lie. I don’t know what you think you know. Sexual
assault—”

He didn’t give her
a chance to finish
her sentence.

“I suggest you be careful how you finish that
little sentence. Do you understand me?” He had his hand wrapped
around her neck, silencing all protest from her.

“Stop,” she said, muffling out the
word.

“I rather like this. You seem to
think you have a choice, but there is no choice.” He squeezed her neck a
little more before finally letting her go.

He listened to her gasping for
breath. He
watched her as she grabbed at her throat, but he made no move to
help her.

Staring at her now, he looked
forward to seeing her relent. To finally getting a taste of her
body.

He’d liked her back then. Even
as he’d
bullied her every single day, not giving her a reason to even look
at him, he’d taken advantage of every moment to touch, to feel
her.

Pushing those thoughts
aside, he
stared at her now.

She really was a beautiful
woman.

“What makes you think I’d
ever agree to
something like this?” she asked. “You’ve got to be completely crazy
if you think I’d ever allow you to do anything like
this.”

He smiled.

“How about now?” He pointed at the television
and pressed “Play.”

Loud and clear the sound of
fucking filled the air, and Ava’s face paled.

“Do you see anything you
like?” he asked. “I
see a whole load of things.”

“How did you get
this?”

“I happened to know a few
people. It
would seem your parents weren’t as squeaky clean as you’d think.
No, they liked to fuck a lot of people, and believe me, their
medical bills show a great deal. Did you know they enjoyed many a
weekend with other people?”

“My parents are dead,” she
said. “You
can’t hurt them.”

“But this would hurt their
memory, but
what about you?” he asked. He clicked the forward button, and next,
he didn’t exactly like watching this one, but seeing as he set it
all up, he made himself watch it.

“Grant?” she
asked.

“Oh, he’s an employee of mine.
You know, the one who always had to go away on business.
The hotel I own, and
let’s just say, I made sure every single corner you were exposed
to.”

He looked at her, seeing the
tears in her eyes. “If you want any of this to go public, walk away. Leave. You
can go right now.”

“Why are you doing
this?”

“You know why. I’m not even going to justify
that question with a fucking answer. You owe me, Ava, and you’re
going to pay up one way or another. So, what will it
be?”


Chapter Two

 


Sixteen years ago

Ava cried out as she was slammed into
her locker.

“Well, well, well, if it’s not little
fatty!”

The pressure was pulled away
from her.
There was no mistaking Luke, one of the most popular guys in
school, who was also one of many guys who liked to bully
her.

She grabbed her book and closed
her locker, turning to see his little crew. There were three other
guys.

“Be careful, she
might eat
you, Luke,” Riley said.

There was a round of
chuckles.

“Nah, she won’t eat me. She only
eats stuff
with real flesh on. You’ll be the one in trouble, Logan. The guy’s
huge. I bet she’d choke on him.”

They all started to laugh.

“Are you done?”
she
asked.

They crowded around her, and she hated it
when she became the center of attention, even when it was bullying.
She hated attention of any kind.

Her hands
shook, but
she held onto her book in the hope none of them saw just how
nervous they made her.

Logan stepped forward and pushed her hard.
His hand was large; even at fourteen he was the biggest guy in
school. He pushed her against the locker. “I suggest, little girl,
you be careful who you talk to.”

“We’re the same age. That hardly
makes me little.” She shoved against his hand.

“Ah, so you like it rough. Is
that what you’re trying to say?” Logan asked. Both of his hands went to her
shoulders, and she let out a gasp as he pushed her hard against the
locker, making her wince.

“Logan, man, we’ve
got to go.
Principal is heading this way,” Marvin said.

“Then I guess, we better go.”
Logan made no move to release her.

She glared at him, refusing to
break eye contact even as her heart raced. Out of all of the guys, Luke
terrified her, whereas Logan confused her. She had noticed Logan
stared at her. It was like he was trying to figure her out, or
whatever the reason he had for staring at her.

He was bigger than
she was in every
single way. Before he left, he pushed himself against her, making
her very much aware of who was stronger between the two of them.
There was nowhere else for her to go. She was at his complete
mercy.

“Until next time.” He gave her a
final shove before walking away.

Without waiting around to be
questioned by the principal, she quickly darted across the hall and turned
the corner, heading toward her next class. There was no way she
could tell on Logan or the others. They were the stars of the
school, and if she did, it would make her public enemy number one.
All she hoped to do was get through high school and leave town. It
was all she really wanted.

****

Present day

“I can’t believe this,” Ava said.

The movie was on
pause, and
she saw how naked she was. Hunter and Logan were able to see. There
was no way for them to stop looking. There she stood, in all of her
naked glory.

This can’t be happening.

Only, it was.

Logan would
release the
footage of her parents. She’d had no idea they were into orgies or
any of what she’d caught a glimpse of. With regards to Grant, she’d
met him in a bar a few years ago and they got close. He’d asked her
out on a date, and she’d taken it. They’d dated for a couple of
months before they actually had sex. When he’d taken her to a motel
room, she hadn’t thought much about it, seeing as he said he moved
around. She’d used Grant in an effort to move on, to find a way out
of the pain that was her everyday life.

All this time, he’d been working
for Logan,
and only doing as he’d been told. There hadn’t been any feelings
for her.

“I hate you.” The words spilled from her
lips with ease. She did hate him, just not as much as she
hated him.

Glaring at Logan, she wanted nothing to do
with him. There was no way she could make this choice. Not fair in
any way. Her parents didn’t deserve to have their memory crushed
because he wanted revenge. What was the deal with him calling
sexual assault? That wasn’t her, and now she was more confused than
ever before.

It doesn’t
matter.

Logan chuckled.
“I’m not going to
need you to like me in order to fuck me.” He stepped toward her,
and she took one back. With each one he took, she kept on moving
away until his desk was in the way, and she was trapped. He put his
hands flat on top of his desk. She felt the hard ridge of his cock
pressing against her stomach. This wasn’t the first time she’d been
in this predicament, not with Logan. There were a few times, so
many years ago, almost a lifetime ago, when it was different. When
he’d trapped her in a school classroom and wouldn’t let her go, not
until he had one taste.

She pushed those memories aside and instead
focused on trying to get out of this.

“I’m not going to sleep with
you.”

“You want everyone to know what
you get up to in your spare time? How you look when you come? You want the
entire town, if not the world, to see.”

“You can’t do
that,” she
said.

“Oh, believe me, I can. I wonder
what people will think when they see miss squeaky clean all dirty and more than
happy to have a cock inside her pussy. It won’t be as easy to
convince people of your innocence.”

“What do you want?” she
asked.

“For you to beg.”

“Let me go. Be the bigger
man and forget all about this.”

He laughed. “Do you really think I came
back to this piece of shit town for the views? No. I came all this
way for you. To right a wrong you committed. Everything that happens from here on out is all
because of you. Now, either submit to me, or pay the price. Either
way, you’re not getting out of this squeaky clean.”

She glanced
over his
shoulder, staring at the television. It taunted her.

“I thought he cared.”

“Oh, he did. For
the big paycheck
heading his way when I got what I wanted. He’s got no problem
starring in your little porn show.” Logan lifted his hand close to
her face, and she couldn’t help but flinch as he touched
her.

He tutted.
“Don’t worry,
sweetheart, I have no intention of hurting you. At least, not where
anyone else can see. You won’t get any black eyes from me. I’ll
make sure of it. Your time is running out. I will pick for you if
you take too long.”

She hated this.

Why had it come down to this?

Why didn’t you leave town when you had the
chance?

So many questions whirling
around her head, but none of them could be given an answer. Not until she
dealt with this little problem. She hated feeling like this.
Trapped. Unable to move. But it wouldn’t have mattered if she left
town. Logan was clearly determined to find her.

The evidence of Logan’s
excitement
pressed against her, and what was more, she wasn’t offended by it.
What the hell was wrong with her?

“Five!”

“Wait, what? No,
you can’t count
down.”

“Four!”

“Stop it.” This couldn’t be
happening. Her time was being taken from her. There was no way for
her to think past the panic. It was all happening too
fast.

“Three!”

“Logan, please, stop this. I get
you’re angry with me. I know you are.” The entire town was, but this wasn’t
the way forward. It couldn’t be. There’s no way she could accept
this as being all she had to—

“Two!”

“No, please, give me more time.
You have to
understand you’re wrong about a lot of things. So very wrong.
Please, Logan. You have to see reason.”

“I like hearing you say please.
Believe me, you’re going to be begging for a lot more by the time I’m through
with you.” The fingers that had touched her so gently traveled to
her neck, and he wrapped his hand around her throat, giving it a
gentle squeeze. He didn’t cut the air off, but the threat was
there. He was the one with all the power, while she was powerless
to do anything.

“One!”

There was no time. She couldn’t let him make
such a life-changing decision.

“Yes!” She cried out the
word. The
moment she did, she wanted the world to open her up and swallow her
whole.

This couldn’t be happening.

But with each passing second,
there was no denying exactly what was going on. Logan was going to use her.
One of the men from her past had used her for Logan. Nothing she
had with Grant was real. She’d wondered what had happened to him.
He traveled a lot with his work. At least that was what he said to
her. After she slept with him, they continued dating for a couple
of months before he broke it off, and it was the end of their
relationship. The end of everything.

“Yes?” Logan asked.
He gave another
squeeze to her neck before finally pulling away and letting her
breathe.

“Yes, I will do whatever it is
you need me to do. Just don’t release them. Please, destroy
them.”

“There is that tiny word again.
It means so little to a lot of people. Please. You never said it to me
before,” he said. “I rather enjoy hearing you say it now.” He took
a step away from her and glanced up and down her body.

She wore jeans and a shirt, but from the way
Logan looked at her, she could be naked. Stripped bare for his
pleasure.

“Strip!”

“What?”

“If you think I’m going to
allow you to head
home, knowing you had plans to skip town, you’ve got another think
coming. You’re here. You’re mine, and I’m not letting you go. Now
fucking strip.”

“Logan, please.”

“That word again. It was nice, but now,
until I want to hear it, it’s gone.”

“Gone?”

“You’re not allowed to say
it or you will be punished.”

“I don’t know what sick kind of
revenge you want—”

His hand was once again around
her throat. “Let’s get something straight here, sweetheart. You’re not the
one in charge here. I am. I say what goes, and what I say goes
right now, is you stripping off your clothes and doing as you’re
told.”

She looked toward Hunter. The
other man stood by the door, looking as if this was a
regular nighttime
activity for him. It wasn’t something she was used to on a Monday
night.

“Don’t look to him for help. In
fact, don’t look to anyone for help. The sheriff won’t come for you. No
one in this town will, and the first person who does, I’ll kill
them.”

“Is that what you are now,
a killer?”

“I’m a lot of things. I’ve had to be in order
to survive. Maybe one day you’ll see some of my new sides. Now,
enough small talk. Strip.”

He stepped away from her.

She covered the space around her
neck. He’d
held onto her just a little too tightly. It had been
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