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      Until the mysterious woman sleeping in my bed learns to trust me, my hands are tied…

      

      Grace

      

      The sun is finally shining on me. New life. New town. Jobs lined up doing what I love: dog walking. Until darkness descends, sucking me into a world of sex slavery I never knew existed. I’m trained to please a Master I’ve been sold to. No one is looking for me. If I don’t find a way to save myself, I’ll be lost forever.

      

      Khai

      

      It was supposed to be an overdue vacation at my cabin. Fishing, hiking, relaxing. But someone is in my cabin, in my bed, and she’s been here a while. She tells me nothing, but I know two things: she’s in trouble, and there is no way I can walk away from her.

      When FBI agents surround my cabin, I realize Grace is in far more danger than I suspected. It’s time for her to open up. I can only fight the battles I’m aware of.
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      “Tulip.”

      At the sound of that hateful name being shouted, Tulip bolted awake and pushed herself upright. For a moment, she was confused and could do nothing but glance around, heart racing.

      Every time she heard the name Tulip, she winced. It was the name Master J had assigned her when she’d woken up in hell eighteen months ago. It brought bile to her throat. No one had called her by her real name—Grace—in a year and a half.

      “Stand up,” the man shouted. She had no idea who he was. She hadn’t even seen his face yet.

      She scrambled to stand, but her legs were wobbly, and it was difficult to remember all her training. As it clicked back into place, she pulled her shoulders back, clasped her hands behind her back, and lowered her gaze.

      Her long hair was wild, unkempt, and hung alongside her face like a curtain. She hadn’t brushed it in a long time. How long had she been here? A day? Two days? Three? She wasn’t sure. She’d been drugged when she’d arrived, and she had no idea how long ago that had been.

      “That’s better.” His voice was gruff, but at least he wasn’t shouting now. He stepped into the room, but she didn’t dare lift her gaze to see more of him.

      She held her breath while he paced closer.

      “I paid a lot of money for you, slut, and I expect to get my money’s worth. I’m going to give you thirty minutes to shower and clean yourself up. I want that hair of yours brushed to a shine. Dry it, and comb it. Leave it down. There’s a toothbrush and toothpaste in the bathroom. Use them. Drink the protein shake I left on the counter. You’ll need the energy for tonight. It’s time to start earning your keep.”

      She was trembling as he turned, left the room, shut the door, and locked it. She finally blew out a breath and drew in another one. Nothing would stop the shaking. Even though she’d spent the last year and a half in training to service this man, she felt like she was going to vomit.

      Grace stood rooted to her spot for several moments, trying to control her panic. She was naked, but she’d been naked from the moment she’d woken up in hell, so that wasn’t new. Dozens of men had ogled her nude body over the months, more than she could count.

      However, this man had bought her. This man had purchased her virginity. This man was going to rape her. He’d paid a million dollars for the opportunity.

      Shivering, she headed for the attached bathroom. She assumed she was in a basement of some sort because there were no windows. No natural light of any kind entered the room, even when he unlocked the door and opened it.

      The only thing her owner had done since she’d arrived was to open the door, set a protein drink inside, and lock her up once again. She’d tried to swallow as much of the nasty drinks as possible, but her stomach had been unsettled from the drugs he’d injected into her for the first several hours. After that, her nerves had made it difficult to swallow.

      She turned on the water in the shower and stepped back, wondering if it would warm up. When steam started rising, she slowly closed her eyes and thanked the heavens for this one small miracle.

      Grace hadn’t taken a warm shower since her abduction. She hadn’t even bathed herself a single time. She’d been washed by her disgusting handlers, who’d used a garden hose over a drain in the basement floor of Master J’s house.

      Grace moaned softly as she stepped under the spray. She found there was even floral shampoo, conditioner, and body wash lined up on the wall. She’d had no luxuries like that in years.

      It felt good to wash herself, but it was impossible to avoid shaking the entire time. That vile monster is going to rape me after I get clean. He purchased my virginity, and he’s going to take it.

      Grace hadn’t cried in a very long time. Master J and his trainers had forbidden any of the girls from crying. If they had, they’d been punished, and punishments under Master J’s supervision had not been pleasant.

      Reluctantly, Grace turned off the water, dried herself as best she could with one of the two hand towels he’d left for her, and then patted her hair dry with the other.

      She knew why he hadn’t given her full towels. He hadn’t wanted her to be able to cover herself. Not even when she was alone. It was just another form of degradation, and it was effective.

      It took her a while to work the tangles out of her hair, and when she was done, she picked up the hair dryer and turned it on. While she let the warmth seep into her pores, angling the hot air all over her body, she stared at the sink. Maybe she should fill it with water, dunk her head into the water, and drop the hair dryer in with it.

      Was death better than a lifetime of rape? She’d wondered that many times in the last year and a half. Sometimes, she’d been certain the answer was yes. Other times, she’d given herself an internal pep talk. Survive. Live. Be strong.

      As the months had gone by, she’d gradually lost hope. Today, she was running out of any sense of self. Helplessness was seeping in. She stared hard at the sink, seriously considering electrocuting herself.

      “Tulip.” The booming voice made her jump so fast that she nearly dropped the hair dryer.

      She turned it off as she spun toward the door, eyes downcast, heart racing. “Sorry, Master. I didn’t hear you.”

      “Finish. Drink the protein drink. Brush your teeth, slut.”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      He left her alone again. Alone was a new concept to her, in and of itself. She hadn’t been alone unsupervised until she’d been brought here and locked in this room.

      She set the dryer aside, picked up the drink, and gripped the lid with one hand. It took several tries to loosen the top. She didn’t have the energy, plus she was shaking violently.

      She managed to drink about half the icky substance before pouring the rest down the drain and brushing her teeth. Hopefully, he wasn’t watching. If he had cameras on her, so be it. She’d rather endure a punishment before he raped her if it bought her some more time.

      “Let’s go, slut.” He was in the doorway again.

      She clasped her hands behind her back and followed him.

      “To the right and up the stairs, Tulip.”

      When he pointed, she obeyed, climbing the stairs before him.

      She held her breath, unsure of what to expect, and then was surprised when she stepped into a normal kitchen. Well, normal if you were rich and could afford a million-dollar virgin.

      There were no sounds, so she assumed they were alone. The kitchen was pristine, nothing out of place. Modern. Sleek. Stainless steel and white.

      Her buyer gripped her neck hard and angled her through the kitchen and down a hallway until they entered a living room. “Kneel in the middle of the room as you’ve been taught. I left you a pillow for your knees.”

      “Thank you, Master,” she murmured as she headed for the pillow. The room was warm. A fire was lit in the fireplace. The walls were all dark paneling, the floors hardwood, the furniture maroon leather. Masculine. Inviting. Unless you were a trained whore.

      When she was situated, he circled her. “Stop squirming, slut. Stay still.”

      She knew she was trembling. Even after months of training on her knees, she still had never been able to control the shaking. Nerves weren’t something she could prevent.

      Her owner grabbed a fistful of her hair and angled her head closer to the floor. “Eyes down,” he snarled.

      She fought tears. Tears and trembling were the two most difficult parts of her life. Both were involuntary. But it was hard to ignore the fact that she was now bought and owned by this Master who was showing no signs of being kind.

      Pursing her lips, she held her breath. Don’t cry. Don’t cry.

      He finally released her and walked away.

      She didn’t dare lift her head, but she watched his feet in her peripheral vision. Based on the sound of ice, she assumed he was making himself a drink. When he returned, he sat in an armchair a few feet in front of her and took a sip of his drink.

      “Fuck, but you are certainly nice to look at,” he murmured. “That hair is divine. Your tits are perfection. Pull your shoulders back farther so I can see them better.”

      She obeyed.

      “Knees wider. I can’t wait to feel your cunt around my cock.”

      She inched her thighs farther apart.

      “Have you been playing with that naked cunt, Tulip?” His voice grated on her. It was the voice of a madman.

      “No, Sir,” she said.

      “No? Alone in that room downstairs, you didn’t stroke that clit and fuck your cunt with your fingers?”

      She was reminded there was another physical response she could not control—the way her trainers, Master J, and now, this owner could make her cheeks turn hot with their offensive language and suggestions. She couldn’t hide the pink splotches on her pale skin. “No, Sir,” she forced herself to respond with as little inflection as possible.

      “Hmmm. If I find out your cunt isn’t as tight as I was promised, you will pay.”

      She flinched. There was absolutely nothing she could do to ensure her vagina was anything but whatever it was. If it wasn’t as tight as he expected, it certainly wouldn’t be because anyone or anything had been inside her.

      “So, you’re saying after a year and a half of supervision to ensure you remained intact, you didn’t diddle with that pussy the first chance you got?”

      She gritted her teeth. Was he insane? Oh, right. Yes, he was. She’d spent all those months being trained as a sex slave. The only thing on her mind the moment she’d woken up with a post-drugged hangover in that room had been staying calm and staying alive.

      “Answer me, cunt,” he bellowed.

      “No, Sir. I have not touched your pussy.”

      “Humph.” He leaned back, continuing to drink whatever was in that glass.

      She hoped it was laced with cyanide, but there was no way she could be that lucky.

      “God, I love watching you squirm, fighting to remain still. As much as I’m looking forward to fucking your tight cunt, making you wait for my cock is precious.”

      When he rose, she flinched again, thinking he was coming for her. Instead, he headed for the bar again and made another drink. He dropped back into his chair a few minutes later. “My cock is harder than a rock, Tulip. I’m going to need a few drinks so that I can last longer than two seconds inside you.” He chuckled.

      Please, drink ten of them. She started surveying the room, wondering if there was an exit. Could she run for it? What would he do to her if she tried to run? And where would she go? Even if she managed to make it to the front door, she was naked.

      He rambled on about how sexy she was before rising again. “I think we need another log in the fire, don’t you, cunt?”

      She didn’t respond. She hadn’t responded to any of his latest rhetorical questions. But she did risk turning her head after he passed her to watch him as he strutted toward the fire. He picked up a log, tossed it in, and grabbed the poker to adjust everything.

      Her attention was on the poker. Could she manage to get her hands on it? And then what? She was less than half his size. She had no strength. There was no way she could defend herself. He could easily take it from her and punish her severely.

      What did it matter, though? She was dead tonight either way. She’d been a walking zombie for months. Tonight, Grace was either going to die physically or emotionally. The risk to her body seemed like nothing compared to the risk to her mind.

      When he was satisfied with the fire, he staggered toward the bar again. His gait was off. He was drunk.

      Now, Grace. Now’s your only chance. Go.

      Rising silently to her feet, she hurried as quietly as possible toward the fireplace. She grabbed the poker and rushed toward her owner before he made it to the bar.

      He must have finally heard her, though, because he suddenly spun around and faced her. She was a yard away.

      He looked stunned for a moment and then had the audacity to chuckle. “Fucking cunt.” He didn’t think she would do it.

      Grace lifted the poker and swung it through the air as hard as she could. She hadn’t believed she could do it either, but a second later, the end of the iron poker slammed into her owner’s temple.

      His eyes were wide for a moment, his mouth opening, and then he slumped to the floor. Out cold. Dead?

      She heaved in several breaths as she stared at him in shock. She didn’t have time to find out if he was dead. She needed to get out of there.

      Spinning, she looked around the room. There wasn’t even a throw blanket. Nothing to cover herself with. She ran out of the living room with no idea where to go. She had no idea where the front door was or how cold it might be outside.

      She did know it was night. It was dark. She raced back to the kitchen and spotted her owner’s suit coat draped over the back of a chair. Snagging it, she stuffed her arms into it and wrapped it around her. It was way too big for her, which was good. It would keep her warm.

      When she inhaled, she nearly gagged. His aftershave was gross. Every time she’d been near him, she’d smelled it. If she managed to escape this living hell, she would never forget that scent until she died.

      Rushing out of the kitchen, she aimed for what she hoped was the front of the house, beyond relieved when she spotted the front door. There were stairs to her right. She paused. Should she go up and find more clothes?

      No. She’d lose precious time. He might wake up. And besides, it wasn’t as though he’d have anything that would fit her anyway. She was better off barefoot than trying to walk in shoes several sizes too large for her.

      After yanking open the front door, she stepped out into the night and quietly shut the door behind her.

      Now what?

      Thank God it wasn’t too cold out. The last thing she needed was frostbite on her feet. She ran as fast as she could down the long driveway and out to the main road.

      A noise caught her attention and scared her nearly out of her mind. When she jerked her attention toward the sound, she found a woman standing on the other side of the street. She was wearing a robe and was angling a trash can toward the edge of her driveway.

      The woman gasped when she saw Grace. “Oh, my. You scared me.”

      Grace stared at her for a moment. Should she run toward the woman and ask for help?

      The woman wrapped her robe tighter around her and nodded toward the house behind Grace. “Are you a friend of Mr. Chekov?”

      Mr. Chekov… That must have been her Master’s name. She hadn’t known. Grace licked her lips, deciding not to ask this woman for help. What if the woman marched her right back into the house instead? “Uh, no. I’m a friend of his nephew.” She had to pray the woman didn’t know Mr. Chekov well enough to know if he had a nephew or not. Grace certainly had no idea.

      “Oh. I didn’t realize he had a nephew.” She pointed at Grace’s feet. “You’re going to catch a cold without shoes. What are you doing out here this late?”

      “I just needed some air.”

      “Okay, well, have a nice night.” The woman hesitated but then turned and wandered back up toward her house.

      Grace’s heart was going to beat out of her chest. She considered once again going to the front door and asking for help, but it seemed too risky. She was all kinds of fucked up.

      She needed to get away from here. That was all she could imagine. Even if the woman did agree to help her, what would she do? Call the police?

      The thought made Grace shudder more violently than anything else. Ha. The police. Some good they were. The police had gotten her into this mess in the first place. She didn’t want the police involved.

      Grace had no idea how far she was from where she’d been abducted eighteen months ago, but if there was any chance she was still in the Denver area, she certainly didn’t want to call the police.

      So, she turned to the right and took off running.
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      Grace ran as hard as she could for as long as she could, and then she walked until her feet hurt so badly she couldn’t go another step. She knew they were cut and probably bleeding, but after what she’d been through, she didn’t care.

      Exhausted, scared, tired, and numb, she stopped walking and looked around. “What the hell am I going to do?”

      She was next to a mailbox, but there was no visible house. When she glanced down, she discovered a gravel driveway that led to nothing she could see, which meant whatever was at the end of the driveway was completely dark.

      In the past hour, she’d discovered she was not near a city. This area was oddly rural. Large luxury homes interspersed with cabins and run-down dwellings. Some were trailers. Some were cabins. Some were occupied, others were not.

      Out of ideas, Grace crept down the gravel driveway, wincing with every step because her feet were killing her. The drive was slightly overgrown with weeds and overhanging branches. Because there was a mailbox, she had to assume she would eventually come to a structure.

      Sure enough, a cabin suddenly loomed in front of her. There were no cars in front, no lights on, and no evidence of life.

      Grace crept up the steps to the front door and leaned her ear against it. No sounds. She tried the handle. It was locked, of course. Breathing heavily, she stepped off the small porch and rounded to the back of the cabin. The place was very small. Maybe one room. There was a back door, though, and a path led away from it into the trees. She couldn’t tell where it might go.

      “It would help if tonight had been a full moon,” she grumbled to herself. “Or at least a half.” Instead, all she had was a crescent. Barely enough light to see anything out on the main road. Now that she was far from the road, the thick trees were blocking most of the light from the stars.

      The back door was also locked. Not surprising.

      There were two small windows flanking the back door, but they were several feet off the ground. When she rounded back to the front, she realized one window was probably over a kitchen sink. The other was her only option. It was large enough and low enough for her to climb through if she could open it. Or, worst-case scenario, she would break it. She was out of options.

      Creeping closer to the larger window, she wasn’t watching where she stepped and stubbed her toe on something large and smooth.

      “Shit,” she muttered as she bent down to rub her toe. A planter. There were only three things on the porch: a rocking chair, a small table, and a planter. And she’d managed to run into one of them.

      Frustrated, she gave it a shove. It scooted over several inches, and then she froze. Something shiny caught her eye. The smallest sliver of light from the moon shone just right, illuminating…a key.

      Grace nearly laughed. Please, God. She snatched it up. Please let this open the front door. If she could avoid breaking a window, she wouldn’t have to deal with the elements, the cold, the wind, and the broken glass.

      Her hands were swollen and shaking as she worked to fit the key in the keyhole. She couldn’t see what she was doing and had to flip it over several times. Eventually, it slid in.

      Grace felt like she’d won the lottery when the key turned all the way to the right, and the door opened. She stepped inside quietly, trying to adjust to the more intense darkness. She didn’t want to try the lights. She had no idea how far the next house or cabin might be from this one. The last thing she wanted to do was attract attention to herself.

      “Hello?” No one was here. She was sure of it. Silence.

      She shut the door, locked it, and gingerly crept across the room. Besides the back door, she could only make out one other door. She prayed it led to a bathroom. The rest of the cabin was all one room.

      There was a queen-sized bed, a nightstand, a dresser, a sofa, a small table with two chairs, an old area rug, and that was about it as far as movable furniture. The kitchen area appeared to have a sink, a cooktop, and a small fridge. Cabinets extended above and below the counter on both sides of the sink.

      It was small, but it seemed clean. She wasn’t going to be able to assess it better until morning.

      Wincing with every step, she made her way toward what she prayed was a bathroom and blew out a breath when she discovered she was right. Not a huge bathroom. Toilet, sink, and a small square shower.

      “Please tell me the owner keeps the water connected.” She turned the knob for the sink. It sputtered and gurgled for a moment, but then water flowed out.

      Grace was almost happier than she’d been when she’d found the key. She waited impatiently, letting the water run for a few minutes, knowing it might be rusty until it would run clear.

      Finally, she leaned over, scrubbed her hands in the flow, and then cupped them to get a drink. Until that moment, she hadn’t realized how thirsty she’d been. She drank and drank, not caring that she was getting the sleeves of this stupid suit coat wet. In fact, she eventually shrugged out of the coat, dropped it on the floor just outside the bathroom, and then considered what to do about her feet.

      She had no doubt they were cut in several places, and she’d probably tracked blood through the cabin. She needed to wash them.

      Without a better plan, she climbed onto the small vanity, settled her feet in the sink, and grabbed the bar of soap to scrub them.

      “Shit, shit, shit,” she muttered. The soap stung, but she gritted her teeth and scrubbed anyway. Blood, debris, and dirt needed to be washed off, or her feet would get infected.

      When she was confident she’d done the best she could in the dark, she turned off the water and reached for the mirror next to her head. Sure enough, it opened to reveal a small medicine cabinet. Unfortunately, it was way too dark to see anything inside it. She considered the lights again and decided against that plan. First aid would have to wait until morning.

      Grace used the small hand towel to dry her hands and feet, hoping she wasn’t ruining it, and then gingerly hopped down to the floor. “Ouch.”

      She took the towel with her, padded toward the bed, and pulled back the covers. There was nothing else she could do in the dark, and she’d never been more tired in her life.

      The sheets were flannel, with a quilt and a down comforter on top. Grace sat on the edge of the bed, swung her feet around, and wrapped them in the hand towel. If they were bleeding, she didn’t want to ruin the mattress. Maybe that was the least of her problems after breaking and entering, but if she was able to stay in this cabin for more than one night, she wouldn’t want to get blood all over her sheets. It wasn’t as though there was a washing machine.

      Grace pulled the covers over her and curled up on her side. She tucked her arms into her chest, pulled her knees up, and shivered. It wasn’t from the cold. It was from fear.

      She was so exhausted, though, and so damn comfortable for the first time in a year and a half that she drifted to sleep in no time.
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      Grace bolted awake to the sound of birds chirping. She sat upright so fast that she felt woozy. It took her several seconds of looking around to remember where she was and how she’d gotten here.

      The room was bright. The sun was high in the sky. She’d slept hard. A quick glance around the cabin didn’t reveal much more than she’d already known. It was sparsely furnished and slightly dusty but otherwise tidy.

      Her stomach growled, and she prayed there was something to eat inside those cabinets. Anything. Hopefully, the owner at least kept canned goods.

      However, her bladder was the most pressing issue, and she gingerly turned her body until her feet dangled off the edge of the bed. She lifted first one and then the other so she could assess the damage.

      They didn’t look as bad as she’d expected. Cuts and scrapes but nothing that wouldn’t heal. They were swollen and sore enough that it hurt to put pressure on them as she stood.

      Since it was light out now, as soon as she reached the bathroom, she risked trying the light switch and grinned when the overhead light came on. When was the last time she’d smiled? Only once in almost two years, and that had been last night when she’d found the key.

      After using the toilet, she opened the medicine cabinet and found gauze and antibiotic ointment. A glance under the sink pleased her, too. Plenty of toilet paper, cleaning supplies, soap, and an unopened toothbrush.

      Grace started with her teeth and then put ointment on her feet and wrapped them. Her next stop was the dresser. A quick look in every drawer told her this place was owned by a man. She pulled an oversized T-shirt over her head and moved toward the kitchen. “Please…” she muttered. “Anything.”

      The first cabinet held a few plates, cups, glasses, and mugs. The drawer beneath it held silverware and cooking utensils. The next cabinet had a toaster, a coffee pot, a skillet, and a few pots.

      Grace set her hand on the last cabinet, closed her eyes, and begged the Gods for food. And then she breathed a sigh of relief right before laughing out loud.

      There was a variety of canned goods. Blessed angels. There was also pasta and rice. But what made her laugh was the canister of oatmeal. If she never saw oatmeal again in her life, it would be too soon. She felt like she’d existed for the past year and a half on mostly oatmeal. Gruel, she’d come to think of it every time Master J had set a bowl of it in front of her.

      Good news followed in the form of sugar, cinnamon, and even brown sugar. She could work with that. They’d give the oatmeal flavor.

      Thirty minutes later, she was no longer starving. She had something in her stomach. Now, she needed to survey the rest of her situation.

      An hour after that, Grace was confident of several things. The owner hadn’t been here in a while, but he kept the place in good shape for whenever he chose to return. She had to hope that wouldn’t be soon.

      In addition, this was a fishing cabin. All the fishing supplies a man could need were in a storage bin that doubled as a bench on the small back porch. There also weren’t any neighbors in any direction for as far as Grace could see through the thick trees.

      And most importantly, there was a lake not far from the back of the cabin. It had a small dock, and a motorboat was tethered to it.

      Grace was only twenty-four and didn’t have many skills, but she could definitely fish. Her grandfather had taken her fishing hundreds of times growing up. If there were fish to be had in that lake, she would not starve.

      The only footwear
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in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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