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I wake up in lingerie that I’ve never seen before. “What the...?” I’m wearing a black lace camisole and matching panties, undergarments that I would never buy. Economy packs of Fruit of the Loom underwear are more my style. What’s even more bewildering is the bedroom I’m in. I’m lying on a massive white canopy bed—not my lumpy twin size mattress—in a room that is offensively huge. Two studio apartments could fit in here easily. And is that an actual Picasso painting on the wall? Have I been kidnapped by some perverted member of the 1%? Oh God, what has happened to me? And what else is going to happen to me?

“You’re awake.”

Fear chokes me when I see the man under the doorway. He’s a complete stranger. He’s tall, dark, and handsome (which is totally irrelevant right now). But he has scars on his face and hands. Big scars with angry, jagged edges. What happened to him? I scold myself. Not an important question! The only question I should be concerned with at this moment is what the fuck has happened to me. 

“You’re probably wondering why you’re here,” he says. “Who I am, what is going on, why you’re only wearing lingerie.” 

At the reminder, I blush and throw the comforter over my body. Then I curse myself for my idiocy. Why am I concerning myself with modesty? I should be scanning the room for a weapon. 

As if reading my mind, he sits on the bed and grabs me. He puts me on his lap and wraps his arms around me, giving me no chance to escape. 

“What do you want with me?” I ask, quivering with fear. Is he going to hurt me, kill me? I’ve never been particularly happy with my life, but I don’t want to die. 

Instead of giving me a straight answer, he asks, “What do you think?”

“I don’t fucking know,” I say, trying to sound tough instead of utterly panicked. “If you’re going to torture me or kill me or whatever, just get it over with.” I notice the pen in his pocket. Maybe I can grab it and stab his throat with it. That worked for Rachel McAdams in that movie Red Eye.

“I’m not going to hurt you.” He caresses my bare shoulder, causing me to shiver, though his touch is gentle and warm. 

Yeah, right. A man doesn’t kidnap a woman because he wants to treat her well. “Why am I here?” I really want to shout, Why did you kidnap me, you fucking psycho? But I refrain from insulting him. He might be a sensitive psycho with a tendency to go into murderous rampages when upset. 

“Do you know how I got these scars, Lauren?”

The psycho knows my name. “No,” I say, confused.

“I was crossing the street, and some careless driver hit me. Luckily, I survived, but the incident did leave me with these scars.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, but what does that have to do with me?”

He traces a pattern on my wrist. “I have reason to believe that you were that careless driver. The one who crashed into me, then left me for dead.”

Horror invades my every cell. It’s one thing to get kidnapped; it’s another to get kidnapped because you’ve been accused of a terrible crime you did not commit. “You’re mistaken. I would never do a hit and run.” I’m not a saint or even a particularly good person, but I’m not morally bankrupt garbage. “I don’t even own a car.”

“I have evidence that says otherwise.”

“What evidence? Such evidence can’t exist because I didn’t fucking do it!” My voice is approaching hysterical. Did someone frame me? But who would frame me? I don’t have enemies. I’m a waitress at Applebee’s; I can’t afford to have enemies.

“I have enough evidence to put you in prison for a long time.”

“Why am I not in prison then?”

“I thought about calling the police and having you put behind bars. But then I realized that wouldn’t really satisfy me.” A wicked grin appears on his face. “So I decided to make you my prisoner.”

I nearly choke. “You want me to be your slave?”

“I will expect you to do as I say. If you don’t, I’ll call the police and you’ll discover how well an actual prison suits you.”

Was I a serial killer in my past life? Because what have I done to deserve this, to be punished for a crime I did not commit? “What do you expect me to do?”

“To please me.” He rubs the bulge in his pants against my sex. My body burns with anger. He wants me to become his little sex doll? That explains the lingerie. I want to tell him, Over my dead body. But do I have a choice? If I don’t go along with what he says, my ass will be in prison. I’m a short white girl who doesn’t work out; I would find myself shanked within a few days or even hours. 

Being the rich pervert’s little sex doll it is then.

“How long will I be expected to please you?” I ask, glaring at him.

“Well, for a hit and run, a person can face up to 15 years in prison...”

15 years?! So I would be his prisoner till I’m 36?! I consider throwing myself at the mercy of the court system. Maybe the judge would go easy on me...maybe.

“But you’ll be my prisoner for only 3 years,” he says.

“Only 3 years,” I mutter. But it’s better than 15 years in prison. “So in 3 years, I’ll be free to go?”

“Yes, you have my word.”

I don’t know if his word is worth shit; he is an amoral rich man after all. But do I have a choice?

No.

“So should I lie on the bed and spread my legs nice and wide for you?” I ask, absolutely hating him.

“Yes,” he says with a smile. 

I close my eyes and wait for him to shove his cock into me. Instead, I feel his lips on my breasts. I catch my breath, my nipples hardening. Jesus Christ, the last thing I should be right now is turned on. Yet I almost moan when he sucks on one of the little hard tips. Then he pulls down my panties till they’re bunched around my knees.

“You’re so wet for me,” he breathes, stroking my bare pussy.

An involuntary cry leaves my lips when he rubs my clit. Why did that feel so good? I should find his touch revolting. I shouldn’t be making sounds of pleasure like one of those stupid heroines from trashy romance novels. 

He smirks, rubbing me harder. “I’ll have to change these sheets. You’re dripping all over them.”

Simultaneously, I want to die of shame and I want him to just give me an orgasm already. 

“Are you going to come for me, Lauren?”

No, you disgust me. But I can’t say the words because they would be a lie. God, some part of me has to be twisted if I can be so aroused by my captor.

He pulls down his pants, then puts on a condom. I loathe the lust that runs through my veins at the sight of his cock. Something is seriously wrong with me. 

First thing I’m going to do when I’m out of this psycho’s mansion—book an appointment with a therapist.

He slides his shaft into me, and I arch my back, moaning so embarrassingly loud. 

“I love the sounds you make,” he says.

“I hate you,” I hiss before moaning again as he thrusts into me.

He laughs. “Your pussy likes my cock though.”

I wish I could accuse him of being delusional. My traitorous sex tightens around his erection, and my disloyal hands touch his back instead of shoving him off me. 

“Scream for me,” he commands.

I scream. I tell myself that I’m only screaming because I have to do what he says, not because he’s bringing me pleasure that I’ve never known. I tell myself that I’m sinking my nails into his back because I want to hurt him, not because he’s driving me crazy in a good way. But I can’t deny the orgasm that comes over me.

“My pretty prisoner,” he murmurs, touching my lip.

I scowl. “My asshole captor.”
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My asshole captor drags me down to the dining room. He’s forcing me to have dinner with him. I suppose that I should be glad he’s feeding me instead of letting me starve. Be grateful for the little things, right?

Ugh.

I expect to receive a small piece of bread and maybe a cup of soup, just enough food to keep me alive. My eyes widen when I see the large spread on the table: a big red lobster, Caesar salad, roasted potatoes, and a basket of rolls. Is this for me? Or is he going to force me to watch him partake in this feast while I nibble on a couple of saltine crackers? 

He pulls out a chair. When I stare at him blankly, he asks, “Are you going to sit? Or do you wish to sit on my lap?”

“I’ll sit on the chair,” I mumble, quickly taking a seat.

He sits next to me, then fixes a plate. When he slides the plate to me, I stare at him blankly again. “Is the lobster not good enough for you?” he asks, amused. “Or do you think I put poison in it?” He scoops some lobster into his mouth, then makes a show of chewing and swallowing it. “See? Perfectly harmless.”

This is the fanciest dinner I've ever had. The last meal I had consisted of instant ramen and a banana. I take a bite of the lobster, and it’s the best thing
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