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She was shocked when he forced the three sticks between her lips, his eyes shifting from how it was before they kissed. The pleasure was gone and replaced by discomfort. One stuck to her dry lips in the middle, joined by 
two on either side.

	 

	
Force Of Habit

	“W


	hat the hell? Back off, weirdo!” Ashley yelled over the loud music. She was at the club. After a long day at work, all she wanted was some relaxation. She'd stepped onto the dancefloor but was constantly being disturbed by an unknown man.

	“Won't you take even a stick from me?” he came again, offering a cigarette. Ashley stopped dancing.

	“No. Fuck out of my sight!” she barked.

	The man left. However, he returned yet again, still offering cigarettes. Ashley couldn't take it anymore.

	“Someone is trying to harass me! Someone, get him out of here!” she screamed at the top of her voice.

	People immediately came to get aid. A few men gathered around the strange man, questioning him. But he refused to speak, only glaring at Ashley.

	A lady came to stand before Ashley. “He was bothering me, too. He's probably a cigarette addict and is trying to force others. Weirdo.”

	The man glared at her.

	Immediately, the surrounding people forced the strange man out of the club. Although reluctant, he was no match for the security.

	Ashley and everyone returned to partying once he was gone. Her time at the club soon ended, and she had to leave. She would stay longer, but she couldn't afford to get to her workplace late the next day.

	Grabbing her purse from the stool where she left it, she made her way out of the club, staggering just a little. She was drunk, but could still control her thoughts.

	She'd only taken a few steps toward her car when she heard a familiar voice behind her, causing her to halt and turn. Her heart missed a beat as she locked eyes with the cigarette man from earlier.

	“Are you leaving, beautiful?” he called with a smile which Ashley thought was irritating, bordering on creepy.

	“How's that your business? Back off. I'm gonna scream if you come any nearer,” she threatened, struggling to keep her facial expression serious and intimidating. Unknown to her, her round, plump and child-like face wasn't cooperating.

	The man continued taking steps toward her. “Did I do something to you? You made those guys humiliate me.”

	Ashley moved back as he neared her. “Stop right fucking there!” she yelled, her eyes roaming around as she hoped someone would show up to help her.

	“I'm not stopping,” he simply told her, still moving as she did. Soon, Ashley's back touched her car, making her stop. Her heart was racing incredibly fast, and she felt she was going to pass out at any moment.

	“Settle down. Easy does it!” he murmured, only two steps away. Ashley absolutely hated how close the man was to her. She looked around. Still, there was no sign of anyone outside.

	The man smiled, his hands crossed. “You're so beautiful. You'll be better with me, doing all I want.”

	Ashley's heart pounded faster. “Help!” she yelled. “Help me! Somebody, help—” her words were replaced by muffled sounds as the man pressed a fabric over her nose.

	She heard the words again, whispering in her ear as her consciousness waned: “Settle down. Easy does it!”

	***

	Her eyes slowly blinked open as she looked around, not recognising the strange place with dim lights. She managed to force her head and realised she was tied to a chair.

	“Fuck,” she muttered under her breath. No matter how she tried, she couldn't remember anything that had happened the previous night. Her heart raced. She needed to know where she was.

	Just then, she heard the loud sound of a door opening and flinched a little from the unexpected loudness.

	A strange man walked toward her. Ashley couldn't deny that she thought he was insanely familiar. She just couldn't place her hands on how she knew him.

	“Hello, pretty,” the man greeted, stopping before Ashley with his hands in the pockets of his hoodie. “Remember me?” he asked her.

	Ashley shook her head negatively and caught the light smile on the stranger's face. “That's perfect,” he whispered. But, Ashley could hear him.

	“What do you want from me? Why did you bring me here?” she demanded. She was unable to scream due to how tired and weak she felt.

	The man smiled and took the cigarette from his lips, where the stick was trapped between his teeth. “Your lips are perfect. So perfect. For me.”

	Ashley's brow furrowed. She wiggled in the grip of the ropes that bound her to the chair, desperate to break free.

	“That won't happen, darling. You can't leave from there. The more you struggle, the more it's going to make your skin sore.”

	Ashley lifted a brow to question what he meant. And that was when it clicked. When she felt it. The moment her brain seemed to function fully. She was naked.

	She looked down and finally took her position. Her legs were spread open, but each was tied to the legs of the chair. Her slightly bushy pussy was out on display.

	The ropes were wrapped around her chest, and her hands were trapped behind her. Her eyes shot up to the man.

	“Who the hell are you!?” This time, with the anger she felt, her voice was able to go louder. She already hated this beast and wished she could go in front of him and knock that smirk off his face.

	“Let go of me!”

	The man began moving his legs toward her, one hand in his pocket, the other hand housing the cigarette between his index and middle fingers. He came between Ashley's legs and paused, his eyes looking down at her face, which was scrunched in disgust.

	“Have you smoked before?”

	His question was sudden. His eyes were eyeing her lips, and Ashley could see the look of lust in his gaze. Her body tensed up, scared.

	“Y- yes, I have,” she stammered out a reply.

	“Good,” the man muttered and brought the stick to her lips, requesting entry as he pressed his thumb against her lips.

	“Open and take a puff,” he ordered, his voice suddenly going deeper. Ashley pursed her lips and stared at him with no hint of fear in her gaze.

	“No, I won't,” she refused defiantly. Even though her heart was pounding hard against her chest, she wasn't going to put her lips on the same cigarette the stranger had put his lips on. She hated him already. If she weren't tied to the chair, she wouldn't even be speaking to him. Her silence would explain her disdain.

	The man's hand slowly left his pocket and came up behind her, still wearing his smile. Without warning, he gripped a handful of her hair, causing Ashley to yelp in pain.

	“Settle down. Easy does it!”

	“Let go of me, you bastard!” she screamed in reply.

	“Where we are is just like a desert. No matter how you scream, no one's coming to help you. The least you can do right now is to cooperate with me. The more you cooperate, the greater chance you can keep your scrawny ass alive. I won't waste my time keeping a stubborn human. Now, open up.”

	Ashley went quiet. Of course, she didn't want to die.

	Just one drag, she told herself. One drag wasn't going to end her life, was it? She knew the man was going to kill her. He looked so scary and ruthless. He had scars on his face and she couldn't imagine how he'd got them all. Didn’t want to imagine…

	He was wearing a tank top, which exposed the several scars he had on his arms. Ashley could recognise two as gunshot wounds. How could she oppose a person like him in such a vulnerable position as she was?

	Beg. A voice whispered in her head. She wondered if she should beg. Perhaps he would have mercy on her and maybe free her if she begged with enough tears.

	Tears. She needed tears. She needed to cry. Her mind raced as she manoeuvred through the different bad memories she had. She needed to think of one that would bring tears to her eyes.

	She suddenly remembered her first dog, Mac. When Mac died, Ashley had thought the world was going to end. She'd cried so much, she thought she would die too. The dog had been with her since her childhood years. And when she had depression, it helped her the most. She had him for 15 years.

	“Why the hell are you crying?” the man's voice jolted Ashley out of her thoughts. She immediately realised that it worked, and she swung into action.

	“Please, don't kill me. I beg you, please. I don't want to die. I… I've never smoked. I'm sorry for lying. P… please, don't kill me, sir. Please,” she begged loudly, sobbing as she did. Her intent was to look and sound as pitiful as possible.

	Dragging up emotions wasn’t difficult given the situation she was in. However, fear had gripped her and she was caught by surprise when the man suddenly burst out laughing.

	“Oh, this fucker!” he exclaimed as he laughed, throwing his head back. Ashley wondered what was so funny to him. She had cried well, hadn't she? Why was he then laughing? What was so funny?

	Perhaps, he could read minds? Had he read her mind and now knew her intentions? If so, what was the man? Was he even human? Could it be that he was—

	Her thoughts were interrupted by the man's sudden and firm grip on her jaw. He pushed her face up, making her look at him.

	“Aren't you so stupid? Do you know how long I've been watching you? You're so foolish,” he said with a scoff, not letting go of her.

	“Do you know what I hate the most? Liars and assholes who try to act pitiful. And do you know why I haven't killed you yet after that stupid stunt you just pulled? It's because I need you for my entertainment. Now, open up. The next time you'll let me say it is when…I kill you. ”

	Ashley shook at his last sentence. She didn't want to die. Slowly, with a racing heart, she parted her lips, letting him in.

	The man had a smile on his face as he placed the cork filter between her lips and closed them on it with his free fingers.

	Ashley's eyes widened and shot up to him. She was groaning loudly, stubbornly refusing to inhale the cigarette smoke.
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