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Chapter 1

My heart slammed painfully in my chest as fear surged through my bloodstream. It was so potent I tasted the bitter swell of bile. A large calloused hand covered my mouth, cutting off the piercing scream bubbling in my throat. My eyes popped open and I struggled to adapt to the suffocating darkness surrounding me. My blinds had been pulled closed - not the way I left them when I’d climbed into bed - and there was only a sliver of silver moonlight slicing the darkness.

Tears burned my eyes and I blinked rapidly, clawing at the hand held firmly over my mouth. I tossed my head from side to side, trying to tear myself from his punishing grip, but I failed. Instead, I parted my lips, tasting the nauseating salt of his skin as I clamped my teeth down on his calloused flesh.

The man flinched, “Shit!” He hissed in a deep breath, pushing his hand harder against my face, forcing the back of my head into the mattress. He leaned down over me, his breath warm and revolting against my face. “Do it again and I’ll make sure you pay.”

I whimpered as another man claimed the space on the opposite side of my bed. My eyes, now adjusted to the dark, counted three figures. All men. All dressed in black.

What were they doing in my room? What did they want from me? What were they going to do to me? And what about the rest of my family? My mother and two little sisters, would they be safe? What would happen to them?

The man standing close to the door moved quickly to the end of my bed as I started flailing viciously against my human restraints, my legs tangling in a mess of sheets. The three men moved in surprising coordination. The man whose hand held my scream from finding release grabbed my chin with his other hand, while the man standing on the opposite end of my bed caught my flailing wrists in an iron grip. It didn’t take long for the man who’d been standing beside my door to pull the sheets from the bed, exposing my bared legs. Hot hands moist with sweat locked on my ankles, stilling my movements.

A painful sob rocked through my chest, but no sound found its way into the silence. Through my misted gaze, I stared at the men as they breathed in evenly. They knew what they were doing, and I was terrified of what I didn’t know. I’d never once thought twice about wearing an oversized shirt and a pair of panties to bed. And, I never once thought I’d be grateful for my wiry chicken legs. The way the pale moonlight touched the insipid skin of my legs didn’t make me feel all that alluring. I could only pray that these men weren’t here to rape me. I would prefer death.

My bedroom door cracked open and another man popped his head into the room. “Hurry, it’s time.”

A cry ripped through my heart as I realized there were more than just the three men in my bedroom. The man holding my mouth bent low, his breath sickeningly warm and moist against my skin. My lips trembled open as I struggled not to cry aloud, and his finger slipped into my mouth. Again, I tasted the salt of his skin mixed with my own saliva and I gagged.

He shifted his hand over my mouth. “If you wake them, we’ll be forced to kill them.”

His words turned my blood cold and my body was quick to relinquish my fight.

The man spoke again, “You’re going to be a good girl and come with us now, yes?”

My heart shattered into a billion little shards, as I nodded, finding the ability to reply silently through my debilitating fear. He didn’t move his hand from my mouth, but this time, when they moved to peel me from my bed, I didn’t struggle. I couldn’t, not when my struggling meant the death of my family.

Tears rolled down my face, dripping onto the man’s hand before rolling over his skin. He tensed, but didn’t say anything to comfort me. I hadn’t expected him to. These men were anything but noble. They were criminals. And they were dangerous. Never before had I once thought it was a possibility that I might be abducted from the safety of my bedroom, of my home. I’d heard about these things happening, but they weren’t the kind of things that happened to me.

But that’s what every unfortunate soul thinks when they are being carted from the safety of their home. This shouldn’t be happening to me. I don’t deserve this.

The man who’d held my ankles opened my bedroom door, his eyes filled with grave warning as I passed him by. I knew what he was telling me. Don’t speak. Don’t cry out or scream or fight. Because if I do, they’ll have to kill my family. I heard his silent warning loud and clear.

I let the man holding my mouth lead me through the hallway I had walked thousands of times before, but this time felt so different. It felt longer somehow, and yet shorter. Every step I took was agonizing. And at the same time, I wanted to run. My emotions were torn into two. On one hand, I was terrified of walking through my little home to find myself in the dangerous situation of being right where these men wanted me. And on the other, I just wanted to get it all over with. I prayed that whatever they had planned for me was quick.

At the thought, fear pooled in my belly and I ached to fight. Need burned in the pit of my stomach and twitched in my muscles. As though he could sense my sudden burst of fight, the man leaned down, his voice gravelly in my ear. “Remember my threat. It still stands.”

And as soon as I found the will to fight, it fled my body, abandoning me to these men and their cruel intentions. I decided then, that regardless of the horrors these men had planned for me, I would accept it. I would accept every torturous moment, so long as my mother and sisters remained safe and untouched. That’s all that mattered to me.

They were all that mattered to me.

Before I knew it, I was standing before the door to my house, and the man was pulling it open. Cool night air brushed against my bared skin as I stepped from the safety of my home. My eyes widened as I took in the scene before me. There were three black vehicles parked against the curb in front of my house. They were very out of place against in the middle class suburban neighborhood. Two black SUV’s that looked like escalades were parked, spilling exhaust into the night, sandwiching a long black limo.

What the hell? Why the hell did they need a limo for an abduction?

Another voice speaking quietly interrupted my thought. His words were chilling. “Take her to him.”

Who in the world was him?

I didn’t have a chance to ask the man as he pushed me determinedly toward the limo. It was then that I decided I didn’t want to do this anymore. I dug my heels into the grass on my front lawn, locking my knees. My efforts were wasted. The man simply lifted me, walking toward the limo as though I hadn’t caused him to strain. One of the four men opened the door of the limo and the man carrying me placed me on the ground outside the car.

“Get in the car.” He hovered close, his arms encasing my body, his hands clasping the hood of the car. I knew there was nowhere else for me to go. On shaky knees, I lowered myself into the limo.

I flinched as the door slammed shut behind me. The limo was dark, but my eyes were well adjusted. I found a figure sitting beside me with only a small seat between us, and I tensed, instantly bolting for the other side of the limo. I knew I was farther away from the door, but I couldn’t handle sitting so close to him. I felt like a spooked horse, and when the limo shifted forward, my moist, trembling hands gripped the leather of the seat. My eyes fastened on the little white house I had known for so long, the house I was certain I would never again set eyes on. I watched with misted eyes, until there was nothing more to see. It was gone. They were gone.

A golden light flooded the space and I saw the man for the first time. My breath caught in my throat and my lips parted on a gasp. He was young!

The man sitting - or claiming - the other side of the limo couldn’t be any older than his late twenties. He was the most striking man I had ever laid eyes on. And I instantly hated him. Loathing for him pulsed in my blood, poisoning my once gentle entity. His body was large, and I knew he was exceptionally fit. I had a feeling he was also uncannily strong and harsh. I didn’t particularly want to test my theory - yet.

My eyes swept over the length of him, taking in every miniscule feature of his being. He was sitting back in the seat, appearing at ease, but I knew he wasn’t. I could see by the curl of his fingers into his palm, forming large fists that he was anything but. A steady pulse pounded in his throat, where the first two buttons of his black dress shirt was left undone. The shirt was rolled up onto his firm muscular forearms, and every few seconds he flexed, his wrist mass straining the heavy gun medal gray watch links. His long, dark jean covered legs were slightly parted, and a thick black leather belt hugged his hips. The buckle was bulky and silver. His feet were adorned in worn black leather dress shoes. Everything about him exuded confidence, but I had a feeling he was a ticking time bomb. Not nearly as in control as he’d like to be.

My eyes flickered up to examine my captors face, and my heart paused its beats. The most intense blue eyes I had ever seen were staring at me without an ounce of reticence. It appeared my captor was just as intrigued by me as I was him. The only difference was that I hated him.

But hey, maybe he hated me. I mean, why else would someone do this to a person?

Shaking the thought from my head, I allowed my eyes to analyze his face. I wanted to memorize every shadow, every flaw, perfection, and quirk. Not because I was hypnotized by this man, but because one day I would escape. When that day came, I would be fully qualified to give a statement about my captor. I would be able to draw his face to perfection and he would pay for everything he put me through.

His hair was thick and inky black. He styled it messily. As though a woman had just run her slender fingers through the mass in a thrall of passion. It fringed the sharp frame of his face perfectly, giving him an air of harsh, unchallenged command. His cobalt eyes were piercing, bordered by the thickest, longest ebony lashes. His cheekbones were high and even, his nose sharp and straight. Strong. His lips were full and slightly quirked in a lopsided grin and his chin was firm. His jaw was square. The man didn’t appear to have any flaws. He was complete and utter perfection - an Adonis. But no one was perfect. I was certain that his ugliness lived inside him, rather than outside. And that made him all the more dangerous.

At the thought, my heart broke.

Obviously, I wasn’t above crying. Tears were rolling determinedly down my face, freefalling from my chin to hit the bare skin of my thighs. My only saving grace was that I was a silent crier. I didn’t sniffle, or sob, or hiccup. Not once did I make a single sound. I just cried, my body falling subject to soft shudders.

“Interesting choice of attire.” The man spoke for the first time and I noted, much to my displeasure, that his voice was deep and smooth. The sound crawled toward me, declaring the space I had so desperately tried to put between us.

I didn’t reply. He didn’t deserve a reply.

He sighed, “When I speak to you I expect a response, Nova.”

How did he know my name? The thought was short-lived. The man knew where I lived. He’d just had me stolen from my bed in the dead of the night. The fact that he knew my name was the least of my worries.

I still didn’t bother to reply. He’d taken me away from my home and my family. He had nothing left to bargain with for my compliance. I had no intention of making this easy for him. I would fight him at every corner and if the opportunity ever presented itself, I would kill him.

The man chuckled and I wondered fleetingly if he could hear my thoughts. I dismissed it quickly for the ridiculousness it was. My fingers curled over my kneecaps, my nails biting into my skin.

“I thought you’d play it this way.” His eyes were trained on me as he spoke. “So I made sure I was equipped with a move of proper response.”

I sneered. “This isn’t a game of chess.”

He laughed. “Ah, sweet humor.” He cocked his head. “But this is a game to me. A game I intend to win.” He grinned the same lopsided grin. His blue eyes were laughing in their over abundance of confidence. “Checkmate, Nova.”

You’re freaking insane! I bit my lip to keep from screaming my thought at him. I watched, as his finger travelled over a button on a remote. A small screen dropped from the roof on my side of the car, and I stiffened in shock, feeling cornered. The image on the screen was of my home. I realized, chilled to the bone, that the footage was live.

He spoke, sounding cocky. “I have men positioned close to your family, where they will remain until I am confident that I have not only your compliance, but your loyalty and respect.” A new burst of tears fell from my eyes as I stared at the screen. He was asking for the impossible. “Nova,” his voice claimed my attention and my eyes flickered to his. “I am not above killing them, one by one, until I’ve gotten what I want from you.”

My breath was shaky, “What do you want from me?”

He shifted in the seat, his eyes skimming over my body. I felt the heat of his gaze over my skin, and my stomach churned. In all my twenty-one years, I’d never loathed another human being as much as I loathed him.

“What I want is simple, Nova.” He paused and I waited, holding my breath. “I want you to marry me.”


 

Chapter 2

“What?” I gasped, my lungs felt void of oxygen. They burned. I felt my fingers clawing at my throat, tugging the fabric of my t-shirt away from my neck, stroking the length of my neck - just anything to make the air flow through my airwaves again.

“I don’t repeat myself, Nova. Listen to me when I speak to you.” He reprimanded me with a cold, harsh tone. “You will marry me.”

I shook my head, frantically. “No.” I couldn’t stop shaking my head. “No, no, no I won’t.”

Through the dim lighting I saw one dark brow rise. That was the only infringement against the cool calm in his watchful expression. “Shall I kill your mother first?” He angled his head. His upper lip lifted into something that resembled a sneer, and I felt my blood run cold. “Or maybe one of your younger sisters?”

His words broke my heart and my determination. I couldn’t even find the will to grit my teeth. I croaked, “Why?”

“Why what?” His words were sharp.

“Why are you doing this? Why do you want me to marry you?” This time, I sobbed. “I don’t understand.”

He stiffened. “You’re in no position to demand answers. And if I want you to understand something, I will explain it to you.”

“This is my life.” I whispered.

“It was your life, love.” He grinned, but there was no kindness in the action. “You belong to me now.”

Numbly, I leaned back in the seat. The tips of my fingers felt cold and pained, they were tingling. It was as though my brain forgot to send blood in to warm my extremities. Shivers racked my body and my teeth chattered. When I spoke, my voice was small. I sounded so very weak, and I hated myself for it. “I, I don’t want to marry you.”

He smirked. “You don’t have a choice.”

“I’ll never love you.” I mumbled, aching inside. I felt dead. Everything I had ever hoped to attain from my life was quickly dissolving. I’d always been a big believer in fairytale love. I believed in the existence of a sweet, loving man, who would hold me from behind, moving my body to a romantic rhythm in his mind. I ached to be kissed unexpectedly, to feel a burst of butterflies fluttering lively in my stomach. I’d always dreamed I’d find my prince, and I would live happily ever after. But with every passing moment, I was seeing it for what it was, a beautifully improbable dream.

“I’m not asking for you to love me. I’m telling you that if you don’t marry me, I’ll kill everyone you’ve ever loved.” His eyes were focused intently on me as he leaned forward. “I retract my earlier statement. You do have a choice, Nova.” Hope flared in my chest and I held my breath. “You can choose to marry me so that your family can live, or you can choose not to marry me, and watch as your family dies. It is your choice, love.”

The fragment of hope I’d felt vanished into thin air. “That’s not much of a choice.”

“Ah,” he tisked. “But it is a choice. That is what you wanted, is it not, love?”

He really was a cruel beast of a man. I had no doubt he’d practiced the art of manipulation for years. He may have given me a choice, but either way my hands were tied.

Pulling a deep breath of air into my lungs, I looked into the eyes of a man with the heart of the devil. I spoke, “I’ll marry you.”

His blue eyes flickered with a sickening excitement and I shrunk into myself, wishing I could be anywhere but here. He regarded me for a long moment, his eyes slowly turning dark. “You really are a bleeding heart.”

I chomped down on my lower lip, crossing my bare legs. I wished I had a blanket to cover myself, but I’d be damned if I asked him for anything. Ever.

He spoke again, “We have a long journey ahead of us. I suggest you sleep.”

As if! How the hell did he expect me to sleep after everything he’d done? Maybe he was mentally unstable. Of course, he was mentally unstable! He’d kidnapped me from my home and was forcing me to marry him. I shook my head, glaring out the window at the passing scenery.

When I’d woken to unfamiliar hands pulling at my body, covering my screams and threatening my family, the last thing I imagined was that I was being captured to marry some rich, egotistical brute. I’d thought I would be raped, beaten and murdered. I had never once suspected this. But maybe this was worse. Because I would be spending the rest of my life tied to a man I loathed with all my being. He had the rest of my days to torture me, and I didn’t know if I was that strong.

I replied, hoping my tone was cutting. “I don’t think I’ll be sleeping.”

He chuckled, “Suit yourself.”

Silence claimed the space in the limo, and I watched as Seattle’s glimmering city lights fell to the blackness that claimed the highway. My eyes burned, now void of tears, as I watched the land pass us by. I wondered where we were going, where he was taking me, but I didn’t ask. I couldn’t seem to find my will to speak. I didn’t really care where he took me. Caring would only lead to disappointment.

Hours passed as we drove. Slowly, the moon retired to the sun’s pink glow, before the entire sky was flickering with the magical hues of sunrise. It was beautiful. A sight worthy of an artist’s appreciative eye. It was Saturday morning and I knew that within a few hours, my family would rise. I was usually an early riser, and I knew that when they woke to find the pot void of coffee, they would come searching for me. They wouldn’t find me.

They wouldn’t find me.

The thought closed my throat and I gasped for breath loudly. From the corner of my eye, I saw the man, whose name I still didn’t know, stare at me in confusion. My fingers shook as I clawed at my throat, coughing. Tears clouded my vision and a panic I hadn’t yet experienced, set in. Loud sobs filled the silence. If I weren’t so panicked, I might have been ashamed at my display of weakness, but I couldn’t concentrate on that. All I could think about was my family. How desperate would they feel when they realized I had been taken? Would my mother blame herself?

“Oh, God,” the words were shaky and breathless. My eyes were frantic.

My heart climbed up my throat as the man moved quickly from his side of the limo to mine. His eyes were sharp as he took in my face, his hands heavy on my shoulders. “What is it?”

I shrugged away from his touch, but he only held my shoulders tighter. His hands were warm and steady. “Don’t,” I gasped the word. “Don’t touch me!”

He frowned, clearly perturbed. “What’s wrong with you?”

“My family,” violent sobs beset my body and I set my hands against his hard, muscled chest to push him away from me. He didn’t budge an inch. The man was built like freaking iron! “They’ll be so worried. They’ll think,” I shook my head, choking on my words. “Oh, God.”

He raised his brows. His expression was incredulous. “You’ve been with me for hours and you’ve only just realized this?”

“My mom,” I shook my head, sniffling. “She’s going to blame herself.”

He sighed heavily, his sturdy fingers slipping beneath my chin to force my eyes to meet his. “I’ve taken care of it.”

I shook my head, trying to shake off his touch. I hated his touch. “What did you do?”

“That isn’t your concern. But, I assure you, it’s taken care of.”

Again, I sobbed. “I don’t believe you.”

He shrugged, dropping his hand from my face. I thought he’d move back to his side of the limo, but he didn’t. Instead, he remained sitting beside me. He was too close for comfort. I scooted away from him, pressing myself against the side of the car.

He chuckled. “You may as well get used to me, love. You’re soon going to be my wife.”

“But I’m not yet.” My voice was still shaking, but the swell of panic I’d experienced was subsiding. “I’m not your wife, and I won’t ever get used to you.”

His eyes swung to meet mine. They were cold and hard. “Well, that’s your decision, love. But it’s going to make your life much harder than it has to be.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I demanded hoarsely. I set my hands in my lap, my fingers fidgeting with the hem of my shirt.

He leaned back, eyeing me with interest. “I want a wife, Nova. Do you know what marriage entails? Do you know of the duties expected from a woman when a man takes a wife?”

I cringed in abhorrence. “I’m not sleeping with you!”

He laughed. “You will. And not only that, you’ll beg for me.”

The scowl that painted my face must have been hilarious, because he was grinning from ear to ear. “You’re delusional,” I spat. “I don’t even know your name.”

“My name’s Calix.” His voice was gravelly as his eyes bored into mine. “Calix McKnight.”

I didn’t reply, but I couldn’t help but shrink away from his persistent gaze. Why was he looking at me like this? Did he expect me to recognize his name? Had I met him somewhere before? Was that why he was doing this to me? Had I met him and somehow caught his fancy?

“What?” I snapped, glaring at him hotly. “Have I met you or something?”

He cocked his head to the side as though tasting my words, before finally replying. “No, Nova. We’ve never met.”

I nodded. I couldn’t help feeling confused as I stared at him. Minutes passed before I said anything. “I think you should move to your side of the car.”

He raised a single brow. “My side?”

“Yes, your side.” I pointed to the spot he’d claimed up until I’d had my shameful break down. “Over there.”

Calix made a show of pondering my proposal before shaking his head. “Nope.” His blue eyes settled on me and I shivered. “I think I’ll stay right here beside my fiancée.”

“I’m not your fiancée.” I muttered under my breath. “I’m your captive.”

Before I knew it, Calix’s hand was around my waist and I was on his lap. I froze. I could feel his heat through the very thin material of our clothing. His hands on my waist were burning though the flimsy shirt I wore. I may as well have been butt naked. As soon as the thought entered my mind, I flushed cherry red and scolded myself hotly. Gathering my courage, I pushed at his chest, trying to disentangle myself from his body. He refused to relent as he watched me struggle. I felt like a rabbit caught in a hunter’s snare.

I was helpless.

“Stop.” Calix growled, his voice vibrating through his chest. His tone was so commanding, I stilled. “You’ll listen to me carefully, Nova. I’m a very important man. I care about my public image and I care about how others perceive me. I will not be made a fool of by my fiancée. Yes, you are my fiancée. I’ll remind you, that you’ve chosen to marry me.” He paused and I stared at the seat beside him. I couldn’t bring myself to look into his eyes. I was so angry, I could feel my body quaking. He continued. “You will not fight me when I touch you, you will smile when I whisper in your ear and you will obey my commands, have I made myself clear?”

I chewed on my lip, determined not to answer him. Calix waited all of thirty seconds before he pinched my side. Hard. “Ouch!” I hissed, glaring daggers at him. “What the hell was that for?”

“I’ve already told you once, Nova. I expect a reply when I speak to you.” His fingers started rubbing the sore spot he’d pinched, his warmth quickly soothing the skin. I tensed. I didn’t want him to make me feel good. I’d take another pinch over this warm caressing. “There will be consequences for your indiscretions, Nova.”

“You’re an asshole.” I declared, staring straight into his piercing blue eyes. “You’re a fucking asshole.”

He caught my chin in his hand, stiffly holding my face mere inches from his. When he spoke, I could taste his breath. It was - sweet. I scowled, wanting to stick my finger down my throat. “That language is anything but becoming on you. I suggest you refrain from using it.” He winked. “Unless you have a hankering for punishment, love?”

“That doesn’t even deserve a response.” I wiggled on his lap, again trying to set myself free from the snare that was his arms. “Please, let me go.”

He shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

My mouth dropped. “I don’t want to be touched by you. Why can’t you understand that?”

“I don’t care what you want, love.” Calix replied as though bored. “I care about what I want, and right now, I want to hold you.”

I gritted my teeth, “Why?”

He leaned forward, whispering in my ear. “Because I’m loving the feeling of your almost naked ass on my lap.”

I pulled away, and before I thought my action through, I’d slapped him hard across the face. The sound of the slap echoed through the limo and I gasped, the cold hard realization of what I’d just done settling into the deepest pit of my stomach. Oh shit!

Calix’s large hand closed over my wrist, holding me tightly, painfully. Before I knew it, I felt tears wet my eyes, burning. It was too late for me to coax them back into hiding. I whispered through trembling lips, “I’m sorry,”

“You will never, ever, do that again.” He tightened his hold and I winced. “Do you understand me?”

I nodded. I couldn’t lift my eyes to meet his. I was afraid of him. I was afraid of the punishment I would see in his eyes.

Yes, I was a coward.

Calix growled low in his throat, “Answer me.”

“Yes,” my voice was shaky. “I understand, Calix.”

“Good.” He released my wrist and I rubbed it quickly with my other hand, the pads of my fingers soothing the raw skin. His eyes watched my movements and he scowled. Without warning, I felt his hands span over my waist and my body was moving closer to his.

I tensed, feeling my side press against his chest. A warm hand gathered my long mess of chocolate hair, pushing it off to one shoulder, exposing the skin of my throat to him. His breath was warm against the bare skin of my neck and I fought the need to shiver against him. I closed my eyes, imagining that I was anywhere but here. A beach, the Alps, sinking into the dark abyss of the ocean...

“Tell me about yourself, Nova.” Calix’s command brought me back from my moment of reprieve.

“I’ll tell you about myself if you release me.” I bargained hopefully.

He sighed. “You’ll tell me about yourself because I’ve asked. And I told you once that I like holding you. I will not release you until I want to.”

I was beginning to think hope was the devils preferred tool to break a soul. One might think it is the tiny flickering light at the end of a very long and dark tunnel, but I don’t see it that way. Hope is the perfect brand of self-destruction. And this man had found a way to employ it over and over again until his victim was weak and broken. I hated him.

Slowly, I spoke. “What do you want to know?”

“Everything.”

“Why?”

“Because you will be my wife in a matter of weeks.” I gasped and he continued. “I will be the one asking the questions from here, Nova.”

Weeks? I would be his wife in a matter of weeks? No. No, I couldn’t handle this. As though sensing my panic, Calix tightened his hold on me, pulling me tighter against his hard chest. I was too close to him now. My side was meshed to his and I could smell the heady scent of his skin. If I tilted my head just so, I could bite down on the tender flesh of his neck. I bet I could hurt him or piss him off - and then he would punish me. I shook the thought from my mind, tensely leaning my head against his shoulder. There was nowhere else for me to go, I may as well get as comfortable as possible.

“Good girl,” I could hear the smugness of his smile and I wanted to wallop him over the head for finding amusement in my distress. Thankfully, I was able to clench my fists and restrain myself. “Now, tell me what I want to know.”

“I think ‘everything’ is a little vague. Why don’t you ask a question,” I sighed, wanting to cry again. “And I’ll try to answer.”

“You will answer.” He corrected. “What was your favorite subject in school?”

Oh, that was an easy one. “English.”

“You read?” The way he asked, made it sound like he already knew the answer to my question. That unnerved me.

“I do.”

“What do you read?”

This was personal for me, but I had a feeling he knew a few personal things about me. And I had an inkling that lying would get me nowhere with him. “I read everything and anything romance.”

“Hmm,” I felt him nod. “So you really are a bleeding heart.”

I pulled away to look into his face and my breath caught. His blue eyes were piercing as they regarded me intently. I blushed, hating my reaction to him. “I don’t know what you mean by that.”

“Never mind.” He spoke sternly, pushing my head back down onto his shoulder. “Tell me, why do you like romance.”

“Probably because I have an X chromosome.” I replied sarcastically.

He chuckled, and to my surprise, the sound did something to me. It tickled a place deep inside of me, stirring something unfamiliar. I bit my lip and told myself over and over again that I hated him.

I hate him. I hate him. I hate him.

“Not every woman likes romance.”

“The ones who grow up with my mother do.” I replied quietly and at the mention of my mother, my heart ached. It felt as though it’s fragile shell had been cracked against hard granite, leaving the frail interior exposed to damaging weathering. It was a consuming kind of pain that bordered on desperation.

“Do you want to tell me about her? Do you want to tell me about growing up?” His words were quiet and gentle.

What the hell was he playing at? He was the one who’d taken me from my home and the very family he was now inquiring after. And so gently! As though he was trying to console me. I just didn’t understand.

“Are you trying to hurt me?” I asked quietly and he tensed beneath me. “Is this your objective? To get me talking about the things I love only to remind me that I’ve lost them forever? If you’re trying to hurt me, I’d prefer you do it physically.


 

Chapter 3

Calix didn’t say anything in response. I half expected his arms to drop from where they were positioned around me, and again, I felt a glimmer of hope. Yet again, as expected, that hope was crushed when Calix’s fingertips started working gentle circles into my back. The motion brought tears to my eyes. It reminded me of my sister, Jaylah. She was the middle child, only two years younger than me. We were close. She was my best friend and Calix was not only reminding me of her, but he had taken me from her.

Jaylah and I would spend our summer nights lying on a heap of blankets on the living room floor, watching sappy romantic movies until the sunrise painted the sky, tickling each other’s backs as we dreamed up our prince charming’s. Calix was everything my prince charming wasn’t. Calix was rough and I longed for soft. Calix took and I yearned to be wooed. I dreamed of butterfly kisses and deep conversations in the crisp morning air, locked in strong, capable arms. I wanted to dance and laugh and tease and tickle - I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life with Calix, my captive. My heart ached for the prince charming I’d concocted before Calix, and I could only hope that one day my fairytale would find a way to bloom. Until then, all I had was hope. The very thing I felt was working against me.

Calix’s voice was deep and husky. The sound made my skin pebble with unwelcome goosebumps. “I know you don’t believe me, but I don’t wish to hurt you. I simply need you to obey me.”

I nodded, but didn’t say anything. To my surprise, I didn’t even flinch when I felt the warmth of his fingers dip beneath the fabric of my nightshirt to caress my skin. I’d never been so tense in my entire life, but I didn’t know if that was because I had never been touched, like this, by a man. Or if it was because he wasn’t just a man touching me, he was my captor. He was the man who had taken everything from me and would continue to do so for the rest of my life.

I finally found my voice, “Calix,”

“Hmm?”

“Please, I’m begging you now.” I whispered. “Stop touching me.”

Yes, I had allowed myself to stoop so low as to beg. But in reality, holding onto my pride would do nothing for me. Calix had stripped me of everything. Why not take my dignity too?

Calix stopped his caressing movements, his hand pressed flat against my tense back. For a long moment there were no words or strokes. And then he sighed, heavily. The sound was one of defeat. “I’m trying to make this easier for you, Nova.”

“Maybe I don’t want this to be easy.”

He smirked and I lifted my head from his shoulder to look into his eyes. They were an icy blue that made me feel exposed down to the deepest, most protected layer of my soul. “You don’t want this to be easier on you, Nova, because you’re afraid of what I might make you feel. You’re afraid of what I might make you want.” I felt my lips part to argue with him before I even knew what I would say, but he continued. “You’re attracted to me. And that’s a good thing, because I’m attracted to you. I’ve wanted you since I decided you were the one. There’s no going back, Nova. What’s done is done. You need to let go of your past so you can move on with your future.”

I couldn’t believe the words that sounded from his lips. He was absolutely unbelievable. And I was absolutely terrified of him. Slowly, I pulled in a ragged breath and somehow found courage. “I have no future, Calix. You stole it from me when you took away everything I loved.”

He shook his head, irritation lighting the depths of his eyes. “You’re going to need a bit more time than I first anticipated.” He lifted me from his lap to set me on the seat beside him before catching my chin in his tight grip. “But the end result will be the same, Nova. I will make you mine. And once you’re mine, you will never belong to another.”

It took everything in me not to shake Calix’s hand from my face. Instead, I stared straight into his brilliant blue eyes with what I hoped was defiance. When he cracked a grin, I knew I’d failed. The man would never see me as anything to be feared. In his eyes, I was weak.

And in reality, I was.

I couldn’t fight Calix and what he wanted from me. My fighting would be the blade of the guillotine hanging over my family’s necks. And I couldn’t do that to them. So, if it was my love for them that made me the weak girl who would forevermore submit to Calix’s whims, then so be it.

Calix dropped my chin, settling back into the seat beside me. “Share your thoughts with me, love.”

I felt like hissing. “Stop calling me love.”

“Never,” he grinned. “I suggest you talk, Nova. Because if you don’t, I will be tempted to pull you into my arms again.”

My mouth dropped. “I don’t know what to talk about.”

“What is your favorite color?”

I shrugged. I wanted to say blue, because blue had always been my favorite color. But I knew that for the rest of my pitiful existence, blue would remind me of his eyes. I wanted to loathe everything about him. I replied, “Green.”

He smiled. “Why green?”

I rolled my eyes and his jaw clenched. I spoke quickly, eager to quell his sudden anger. “I like nature. Green makes me think of being outside with the quiet peace of nature.”

His eyes softened and his jaw unclenched. I quickly made a mental note never to roll my eyes again. Or maybe I should. Maybe I should do everything that irritates him so that I might be able to show him he doesn’t really want me as a wife. Maybe he’ll let me go.

“Do you have a treat you can’t live without?”

I blushed, “Maybe.”

He grinned. When he spoke, his voice was deep and gravelly. I felt the vibrations of his words deep in the pit of my stomach. I didn’t want to feel him there. He persisted, “Tell me.”

“Macaroons.” I shrugged. “I know it’s odd. But I love them.”

“Interesting.” He mused, his eyes taking me in. For the first time in hours, I remembered that I was nearly naked and my heart lurched. Suddenly uncomfortable, I stretched my shirt over my knees.

“What about you?” I asked. I seriously needed to take the attention off of me. “What’s your favorite color?”

“I’d have to say red.” He answered. “And before you ask, I don’t have a treat I can’t live without.”

“Then why did you ask?” I frowned. “That’s not exactly a common ‘get to know a person’ question.”

“Most of the women I know have a treat they can’t live without. I figured you would as well. And being that you will soon become my wife, I figured I should know how to sweeten you up.”

I suddenly regretted the question - and my answer. I truly loved macaroons and I didn’t want them to be used as a tool to manipulate forgiveness. “Oh.”

“That’s an awful way to reply, Nova.” He scowled. “I would appreciate it if you made a conscious effort to respond properly.”

Seriously? My mind was spinning. How could manners mean so much to this brute of a man when he’d had the audacity to kidnap me? What a loon! I chomped down on my lower lip, glaring at him.

Calix lifted his hand to my mouth and I flinched back into the seat as the pad of his thumb tugged my lip from between my teeth. Slowly, he rubbed his thumb over the assaulted flesh of my lip. It throbbed in reminiscence of the pressure of my teeth. “When you do that, it makes me want to kiss you.”

My breath caught and I returned his words to him smartly. “Then I’ll make a conscious effort to stop.”

I watched Calix’s lips curve at the corners. I could feel his eyes burning my face, but for the life of me, I couldn’t bring my eyes to meet his. “I will kiss you, Nova. I will kiss every inch of your body and you will revel in every moment.”

I hissed in a breath, flinching away from him in abhorrence. “I won’t.”

“You will.” He stated without an ounce of doubt. His confidence made me feel insecure and I cursed him for it. “I promise you, Nova, you will.”

“I hate you.” I folded my arms indignantly over my chest and stared out the window. I gritted my teeth, feeling like a petulant child.

Beside me Calix laughed, completely oblivious to the tears welling in my eyes. He really didn’t know what he was doing to me. Or maybe he did know. Maybe it was just me who had no clue what was going on in my mind, in my heart. There was no doubt I loathed my captor. Every fiber of my being repelled his nearness. But despite the hatred I held for him, for obvious reasons, I couldn’t help but teeter on the fence. On one side, I could do what Calix wanted of me and accept him and the life he had planned. I could maybe find some semblance of acceptance for the hand I’d been dealt. While the other side left me helpless and depressed. I had a feeling that no matter how long I fought him, I could only do so behind closed doors. He had my family in the cross hairs, their lives relying on my compliance. I wasn’t naive enough to believe that the man who’d had me taken from my home in the dead of the night was above murder. He had told me that he wouldn’t hesitate to stoop so low, and I believed him.

Before I knew it, I felt tears rolling down my cheeks. I wondered if I was going through some sort of hyperactive stages of being a kidnapped victim. My situation wasn’t the usual. I had a feeling that most girls who were taken, weren’t taken by some enigmatic, possessive male with steel blue eyes. And for marriage!

There was a part of me that wondered if I should just accept him, and this situation for what it was. I’d always been the kind of person who looked for silver linings. I tried to make the best out of every situation I found myself in, no matter how unfortunate. But this, this was just wrong. There was a part of me that simply couldn’t fathom doing that. I just couldn’t. How could he expect me to accept him? How did he think I would ever be a dutiful wife? Oh right, he thought I would, because I didn’t have a choice.

Slowly, I turned to face him. “I need to pee.”

***

The limo rolled into a small gas and diner on the side of the highway, just a few miles off some unnamed dinky town. The limo had no place being in this parking lot and I stared, wide eyed, out the tinted window, comfortable in the knowledge that no one could see me.

“Well, you’d better get some clothes on.” Calix muttered, lifting the lid of a disguised compartment. “You can’t go wandering into the diner without clothing. Someone might think you’ve been taken from your bed in the middle of the night.”

I didn’t know what to be more angry with. The fact that he’s had clothing in here for me the entire time, or that he was making a joke about my very unfortunate situation. The situation he himself had forced me into.

Instead, I snatched the clothing, holding it tight to my chest. My hands were shaking as I sputtered, “You are the worst human being I have ever encountered!”

He sat back in his seat, looking satisfied. “Get dressed.”

I pointed to the door. The anger in my voice was barely restrained. “Get out.”

He folded his hands in his lap. “I don’t think so, love. I’ve already told you that you’re going to have to get used to me being around. You’re my fiancée and we aren’t one of those prudent couples who won’t be sharing a room.”

My entire body was vibrating with anger by the time I turned around. He obviously wasn’t going to leave, allowing me to dress in private. The man was a freaking Neanderthal! I wondered, quite spitefully, if he would survive a baseball bat to the head. The thought made me grin, and I couldn’t help but think that I was turning heartless remarkably fast. Shrugging off my sudden guilt, I inspected the clothing he’d brought along for me. The size was just right. I was a solid four. The realization that he knew my exact size made me wonder just how long he’d been plotting my abduction. How much did he know about me?

Peeking over my shoulder, I found that he was watching me intently. There was no shame in his eyes when I caught him staring. Instead, there was challenge.

On a huff, I turned back around. Shoving my feet into the white high waist maxi skirt, I tried to think up a way to get my shirt on without giving him a show. All I could do was keep my front turned away from him as I pulled the nightshirt over my head. I shoved my arms into the holes of the cropped champagne tank top. I didn’t have a bra, but the shirt had a nice flow, making my lack of a bra seem almost planned.

I turned around to face him, “I don’t suppose you thought of shoes?”

“When it comes to you, love, I think of everything.” Calix reached into the compartment, producing a strappy pair of gold sandals.

“What else have you got in there?” I grunted, already bending over to strap my feet into the sandals.

“Everything you’ll need until we’re home.”

Home. The word made me feel sick to my stomach and I felt my skin pale dramatically. The blood drained from my face in one quick swoosh, dropping to my feet. My skin was sticky, cold and clammy with sweat as I gasped for breath. I felt dizzy and my breaths were shallow as I gripped the edge of the seat, my moist fingers digging into the leather.

A frown tugged at Calix’s brow, marring his breathtaking beauty. “Nova?” His movements were slow and careful as he crossed the distance between us. His hands settled on my arms, running over the length of them gently. “Are you all right?”

“Home.” I breathed the word, trying not to let myself cry. “Where is home?”

He sighed. Sliding a finger beneath my chin, he forced my head to tilt back. His cerulean eyes found my dull brown orbs and his full lips parted. “Your home is with me, Nova. We will be living in Alberta, in the mountains. I’m certain you will enjoy living there if you’ll only accept this.”

One tear slid from the corner of my eye, but no others followed. However, when I spoke my voice croaked. “I don’t want to accept this, Calix.”

He shook his head, slowly closing his eyes. For the first time since my abduction, I saw something like regret flare in the depths of his steel eyes. My breath caught and hope reared its head in my chest. I sat still as Calix leaned forward, resting his forehead against mine. My breaths stilled in my chest and my heart raced. Feeling him so close to me, like this, set confliction loose inside my body. I ached to pull away, but I desired nothing more than to stay like this with him. I sensed a rare vulnerability within this strong, powerful man, and I couldn’t help but want to caress it.

Before I knew what was happening, Calix lifted his head from mine. His hand cupped the side of my face, his touch warm and soft. I forced myself to remain still as the pad of his thumb swiped across the delicate skin beneath my eye. “I can’t let you go, Nova.”

My heart broke. Again. “Why?”

“Because this is bigger than just you and me.” He whispered and my heart thudded. I searched his eyes frantically, hoping to find an answer lurking in their depths. I didn’t. The vulnerability I’d seen in them only moments before had vanished to be replaced by the cold hard man who’d taken me. My captor was back.

I had to try. “What’s bigger, Calix?”

He dropped his hand. “If you have to pee, I suggest we go now. If not, I’ll let the driver know we’ll be on our way.”

I let my eyes fall to my shiny blue painted toes. This was the last thing I’d done with my sisters. We’d given each other pedicures last night before bed. Only last night, I’d laughed and joked with my family - the family I would never see again. My breaths were sharp and shaky as I tugged my gaze from my toes.

“I have to pee.” I stated for the second time in a matter of ten minutes. “Are you staying here?”

Calix snorted. “I don’t think so, love.”

I moved to the door, but Calix caught my wrist. His other hand settled on my hip, guiding my body firmly into the seat. I hissed in a deep breath before slapping his hand away. “What are you doing?”

“Enough.” He barked and I flinched. “You’ll not question me in public, Nova. Ever. Do you understand me? Do you know what I’ll do if you make a scene?”

I nodded numbly. “You’ll kill someone I love.”

“I’ll start with Amy.” His words were cold.

“My little sister?” I gasped, clutching at the pain in my chest. It wasn’t tangible, but I don’t think there was anything I’d ever felt more. My fear for her surged inside me, willing me to obey him completely. “Why would you target her?”

His eyes didn’t even flicker. Not a spec of remorse resided in the glimmering blue, and when he spoke, his tone was filled with fact. “I know you love her. You’ll do anything to protect her, Nova. So I know that when we go into the diner, you’ll do as you’re told.”

I couldn’t even find it within myself to feel. There was no anger, no hurt, or fear. There was nothing. “I will.”

He nodded, pressing his lips to my forehead. I watched as he dipped his hand into the pocket of his jeans, pulling out a sparkling diamond ring. The diamond was round and solitaire, the band thin white gold. It called for gasped breaths and glee. Sadly, it received neither. I almost felt sorry that something so beautiful, a symbol of affection and love, would be on my finger, binding me to a man I loathed. “You’ll wear this.” He lifted my hand into his, quickly sliding the ring onto my finger. No surprise, it was a perfect fit.

There was no emotion in my voice. “Is that all?”

“No.” Calix’s blue eyes were hard. “You are my fiancée, Nova. You’ll appear in love with me, or you will suffer the consequences.”

“I understand, Calix.”

He sighed, nodding stiffly. “I trust you do.”

I watched as Calix tapped on the window and the door opened. He slid from the car before me, holding his hand out for me to take. Gritting my teeth, I slid my hand into his, letting him help me from the car. I knew that if I refused him, someone I loved would pay for his wounded pride. And I couldn’t allow that to happen.

Calix’s hand moved to slide around my waist as he led me across the parking lot and into the diner. I felt his finger’s slide against the waistline of my skirt before skimming, butterfly soft, against my skin. I tensed, but I didn’t move away.

Calix leaned down. His lips close to my ear, his breath warm. “You passed my first test, love. Congratulations.”

“Hmm.” I nodded, forcing a smile to my face as Calix opened the door for me. I caught sight of the sign for the bathroom and had to stop myself from running for it. I never thought I’d see a public bathroom as an escape from my world, my life. But that was all I could concentrate on. I just needed a moment. I needed to feel a moment’s peace away from Calix, even if it was only a brief illusion.

“Come,” Calix’s hand against the small of my back made me feel stiff beneath his touch as we crossed the distance from the exit to the bathroom. Only a few steps until I found reprieve, long fingers slid from the small of my back to my belly, holding me in place against a firm, long piece of man. I gasped, my hand instinctively moving to his against my stomach. My fingers curled around the tip of his fingers, itching to peel his hand from my belly, but I didn’t. I knew that such an action would force him to act on his threats. And I couldn’t handle that.

He dropped his head into the nook of my shoulder and my heart raced as his lips moved slowly over the skin of my throat. I knew he was doing this for the eyes watching us, but my body couldn’t seem to stop itself from responding to him. I felt hot despite the shivers claiming my body. “You have three minutes, love. A second longer and I’m coming in behind you.”

“I don’t have a watch,” I protested.

“You don’t need one.” He stated factually, nipping my earlobe. “Get your business over with quick and you’ll have nothing to worry about.”

I nodded crisply. “Yes, Calix.”

Without looking back, I moved into the bathroom. The door wasn’t swinging closed fast enough behind me, so I kicked it. Before it latched shut, I swore I heard Calix laugh. Crossing the tiled floor, I disappeared into one of three stalls. I hadn’t been lying when I said I had to pee. My bladder felt as though it was seconds from bursting now that there was a toilet in sight, and I didn’t waste any time pulling my skirt up and lowering myself. As I peed, I felt tears mist in my eyes. Balling up a piece of tissue, I wiped my tears away before finishing my business. I flushed, opened the door and moved to the sink. I turned on the water and it seemed to take forever for it to warm, but I used it regardless. I washed my hands before splashing my face.

My eyes were puffy from the crying intervals I’d suffered since the men woke me in the night. I didn’t know how many hours had passed, but I assumed it had been around six or seven. The sun was high in the sky, but I’d noticed people sipping coffee in the diner. So I didn’t figure it could be too late into the day. Pulling a piece of paper towel from the dispenser, I wiped down my hands and face. I looked a ruin. My creamy skin, a soft tan color, looked paler than usual. My brown eyes were dark, the whites red. My mother had always said my eyes were my best feature, and I agreed. I loved my eyes, the color of spun gold. But today, they looked like dirt.

My dark hair was messy. The soft waves framed my face haphazardly. I was pretty. That was something I had never denied. I had great genes and I had a knack for eating healthy, so my body was tight. My only fault was my height. I was a short five foot two. Most people, male and female, towered over me. I was always looking up, and although that had never bothered me before, I absolutely despised the thought of looking up at Calix. He was a massive six foot four and if I wanted to stare into those hypnotic eyes of his when he spoke, I had no choice but to look up at him.

I sighed heavily, chewing the inside of my cheek as I stared at myself in the mirror. Why was I thinking of Calix now? Why was I thinking of him in my moment alone? Surely, for the rest of my life, I would long to be away from him.

A tap sounded against the door and I jumped, remembering my three minutes. As soon as I thought about leaving the small sanctuary of this bathroom, my heart raced and I felt queasy. The door opened and Calix stood beneath the threshold.

“Your time is up, love.” He crossed his arms over his chest, his eyes taking me in.

“I’m just finishing.” I didn’t turn to look at him. Meeting his eyes in the mirror was enough for me. Even looking at them indirectly made my blood warm and my heart race. “I was washing my face.”

“You’re beautiful.” He stated as though I was fishing for a compliment. I wanted to knock him on the side of the head.

“Can I have another minute?” I asked quietly, looking into the bowl of the sink.

He shook his head. “Already trying to bend my limits.”

“Is that a no?” I peeked up at him.

“Come,” he held his hand out to me and I knew his answer without him having to voice it. “We’ll have breakfast while we’re here.”

“I’m not hungry.” I looked down at the sink, wishing I could slide like the pebbles of water down the drain. I wanted to escape him.

He cocked his head to the side. “I know you are.”

“You don’t know a thing about me.”

“That’s where you’re wrong.” I thought for a moment that he was about to step into the washroom with me. The thought had my cheeks stained red. If the diner’s patrons saw that happen, I would never be able to eat here. “I know a lot about you, love. And I know you always eat breakfast.”

“Alright,” I walked quickly to the door. Slipping past him, I was careful not to touch him. “I’ll eat.”

He caught my hand, lacing his fingers through mine. My heart leapt and I cursed the insistent fluttering. “We’ll grab a table in the back by the windows. That way we can talk.”

I snorted. “Whatever you want.”

“Nova,” my name was a warning on his lips. “Let’s make our first day together something to remember.”

I couldn’t help the widening of my eyes as I stared at him in awe. How in the world could he think I would ever forget this day? The day of my abduction?

Calix spoke again and his tone held something that resembled a plea. “Let me get to know you.”


 

Chapter 4

“I thought you already knew everything about me.”

He shook his head on a sigh. “I know a lot about you, Nova. I never once said I knew everything.”

I looked away from him quickly. I was afraid that if I continued to look at him, I would act out the motions I was envisioning in my mind. One of the many images I’d entertained, was of me grabbing a plate from a nearby table and slamming it over his head. Repeatedly.

My lips curled up at the corners as the thought replayed in my mind. I wondered what he would do. Apart from hurting those I loved, how would he react? Would he hurt me?

Calix squeezed my hand, his body pressed close to mine as he walked, guiding me toward the back of the restaurant. I noticed his men seated around the diner and my skin felt tight as my eyes settled on the man who’d held my mouth shut as he tugged me from my bed. In the light of the day, he wasn’t any less frightening than he’d been in the darkness of the night.

Calix’s men were all muscle, their bodies constantly alert and ready, their eyes sharp and all seeing. They looked like an army team dressed in suits. They frightened me.

“We’ll take this table.” Calix instructed. The table was an intimate setup for two. A little vase filled with sunflowers sat in the middle of the rustic wooden surface. I sat down obediently, the chair creaking beneath my weight. Calix stood beside my chair, watching me settle into the seat. His hand rested against my shoulder, its weight heavy and burdening.

I looked up at him pointedly. “Are you planning to stand the entire meal? Or are you going to take your seat?”

He cocked a grin. “I’ll take a seat when you tell me what you were thinking while we were walking.”

“I wasn’t thinking anything.”

“You were.” He stated matter of fact. “You’re fingers fidget with your clothing when you think.” He cocked his head. “So, I’ll ask again. What were you thinking?”

Jeez, what was his middle name for goodness sakes? Perception? “I was thinking of hitting you over the head with a plate.” I stated bluntly. He demanded and I saw no reason not to tell him the truth. “Repeatedly.”

Those penetrating blue eyes widened and I felt a small burning of satisfaction. I’d shocked him! “What stopped you?”

My heart dropped. The flickering flame of satisfaction was snuffed out before it found real life. “You know what stopped me, Calix.”

He smirked. “You’re right. I do.”

And again, I was reminded of how much I disliked him.

I stared into the seedy center of the sunflower as Calix removed his hand from my shoulder and I tried not to notice the absence of his touch against my skin. From my peripheral vision, I watched as Calix moved to his side of the table. He lowered himself gracefully into the seat and I felt his eyes on me. The need to cry swelled anew within me and I bit back my tears. I couldn’t do this here. I couldn’t allow my emotions to wander when there was so much relying on their stability.

Calix leaned into the table, his voice low and commanding. “Stop thinking about them, Nova.”

“I don’t know how.”

“Think of ways to hurt me.” He offered and my eyes darted to his in surprise. “But do it fast. Our waitress is on her way over.”

God, I wanted a plate. And I wanted it made of iron.

A middle-aged woman stopped by our table, smiling warmly down at us. “Welcome, darlin’s.”

“Good morning,” Calix’s voice was smooth. I watched as her eyes settled on him with appreciation as she regarded him slowly. I knew what she was thinking. I knew it like I knew the sun would retire to the moon tonight. She thought he was beautiful - probably the most beautiful man she had ever seen. And she was right. Calix was beautiful. But he was evil. He was a beautiful, arrogant, sadistic bastard.

“Well,” she breathed out a deep breath before looking to me. Her eyes scanned over my face, and to my surprise, she smiled warmly at me. “Don’t you two make a gorgeous couple?”

“Thank you,” I could feel Calix watching me as he spoke. “You have no idea what I had to do to get her attention.”

My eyes swung to Calix’s and my mouth dropped open. The waitress spoke before I could find my voice. Her words were eager and her smile was large and filled to the brim with romantic hope. “Do tell.”

When Calix spoke, his voice was deep and serious. “That ring is about the only thing she hasn’t fought me on.” His eyes were on me, intensely. “From day one, I vowed to make her mine, forever. She’s made a conscious effort to fight me on everything, but when I slipped that ring onto her finger, there was no fight in her eyes.”

The woman slapped her hand over her heart, sighing heavily. “You vowed to make her yours forever?”

Calix nodded, his eyes on mine. “I did. And I will.”

“Oh, child,” her hand grabbed mine where it was sitting on the surface of the table, her misted eyes inspecting the sparkling ring. “Lordy, babe, you’re one lucky girl!”

My lips trembled as I forced them into a smile. “Thank you.”

“Now, I know its nerve wracking to plan a weddin’ and all that,” she misunderstood my hesitation as my being overwhelmed. My heart sank. “But with a man like this one standing at your side, honey, I assure you, there’s nothing you can’t overcome. Love is power, darlin’.”

I nodded hating the situation Calix had forced me into. “I’m very fortunate.”

The waitress frowned at my lack of enthusiasm. Her eyes darted between Calix and I. Thankfully Calix spoke. “I think we’ll order now if you don’t mind. My fiancée is anything but enjoyable when she’s hungry.”

The waitress nodded. “What can I getcha?”

I glanced at the menu I hadn’t opened when Calix spoke again. “Do you have fresh blueberries?”

“We do.” She nodded.

“Good.” Calix smiled gently in response to my frown. “If you could bring a bowl of blueberries and milk out with brown sugar, it would be very appreciated.”

“Okay,” she nodded unsurely. “Is that everything?”

“No, I’ll get the swiss spinach omelet and two glasses of orange juice.” He handed her the menus. “Thank you.”

She nodded, glancing unsurely to me. I wanted to snicker at her. She’d thought he was so perfect until he went and ordered for me. Little did she know, that blueberries with milk and brown sugar was my breakfast of choice. What I wanted to know was how the hell Calix knew that.

“I would like a coffee as well, please.” I spoke softly and she nodded.

“Will that be everything?”

“Yes.” I offered a tense smile and she turned away, quickly moving to the kitchen. I looked back to Calix and found he was glaring at me. I snapped, “What?”

“You need to work on your acting skills, love.”

“Oh?” I cocked my head. “You mean she doesn’t think we’re in love?”

He tensed. “Are you trying to test me, Nova?”

His eyes were so stern and cold, I had a feeling I was only inches from pushing him off the cliff. If I did that, he would take my sister with him. I knew this with certainty. And it was that certainty that had me clutching to his fingertips, pulling him away from the ledge.

I reached out to pet a soft pedal of the sunflower in the vase. “How did you know I liked blueberries?”

He didn’t even crack a smile and his reply was dry. “You eat them every morning.”

“Not every morning.” He glared at me over the sunflowers and I added. “Just most mornings.”

“I don’t want to fight with you, Nova.” He rubbed his brow. “It’s been a long night and there are still things we need to discuss. I have expectations of you, and you will fulfill them.” I opened my mouth and he continued, cutting me off. “Have I made myself understood?”

“What do you expect from me, exactly?”

Calix didn’t reply as the waitress reappeared with our juice and my coffee. “Anything else I can get for you?”

I shook my head and she promptly left us alone. I tore open a packet of sugar and dumped it into the blackness before adding a half a creamer. Calix watched me intently as I stirred my coffee before bringing it to my lips. Now he knew how I took my coffee - if he hadn’t already known.

“We have another four hours until we’re home.” Calix stated.

There was that word again. Home. “I see.”

“My grandmother lives with me.” He stated bluntly and I felt my eyes widen. “You will show her nothing but respect and kindness. She deserves it.”

I set my coffee on the table. Circling my hands around the mug, my skin soaked up the warmth. “Does she know about me?”

His eyes focused on mine. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like his answer. “Yes.”

My heart clenched in my chest. “Sh, she knows you,” I paused, gathering my thoughts. “She knows you took me and she’s okay with it?”

I watched as his shoulders tensed and he leaned into the table. His voice was stressed and filled with warning. “She knows. That doesn’t mean she approves, but she will not stand against me.”

“I don’t understand.” My words were a whisper that was ignored as our waitress reappeared with our breakfast.

She set the dishes in front of us and before she could ask if that was all, Calix waved her away. Not once did his eyes leave my face. The woman stuttered a few moments, before turning on her heel and walking eagerly away.

She must have thought us to be the most odd couple she’d ever encountered. Considering our circumstances, I wouldn’t be surprised if we were in fact the oddest couple to ever have dined at this establishment.

“I’ve told you once, Nova, that this is bigger than just me and you.” He cut into his omelet. “I am growing tired of having to repeat myself to you.”

I shifted in my seat, feeling uncomfortable. “What could possibly be bigger than our lives, Calix?”

“Someone else’s life.” His eyes flashed with pain. “Two to be specific.”

“What?” I breathed. “I don’t understand.”

“And you won’t.” He replied coldly. “Unless I want you to understand.”

I shivered violently. “Why wouldn’t you want me to understand why you’ve taken me?”

His blue eyes were dark as a command charged from between beautiful lips. “Eat.”

“Calix,”

“I’ve told you to eat, Nova.” His grip was tight around his fork. The white of his bones prominent beneath the skin stretched tight over his knuckles. “If I have to do it again, you will not like me.”

“I already don’t like you.” I mumbled through shaking tones. “I hate you.”

“So you’ve said.” He pointed his fork to my bowl. “Now, do as you’re told.”

***

I hadn’t spoken to Calix since the restaurant. I did as he told me and ate my blueberries. I smiled when it was appropriate and Calix paid our bill before guiding me back to the prison that was the limo. I’d closed my eyes and crossed my arms over my chest, wishing for the thousandth time in the last ten hours, for a blanket. I didn’t get one, but I wasn’t asking for one either. I didn’t know what else Calix had stored within the confines of the limo, but I’d be damned if I asked him for anything. Ever.

After a few hours, I curled into myself, leaning my head against the plush leather seat. I was exhausted. My entire body was beginning to feel the effects of my lack of sleep and unlike before, I was able to close my eyes. But I still couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t stop thinking of my family. The worry they would surely feel in regards to my disappearance. Had they called the police? Would there be a search party?

My body shifted and I fought the desire to open my eyes. I didn’t want to look at Calix. I didn’t want to see him, but at another bump in the road, I opened my eyes. Peeling myself from the leather, I sat up. “Where are we?”

“Almost home.” Calix answered gruffly. I could feel his eyes on me, but I couldn’t look away from the scenery outside the limo. It was - stunning. Magnificent mountains stretched into the sky, their rough peaks capped in white despite the warm spring air. Groups of trees stood together in scattered clumps over the stone expanse. Constant shades of gray glittered in the sunlight while pulsing veins of purple streamed through the rock.

I had never seen anything so large and completely hypnotic. My breath had escaped my lungs as soon as I caught sight of the mountainous range, and I hadn’t yet found it.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Calix’s voice shattered through my thoughts and I found my ability to breathe again.

“It is.”

“Have you ever seen them?” He looked out the window, staring warmly at the rugged land.

“No.” I murmured. “I haven’t. I haven’t really left Seattle.”

His brows raised and I knew this was something he hadn’t known about me. “Why not?”

“Mom doesn’t have all that much money.”

His face hardened. “And your father?”

I shrugged. “I don’t really know the man. He has next to no part in our lives.”

“I see.” His words were clipped, but behind his eyes I saw confusion. “We’re almost home.”

“We are?” I felt my mouth drop as I stared, once again, out the window. I realized then, that I hadn’t felt the sorrowed panic I felt every other time Calix told me where home was. I might not like the life Calix had planned for me, but at least he had chosen a place of immense beauty.

“We are.” Calix’s tone demanded my attention, and before I could deny him, my eyes had swung to meet his. “You like the mountains?”

“How couldn’t I?” I asked. “They’re amazing.”

“I’m glad you’ve found something positive about this.” He nodded more to himself than to me. “That’s a start.”

I tensed. “I’ll never accept what you’ve done to me, Calix. Not even something as breathtaking as the mountains can change that.” My words turned quiet and I laced my hands together into a large fist. “What you’ve done is unforgivable.”

His jaw hardened as he clenched his teeth. “It is what it is, love.” He shrugged, but I knew I’d gotten to him. “There’s no changing the past.”

“You could make it right.”

He chuckled, his eyes gazing out the window. “That’s what I’m trying to do, love. That’s what I’m trying to do.”

My heart lurched at the pain in his voice and I hated myself for wanting to comfort him. I should revel in his pain. But I couldn’t. What had happened to this man to make him so - fucked up?

“What does that even mean, Calix?” I asked gently. “I’m trying to understand.”

His entire body hardened and I knew he’d assembled his shield. I would get nothing from him. “It doesn’t matter, love.” He cocked a grin. “We’re home.”


 

Chapter 5

I stretched my neck to the side, struggling to catch a glimpse of the massive house between the trees. The limo nosed slowly through a winding path of pines. Little lanterns poked up from the ground fringing the road. I knew that if it were night, it would be a beautiful, almost magical sight. As it was, I felt as though I were entering into an alternate reality. Tall trees stretched into the blue of the sky surrounding a massive, elegant house.

Or, that wasn’t a house.

That was a mansion!

The roundabout drive was made of stone to match the dark elegance of the house. There were three peaks to the house and large windows adorned the massive dark body of stone. My eyes took in the first peak, a very large crowning over the front door. Another towered behind it while the third stood to the right. Connected to the peak to the far right of the house was a long, curved garage. I felt my lips part slightly as I counted the bay doors. There were seven. What in the world did the man need a seven car garage for?

I pulled my eyes from the house to glance at Calix. He was watching me take in his home with piqued interest and I couldn’t help but think that everything about my captor was excessive, from the way he took what he wanted without regard for consequence, to the clothes he wore, to the house he lived in. It was all excessive.

“What do you think?” He asked, his voice gravelly.

“I think it’s excessive.” I admitted. I focused once again on the house, this time giving my attention to the grand front porch. If it could be defined so simply as a porch. The arched stone pillars led into a large room of stone where matching benches had been strategically positioned. Flowers hung from the roof in dark wicker baskets, soft pedals cascading all the way down to the floor. It was beautiful. Excessive.

Calix chuckled. “Come.” I watched him move to the door. “I’ll show you around.”

My heart thumped in my chest as I stared at the door. Only a few hours ago, I’d seen the limo as a prison, but it was suddenly a safe place.

When had the limo become my safe place?

I shook my head. “I’d rather stay here.”

Calix scoffed. “Too bad. It’s been a long drive and I’d like to stretch my legs.”

I settled back into the seat, determined to remain right where I was. I wasn’t ready to walk into Calix’s domain. He’d taken everything from me in a matter of hours, I couldn’t loose the little comfort I had found. I just couldn’t. I knew the limo. I recognized the pristine leather and tinted windows. The gentle hum of the engine had become soothing and I just couldn’t imagine leaving now that I’d found a place of comfort in a situation that should never allow for any. “I’m comfortable here.”

“Nova,” Calix raised a brow. “Come.”

“No.” I folded my arms over my chest, my heart rate spiking to a painful high.

I watched as a muscle in his jaw twitched. Long fingers curled into large palms, creating a heavy fist. “If I have to carry you over my shoulder, Nova, I will.”

My heart leapt. I could see by the darkening of his blue eyes that he wasn’t lying. If I didn’t move of my own accord, Calix would swing me over his shoulder like the possession that I was to him. He would march me into the house that I feared would be the last place I would live. I wouldn’t go to college to get my BA in English. I would never become an editor - and I would never fall in love. All my dreams were shattered because of this man taking my precious life in his palm, and squeezing.

I’m not denying the fact that I’m a hopeless romantic. I was born that way. I never denied loving the sweet fable of fairytale love. But I never once thought I would ever be robbed my chance to find my modern day prince charming. Yet, in a matter of hours Calix had done just that. He’d robbed me of everything - so why wouldn’t he rob me of the comfort I’d found in the limo too?

Slowly, I nodded. Moving stiffly across the limo I met him at the door. He held his jaw tight and I had a feeling he was clenching his teeth behind his closed lips. At the sight of his hard eyes on my face I couldn’t help but wonder, just how mad had I made him?

After a long moment of Calix peering at me through hard eyes, I murmured. “Have I done something to upset you?”

He sighed. “Nova, this is your life. If you’ve been harboring any ridiculous notions of me releasing you, I’ll have you dismiss them at once. I did not make the decision to take you lightly. As a matter of fact, I thought it through for a very long time before I acted. No matter what you do, I will never let you go.” His eyes were piercing. “Do you understand me?”

Numbly, I nodded. “I understand.”

“Good.” He replied crisply. “That being said, I expect you to accept this as your new life. I’m not a patient man, Nova.” His eyes swept over my face. “I will tire quickly of watching you wallow over the loss of your family. I am your family now. You will accept me as such. When you need something, you will come to me. When you want something, you will come to me. Have I made myself clear?”

“Crystal.” I whispered. As clear as he was, it didn’t mean I was comfortable with this. The situation he’d put me in wasn’t one I’d ever prepared myself for - not mentally or physically. As much as I understood what he wanted from this - relationship - I didn’t know how to allow myself to be that very thing.

I’d never lived my life as a confrontational being. All my plans for my life had centered around myself being in the background. I loved watching life from behind the scenes. I wanted to become an editor more than anything for the simple reason that I loathed change. As it was, I lived my life with my nose shoved into the crease of a book. At twenty-one, I had yet to visit a club or feel the weight of an alcoholic shot in my stomach. I wasn’t my sister, Jaylah. I didn’t have it in me to fight every rule or debate every statement. I was, in more ways than one, my mother’s daughter. I was soft spoken and soft hearted. I preferred a walk through nature over a walk through a mall.

Being here with Calix, I had a feeling I’d have to find my backbone - and quick. But how was I supposed to find the will to fight when the very things he held over me I loved more than my own life?

Maybe that was why Calix had taken me. Maybe he recognized my docile nature for what it was - something that would never dare question him.

Fisting my hands, I glared at the man who’d made me rethink the woman I’d grown to become. Because of him, I saw my soft heart as an excuse to be weak. If Jaylah were in my situation, she’d have ground her teeth and fought him no matter the consequences. Despite the fact that I knew Jaylah was stronger than me by a stretch, I was glad she wasn’t in my shoes. At nineteen, she wasn’t all that much younger than me but she was bright. She was like sunshine. When she walked into a room people stopped to stare. She just had this energy about her - it was captivating.

It was energy I would never again see.

“Very well,” Calix pulled me from my thoughts as he opened the door and stepped out, offering me his hand. I didn’t take it. Instead, I stepped from the limo on my own. As soon as I was standing on the cobblestone driveway, I moved away from Calix. My efforts were wasted as he caught hold of my waist, tucking me into his side.

He spoke gravelly. “I offered you my hand.”

“And I saw no reason to take it.” I stated bravely. As soon as the words were out, I wanted to retract them. Instead, I decided to explain. “There’s no one here we need to put a show on for.”

A low growl vibrated from deep in his chest and I cringed internally. I knew I’d made him angry - maybe for the last time. He’d warned me that his patience was thin and I’d continued to test him. But did I really care what happened to me?

Oh hell, who was I kidding? Of course I cared about what happened to me. I had never been one for pain of any kind. I’d heard of people who derived pleasure from pain - and let me tell you, those people made my head spin. Literally.

“Nova,” my name was a tense growl on his lips that was interrupted by a woman’s squeal of delight.

“You’re home!” My eyes swung to the house in time to see a tall woman in her mid seventies shuffling through the front door. Her white hair was chopped stylishly in an A-line bob and her thin body appeared to be lean and very much in shape. For an older woman, she rocked her body. “I’ve been so worried about you.” Her hand patted the left side of her chest over her heart dramatically.

I couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed at the woman I assumed was Calix’s grandmother. Standing in this very awkward situation, I’d completely forgotten about Calix’s impending anger.

The woman reached out to catch my hand between both of hers and I flinched away from her. A flash of pity crossed through her eyes before it was gone and she was babbling introductions. “I’m Gabriella, but you can call me Gabby or Grandma.” She beamed a warm smile at me and when I didn’t introduce myself, she spoke. “You must be Nova.”

Still, I didn’t speak. I couldn’t seem to find my voice or even any words to say. This situation was the furthest thing from the norm. And if I hadn’t made myself clear, I’m not exactly good with change.

Calix squeezed around my waist and my muscles tightened in response. “Yes Grandma, this is Nova. She’s obviously lost her manners.”

Gabriella reached out to flick Calix’s shoulder. “Psh!” She rolled her eyes. “After what you’ve put the poor girl through, Calix, you’re lucky she hasn’t had a heart attack.”

“Grandma.” Calix warned. “Don’t.”

His tone terrified me, but this woman didn’t seem to be affected in the least. Rolling her blue eyes that were so like Calix’s, she caught hold of my hand. Tugging me from Calix’s side, she pulled me along beside her toward the front door. “The house is enormous, as you can see. It’ll take you a while to get yourself comfortable, but I’ll be here for anything you need.”

I didn’t speak as I walked up the stone steps and onto the porch. Gabriella continued, pointing to the draping flowers. “I love flowers,” her tone was enthusiastic. “Do you like flowers, Nova?”

“Um,” I cleared my throat. “I do.”

Relief passed over her face. “Oh joy!” she huffed. “You speak...and we have something in common.”

Smiling unsurely, I nodded.

“You’ll help me tend them, won’t you?” She angled her head to the side before reaching out to pet a pedal. “They’re so lovely. Good for the soul.”

I didn’t know what to think of this woman. How could someone so nice be so oblivious to what her grandson was doing? I mean, how could she not fight him on his decision to bring me here - to force me to marry him? Did she just not care?

Calix leaned against a large stone pillar, his eyes on me. Somehow, despite the warmth sizzling through my veins at the feel of his eyes on my body, I spoke softly, quietly. “I don’t know much about flowers.”

Gabriella waved, “I will teach you.”

I didn’t reply. Accepting her offer would be like consenting to this horrible situation, and I couldn’t allow myself to do such a thing. To keep my family safe from Calix’s twisted threats, I would remain here with him. But I would never ever enjoy it. He would know that I forever hated him for taking me away from those I loved.

Settling my eyes on the floor of the patio, I slammed my lids shut against the sudden swell of emotion I felt at the loss of my family. As though sensing my sudden sadness, Gabriella tightened her hand around mine, tugging me toward the door.

“You’ll love the house, Nova.” She assured as she moved through the door.

Gabriella paused in a grand entryway. Looking at the outside of the house, I never would have expected the interior to be so warm. But it was. The walls were painted a gentle beige and the floors were a deep dark wood. The roof was high. Looking up, I could just see into a sitting room that overlooked the entry. The furniture was a mixture between rustic and contemporary, but it worked. The house was really very nice.

Gabriella started walking without removing her shoes and I followed simply because I knew she would drag me if I didn’t. “The kitchens this way.”

We walked into a large warm room. The cabinets were cherry wood and the granite was a warm cream color with blotches of brown and hints of red. I loved Calix’s house. If it were shrunken down a few sizes and didn’t belong to him - it would have been perfect.

“You help yourself to anything you want in this house, you hear me?” Gabriella demanded, sternly.

I could feel Calix’s presence behind me, but I didn’t bother to glance at him. “I understand.”

“Good.” Gabriella wore a small frown. “This is your house now, you can move freely through the rooms.”

Looking her dead in the eye, I spoke. “I don’t want to be here.”

Calix huffed a sigh behind me, but didn’t say anything. Gabriella shot him a glare, but otherwise didn’t act as though she’d even heard me. Maybe she didn’t understand.

“Come, come,” she gave a chirpy little skip. “You need to see the rest of the house.”

All in all, the house held seven bedrooms and eight full bathrooms. There were two living rooms, a theater room, a game room, a wine cellar, and even an indoor pool. I had seen every bedroom apart from Calix’s and that little fact made my heart ease in relief. Maybe he meant for me to have my own bedroom. Maybe he didn’t want me to know what he had stored behind the door of his bedroom - and to be honest I had no desire to know. I prayed I was given my own bedroom.

Gabriella turned to face me. Thankfully, she’d released me from her hold halfway through the tour. “What did you think?”

“It’s a nice house.”

She beamed. “Calix fell in love with the land as soon as he saw it, but I fell in love with the house.”

I didn’t want to know about Calix - or anything he loved. I didn’t know how to reply, so I said nothing.

Gabriella continued. “You must be famished.”

I shook my head. “No, I’m not.”

A frown distorted her ever-constant happy face. “You have to eat!”

“I’m really just tired.” I protested. “I’d like to lie down.”

“Oh,” she nodded, her eyes lifting over my shoulder to focus on Calix. “If you’re sure you’re not hungry.”

“I’m not.” I assured.

Calix moved from where he’d leaned himself against the wall of the upstairs sitting room. “Would you like to be shown to your room?”

I didn’t look at him. “Yes.”

To my surprise, Gabriella leaned in to plant a kiss on my cheek. I flinched back away from her, my eyes wide. She clasped her hands before her chest, looking down at me as though I were nothing more than a wet, frightened animal she’d adopted. “I know this is difficult, Nova, but you’re going to have to accept your reality here.” She reached out to caress my cheek. “Make the best of it, darling.”

Emotion raged in my chest as I watched Gabriella turn on her heel and walk away. Tears blurred my vision and anger poisoned my every breath. How could she say something so ridiculous? How in the freaking world was this happening to me?

I wanted to scream, kick, fight, scratch and bite. I wanted to tear out my heart so it might stop hurting so damn bad!

“Come, Nova.” Calix placed his hand against my lower back and I jumped away from his touch.

“Don’t touch me!” I hissed unbecomingly. Tears that had pooled in my lids were now pouring from my eyes. “I hate you!”

“So you’ve told me.” His eyes were hard. When he stepped toward me, my every sense told me to run. I felt as though I were nothing more than prey for this predator of a man. “And never tell me not to touch you again.”

“It’s my body.”

“That is where you’re wrong, Nova.” He cocked his head. “You belong to me. Therefore your body belongs to me. The sooner you accept this, the easier your life will be.”

“I will never accept that.” I snapped angrily. I felt cornered. I felt caged.

“Then you’re in for a world of hardship.” He reached out to clasp his hand around my wrist. His hold was tight, but it didn’t hurt. Not physically, anyway. Mentally, his touch was like a beating.

Calix moved through the halls with a speed that frightened me. Obviously, he was mad. And I knew I was the one who had made him this way - but honestly, what had he expected? When he’d stolen me from my home and family, had he honestly thought I’d be welcoming to his touch? Had he thought I’d swoon over the idea of marrying him?

Throwing open a door at the end of the hall, Calix pushed me inside. As soon as I caught sight of the room, I knew it wasn’t mine. It was Calix’s. The room was warm like the rest of the house, but it was used. Everything was clean and ordered, but it was also worn. And the scent was all Calix.

Dark wooden furniture stood against the walls and a massive bed was positioned against the wall to my immediate left. A black duvet covered bronze sheets and not one throw pillow existed in the vicinity. A black leather couch set had been strategically placed before a fireplace that peered into the bathroom on the other side of the far right wall. Straight ahead, there was a wall of windows. Gently billowing bronze curtains let me believe the windows weren’t just windows, but patio doors.

Dumbly, I stated. “This is your room.”

Calix slammed the door shut behind me and I flinched. Whirling around, I found Calix staring at me with his arms crossed over his chest. He didn’t look happy. He didn’t even look slightly amused.

“It is.”

Pulling in a deep breath of air, I replied. “I would like my own room.”

He laughed, but the sound was strained. “No.”

“I don’t want to share a room with you.” Another burst of panic was climbing quickly through my chest and up my throat. “Please,”

At my plea, his blue eyes blazed. “You’ll be sharing my room, Nova.” He moved closer to me and I stepped back. “And you’ll get used to being near me. You have two weeks to accept this for what it is.”

“Why two weeks?”

His eyes swept over my face. “In two weeks you will become my wife.”


 

Chapter 6

Two weeks.

Two weeks and I would be my captors wife?

Oh God, no. No, no, no, no, no.

I shook my head, raising my hands to my temple before letting them fall back to my thighs. All right, so I was panicking. But who wouldn’t? I mean, marriage? And to the man who kidnapped me? Was he fucking delusional?

“I can’t handle this.” I breathed. Before I knew it, my feet were carrying me determinedly to the bathroom. I could hear Calix behind me, but it didn’t matter. Wild horses couldn’t have stopped me.

As soon as I caught sight of the toilet, I dropped down to my knees and lost the contents of my stomach. Loud retching filled the room as I continued to heave into the porcelain bowl. To my surprise and horror, I felt warm hands swipe the hair off the back of my neck and away from my face.

Calix, my kidnapper, was holding my hair back as I threw up.

Finally, when there was nothing left to toss, I leaned back against the wall.

“Are you done?” Calix asked.

Weakly, I nodded. I watched through half lidded eyes as he leaned forward to flush the toilet. Bending down, he scooped me into his arms.

“What are you doing?” I demanded, feeling my stomach lurch again. “Put me down.”

“Enough, Nova.” He snapped his command, and I stilled in his arms. Calix carried me easily across the large ivory and bronze bathroom to the sink. Gently, he placed me between the two sinks and I watched as he set to rummaging about through a drawer. Unwrapping a toothbrush, he loaded it with toothpaste before handing me the brush. “Here,”

“Thanks.” I murmured as I took the brush.

Calix didn’t move away as I brushed my teeth. Instead, he watched me through suddenly guarded eyes. The cocky demanding attitude he’d sported since I met him had vanished only to be replaced by this silent, brooding man. I didn’t know which I preferred.

When I finished, I handed him the toothbrush. I watched silently as he tossed it into the trashcan beneath the sink. Calix moved to open a door on the far side of the vanity. I realized, as he plucked a cloth from a stack, that it was a linen closet.

Calix walked back to the sink beside me, wetting the cloth with warm water. He squeezed the cloth before wiping it across my forehead, over my neck and shoulders and down my arms. His actions were so gentle and caring, I found myself confused. Maybe I was just delusional after my episode.

Finally, setting the cloth aside he spoke. “Are you ill?”

I thought about lying. Would he leave me alone if I told him I was sick? No, I didn’t think he would. “No.”

“What was that then?” He asked, gesturing to the toilet.

“Maybe I’m pregnant.” I shrugged. I knew I wasn’t. That wasn’t even a possibility, but Calix did not need to know that.

His eyes darkened and his jaw tensed so tight, I feared for his teeth. “You’re not.”

“How do you know?”

“Because never, in all the time that I watched you have you entertained another male.” Calix ground out the words. “Don’t lie to me, Nova. I don’t appreciate it.”

“How long have you watched me?” I demanded.

“Why did you get sick?” He asked again, ignoring my question.

Suddenly filled with anger, I replied. “Because of you. Because I have to marry you!” I yelled. “The thought alone makes me sick!”

Lifting his chin, he blinked. Other than that, there was no sign that my words had any affect on him. “Get used to it.”

“Never.” I shook my head, covering my sob with a hand. “I’ll never get used to the thought of being your wife.”

“You have two weeks, Nova.” He gripped my wrist, pulling my hand away from my mouth. “If you haven’t found a way to accept this in two weeks, I’ll have to force you.”

“How?”

“Amy.” He spoke my little sister’s name as though it were nothing. And to him, she was nothing. She was a bargaining chip and nothing more.

“You’re a bastard.”

He shrugged. “That doesn’t change the fact that you’ll be my wife.”

“Why?”

He frowned. “Why what?”

“Why do you want me?” I shook my head. “Why do you want me to marry you?”

“It had to be you, Nova.” He said quietly. “It always had to be you.”

“You’re crazy,” I breathed. My heart was racing. “You’re fucking insane.”

His hand moved to catch my chin in his grip so fast I couldn’t have avoided contact if I’d tried. “I told you once to abstain from using that language, Nova.” His eyes were dark. “I will not tell you again.”

I spoke through the grip he hand on my mouth. “So don’t.”

“That kind of language is anything but becoming.” He dropped my chin. “I don’t want to hear it again. Next time there will be consequences.”

“You aren’t my father.” I rubbed my chin. “And you have no right to touch me.”

“You’re right. I’m not your father. I’m your fiancé. And that does give me the right to touch you, Nova, any way that I like.”

I cringed away from him. “Are you threatening to rape me?”

“No,” he shook his head as though I was pathetic. “I won’t take you until you beg. I’ve told you that as well.”

Again, I had the urge to tell him I hated him. But this time, I refrained. It was a waste of energy.

“I’d like to be away from you.” I stated bluntly. “Please leave.”

He shook his head. “What will you do?”

“I don’t know and I don’t care.”

“Then I’m not leaving.” He crossed his arms over his chest.

I felt like crying for the billionth time today. “I’d like to have a shower.”

He nodded. “Very well,” he took my hand in his. “I’ll show you the closet and then I’ll leave you to shower.”

Sliding off the counter, I followed Calix across the bathroom to another door. He opened it before stepping into a large closet. The room was bigger than my living room at home. I was freaking massive and the walls were lined with clothes and accessories. Any woman would think she’d died and gone to heaven at the sight of all the clothes.

“These are for you,” Calix said. “They should all fit. I made sure everything was in your size.”

My mouth felt dry. Looking more specifically at the clothing, I realized every article was something I would have chosen for myself. He knew my style exactly. As though trying to prove myself wrong, I plucked a maxi skirt from the mass. It was simple and light and flowing.

Turning to face Calix with the skirt still firmly in my hand, I asked. “Exactly how long have you been watching me?”

He lifted his chin, shoving his hands deep into the pockets of his jeans. “Why?”

“I need to know.” I replied quietly.

For a moment, I thought he was going to deny me an answer. But at the last second, he spoke. “Two years.”

I don’t know what I was expecting - but his answer definitely wasn’t it. Two years? Calix had been watching me, lurking in the background of my life for two years? How hadn’t I seen him? How hadn’t I noticed? The truth in his response made me feel hopeless. If he had said a few months or even six months, I might have been able to hold onto the belief - the hope - that I had a chance at being released. But two years? No, he’d committed to me long before he’d taken me. He knew what he was going to do and now I knew there was no chance of him releasing me.

If I was going to find freedom from Calix, I’d have to kill him.

“Say something, Nova.” Calix commanded.

I blinked, “I don’t know what to say.”

“Anything,” his tone was tense. “Tell me how you’re feeling. Tell me what you’re thinking.”

At a loss, I shook my head. “I feel violated.”

I watched as his eyes closed slowly before he replied. “I never wanted to make you feel that way and I’m sorry that I have. But I can’t change it.”

“You can.” I whispered.

“How?”

“Let me go.” I pleaded. “I’ll never tell anyone you took me. I’ll never breathe your name to another soul.”

The little emotion I’d seen in his face vanished. “No. I’ll never let you go, Nova.”

“Please,”

“If you want a shower, I suggest you take it now.” He turned to walk from the closet, calling behind him. “Dinner will be ready in an hour.”

And then he was gone.


 

Chapter 7

Steam floated around me as I sat in the stone shower. I was slightly afraid that Calix might barge into the bathroom and see me naked, but I’d locked the door. I could only hope he didn’t have a key.

Pushing the thought from my mind, I tried to cook up a plan. I had to find a way out of this mess I was in. No matter what happened, I couldn’t spend my entire life with Calix. I just couldn’t. The man was a monster of the cruelest kind.

The thought brought about a new round of tears. Despite the heat of the water washing over my face, I felt my tears roll from my eyes. Thankfully, they mixed with the water quickly and washed down the drain.

I’d been sitting in the shower for the better half of an hour and in that time, I’d cried on three separate occasions. If my life weren’t in such a ruin, I would think myself pathetic. But I didn’t bother putting myself down - not with the horror that I was already facing. I didn’t need to be any more distraught than I already was. Putting myself down would only heighten my emotional turmoil.

A heavy knock sounded on the door and I jumped. My heart pounded relentlessly in my ears and I could have sworn it was louder than a drum.

At my silence, Calix spoke. “It’s time for dinner, Nova.”

“I’m not hungry.” I called in answer.

“You’re not starving yourself.” He barked through the door. “If you’re not out here within the next five minutes, I’ll be coming in.”

I wanted to point out that I’d locked the door, but I didn’t feel like challenging him while I was sitting naked on the floor of his shower. That was just asking for trouble. No thanks!

“I’ll be out.” I answered obediently. And all over again, I was reminded of how deeply I hated Calix.

Pulling myself up from the floor, I turned off the water. As I stepped from the shower, I wrapped the towel around my body before bending forward to wrap another around my head in hopes of drying some of my annoyingly thick hair. Glaring at the fireplace, I darted past it. I didn’t like how the glass allowed you to see into the other room. It freaked me out.

The last thing I wanted was for Calix to see me naked. Wait? Had he seen me naked?

The unwelcome thought sent chills loose over my body. He’d admitted to having watched me for two years. In all that time, he must have caught sight of me changing clothes.

Slamming the closet door behind me, I quickly dropped my towel. I didn’t bother looking at the clothing, but rather pulled the first dress I saw from its hanger. It was a soft mint color and the fabric was breezy. The straps were thin and the dress was loose, cinched only at the waist. It hung down just above my knees. This was definitely a dress I would have chosen had I been shopping for myself with no care to the cost. I wasn’t one for brand names - and I didn’t recognize this one - not that I cared enough to study the label.

Scanning my image in the body length mirror, I decided not to bother with a bra. I wasn’t small chested by any means, but I also wasn’t so large that I was uncomfortable going without a bra. Actually, I preferred going without. It was simpler - more comfortable.

Pulling the towel from my head, I ran my fingers through my thick chocolate strands before deciding that I didn’t care enough about Calix to bother with making myself pretty. I could only hope he thought I was frumpy and hideous. Then maybe he would return me.

The thought was nothing more than wishful thinking. I knew it in my bones. Plus, if he’d been watching me for two years, then he’d already seen me at my worst.

Had he watched me every day?

I banished the thought from my mind as I stomped obnoxiously from the closet, over the floor of the bathroom, to the door. Unlocking it, I swung it open and yelped.

Calix raised a brow. “Have you destroyed everything in the bathroom or just the doors and floor?”

I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going to move?”

“Are you going to answer my question?”

“I haven’t destroyed anything.” I hissed. “That’s all you.” I didn’t wait for him to move. Instead, I shoved myself forward in the hopes that I would be able to push past him.

Calix was having none of it. His arm caught me around the waist and I huffed a release of breath at the weighted contact of his arm against my stomach. Suddenly, I regretted trying to shove past him.

“Let me go!” I struggled against his arm, but my efforts were nothing against the power of my captor. He was more than twice my size. I honestly don’t know what I’d been thinking by challenging him. Oh, yes, I hadn’t been thinking.

Calix gave a small grunt and that was my only warning for what happened next. One hand wrapped around my upper arm while the other gripped my waist. Determinedly, he steered my body backward into the wall beside the bathroom door. When I was pressed firmly against the wall, he moved his body snug against mine. His massive form against my small stature was overpowering and I strained to look up at him while struggling beneath his weight. “Get off me!” I screamed.

“Enough!” He yelled and I flinched. Living all my life in a house of women, a mans yell was foreign to me. “I’m tired of your attitude, Nova. I’ve forewarned you of my lack of patience. I will not be tested at every turn.”

“My attitude?” I scoffed incredulously before my temper riled and got carried away. I could almost see it running sporadically as I tried to coax it back into submission. “You think I have an attitude? You stole me from my family you fucking monster!”

The brilliant blue of his eyes darkened dangerously and his hand at my waist tightened. My heart tore through my chest as though on a rampage as I realized that I’d sworn. I couldn’t take my eyes off his face as I watched his anger swell. He hadn’t been lying when he said he wasn’t a patient man - but how then, had he watched me for two years? If that was anything, it was patience.

“I told you the next time you used such language that there would be consequences.”

I was nearly shaking in fear of him, but I spoke words of bravery that shocked me. “Then punish me.”

The anger in his eyes yielded to something new - something stronger. I didn’t know what it was, but I knew I feared it more than his anger. Whatever this was held the power to destroy me from the inside out.

“How do you recommend I punish you?” He bowed his head until I could taste his breath.

“I,” I whimpered, suddenly regretful of my challenge. “I don’t know.”

His hand moved from my arm to my chin. Placing pressure under my chin with his fingertips, he forced my head back until I was staring up at him. Looking into his eyes made my heart race. I felt as though I were challenging a wild animal.

I was terrified.

I felt fear move through my body like wildfire. It spread through my veins and worked its way right up into my heart - poisoning my system - paralyzing me.

Calix watched me closely as he dipped his head. My heart was pounding so hard in my chest I would have bet money that he could hear it.

I wanted to push him away from me. I wanted to run. I wanted to hurt him. But I could do none of those things. In every sense of the word, I really was paralyzed.

And then his lips were on mine.

My brain must have been fried upon contact, because I didn’t twist my head to the side. I didn’t move at all.

His lips were soft - like the smoothest silk. I never would have expected such a hard man to kiss so gently, so warmly, so softly. But he did. His mouth covered mine, moving leisurely. I thought for a moment that he was trying to coax me from my paralytic fear, but I couldn’t tell for sure.

His hand moved slowly from my chin, over the side of my face, to cup the nape of my neck. Thick fingers twined with my hair, fastening his grip on me. Even though my head was tilted back for his taking, he had to bend his knees. His shoulders curved inward, blocking me between his massive form and the unrelenting wall.

I felt caged.

I hadn’t moved my lips against his once, but that hadn’t stopped him from taking the kiss deeper. Pressing his lips harder against mine, I felt his tongue press against the crease between my lips. Silently pleading for entrance. And then his hand lowered from my waist, over my hip to my thigh. His fingertips hooked the hem of my dress, tugging it up before I felt the pads of his fingers against my skin.

His touch was like fire. Every nerve ending came alive at his touch and something foreign to me flared to life. Desire maybe?

The thought was confirmed as Calix ran his teeth against my bottom lip before sucking it into his mouth. Liquid heat pooled in my lower belly and in response, I cried out pitifully. Before I knew it I was filled with shame and horror.

How had I let him touch me, kiss me? Pressing my palms flat against his chest, I pushed with everything I had inside of me. He didn’t budge an inch. The colossal man was simply too heavy for me to maneuver so easily. Panic swelled where there should have been anger. I should have bit down on his lip, but I couldn’t. I was afraid of what he was doing to my body and the reactions I couldn’t help but experience in response.

My panic worked itself into a frenzy in record time. Before I knew it, tears were streaming down my face and sobs were quaking my body. I felt Calix pull away, but I couldn’t bring myself to look at him. My entire body was shaking uncontrollably and I was gasping for breath.

“Nova?” He asked worriedly. “Look at me.”

I shook my head, sharp bursts of breath filling the silence and I tried to halt my crying. I couldn’t.

He caught my chin in his hand, tilting my head. “Love, look at me.”

Blinking rapidly, I looked up at him. His blue eyes were dark and serious and his lips were tilted down in a deep frown. “P-please,” the word was choppy and pathetic. “I need,” I gasped. “I need you to stop touching me.”

Calix shook his head. “No.”

“What?” I croaked, my hands pressing once again at his chest. “Please,”

“No, Nova.” He growled firmly. “You’ll have to get used to me touching you. I’ll soon be your husband, and I won’t be dancing around your shortcomings.”

I grappled frantically for some semblance of control. “Shortcomings?” I whispered. “You think my needing space is a shortcoming?”

“I will not hurt you.” He vowed.

“Physically,” my retort was cutting, but he didn’t even flinch.

“No, not physically.” He assented. “You will be my wife, Nova. I will kiss you, touch you, fuck you, and you will love every minute of it.”

I flinched at his vile words. “I won’t.”

“You will.”

“Get away from me.”

“I already told you I won’t release you.” He lowered his head and I turned my face away. Tears streamed down my face in rivulets. “When I make a decision, I stick to it.”

“Please, Calix,” I pleaded on a whimper. “I can’t handle this - not right now.”

“Why not?” He demanded. “You liked it when I kissed you, when I touched your thigh.” I slammed my eyes closed, but he continued. “I’d bet my life that you’re wet for me this very minute.”

My cheeks flamed red-hot as I tried to ignore his words - and the intimate physical affect they had on me.

“Tell me, Nova,” Calix continued in low husky tones. “If I slipped my hand into your panties would I feel your cream? If I parted your lips and dipped my finger between your tight little folds, would I ease right in?”

I didn’t reply. And again, he spoke. “Tell me.”

“No.” I lied. And I hated myself for having to do so in the first place.

I hated Calix with every fiber of my being - and yet he affected me in a way no other had ever done before. But then again, no one had ever kissed me the way Calix had. No one had ever touched me so determinedly. And no one had ever, not once, spoken such brazen words in my ear.

Calix chuckled. “Shall we test my theory, love?”

My stomach dropped. If I thought I’d been feeling panic before, well I had been mistaking. Because what I was feeling now at the thought of Calix’s fingers moving over me where no one had ever touched me before, definitely took the cake over the panic I’d felt earlier.

There was nothing I wouldn’t do to keep him from touching me. There was nothing I would refuse to subject my pride to in order to abstain from feeling his touch.

I begged. “Calix, I’m begging you. It hasn’t even been twenty-four hours since you took me from home. Please, let me know you a little better before you start this...”

I was crying so uncontrollably now that the water falling from my eyes was like a tap. And I couldn’t turn it off.

Through the blur of my vision, I saw deep frown lines crease between his eyes. His jaw was hard and his hand on my waist was firm. I thought for a moment that he wasn’t going to release me, but at the very last minute, when I was certain my heart was going to stop beating entirely, he nodded.

“We’re late for dinner.” He stepped back and a breath of relief wheezed from my lungs. “Come.”

“I should,” I thumbed toward the bathroom, sniffling. “I should probably splash my face.”

He turned to study me as though just realizing I had been crying a storm. How he could have missed it, I would never know.

“Go on,” he nodded to the bathroom. “But hurry.”

I didn’t reply as I scurried into the bathroom. At the sink, I splashed cold water on my face until my eyes felt less swollen. Despite the way I felt, I looked horrid. My cheeks were swollen and my skin was blotchy and red. My eyes were puffy and my nose was runny. If I had a choice, I would have remained in the room the entire night, but Calix seemed determined to make me eat. I hoped I was able to stomach the food. I could only imagine what he would do to me if I refused to eat. He would be so angry.

And if I made him angry, would he want to punish me? I didn’t like Calix’s brand of punishment.

“Come, Nova.” I jumped to find Calix standing in the doorway of the bathroom. His hands were pushed deep into the pockets of his jeans and his eyes were hard and guarded.

Focusing down onto the floor, I spoke. “I’m really not feeling well, Calix.”

“You’re eating.”

My stomach rolled. “I don’t think I can.”

He took a step forward and I flinched. I heard him sigh at my reaction to him and I cringed internally. “You don’t have to eat an entire plate, Nova. But you do have to eat something.”

Slowly, I nodded. When I looked back up at him, I found him watching me intently. Shifting uncomfortably, I gestured to the door. “Should we go, then?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

When he still didn’t move from the doorway, I walked timidly toward him. He caught my hand in his, weaving his fingers through mine. As soon as I felt contact, I instinctively tried to pull away from him, but he held me tight. “You have to get used to me touching you, Nova.”

“I don’t want to get used to it, Calix.” I reminded, incase he’d forgotten.

He hadn’t. And his reminder definitely trumped mine. “Me or your family, Nova?”

I knew exactly what he what saying. He had waved my families vulnerability in my face on more times than I could count. If I didn’t accept him as my future, then my family would lose their lives.

“You.” I whispered. “I choose you.”

He tightened his hold on my hand. “I assumed as much.”

I snorted. “You’re cruel.”

“I do hate reminding you, Nova.”

“Then stop.”

“I will if you’ll allow me.” He replied factually. “Accept me and I’ll never threaten your family again.”

I didn’t bother telling him that I didn’t know if I could accept him. So I said nothing at all.


 

Chapter 8

I walked beside Calix through the house while trying to snuff out the urge to bolt. I knew that if I ran, he would chase me and he would catch me. So I remained right where I was - at his side.

We walked into the dining room where Gabriella was already eating. At the sight of soup, the tension in my stomach eased.

She looked up from where she was blowing on a spoon of tomato and herb soup to smile. “Hello, Nova.” If she noticed I’d been crying, she didn’t let on. “I hope you’re settling in nicely.”

What was it with this woman and the pleasantries? It wasn’t like I could reply kindly and honestly at the same time. Instead, I just said, “Thank you, Gabriella.”

From the corner of my eye, I saw Calix glance at me.

Gabriella waved, “Please, call me Gabby or Grandma.”

I nodded, but didn’t reply. Calix sighed heavily and guided me to a chair. I thought he would take the one at the head of the table where the place setting had been arranged, but he didn’t. Instead, he sat right next to me.

I watched as he dragged his placemat over to his chosen seat before reaching for the large pot of soup in the center of the table. He picked up my bowl and began dishing me my soup. After only one scoop I wanted to tell him to stop, but I couldn’t seem to find my voice.

He placed the full bowl down in front of me before filling his own. Picking up my spoon, I dipped it into the creamy soup. Just as I was about to lift the spoon to my mouth, I felt Calix’s hand settle on my thigh and I dropped my spoon as I jumped - nearly out of my skin.

Calix frowned warningly. “Settle down, Nova.”

“Are you alright, dear?” Gabriella asked sincerely.

I blushed fire red as I grappled for an answer. The way my mouth was opening and closing, I probably looked like a fish out of water.

Calix chuckled. “I’m just touching her, Grandma.”

She raised a brow, “Touching her?”

“Her thigh,” Calix shook his head and I blushed even deeper. “She needs to get used to contact with me if she’s to be my wife.”

“Calix, I know you’re an impatient man - but you need to take into consideration that this is very new to Nova.” Gabriella scolded.

I wanted to shrink down in my seat and maybe even melt into a puddle on the floor - I was so embarrassed. I couldn’t believe they were talking about me as though I wasn’t sitting right here in front of them. It was - appalling. And rude!

“As you said, I’m an impatient man.” Calix said stiffly. Gabriella had obviously pushed a button.

She pursed her lips and sipped her soup from her spoon. Glancing at me, she offered a tight smile. “You should get something into your stomach, dear. Calix said you haven’t eaten anything other than blueberries.”

“I’m not very hungry.” I admitted quietly and beside me Calix grunted.

“None the less, you need to eat.” Gabriella insisted. “Go on, you’ll like it.”

Sighing, I lifted my spoon. Bringing it to my lips, I tried to concentrate on the warmth of the liquid against my lips or even the taste. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t concentrate on anything but the feel of Calix’s large hand spanning over the surface of my thigh. The way he touched me with such ease was disconcerting.

I hated it.

Silence fell around the table as we ate. I would have thought it would be uncomfortable - and maybe it was and I just didn’t notice because I was too lost in my own thoughts. I wasn’t sure. All I could concentrate on was Calix’s touch - and how I had to get away from him before he destroyed me.

And he would destroy me.

“So, Nova,” Gabriella’s voice interrupted the silence. “What do you do with your spare time?”

I blinked. She wanted to get to know me? “Um,” I shifted uncomfortably. “I read.”

She raised a brow. “Is that all you do?”

“Well,” I placed my spoon against the side of my bowl. “I used to volunteer at the animal shelter, but I don’t see myself doing that any longer.”

She nodded. “You like animals?”

“I adore them.” I replied softly. It was the truth. Animals had a direct passage to my soft spot, but I was particularly favorable of cats. I was certain Calix already knew this about me, being that he’d watched me for two years.

Gabriella nodded. “I quite like them as well. What about dancing?”

I frowned. “What about it?”

“Did you and your girlfriends go dancing together?” She asked with a small chuckle.

“No.” I shook my head. “I’ve always kept to myself. I’ve never really been one for parties and whatnot.”

“Hmm,” she sat back in her chair, eyeing both Calix and I. “You and my grandson are very much alike. Calix never partied as a young boy either. He was always planning for the future, so focused.”

Interesting. I didn’t know much about the man sitting next to me. My captor hadn’t been exactly forthcoming in regards to his personal life.

“Grandma,” Calix shook his head. “Nova doesn’t want to hear about this.”

“No, I do.” I protested and his hand tightened on my thigh. Not enough to hurt me, but enough to let me know I was treading on thin ice. I looked to Gabriella, “Please,”

She beamed, eager to tell me about Calix. “He was never really what you would call popular. He had girls chasing after him for as long as I can remember, but he’s never really bothered to pay them much attention.”

I nodded. I could see Calix being wanted by the majority of the female population. He really was gorgeous. Too bad he was also psychotic.

“And what does Calix do for a living?”

“He runs a shipping company.” Gabriella stated eagerly. “He actually took it over from,”

Calix stood abruptly. “That’s enough.” He reached down to take my hand in his, pulling me into a standing position. “We’re going to retire for the night.”

“Oh,” Gabriella straightened. “Alright then. You both have a lovely evening.”

“Goodnight.” I said quietly.

The nervousness I’d felt before came rushing back with an intensity that made me wobble on my feet. As though worried I might fall, Calix tugged me in close to his side as he snaked his hand around my waist. I wanted to push away from him, but I’d learned my lesson enough for one night. If I pushed away, he would only pull me closer. I didn’t think I could handle him coming any closer to me than he already was - and I knew I couldn’t handle his lips on mine. And not only because it was so very wrong. But because I couldn’t handle the betrayal of my own body. It was simply too much.

Calix led me through the halls of his massive house without speaking one word to me. I could feel his energy crackling through the space around us, and I hoped that whatever it was that had irked him wore off just as quickly. I didn’t know what Gabriella had said to make Calix grow irate, but I wasn’t about to question him either.

He opened his bedroom door and I stepped inside. I was thankful when he dropped his hand from around my waist to walk deeper into the room. I stood awkwardly by the door, watching him pace through untrusting eyes.

As though noticing me for the first time, Calix stilled. “Make yourself comfortable.”

How? How did he honestly expect me to ‘make myself comfortable’ in his house, in his room? I was his prisoner. I was nothing more - and somehow he thought I could be comfortable under that knowledge. Nope, the man was delusional along with psychotic.

When I remained standing beside the closed bedroom door, Calix sighed. I watched his long legs claim the space between us and I suddenly wished I’d done as he commanded and made myself comfortable. I simply didn’t know how.

Grabbing my hand, Calix pulled me deeper into the room with him. “You can sit here on the couch or the chair.” He pointed to the patio. “There is furniture out on the patio. You are welcome to go out there, as well.” I watched as he turned me to face the bed. “Or you can climb into bed.”

“Um,” I tensed at the sight of the large bed. It looked - imposing. I wanted to run in the other direction.

Calix moved to stand close behind me. His body wasn’t touching mine, but I could feel the heat of his front against my back. He settled his hands against my hips and fire ripped through me as his fingers spanned over my hipbone. I wanted to slide out from beneath his hands, but I couldn’t find the will to move.

He dipped his head until I could feel his breath whisper across my ear. “If you’re going to bed, I’ll join you.”

I jumped away from him then, nearly running for the patio. “No,” I spun around to see him watching me through that intense gaze of his. “I’ll uh, I’m just going to sit out here.”

With that, I darted out onto the patio. The spring air had been warm in the day, but it was evening now and it was becoming increasingly chilly. I suddenly wished I had worn anything but this thin dress. Still, despite my discomfort standing in the crisp evening air, I was determined to remain outside. I would rather freeze than climb into bed with Calix. If he thought I was going to be so easy, then he was sorely mistaking. There was no way I was sleeping with that man! He was a flipping ogre.

The patio was large and stone. There was a small dark wicker table and chair set for two with a glass top sitting in the corner to my right. The cushions on the patio set were a soft green that made the atmosphere on the patio feel serine. A matching swing sat in the far left corner. It was shaped almost like an oversized teardrop and it looked comfortable. I could definitely lose myself in that teardrop swing. And then there was a chair that resembled more of a chaise.

Calix’s bedroom was on the second floor and I was suddenly happy for the view. It was brilliant. His bedroom overlooked the breathtaking backyard. In the distance, majestic mountains loomed. At the base of the mountain straight across from the house, there was a large crystal clear lake. It shimmered in hues of pinks, reds, and oranges in reflection of the setting sun in the sky. It was gorgeous. Tall trees surrounded a meticulously manicured property. I could only imagine the gatherings Calix hosted here. The land really was something else. And then I remembered Gabriella saying that was why Calix bought the property - because he fell in love with the land.

No matter how deeply I disliked Calix - and wanted to loathe everything he loved - I couldn’t bring myself to hate this land. It was magnificent. It was like something out of a fairytale. I could only imagine exploring this land with a man who owned my heart. Too bad I would never have the chance.

Not unless I could get myself away from Calix.

I had to get away from Calix.

Feeling suddenly desperate and overwhelmed, I moved quickly over the patio to the teardrop swing. Climbing into the cushiony interior, I curled into a small ball and gazed out over the land.

In only a few hours, it would be an entire twenty-four hours since my abduction. I’ll bet the police weren’t even looking for me. I was twenty-one, they probably told my mother I ran away.

The thought made tears prick in my eyes. My mother would be positively desperate. I was always home whenever I said I would be. Unlike Jaylah, I didn’t sneak out in the middle of the night to see a boy or to attend a party. Unlike Jaylah, I was always up early to make coffee and to read in the early morning sunlight. And Amy - Amy would be so confused. She would be so afraid by the disappearance of her big sister. What would they think? What would they feel?

Would my mother’s mind be entertaining the worst possible scenario? Would she imagine my delicate skin bruised and beaten? Would she see me being cut and tied up roughly? Would her mind imagine something so dark as rape? Would she see my pale, lifeless body lying in a ditch somewhere? Would she wish, with everything inside of her, that she could trade places with her child?

Of course she would. Any mother would wish to take on their child’s pain. And I knew if it were possible, my mother would do anything for me. She would trade places with the horror of her imagination just to save me. The thought shattered my heart. Because I knew my mother was feeling desperate beyond anything she’d ever known.

And I wasn’t being abused. Calix had yet to hurt me. But my mother didn’t know that. The nightmare of her imagination would continue until I put a stop to it. I had to put a stop to it.

I had to convince Calix to let me contact them.

Jumping up from the swing, I bolted for the door without realizing Calix was standing there, I slammed roughly into him.

“Ouf,” I moaned, teetering on unstable feet. “Calix,”

His hands settled firmly on my hips, holding me upright as I gasped through my distraught sobs. He frowned down at me. “What’s going on? Why are you crying?”

“I need to contact my mom.” I gripped the fabric covering his chest in both my fists. Desperation curdled in my stomach as I searched his eyes for an answer. They were hard. Unwavering.

“No, Nova.”

“Please,” I croaked. “She must be thinking horrible things. She must be thinking I’m in such pain. I can’t,” I stammered through a sob. “I can’t allow her to go on thinking that way. I just can’t.”

“Nova,”

I clenched my fists tighter, “You have to let me contact her!”

“I said no once.” Calix stared down at me resolutely. I had a sickening feeling that there was nothing I could do to change his mind. “I won’t change my mind.”

“Why?” I whispered through my internal agony. “Why?”

“I don’t trust you.” He said simply.

“What does trust have to do with it?”

His blue eyes were cold. “If I can’t trust you to tell her you’ve run away with a man you’ve been having a secret affair with for months, then I can’t risk letting you call her.”

Frantically, I shook my head. “I won’t tell her you kidnapped me. I promise. I’ll tell her whatever you want.”

For long minutes, he just watched me. His eyes scanned my face and I knew he was seeing a raw desperation in my eyes, but I couldn’t be bothered to restrain it. All I cared about was making contact with my mother. She needed to know I wasn’t being tortured. Because I knew not knowing was torture for her.

“My decision has been made. You will not contact your mother or anyone else.” The finality in his voice pushed me into a rage.

I slammed my hands, open palmed, against his chest. I yelled, “Why?”

He caught both my wrists in his hand. “Because you’re not convincing, Nova. You might tell your mother that you’ve run away with a lover, but she won’t believe you.”

“She will.” I pleaded. “I promise, she’ll believe me.”

“The conversation is over.” He stated and I stared up at him numbly.

He was dismissing the conversation of me contacting my mother? And so easily? How could this beautiful, strong, powerful man be so monstrous? He was a cruel beast of a man who was slowly sucking the life and humanity out of my heart. Never before had I longed to hurt someone the way I ached to cause Calix pain. I had never been this girl. I had never wanted to physically hurt another living creature before - but Calix was changing me. He was awakening within me a side I longed to keep dormant.

“If I ever get the chance,” I glared up into his hypnotic blue eyes. “I’ll kill you.”


 

Chapter 9

I watched the corners of his lips curl up into a grin that stilled the blood in my veins. Cold seeped through my skin all the way down into my bones as I stared up into his face. The angles of his face casting shadows in the dim light of the setting sun made me shiver hauntingly. He looked evil. Pure, radiant evil.

“I’m going to tell you for the last time, Nova, that you are mine.” He dug his fingers painfully into my waist and I gasped. “You are mine to do with as I please. I guarantee that you will never be rid of me so easily, Nova. For the rest of your life, you will belong to me. I suggest you banish the ridiculous notion that you will ever be free of me.”

His words were spoken with such confidence that I almost believed them. But then I found myself, but just as I opened my mouth to argue with him, he spoke. “You’ll get yourself ready for bed now, and then we’re going to get into bed.” His eyes were firm on my face. “Together.”

“No.” I shook my head and he growled low in his throat. His hands tightened on my waist and I cried out, more from surprise than pain, when he threw me over his shoulder. Like a sac of potatoes, he carried me from the balcony into his bedroom. Slamming the door shut, he walked brusquely to the bathroom. Screaming in rage and humiliation, I pounded his back with my fisted hands. “You asshole! Put me down!”

As soon as the words left my mouth, I felt Calix’s hand slap down hard on my bottom. Through the sheer material of my dress, my rear stung from the bite of his slap. Bucking against his shoulder I dug my nails into his back and screamed another curse. “You fucking monster!” I sobbed, hiccupping on the word monster. “I hate you!”

Calix didn’t slap my rear this time. Instead, he spun on his heel, no longer intent on walking me to the bathroom. Rather, he was moving quickly to the bed. My heart slammed furiously in my chest as I felt Calix stop walking, his hands gripping my hips tightly. As though I weighed no more than a feather, Calix lifted me from his shoulder to drop me onto the bed. My entire body bounced once before Calix planted his hand against my lower belly, holding me down on the bed. I couldn’t even get my heels dug into the mattress to push myself away from him because the brute was standing so close. With my legs dangling over the edge and my back pressed tightly against the mattress, I felt exposed and vulnerable. I wanted to lift my knees into my chest, but I knew that lifting my knees would only spread my legs to him. I couldn’t bear such an action, so I remained spread out on the bed for him.

A new bout of tears was already falling from my eyes. The hot water seared the skin of my temples before disappearing into my hair - but unlike the time before - I wasn’t panicked. I was just sad. Almost dead inside. There was next to no fight left in me. Calix was going to do what he wanted to do regardless of my desires and needs. There was nothing I could do to stop him, and trying was simply a waste of energy.

Yet, despite the inner excuses in my mind - I knew the truth of my sudden loss of fight.

My mother thought I was being tortured. She was going through the horror of imagining such a terror - yet I wasn’t living it. I felt guilty. I felt guilty for the lack of physical harm I’d lived through, because I knew my mother and sisters were living that very horror in their minds. And that was worse than anything I could ever have to live through physically. Not knowing truly is agonizing. I understood that statement now.

“Do what you want, Calix.” My tone was lifeless and he frowned down at me. “Do your worst. Punish me. Hurt me. Fuck me.” More silent tears streamed down my face. “Break me. I. Don’t. Care.”

He didn’t reply. For long moments, he simply stood there watching me. His expression was unreadable, but for a second - a flash of pain flared in his eyes - and then it was gone as though it had never even been there. I wanted to feel nothing for him, but that burst of pain was so raw - I knew it was the very thing that was fueling him today. That pain had fueled his decision to take me.

And that very pain would fuel his decision now.

“Are you comfortable in your dress?” He asked gravelly.

What? He seriously wanted to know if I was comfortable? I didn’t answer. I was too dumbstruck by the change in his persona to engage in such ridiculous pleasantries.

Calix raised his hands to the buttons of his dress shirt and I watched as he started to pull the buttons through the holes. He raised a single brow at me. “Are you comfortable, Nova?”

Slowly, I nodded. “As comfortable as I’ll ever be.”

He stopped moving. “Would you prefer to sleep in pajamas?” He cocked his head. “Naked?”

A frown pinched my expression. “I’m fine in the dress.”

I really would have preferred pajamas, but that would require me getting undressed and I didn’t know where he would want me to do that. In front of him? Surely, he would have given me privacy to change?

As soon as I had the thought, I wanted to kick my mental ass for being filled with such high hope. Calix wasn’t noble. He would never give me permission to undress away from him.

“Then get into the bed.” He undid the last button and I watched in something that resembled awe as he shrugged his shoulders out of his shirt.

Calix was big. In his clothes, the man was imposing. But out of them the man was all consuming. His body resembled something a male model would aspire to be. He was large and every muscle was intricately defined and molded to perfection. His skin appeared to be sun kissed, though I didn’t exactly envision Calix working shirtless in the sun. His golden tan was natural - a part of his skin.

From broad shoulders hung thick strong arms. As he clenched and unclenched his fists, the veins in his arms raised up beneath his skin in thick blue rivers. His chest was hard and defined and his stomach sported washboard abs. This man worked hard to accumulate the utter perfection that was his body.

No matter how I tried, I couldn’t seem to tear my eyes away from his form. He was captivatingly beautiful. I’d always thought I would be attracted to a man who was lean - a runner, maybe. But Calix was all muscle - he was a fighter. I sensed the will to fight within this man the same way I sensed that very will in a feral dog. It was animalistic. Primal. Calix.

“Do you like what you see, love?” Calix’s deep voice interrupted my study of him and I blushed. I felt the heat of my embarrassment tint my skin from my toes to the tip of my head. It swooped through my body in a rush of warmth that made me feel almost dizzy.

I didn’t say anything as I stared up at him from where he’d thrown me onto the bed. Bending at the waist, Calix planted both hands on either side of my head. Leaning over me in such a way made my insides clench in fear - and something else. Awareness?

His voice was gruff, “Did you want me to continue, love? Maybe you really do want me to punish you?”

I scowled up at him. “No.”

He chuckled. “Did you enjoy my punishment so much last time?” I watched as his eyes moved from where they had trained themselves on my face to flicker down over my throat, my heaving chest, my stomach - and lower. “You’re not nearly as indifferent to me as you’d like me to believe.”

He looked back up to meet my eyes and I spoke. “Then you’re an idiot. Because I hate you with everything inside of me.”

He grunted. “Nova, I think you’re the fool. You’re attracted to me. You can’t help it, much less fight it.”

“I’d like to go to bed, now.”

His lip curled at the corner, sliding into a coy half-grin. “So eager.”

“Screw you.” I bit out the words, wiggling from beneath him across the bed.

He pointed to the side of the bed he was standing on. “This is your side, Nova.”

I looked at him incredulously. “You’re picking sides?”

He shrugged. “I don’t want you near the door.”

“Seriously?” I scoffed. “You think I’m going to try and escape?”

“No.” His eyes met mine. “You couldn’t even if you tried.”

“Why is that?”

Calix grinned. “Door’s locked. I have the key.”

I hadn’t seen him lock the door, but it figures. He wouldn’t want to take the chance of little old me running through his house in the dead of the night. No, that could be bad. “If you’ve locked the door, I won’t be able to get out. Why don’t you want me sleeping next to it?”

He shrugged, “Someone else might find a way in.”

“Someone like who?”

“Does it matter?” Calix asked pointedly. “I don’t want you sleeping by the door as a precaution.”

“You think I’d hurt someone who came in here?” Wow, he might have been watching me for two years - but he knew nothing about me if he thought I was capable of hurting another living creature.

He sighed, running a hand through his inked hair. “I don’t think you’ll hurt anyone, Nova. I don’t want to take the chance of someone hurting you.”

I was stunned and it took me a moment to utter, “You would protect me?”

“With my life.” His tone was resolute.

It sent chills travelling over my spine. Calix confused the hell out of me! I just didn’t understand him, his motives, his actions, his mind. Nothing about him made any sense to me. And I didn’t like that. It made me severely uncomfortable. I’d always been studious - I worked every angle of my mind until I understood something that puzzled me, but I doubted, no matter how many angles I considered in regards to Calix, that I would ever understand him. Hell, I wouldn’t even scratch the surface of understanding this man - my captor.

“But,” I paused. “But you took me. I don’t understand why you would protect me.”

“You are mine, Nova.” Calix stated bluntly. “You are mine to protect.”

A thought sprouted in my mind and I couldn’t keep myself from whispering. “Am I yours to hurt, Calix?”

His eyes darkened a fraction and my heart raced. He opened his mouth to speak and everything inside of me tensed. “Get beneath the covers, Nova.”

“Answer my question.” I demanded, folding my knees into my chest.

“You are mine to command.” He growled in warning. “Now, get beneath the covers.”

I didn’t move. I was frozen. I remained sitting on the side of the bed closest to the door, hugging my knees like a frightened child. I felt like a frightened child - so helpless. I just couldn’t move.

Calix popped the button open on his jeans before raising a brow at me. “Are you going to get under the blankets, or am I going to have to put you there?”

“No,” I whispered. “Don’t touch me.”

“Then do as I ask.” He barked in low tones. His eyes were sharp as they watched me unfold my legs from my chest.

I scooted back up onto the pillows at the head of the bed before inching my toes between the sheets. They were crisp and clean. They felt amazing on my tired flesh, but I was still too nervous to really appreciate their cool weight.

“Now, come to your side of the bed.” Calix pointed down to the side of the bed he’d first thrown me onto and slowly, I inched closer to him. I wished he’d move to his own side. I didn’t want him standing so close to me.

“I don’t want to share the bed with you.” I murmured, watching the muscle in his cheek twitch at my words.

“You have no choice.” His hands went back to his jeans. I heard the zipper slide down and I slammed my eyes shut. I wasn’t so much of a prude that I hadn’t seen a penis before. I’d caught glimpses on late night television, but I hadn’t gone so far as to see one in person.

Call me old fashioned, but I’d always wanted to be married before I gave into sex. It was why I barely bothered dating throughout high school or the two years I’d taken between high school and the start of college.

And then I had the snarky thought, I guess you’ve got what you always wanted - your husband will be your first.

The thought made me flinch inside. Calix would be my first - if I didn’t get away from him. I had to get away from him. I had to escape.

I would find a way.

I heard a faint click and I sensed that Calix had turned on the lamp sitting on my nightstand. “You can open your eyes, Nova. I’m not naked.”

“I’m tired.” I replied. I heard him walk around the bed to his own side before I rolled onto my side and faced the patio - away from him. Curling my knees into my chest, I hugged them tight. I’d never been one to sleep in the fetal position, but I just felt so vulnerable. This position gave me a sense of comfort, and even though I knew it was false, it was something.

“Turn off your light.” Calix commanded. I felt the bed shift with his weight and thanked the heavens it was so large. There was no reason Calix should have to touch me throughout the night in this bed. We both had plenty of room to remain on our own sides.

Reaching out from beneath the covers, I flicked off the lamp. Darkness swelled in the room before my eyes adjusted and the moonlight spilled a soft white glow over the floor. As I lay on my side, staring out through the open patio doors I felt the same kind of sadness fill my heart as I had earlier. I ached for home. I ached for my family.

Apart from a two week exchange I’d done through the school for my French class, I hadn’t ever been away from my family. I was a homebody and I liked it that way. I needed home.

Calix shifted in the bed and I wondered what he was doing. He hadn’t yet lain down and with every passing moment, I was growing increasingly uncomfortable within his presence. Did he plan to sit and watch me sleep all night?

The thought made my heart slam in my chest, fighting to be released from its cage. I could feel the persistent beating against the flesh of my left breast and I pulled in a deep breath, urging myself to calm.

His deep voice broke the silence, “Turn around. Lie on your back.”

And just as I thought I’d convinced my heart to calm, it roared back to life. “Why?”

“Nova, I expect you to obey my commands.”

“I’ve never been the obedient type.” I replied in a small voice. Crunching the sheets in my fist, I brought them up to my mouth.

“You’re lying. You’ve always been the submissive type.”

My retort was snarky. “You want a submissive wife?”

“I want you to submit to me.” He admitted. “Always.”

“Well, you’re in for a life of disappointment.” I whispered. “You should find yourself a different wife.”

“You’re the only wife I want, Nova.” He shifted closer to me and I tensed. “You’ll come to accept that one day.”

“I won’t.”

“Regardless,” he dismissed my determination. “Lie on your back.”

“I’m comfortable.”

“I will force you, Nova. If I have to do that, you will not like it.”

The threat in his voice urged me to comply and I wished I would have been stronger. If I wasn’t so afraid of - everything - I might have been able to fight him.

Stiffly, I rolled onto my back. I continued to hold the sheets clutched in my fists, my hands pressed tight into my chest. I felt safer from him somehow.

“Open your eyes.” He commanded and I forgot I’d even kept them closed.

Slowly, I opened my eyes. Staring straight up at the roof, I prayed for him to leave me alone. And like always, my prayers seemed to go unanswered. I asked timidly, “What do you want?”

“You.” Calix replied instantly and I shivered.

“I’ll never give myself to you.” I vowed.

“You already have, Nova.” His statement was hushed and I felt him shift closer again. I could see him from my peripherals. He was watching me. “Have you forgotten you’ve agreed to marry me - to be mine - in order to save your family?”

“No.” I felt tears clog my throat. “I haven’t forgotten.”

God, I have to escape this man.

“Good.” Calix smiled softly. “I’m going to kiss you, Nova. You’re going to kiss me back, do you understand.”

“No.” I whispered shakily. “Please,”

“Enough. I don’t want to hear your protests. They have no effect on me.”

“But,”

“You will kiss me tonight - and every night after. Throughout the days we spend together I will touch you, I will kiss you, and I will hold you.” He lowered his face an inch and I could smell his heady scent. It was intoxicating. “I will seduce you, Nova. And then when you can’t take another kiss, another touch, you will beg me to fuck you. And only then will I take you.”

“I will never beg for you.”

“Fight it all you want, but know the end result is inevitable. I will have you.” He whispered. “Completely.”

“You’re a bastard.” I croaked and he caught my chin in his hand.

His grip turned from firm to caressing in an instant. The gentle stroke of his fingers along the line of my jaw induced a spasm of goosebumps to litter my flesh. As though knowing his effect, Calix’s lips curled into a confident grin.

“Move your hands to your side,” he commanded. Hating myself, I complied.

“Just get it over with.” I spat, taking the anger I felt toward myself and subjecting it to him.

He chuckled. “Oh no, love. This will be long and slow.”

I opened my mouth to retort, but he lowered his head. Calix crushed his lips to mine, pressing his body into the side of mine. I felt heat - everywhere. My blood pulsed, making places in my body that had always been dormant throb. Holding my face in his hand, Calix worked my mouth with his own. His lips moved slowly, but determinedly against my still lips. Despite my lack of enthusiasm, Calix continued to kiss me. His tongue poked out to trace the line of my lips before he pulled my bottom lip into his mouth, sucking. His hand moved from the side of my face to cup the nape of my neck the way he seemed to do so often. I really liked when he held me like that - his fingers diving deep into my hair.

The thought sent chills of dread through my body and I stiffened against him. Calix sighed, pulling away from me. “Kiss me, Nova.”

“I don’t want to.”

“I want a reaction from you. I want something. If you don’t give it to me this way, I’ll take it from you in another.” His voice was filled with warning, but I didn’t understand what he was saying.

“I don’t understand.” I murmured quietly, wishing the bed would just swallow me whole.

He quirked a grin, “I want a reaction from you, Nova. Either you’ll give me one willingly - or I’ll take one. But I’ll have it.”

“I’m not kissing you back.” I replied simply. “You can continue to steal kisses all you want. I refuse to let myself respond to your kisses.”

His eyes searched my face. “If you don’t kiss me back, I’ll be stealing kisses alright,” he informed matter of fact. “Just not from your lips.”

I frowned. “I don’t understand.”

“I told you, Nova. I want a reaction.”

“I get that!” I raised my voice. “You’re not going to get it by repeating yourself!”

“No,” he shook his head. “I’ll get it by tying your wrists together, spreading your creamy thighs and stealing kisses from your perfect little pussy. You’ll be moaning and coming all over my face before five minutes is up, love. It’s your choice.”

I gasped, cringing into myself. “You wouldn’t.” I clenched my legs together and hated the ache that had begun to build between my legs at his words. I really shouldn’t have such an intimate reaction to such despicable words - but I did. The idea of him stealing kisses was consuming. Enticing. Riveting.

“I would.” He countered. “Now, am I stealing kisses or are you giving them to me?”

Quietly, I consented. “I’ll kiss you.”

“That’s a good girl.” He lowered his head, grazing his lips against mine. “However, I’ll have you know I will taste you, Nova. I will taste every inch of your decadent body. And you will love every moment.”

“Never,” I whispered.

And then his lips were on mine and he was swallowing my sound. Closing my eyes, I moved my lips with his. At first, my motions were hesitant and timid, but Calix was quick to work the fear from within me. The press of his lips was warm against mine - a heat so natural and consuming - I felt it in the pit of my stomach.

Calix tongued the crease of my lips, pleading for entrance. I thought for a moment about refusing him, but there really was no point. He would take from me whether I was willing or not. I may as well make it easier on myself and stop fighting his every command. I would need to save my energy for the fights that really mattered.

Parting my lips to him, Calix slipped his tongue inside my mouth. Gently pressing his tongue against mine, he closed his mouth over mine. Fire tore through my body, ripping through my veins. He tasted unlike anything I had ever imagined - and felt even better. I had no idea what I was doing, but yet my actions came naturally. Moving my tongue against his, I kissed him passionately.

Pulling back a fraction, he breathed, “Fuck, you taste amazing.” And then his mouth was on mine again.

Calix moved closer, his hand still cupping the nape of my neck as he shifted his body over mine. Curving his shoulders inward, he trapped me within the cage that was his body. I felt his knee press against my tightly sealed legs as he balanced on his other knee beside my body. He wanted me to open my legs. My body wanted me to open my legs - to him. The thought was lost as I felt the sharp prick of his teeth on my bottom lip. In a matter of seconds, he wound his free hand beneath the small of my back, lifting me into his chest, crushing my front against his. My head fell back against the pillow as his lips sucked deliciously against my throat. Somehow, he’d worked himself between my legs. As he lowered himself over me, pressing me into the mattress with his massive weight, I felt the warmth of his naked lower stomach against the thin fabric of my panties. My dress had ridden up around my hips without my noticing.

Calix moved his lips back to mine from where he’d been kissing my neck and I tightened my thighs around his waist. I was aching inside for something that only Calix could give me. I was certain I needed him - but I didn’t know how.

The thought disintegrated as Calix shifted to grind himself against me. I felt the long heavy weight of his erection pressing against the very vulnerable place between my legs and my breath hitched on a small gasp. Calix swallowed the sound as though starved before slowly dragging his hips up before letting the length of cock surge downward. He was dry humping me - and it felt amazing.

“I can feel your need for me, Nova.” He moaned against my lips. “You’re so wet and warm, I can feel it against my boxers. Tell me what you need, love, and I’ll give it to you.”

I froze. Ohmygod. This couldn’t be happening - this couldn’t be happening!

“Stop,” I cried, pressing my palms against his chest. “Please, please stop.”

“Baby,” he dropped his head to the pillow, his breath hot on my ear. “Let me make you feel good.”

“I feel sick.” I croaked. And I did. I felt as though I was mere moments from being physically ill. How had I let one simple kiss get so far out of hand? “You have to get up, Calix.” I sounded panicked and he lifted his head to gaze into my eyes. “I’m going to be sick.”

“Fuck,” he peeled himself from my body and within seconds, I was running for the bathroom.

Dropping to my knees before the toilet, I heaved. Nothing came up as Calix appeared behind me, pulling my hair back away from my face and neck. But I’d definitely broken out into a sweat. My entire body was moist, and yet I was shivering.

“Come,” Calix placed his hands under my arms to lift me from the floor before standing me on my own feet. “Nothing’s going to come.”

“I know.” My throat was raw.

Turning me to face him, he frowned. “Do I really repulse you so much?”

“Yes.” I answered without hesitation and instantly regretted it. The pain in his eyes was enough to hurt anyone with a half-beating heart. I’d never been malicious, but Calix made me do all sorts of things I’d never done. He made me act in ways I never imagined I could.

I hadn’t been telling the truth when I’d said he repulsed me. He didn’t. It was quite the opposite, actually. I was repulsed by my attraction to him. I was repulsed by my bodies desire for him. I didn’t understand it - how he could take so much away from me - and I could still want him.

I had to get away from him, I thought for the billionth time in the last twenty-four hours.

“I might repulse you, but I excite your body.” He stated matter of fact and I blushed scarlet. “For now, that’ll have to be enough.”


 

Chapter 10

“Change into pajamas.” Calix muttered as he walked from the bathroom. Moving behind him, I closed the door before making a break for the closet.

Flipping on the light I found a section of negligées. Scoffing, I flicked through them. There was no way I’d be prancing around in those things anytime soon. For a husband I wanted, maybe. For Calix, hell no!

Moving past the lacy, silky dress-like tops, I found a more conservative collection of pajamas. I settled on a soft pair of silk pink drawstring pants and a matching pink cotton tank top. Still hating that I was revealing skin, I plucked a white long sleeved shirt from a hanger and pulled it over my head. Satisfied that I wouldn’t be turning Calix on anytime soon, I ambled back into the bathroom. With a glance at the door, I tiptoed to the vanity. Pulling open a drawer, I found feminine products, hair ties and makeup. The next drawer revealed something more to my liking. Razors, nail clippers, nail files and a small pocketknife.

I plucked the pocketknife from the drawer to inspect it. It wasn’t large enough for me to stab the monster in the heart - but I could do some damage.

I could escape.

Shoving the pocketknife up my sleeve, I quietly closed the drawer. Taking a deep breath, I looked at myself in the mirror.

“I can do this.” I breathed aloud. “I have to do this.”

With a firm nod, I walked to the door of the bathroom. As I moved, I felt the weight of the knife against my wrist where it sat firmly within the sleeve of my shirt. Opening the door, I caught sight of Calix instantly. He was sitting on the edge of the bed in the dark. At my entrance into the room, he looked up.

“Come to bed.” His voice was low.

I moved slowly across the floor to my side of the bed. Watching Calix carefully, I slipped in between the sheets. Lying on my back, I stared up at the roof. I felt Calix lie down beside me and to my relief he didn’t bother to touch me again. Instead, he turned his back to me.

I listened to his breathing for what felt like hours. When it settled and I was certain he was asleep, I inched myself slowly into a sitting position. Removing the pocketknife from where I’d so craftily stored it, I pulled out the blade. My heart was hammering violently in my chest as I thought of the blood there would be. I’d never been particularly good with blood and I hoped desperately that there wouldn’t be much. I wouldn’t get very far if I stabbed him in the throat and then fainted.

Shaking the thought of blood from my mind, I inched closer to him. His throat was long and exposed where he lay against his pillow. In sleep, his features were just as hard as they were while he was awake. I’d been hoping they would be softer - more vulnerable. But this man wasn’t soft and he wasn’t vulnerable. Well, technically he was very vulnerable right now, but usually he wasn’t.

I lifted my hand from where I’d placed it against the bed, moving the blade to his throat. The point pressed against his skin and I froze.

Do it, I coaxed myself. Do it!

My hand started shaking and my heart was beating so loudly, I could have sworn it would wake him if I didn’t get this over with soon. Taking in a deep breath, I tried to muster my courage.

And then he moved. His hand shot out to catch my wrist and he was on his back, looking up at me through eyes filled with rage. And I realized with shock - he’d never even been asleep.

The man allowed me to get so close to ending his life - before he took matters into his own hands. He allowed me to press a blade to his throat!

“If you’re going to do something, you do it.” He growled, tightening his hands around my wrist. “You don’t pussy out.”

“You’re,” I gasped, looking at the hand that held the knife. “You’re hurting me.”

He sneered. “And you were going to kill me.”

“Please,” I cried. “It’s hurting.”

“Drop the knife.” Calix commanded.

I didn’t and he squeezed harder. Crying out into the breathy silence, I pleaded. “Let me go.”

“Then drop the knife.”

“I can’t.”

“You can.”

“I don’t trust you not to hurt me.” I whispered unsteadily.

Calix laughed. “You think you can protect yourself from me? With that?”

I glared. “Let me go!”

“Nova,” he tisked. “I can take the knife from you. But I want you to drop it.”

I shook my head stubbornly before wincing as he tightened his fingers around my wrist even more. I swore, he was moments away from breaking it. “Calix!” I screamed his name on a cry.

“Fine, we’ll have it your way.”

Confused, I stared at him. And then I was flat on my back and Calix was sitting over me, pinning me to the bed. He tucked my empty hand between my body and his knee before moving his other hand to the knife. In one easy swipe, he had the knife taken away from me and I felt the last bit of hope shrivel up inside me.

I watched as Calix scowled down at the little blade before he threw it across the room where it imbedded itself hilt deep into the wall. I gasped.

“What else do you have?” He roared down at me.

I shook my head frantically. “Nothing.” I continued. “I promise I have nothing.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“I swear,” I sobbed. “I don’t have anything!”

Calix pushed himself from my body to stand at the side of the bed. “Get up.”

I scrambled to do as he said. My entire body was quaking in fear as I hugged my middle, looking up into the angriest eyes I had ever seen.

“Undress yourself.” He demanded.

I tensed, shaking my head. “No, please. I promise I have nothing else.”

“Undress yourself or I’ll go get that knife over there,” he pointed to the knife impaled in the wall, “and we’ll test my knife play.”

“Wh, what?” I whispered through my fear.

Calix smiled, but it wasn’t kind. It made me shiver. “If you don’t undress yourself, I’ll cut your clothes from your body - with that knife.” Again, he pointed to the wall.

At the glint in his eye, I didn’t fight him. I had a feeling that Calix wasn’t bluffing. If I didn’t remove my clothes, he would cut them from my body. As much as I didn’t want to remove them, I didn’t want to test his ability for knife play, as he’d called it. I called it testing fate. No, thank you!

With shaky fingers, I pulled at the hem of the white long sleeved shirt to slowly lift it over my head. My heart was thrashing violently in my chest as I dropped the fabric to the floor. Calix didn’t move from where he stood imposingly before me as I dropped my hands to my waist. Untying the string of my pink silk pants, I let them fall down to a heap on the floor before stepping from the fabric.

Looking up at him, I spoke hesitantly. “C-can I k-keep my tank top and p-panties on?”

“No.” Calix growled and I flinched.

To my surprise, I wasn’t even crying. Maybe I’d cried all the tears I had inside of me. Who knew.

“Calix,” I tried again. He took a menacing step toward the knife and my heart leapt. “I’ll take it off!”

I watched as he paused to turn toward me. “You have ten seconds.”

I nodded. I turned my back to him, pulling my tank top over my head. Hooking my thumbs into the lacy band, I pulled my panties from my hips and down my legs. Stepping from the fabric, I covered my arms over my breasts despite the fact that Calix was standing behind me and couldn’t possibly see them.

I was completely naked now. No man had ever seen me naked before, and the thought of Calix being the first made my heart feel heavy and sore.

“Turn around.” His voice was low and commanding. I trembled as I turned slowly to face him. Keeping my eyes trained on the floor, I chewed my bottom lip. “Look at me.”

Flickering my eyes up to his face, I was surprised to find that he wasn’t staring at my body, but at my eyes. “You tried to kill me, Nova.”

I nodded, but didn’t say one word.

“Why?” He asked.

“I don’t want to be here.”

“You have no choice. And if you had killed me, my men have orders to eliminate your family.” His words were cold. Clinical. “Have you forgotten that I have men stationed outside your house?”

“No.” I shook my head.

“Then what were you thinking?”

“That I hate you.”

“I gave you a chance to sink the blade into my throat, Nova.” I gasped at his statement. “You failed. Why?”

“I’ve never hurt anyone before.” It was all I could think to say. “Why would you give me the chance?”

His face darkened. “I don’t know.”

“But,”

“Lie down.” He commanded harshly. He was angry again. But why?

I lowered myself onto the bed, between the sheets as Calix continued to stand at the side of the bed. Clutching the sheets to my chest, I breathed a breath of release at having covered myself.

Calix shattered that relief faster than I thought possible. “Let go of the sheet, Nova.”

“Why?”

“Because, I said so.” He reached down to pluck the sheet from my chest, exposing my body to him. I hurried to cover my breasts.

“What are you doing?” I demanded shrilly.

“I’m coming to bed.”

“What?” My stomach dropped. I swore I felt it in my feet. “What do you mean?”

“I need my sleep. Because I can’t trust you not to get out of bed and find another weapon, I’ll just have to be certain you can’t get out of bed.” He dropped a knee onto the bed. ““Spread your legs.”

“I can’t,” I whispered frantically. “You can’t do this.”

“I still have my boxers on, Nova.” Calix replied tightly. “Spread your legs.”

“Please,”

“I wouldn’t be forced to do this if you had just gone to bed like a good girl, now spread them.” I could hear the vibrations of his anger in the undercurrents of his tone and slowly, I spread my legs. Calix moved between them, lifting the sheet up over his shoulder as he stared down at me. The bronze sheet tented his body as he sat back on his haunches, staring down at me. I felt so exposed to him, so robbed, I felt almost as though I had nothing left.

He spoke again and this time his tone was husky and filled with want. “You’re so beautiful.”

“Please stop staring at me.”

“You’re mine, Nova.” Calix lowered his body over mine without pressing against me. A small gap of charged space existed between us. “You’ve always been mine and you’re always going to be mine. You just never knew it.”

I didn’t say anything as Calix removed my hands from my breasts before dropping his body carefully down to mine. The flesh of his chest against mine seared me and yet, beneath him, I shivered. I couldn’t stop the shivering of my body no matter how hard I tried.

Calix pressed his lips to the side of my temple, making himself comfortable over my body. He was so heavy I couldn’t breathe quite right, yet I honestly didn’t want him to move away. Feeling him against me this way was oddly comforting. Chest to chest, heart to heart, I fell asleep against Calix. I fell asleep against my captor.


 

Chapter 11

The early morning sun streamed in through the patio door, casting pink hues over the room. I felt Calix shift over me and memories of the night before flooded my mind.

It was daylight, and I was naked beneath Calix. I was naked beneath my captor. Tension spilled through my body as Calix lifted his head from where it rested against my shoulder.

He blinked. “Well, this certainly is a nice way to wake.”

I scowled. “Get up.”

He smiled. “I kinda like it right where I am.”

“Don’t you have a life? Work?” I snapped, pushing at his immovable body before flopping dramatically back against the bed.

“Work?” His blue eyes were dancing. Damn, they really were beautiful. “When I have someone like you to spend time with? I don’t think so.”

I frowned at the flutter in my heart. I had to kill this mood. It was dangerous. “I don’t want to spend time with you.”

Calix sighed. “One day you will.”

I opened my mouth to argue when his phone sounded into the silence. Tensing, Calix lifted himself from my body. As he moved, I watched the muscles in his arms flex before noticing the bulge in his boxers. At the sight I felt something stir in my lower belly.

Calix bent to pull his iPhone from his pocket. At one glance at the screen, he answered. “What?”

I pulled myself into a sitting position with the sheet pulled tightly to my naked body while I watched Calix pace the room. “So deal with it.” He growled into the phone. He sounded so dark and menacing that I felt for the person on the other line. Calix spoke again. “I pay you to deal with this shit so I don’t have to. If you can’t deal with it, I’ll have to find someone who can.”

Wow, he really was mean. I wondered what happened to make him so aggressive toward whoever was on the other end of the line.

I watched as he ran a hand through his inky black hair. “I’ll deal with this today. If something else happens and I have to deal with that too, you’ll be out of a job.”

I watched as he hung up on the person and almost felt relieved. As mean as Calix had been in my presence, he’d never been like that. His tone and his body language had never been so - menacing.

He turned to face me. “I’ve gotta work today.”

I nodded. “I figured as much.” I looked down to my lap. “Are you going to lock me in the bedroom all day?”

Calix moved forward, catching my chin in his hands. “You aren’t my prisoner, Nova.”

“I’m not?” I frowned. “I thought that was exactly what I was.”

“I want you to be happy here.” He sighed, dropping his hand from my chin. “But until I can trust you I will have to take precautions. You are free to roam the property, but I will have a man stationed to watch you.”

“Will,” I looked down into my lap again. “Will it be one of the men who took me?”

Calix crouched low. “Does it matter?”

I shrugged.

Calix continued. “Did one of them hurt you? Were they in any way violent?”

I thought about the man who’d kept his hand over my mouth. He’d whispered mean words into my ear, threatening me and my family. I particularly didn’t like him. Narrowing my eyes onto his face, I asked. “What would you do if one of them had hurt me?”

There was no hesitation in his reply. “I would kill anyone who hurt you. My men included.”

I clutched my chest in horror. “Have you killed before?”

Calix nodded stiffly. “Yes.” He scowled at what I was sure was a look of radiant fear on my face. “And I will undoubtedly kill again, Nova. But you will always be safe with me. You have nothing to fear.”

“You’ve killed,” I breathed through my shock.

“Did one of my men hurt you?” He asked sternly.

Blankly, I looked into the face of my captor. As much as I’d thought him a monster, I didn’t truly believe it until now. “No.” I whispered. “Your men didn’t hurt me.”

“Good.” Calix raised from his haunches to sit beside me on the bed. “You’re upset.”

Blinking, I shook my head. “No, I’m not.”

“I know you, Nova.” He caught my hand, closing his fingers around it. “You can’t hide from me that easily.”

“Will you kill my family?”

His face hardened and I knew he was thinking through his answer carefully. When he replied, it tipped my world upside down. “Yes. If you force me to, I will.”

“All I have to do is marry you?” I tried to maintain my unaffected tone but with thoughts of my loved ones lives hanging in the balance of my decisions, it was difficult. “And they’ll be safe?”

Calix nodded. “More or less.”

“You have to tell me.” I said frantically. “If I don’t know what you expect you’ll kill them.”

“I expect you to obey me, Nova. Make the world believe you want me as much as I want you.” He said simply.

“Why?” I breathed the question. “I just don’t understand.”

“Some things are better left unexplained.”

“Well, this isn’t one of those things.” I argued.

“Yes, it is.” Calix leaned forward to press his lips to my forehead. “I have to take a shower and head out. Will you join me?”

I stilled. I didn’t want to shower with him - but was this one of the times he was expecting obedience? “I,” I paused, fidgeting with the sheet. “Do I have to join you?”

Calix sighed. “No, you don’t have to join me.”

I nodded in relief. “Then I would prefer not to.”

Calix gave me a tight smile. “Very well.” He released my hand and stood up from the bed. “You might want to get yourself dressed for breakfast. I’ll be quick in the shower.”

I watched as Calix crossed the room to the bathroom. To my surprise, he didn’t close the door. I didn’t know if it was because he thought I would need to get into the closet, or if he wanted me to join him and it was a last attempt at an offer. I didn’t ponder it too long. Picking my pajamas up off the floor, I dressed myself quickly. By the time I was shoving my long sleeved shirt over my head, I heard the water shut off. The man was true to his word. Quick.

Knowing he had to dress himself, I meandered out onto the patio. The morning was warm. The sun was so bright and the sky was so blue, the land was practically glowing. I itched to go outside and explore down by the lake. I would love to sit on the dock with the sun high in the sky, losing myself in the words of a good book.

Leaning against the balcony railing I sighed. This is the kind of scene I wished I could share with my family. My mother would love it here. She was just like me in her love of nature. Jaylah would be romanticized by the land. The hope of meeting a dashing young man - her prince charming - would consume her thoughts. Amy would dart for the water; the girl was practically a fish. God, I missed them.

A warm hand settled on the small of my back and I startled upright. I was about to turn around when Calix pulled my back into his front, forcing me to stand there with him, cradled in his arms. If I had met Calix under any other circumstance, I was certain he could have wooed me.

“Why didn’t you introduce yourself to me?” I asked softly, quietly. My words were barely even audible but I knew Calix heard them, because he twitched.

“I couldn’t.”

“Why?” I persisted.

“Would you feel any different toward me?”

“Yes.” I said without hesitation and he sighed.

“If I would have introduced myself and asked for a date, we would have progressed under the illusion that you have control, when in reality you have none.” His words sliced through the shred of happiness I had found in the morning light. “It’s better this way.”

“Because I know my place.” I said sarcastically.

“Precisely.”

Stiffening in his arms, I scolded myself for ever thinking that I could have felt something for him if the circumstance had been different. No matter what he did, no matter the circumstance, he was still a monster. He would never be anything more.

As though sensing my anger, Calix spun me around to face him. He stepped forward, pressing my back into the railing of the balcony. My heart hitched. “What are you doing?”

“I have to leave soon.”

“Then go.” I said simply.

“I’d like a kiss from my fiancée before I go.” He stated matter of fact. His eyes flickered over my face, searching. When they landed on my lips and a look of pure hunger flashed in his cobalt eyes, my stomach fluttered as though filled with a thousand tiny butterflies.

“Then take one.” I raised my chin in challenge.

Calix smirked. “I don’t want to take one.”

“Then what do you want?”

“I want you to give me one.” His hands moved over my hips to the small of my back where he pressed, moving my body forward into his. “I want you to kiss me.”

Tingles claimed my skin and I swallowed. Looking at his lips, I felt something like fear claim me, burning me from the inside out. “I can’t.” I whispered.

“Why?” He cocked his head. “I know you like kissing me, Nova.”

“I just,” my cheeks flushed bright red. “I can’t.”

“All you have to do is press your lips against mine.” He coaxed. “I promise, I’ll take it from there.”

My heart was raging and my stomach was fluttering. My entire body was affected by what I was about to do. Rising onto my tiptoes, I ran my hands up over his chest to curl around his neck. Unable to reach him, Calix lowered himself slowly but he didn’t press his lips against mine. Instead, he hovered only an inch away from me. I could practically feel his heat. I could taste him on my tongue.

At the thought of his taste alone, I felt my body coil with need. And then I banished the thought as I pressed my lips against his. A moaned breath sounded into the silence and I wondered if it was him or me who made the sound. But then I didn’t care. Because as promised, Calix did take over.

This time, he didn’t have to ask me to open my mouth to him. I simply did it. I didn’t think about parting my lips. The decision was not conscious. It was primal.

Primitive.

Right.

I knew I should pull away. I knew there was a reason - but I couldn’t seem to remember what it was.

Banishing the thought, I pressed myself flat against him. Chest to chest felt right with Calix. In the back of my mind, I felt him moving, steering me backward. Before I knew it, I was lying on my back in the chaise patio chair and Calix was hovering above me. Pulling back, he was breathing hard. Harder than he had been breathing last night. His eyes were wild - and so blue. They were brighter than normal and I couldn’t help but wonder why.

I was about to push him from me when he dipped his head, his lips claiming mine once again. I had never been kissed like this. The way Calix sucked my lips, nipped and traced them with his tongue - I felt as though he was making love to me with his mouth. It was amazing. I had never felt anything like it before. He’d drugged me. But you instigated it. I cursed the little voice inside my head as I continued kissing him. Curling my hand around his neck, I pulled him deeper into me. With a strangled moan, Calix lowered himself down to my body.

I loved that sound.

The weight of him against me was familiar after having spent the entire night beneath him. My body seemed to act of its own accord, because I hadn’t made the conscious decision to spread my legs for him. My mind was a haze to the desires of my body as I wrapped my legs around his waist. Through the fabric of his dark jeans, I felt the bulge of his erection against me.

Warmth spread through me, pooling between my legs as Calix moved his lips over my chin, down my throat to nip my collarbone. A sigh toppled from my lips as he shifted his hips, pressing his desire against my core.

When he returned to my lips, his kiss was soft. Almost - loving.

The thought of love quickly cleared the haze of lust from my mind as my eyes fluttered open. Above me, Calix was looking down in study. His eyes were the same brilliant blue that they had been before - it hadn’t been a figment of my lust filled imagination.

His eyes flickered over my face as I tried to control my breathing and regain my bearings. What the hell had I done?

“Nova,” Calix was breathless. “You’re so beautiful.” He traced his thumb over my lips. They felt over sensitized. “Your lips are swollen and so red. I love seeing proof of me with you.”

“Calix,” I spoke his name through uncertainty. “I don’t know what happened.”

“You got carried away, love.” He replied gruffly. “If I could, I would stay here all day just kissing you.”

His words filled me with pleasure, which in turn filled me with guilt. “I think,” I took in a shaky breath. “I think you should go.”


 

Chapter 12

Calix looked startled. “You think I should go?”

I nodded. “Yes,”

“Why?” He narrowed his eyes.

“Because I don’t want you here with me.” I admitted. “I never should have kissed you.”

“You never should have kissed me, or you never should have gotten carried away?” Calix demanded darkly, lifting himself from over me. I watched him lean back against the railing, eyeing me through dangerous eyes.

“I didn’t get carried away.” I pushed myself up. “I don’t know what happened.”

“Well, I know what happened.” He folded his arms over his broad chest. “You like kissing me. You like feeling me against you, don’t you?”

“No.” I shook my head. “I don’t.”

“Deny it all you want, love, we both know the truth.”

I stood, “Just go!”

“Nova,” Calix’s tone was filled with warning. “Don’t test me.”

“Just leave me alone! I hate everything you do to me. I hate the way you feel against me and I hate the way your lips feel on mine.” My chest was heaving by the time I was done yelling at him. I could see he was angry - probably livid - by the way the muscle in his jaw twitched, but I didn’t care. Right now, I couldn’t care. “You have to deal with a problem at work, so just go.”

“We’ll deal with this later.” He growled.

“There’s nothing to deal with.” I snapped, striding past him to the door.

Calix caught my wrist in his hand. “Don’t walk away from me, Nova.”

I didn’t look up at him. I knew by the whirlwind of emotions raging through my body, that if I did, I would cry. And I had shown this monster of a man one time too many just how easily he made me cry. No more! I had to harden myself against him if it was the last thing I did!

“Look at me.”

“Calix,” I whispered his name on a broken breath. “I want for you to leave and never come back.” I felt my eyes moisten with tears and I hated myself for being so pathetically weak. “If I died today, I would regret nothing but knowing you.”

He hissed in a sharp breath and his hand loosened around my wrist until he finally dropped it. Calix didn’t look at me as he strode to the door. I followed him obediently, as I knew I should. Inside, my heart was breaking for reasons unknown to me.

I’d hurt Calix with the words I’d said - only I didn’t know why? Of all the times I’d told him I hated him, I’d never gotten this reaction from him. Would he release me now? At the thought, a burst of hope tore through my body. I wanted to see my family again. I wanted to smell my bed.

Calix led me through the halls to the dining room where we’d eaten with Gabriella the night before. I was surprised to find five men and Gabriella already in the room. They were eating a large breakfast that looked more like a buffet. There was so much food. I wonder who cooks around here.

“Good morning,” Gabriella sang cheerily. “How was your first night together?”

I blushed scarlet red as five male sets of eyes fell on me before Calix spoke. “There’s business that needs attending as soon as possible.” His tone was sharp and his men instantly sat at attention. “Neil, you’ll remain here with Nova. See to it she remains out of trouble. If any harm befalls her, the consequences will be devastating.”

“Yes, Sir.” The man I assumed was Neil spoke with confidence and respect. I wondered how Calix gained such a respect from them. The way he spoke made me think he was nothing more than a jackass! A complete and utter donkey of a man!

I eyed Neil carefully. He was younger than the rest of the men, probably in his early thirties. I recognized him as the man who’d opened my bedroom door to hustle things along. I didn’t mind being under his watch. At least it wasn’t the man sitting to Gabriella’s left - the man who’d covered my mouth. Even the way his dark brown eyes watched me now made me want to crawl out of my skin.

Calix spoke again. “The rest of you will come with me. We’ll be leaving immediately.”

Gabriella huffed a small pout. “You won’t even eat breakfast?”

“No.” Calix replied tightly and the men jumped up from their half eaten plates.

I had a feeling that the only reason Calix wasn’t eating was because of me, and the hurtful words I’d said. Part of me wanted to retract my vicious lash, but I couldn’t. Especially not in front of everyone else. And it wasn’t a big deal - he would be home tonight anyway.

“Fine.” Gabriella shook her head. “When will you return?”

“This evening.” Calix answered flatly. He hadn’t glanced at me since we’d been in the bedroom. Obviously, I’d really hurt him with my comment.

“Okay.” Gabriella stabbed a piece of French toast with her fork. “Give your girl a hug and a kiss and be on your way.”

Calix tensed. “I’ll see her tonight.”

With that, he strode from the room with four other men following him. Not even a few minutes later, I heard the door open and slam closed.

Calix was gone.

He was really all I knew here - and he’d left me alone. The thought was enough to spark a little burst of fear in my stomach as I stared at the mess of a table with half eaten plates of food.

Gabriella patted the seat next to her. “Sit, dear.”

I complied. Reaching tentatively for the toast in front of me, I placed as much food as I thought I could eat onto my plate. From the corner of my eye, I could see Gabriella watching me inquisitively.

“Did something happen between you and Calix?”

Blankly, I blinked at her. “Yes.”

“What happened?” She asked bluntly. I saw Neil lift his head in shock from the food on his plate.

I replied with undeserved spite. “He stole me from my family, is forcing me to marry him and doesn’t understand why I’m ashamed to breathe the very air he breathes.”

Gabriella flinched as though I’d somehow given her whiplash. “Well,” she shook her head. “I understand how you’re angry with my son, Nova, but don’t presume to know the reasons for his actions.”

Pressing my fingertips against my temple, I stood. “I can’t handle this. I need to leave. I need to go home.”

“Sit down.” Gabriella commanded in a tone just as sharp and forceful as Calix’s. It was shocking to hear the similarities in the tone. But what was more shocking was to see this kind, joyful woman transform so quickly before my eyes. “You are not going anywhere, Nova.”

Slowly, I sat. I could see by Neil’s tense body that he had been ready to chase me. Being that I didn’t know where we were or the land we were on, I didn’t think I’d get very far if I tried my hand at running.

“Don’t you people see how wrong this is?” I demanded shrilly. “Calix kidnapped me!”

“Yes, we know.” Gabriella replied dryly. “And you will live. You are part of a much bigger plan,”

“You’re all crazy!” I screamed. “All of you!” I stood up from the table a second time. “I’m not hungry. I’m going back to Calix’s bedroom.”

“Very well,” Gabriella replied pleasantly. “I will be working with the flowers today if you feel like joining me outside.”

I didn’t reply. Instead, I ran from the room. Behind me, I heard footsteps but I didn’t stop running until I came to Calix’s bedroom door. Turning around, I saw Neil slowing to a stop.

“You’re not coming in with me.” I stated, daring him to argue.

“I would never even think of it, Nova.”

I smirked. “Calix would probably kill you.”

Neil nodded. “Yes, he would.”

I stilled. “What?”

“Calix is a great friend and an even greater enemy. He is a dangerous man, but he is also fair.” Neil looked down at his feet and shuffled. “I know you hate him for what he did to you, but you should know that you’re safe here. Calix would never harm you.”

“But he won’t release me?”

Neil shook his head. “No. It is best you accept that for what it is, Nova. When Calix makes a decision, it is never changed. He’s decided to make you his wife, therefore that is what you will be.”

“And if I kill myself?” I asked pitifully. “What then?”

Horror bled into his frown. “You would do that to avoid a life with Calix?”

No. I didn’t have the guts for something like that. I was terrified of death and pain and anything else like that. “No.”

“I will have to report this back to Calix, Nova.”

I pushed the bedroom door open wide. “Do whatever you want.” I slipped inside and closed the door.

***

I hadn’t eaten a thing all day. It was late. The sky was beginning to darken, but I didn’t want to go back out into the house. For some reason unknown to me, I missed Calix. I wanted him to return home. I was determined not to venture outside the bedroom until he returned. I was ashamed of the things I’d said in the heat of the moment, not only to Calix, but to Gabriella and Neil as well.

Looking back in my minds eye, I saw myself acting like a petulant child and I wanted a do-over.

Banging sounded on the door, startling me from my thoughts. Hope that Calix was back flared in my chest, before I realized how ridiculous that was of me. Calix would never knock on his own bedroom door. That meant he wasn’t back yet.

I had no desire to talk to anyone, so I snuggled deeper into the duvet I’d carried from Calix’s bed onto the teardrop swing. It was fast becoming my favorite place to sit. Closing my eyes, I prayed for sleep.

“I found her.” A deep voice spoke with relief. “She’s on the balcony in the swing.” There was silence and then he spoke again. “Sleeping.”

I watched knowingly as Neil passed the phone to me. “I’ll sit over there, but I can’t leave you alone with the phone.”

I nodded before pressing the phone to my ear. “Hello,”

“Nova,” Calix’s breathed my name on a strangled breath. “Neil told me you made a threat against your life.” I didn’t reply and he continued tensely. “Do I have to worry about you?”

“If you know anything about me, Calix, you know I would never do something like that.”

“Desperate people sometimes do things they wouldn’t normally do.” I wished I could see him. He sounded so tortured. I wondered what shaded of blue his eyes were. They seemed to lighten and darken with his moods. His eyes were so brilliant.

Answering, I said. “I’m not that desperate.”

I listened to him sigh into the phone and something inside of me ached. Why did I miss him? How could I possibly miss my captor?

“When will you be back?” I asked hesitantly. I couldn’t make myself say the word ‘home’. That was just too painful a thought - that this is my home now.

“I’m going to have to stay here for a few days.” He sounded angry. “I suppose you’re relieved. You get a few days without me.”

At the pain in his voice, my heart ached. I wanted to tell him he was wrong. I wanted to tell him I needed him here with me - because I was afraid to be alone. I was afraid to be here without him. As unwelcome as he should be in my mind, he was present none-the-less. He’d forced his way in and now I wasn’t entirely certain that I wanted him out. How could I possibly want to banish someone whose pain I felt just as intense as my own from my mind? I couldn’t. And how long until I felt him in other places beside my mind? How long would it take before Calix infected my heart?

Instead, I said. “Yes. Space will be nice.”

A bitter laugh sounded and his tone was accusing. “Neil told me you haven’t eaten a thing all day.”

“And?”

“You have to eat, Nova.” Calix admonished. “You can’t starve yourself.”

“I’m not hungry.” Even as I said the words, my stomach growled in protest.

“Nova, eat.”

“No.” I hissed my reply. “You’re not here to make me.”

“Do you want me there to make you, Nova?” He asked and I thought his voice almost sounded husky.

And how I did want him here to make me. What was wrong with me? I was losing my freaking mind. I had to be losing my mind. “No. I don’t want you here.”

“Then eat.” He growled.

I didn’t reply and he continued. “I have to go, love. I’ll call you in the morning.”

Tears were streaming uncontrollably down my face at the thought of spending this night in his bed - without him. How had I become so unbelievably dependent on him in so little time? Swallowing my tears, I cursed my irrationality. “Fine.”

“Give me back to Neil, love.” Calix ordered gently and I held the phone out. As soon as Neil caught sight of the phone, he was walking toward me.

Placing it to his ear, he spoke. “Sir,”

And then I was alone again.


 

Chapter 13

I woke to the feel of hands shaking my feet and startled awake. Neil was bent over the swing, shaking my foot. “You slept out here?”

I nodded. “Yeah,” feeling groggy, I rubbed my eyes as I moved into a sitting position. I had worn my pink pajamas all day and all night. I was in serious need of a shower and a fresh change of clothes.

“Are you hungry?” He asked.

I frowned at the thought of eating in the dining room, but I really was hungry. “I am.”

“Good,” he looked relieved. “I brought you your breakfast.”

“Oh,” I wiggled to the edge of the swing, abandoning the blanket.

Neil grinned at my sudden enthusiasm. “Calix told me you like blueberries with milk and brown sugar.”

My heart clenched as though a giant fist had squeezed it. It wasn’t endearing that Calix knew what I liked - because of the way he had acquired the knowledge. But the way he used that knowledge certainly was endearing. “I do.”

He smiled. “It’s on the table there,” he pointed. “I wouldn’t have woken you so early, but Calix told me to be with you for when he called. I wouldn’t have come in the room either, but you weren’t answering when I knocked.”

I offered him a smile. “I didn’t hear you.” Sitting at the table, my mouth watered at the sight of the blueberries. “Thank you for bringing these.”

Neil nodded, sitting down in the remaining seat at the table. He bobbed his knee nervously, “No problem.”

I chewed a mouthful of the berries. “Do you know when Calix will return?”

I watched his lip twitch at the question. Was he going to smile? At my question? “Do you miss him?”

My eyed opened wide. “Pardon me?”

Neil shrugged. “It would make sense. He’s the only one here you’ve really spent any time with.”

“Oh,” well, in that light I supposed it made sense that I would miss Calix. As ashamed as I was of the growing feeling, I couldn’t deny to myself that it was there. I did miss Calix. I missed him because he was the only one I had really spent any time with - much of it arguing or kissing. Maybe I was experiencing the dreaded Stockholm syndrome?

Shaking the thought from my mind, I chewed another mouthful of blueberries. I hadn’t been with Calix long enough to begin feeling the effects of such a syndrome. Had I? Oh, it didn’t matter. If that was what was happening, maybe it would be for the better. I would have a much more enjoyable life believing that I wanted to be with him, even if it wasn’t necessarily the truth. It’s not like I can just get up and leave the man. I’m trapped here regardless of my feelings toward Calix. Living the rest of my days in loathing toward the man I would lie my head next to each night just seemed like a waste of a life when there was a way for me to feel some semblance of happiness.

Was that what I felt with Calix? Was I happy?

Thankfully my analysis was interrupted by the ringing of Neil’s phone. He watched me through light brown eyes as he dug through his pocket for the phone. Glancing at the screen, he answered. “Sir.” I watched him nod sharply as though he were standing in Calix’s presence rather than speaking with him on the phone. “Yes, she is, Sir. Blueberries as you requested.” He paused again and I wondered what Calix was saying in reply. “She slept outside in the swing, Sir.” Another pause. “Yes, I had no choice but to enter the room to wake her. I’m sorry, Sir, but she could not hear my knocking.” There was another pause and I wondered if Calix was being mean. If he was, I would have to scold him the next time I saw him. Neil had been nothing but nice and gentlemanly to me. “Yes, Sir,”

Neil took the phone away from his ear to hand it to me. He stood up and pointed to the chaise. “I know it’s not a lot of privacy, but I’ll be over there.”

I nodded. “Thank you, Neil.”

Curtly, he returned my nod before walking away. Putting the phone to my ear, I spoke. “Good morning.”

“Are you and Neil enjoying yourselves?” Calix asked gruffly. Was he mad? Jealous?

“Um, I suppose.” I replied unsurely.

“Glad to hear it.” Calix grunted. “I should be home tomorrow.”

My heart ached at the length of time to pass between this moment and tomorrow when he returned. “Late tomorrow or early?”

He chuckled, but the sound was strained. “Why? You want to know how much more time you have away from me?”

I shook my head, thankful he couldn’t see me rolling my eyes. However, he heard the sigh that accompanied my irritation. “I’m tired of being alone, Calix, and I wanted to know when I could expect you to return.” I continued. “I’m tired of the attitude you’re giving to me, so if you have nothing else to say, I’ll hand you back to Neil.”

From across the balcony, Neil’s eyes widened at the tone I’d used with Calix. The man almost looked - frightened. For me?

And then I remembered that Calix had killed. I remembered that he was a dangerous man with testy patience. But then I remembered the way I felt in his presence. No matter how I had tested him, no matter the domineering light that shone in his eyes, I had never once been physically hurt by Calix. Despite all he had taken from me and threatened me with, I felt implicitly safe with him.

“I’m sorry, Nova.” Calix whispered. I was certain - absolutely positive - that the man did not utter those words often. It wasn’t an elaborate apology, but it took a lot for him to speak them.

My heart fluttered and my stomach muscles tightened in feeling. “It’s okay.”

Calix sighed in relief. “What are you wearing?”

Glancing down in surprise of his question, I answered. “My pajamas.”

“The pink ones?”

“Yes.”

I thought there was a smile in his voice. “What are you planning on doing today?”

“I’m not too sure.” I replied. “I’d like to go down to the lake.”

“What do you plan to wear?” Calix asked and I sensed this was a loaded question - though I don’t know how.

“I’m not sure,” I answered slowly. “Why?”

“Please, Nova, nothing too revealing.”

I was offended. “I never really wear revealing clothing.”

“You don’t realize you wear revealing clothes, Nova.” Calix sighed. “Please, for my sanity, don’t wear a little dress and no bra.”

I blushed fire red. “What does it matter what I wear?”

Calix growled low into the phone and the sound sent shivers traveling over my body. “I don’t like the thought of Neil being with you when I can’t. You’re a beautiful woman. For the last two years, I’ve watched every man with eyes look his fill and now you’re mine and you’re with Neil.” He paused. “I don’t want him appreciating what is mine.”

“You left me with him.” I pointed out, unable to say anything more. My heart was still pounding in response to his other words.

“I had little choice.” Calix replied tightly. “If I didn’t want to return home as badly as I do, I would have already fired my obviously incompetent lead hand.”

“Oh,” I replied. I didn’t know what to say. I wanted him here so bad, but I wasn’t quite ready to tell him that. And it wouldn’t change anything anyway. He still wouldn’t be home until tomorrow.

“I have to go, love.” Calix said. “I’ll call you again this evening. Pass me back to Neil.”

“Goodbye.”

I handed the phone to Neil, waiting as he crossed the balcony quickly. Pressing the phone to his ear, I looked down to my blueberries. No longer hungry, I stood and walked into the bedroom. Without looking back at Neil who was watching me carefully, I slipped into the bathroom and closed the door.

***

I’d spent nearly my entire day down by the lake. Neil had persuaded me to eat both lunch and dinner. Thankfully, Gabriella was gone to town for a girl’s day so she hadn’t been there with us. I found that there was, in fact, a cook. His name was George and he was a cheery old gentleman. He also was adept at ignoring the fact that I wasn’t here voluntarily.

It was now late into the afternoon. I had a feeling it was almost 8:00 p.m. but I wasn’t ready to go back inside. The day had been warm, but the evening was cool. I’d grabbed a gray and white patterned sweater with large buttons to throw over the loose fitting white shirt I wore. My legs were still bare, as I hadn’t changed from the black dress shorts I’d dressed in. But I had followed Calix’s request to wear something more conservative than a dress with no bra. And although I wasn’t wearing sweats, I was wearing a bra. Compromise.

And he couldn’t see me anyway, so I really could have worn anything. The fact that I’d dressed as he’d asked me to made me wonder what was wrong with my head. Why was I obliging to his commands? Was it really for my family? Or was it more because I wanted to?

Shifting where I sat on the dock, I pulled my knees up into my chest and tried to ignore the cold that was seeping through my skin into my bones. I didn’t want to spend another night alone in Calix’s bedroom. It felt odd and wrong. I felt alone. I would rather spend the night out here than have to go back inside, but I knew that if I stayed out, Neil would too. Surely he was tired by now. Surely, he didn’t want to spend even another minute out here.

Neil didn’t sit with me on the dock overlooking the shimmering water. Instead, he sat in a lawn chair a few yards away. He never left me alone. Not for five minutes. How the man did it, I would never know.

As I pondered spending another half hour out here, I heard footsteps on the dock. That was odd - Neil had yet to come out onto the dock. Glancing over my shoulder, I felt my heart begin a deranged pitter-patter.

Calix was walking toward me with an expression of pure hunger. His steps were sure and long and his eyes were trained on me. Slowly, I rose to my feet.

“Calix,” I breathed his name, trying to bury the excitement budding in my belly at the sight of him. “I didn’t think you’d be back so soon.”

He didn’t smile as he came to a halt before me. I noticed he didn’t take me in his arms as I had been hoping he would do. He also didn’t lean down to kiss me. I wondered why?

If anyone would have told me that I would long, desperately, for my captors touch I would have laughed in their face. But that was exactly what I felt in this moment. Longing. I longed for Calix to touch me as he’d promised he would. Was he still upset with me for my parting words to him?

“I needed to see you, Nova.” Calix explained gruffly before lifting a small paper box in his hand. “I brought you something.”

Quizzically, I stared at the box and Calix pushed it toward me. Grasping hold of it, I opened it carefully to peek inside. At the sight, my blood warmed and tears pricked my eyes. “Macaroons?”

Calix shifted, looking awkward. “You said they were your favorite. A treat you can’t live without.”

A small smile curved my lips and this time I didn’t try to shove it away. “You remembered.”

Intensely, Calix watched my face. “I remember everything about you, Nova.”

“Thank you,” I closed the box as I tried to restrain the abundant burst of emotion claiming my body. “But why?”

Calix’s blue eyes met mine and I noticed they were the brilliant shade of blue I had only seen a few times. It was beautiful. I could stare into them for eternity and never grow bored with the shimmering pools.

“I’ve seen you smile countless times, Nova. Every single smile is more mesmerizing than the last. I’ve just never seen you smile because of me.” He replied gravelly. “For once, I wanted to be the reason.”

His words affected me in a way I had never imagined possible. There was so much emotion in them, I felt as though I was drowning in it. Maybe, just maybe, Calix wasn’t as bad as I had made him out to be. Yes, he’d had me kidnaped. And yes, he was threatening my family for my obedience. But he was also kind and gentle with me. He was sweet. Maybe he simply didn’t know how to be any other way. Maybe it was in his DNA to be this domineering man I knew, and was beginning to cherish.

Giving the little box a shake, I spoke. “Thank you, Calix. This was very sweet.”

Calix rocked on his heels. “You’re very welcome, love.”

Cocking my head to the side, I chewed on my lip as I debated on pushing my way into his arms. I wanted to feel his thick strong arms around me. I wanted to press my face into his chest and inhale his intoxicating scent. I wanted to lose myself.

Taking one step forward, I paused. I’d never really been the one to make the first move and I didn’t know how. At a loss as to what to do from here, I glanced down at my little box of treats and felt emotion swell in my chest. I could feel Calix’s massive presence surrounding me, but I still felt - empty. I knew I would continue to feel empty until he touched me. I needed him to touch me.

Looking up at him, I found he was already watching me. His expression was intense and my breath caught in my throat at the sight of it. Why was he watching me so closely? Could he see my internal struggle? Was the truth of my feelings painted right on my face for him to see? Could he see how insecure I was? Did he know how terrified I felt? Why was he watching me?

“Calix,’ I breathed his name on a shaky breath. “I,”

He cocked his head, waiting. “What is it, love?” He asked gently.

“I’m sorry - for what I said.”

He blinked slowly. Pulling a deep breath in through his nasal, I watched as his chest filled before he released it. “Do you mean that?”

Did I? He was my captor - if I regretted anything in my life - it should be knowing him. But I didn’t. I knew it was wrong, but damn, I didn’t regret knowing him. Because as oddly bizarre as the circumstances were, Calix was the only man who had ever made me feel so alive.

“Yes,” I nodded. “I do mean it.”

“Say it.” He commanded and I knew he was back. Authoritative Calix had made his reappearance with a bang.

“I don’t regret knowing you.” I whispered.

At my words, something in his expression broke. The controlled restraint he’d been emitting shattered and he stepped toward me. Catching the nape of my neck, he breathed. “I’m going to kiss you, love.”

I didn’t say anything as he watched my eyes. Instead, I simply closed them. Unable to talk, closing my eyes was the only way I could tell him I accepted this - us - him.

And then his lips were on mine. They were soft and warm. The pressure of him against me was gentle. My heart raced, throbbing in my chest as he pulled my bottom lip between his. Gently biting before his tongue slipped out to lap at my tingling flesh.

He spoke against my mouth, “You taste so good, love.” I sighed, feeling his lips curl in a pleased smile. “You know I’ll never let you go now, Nova.” I opened my eyes to gaze up at him unsurely. “You’ve sealed your fate with me, love.”

Even though I couldn’t bring myself to accept his words, I couldn’t dispute them either. At my silence, Calix slipped his hand from the nape of my neck, down my shoulder to my hand. He took the box of macaroons from me before lacing his fingers through mine.

Staring down at our linked hands, I couldn’t help but wonder dazedly, what I was doing with him.


 

Chapter 14

Calix closed the door of his bedroom before turning to face me. His eyes were still bright - almost iridescent - and my heart was still racing. The butterflies that had chosen residence in my belly since meeting Calix were fluttering persistently.

“I need to take a shower, love.” His eyes flickered over my body and I felt heat flush my skin. Why did I respond so easily - so intimately - to him? “I’d like for you to join me.”

“I,” I shook my head. Stunned by his forward statement. I really don’t know why it shocked me. It shouldn’t have. Calix was terribly blunt. “I don’t,”

“I’m not giving you a choice, love.” Calix informed matter of fact and I felt my mouth pop open in startled shock. “You will be joining me.”

I frowned as I watched Calix move with the grace of a panther to the sitting area of his bedroom. Placing the box of treats on the coffee table, he turned to look at me. In his eyes, I saw resolution and I wondered where the patient, careful man, who had come back from work disappeared to.

Pulling a breath into my lungs, I stood my ground. “I’m not comfortable showering with you.”

“And until you’ve showered with me, you’ll never be comfortable with the idea.”

“So you’re taking away my choice?” I leaned against the wall, feeling overwhelmed.

He cocked his head. “You never had choice, Nova. I told you that was why I took you rather than courted you. Choice is an illusion I didn’t want to have to argue with you about.”

“Wow,” I blinked as I tried to allow his words to sink in.

He took a step toward me. “I thought we were getting somewhere?”

I scoffed. “So did I.” I rubbed my temple. “I must have hit my head,” I laughed and the sound was nearly hysterical. “Or maybe I was coming down with something to think that I missed you. Obviously, I was delusional.” I waved my hand like a crazy person. “Temporary insanity!”

He cocked his head and his cerulean eyes shimmered. His voice was deep, “You missed me?”

I tensed, feeling as though I was nothing more than prey in his presence. Determinedly, I lifted my chin. “I thought I did. Now I know I just didn’t know how to be here alone.”

He smirked. “We’re getting somewhere, love. You might not see it yet, but you will. Eventually.”

“I doubt that.” I smiled tightly.

“It doesn’t matter.” Calix brushed it off. I watched through wary eyes as he crossed the bedroom, pausing before the bathroom door. “Come.”

I shook my head. “I said I wasn’t comfortable with this.”

“And I made it clear you had no choice.” His eyes darkened. “Did you somehow misunderstand me?”

I folded my arms over my chest and wished I could blend into the wall pressed tight against my back. “I understood, Calix.”

“Then come.” He lifted his hand in a beckoning gesture that made me grit my teeth.

Childishly, I stomped my foot. “Are you seriously going to make me shower with you?”

“Yes.” His eyes narrowed. “Among other things.”

“Other things?” My voice squeaked. The man was positively insane! “What other things?”

“Nova,” his voice was a warning I was too stressed out to pick up on. “If you don’t walk your little ass over here, I’ll be forced to come and get it.”

“I’m not a child!” I snapped. I was irritated. The man was bossy with a capital B. “You have no right to charge me around.”

“But I do.” He took a step toward me, and then another followed. My heart raced, but I didn’t move from where I was standing against the wall. Somehow, I was under the delusion that I was safe if only my body remained in contact with the firm structure. “I have every right to do whatever I wish to you. You are mine.”

Calix didn’t stop walking until he was standing in front of me. He was so close I could feel his heat, but right now, the warmth wasn’t welcome. I wanted the sincere, macaroon gifting man to reappear. I liked him.

Calix didn’t say anything in response to my silence. Instead, he lifted his hand between us. Hooking his finger around a button of my sweater, he popped it open. My breath caught, and I tried to swat his hand away.

“What is wrong with you?” I hissed. “What makes you think this is alright?”

“The fact that you belong to me, love.” Calix replied without even a moment of hesitation.

He truly did believe, entirely, that he owned me. Body and all. The thought was a devastatingly terrifying one. It was poisonous.

I tried another route. “I’m not ready for something like this, Calix.” I felt a blush sting my cheeks and I looked to the floor. He had no idea how true that statement really was. This, feeling his hands on my body - I wasn’t ready for it. Seeing him naked and aroused while I was naked and vulnerable wasn’t a situation I wanted to face. Hell, it wasn’t a situation I could face.

He quirked a grin. “I’ll get you ready, love. Don’t worry about that.”

Confusion screwed my expression and my reply was hoarse. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

His hand slipped into the now open front of my sweater to caress my side. I could feel the heat of his palm over my shirt. He explained huskily, “I’ll make you wet, Nova.”

Understanding settled in and my head spun as panic flared. I felt my skin pale as the blood rushed from my head. A small gasp sounded from my lips and I leaned my head back against the wall.

I was going to be sick.

Calix planned to fuck me in the shower.

My first time.

No...

I felt Calix’s hand still against my side where he’d been touching me before stepping back. “Nova?” He questioned, cupping my face. “Are you alright?”

Shaking my head from side to side slowly, I protested. “No,”

“You’re pale.” He leaned in close to my face, “Tell me what’s wrong.”

“I can’t do what you want,” I croaked, feeling the swell of tears. “I can’t.”

Pulling back, he asked gruffly. “Are you a virgin, Nova?”

Weakly and slightly ashamed, I nodded. “Yes,”

Calix didn’t reply. The silence beat between us for so long that I looked up. His face was tense and his eyes were wild. His jaw was clenched tight and his hands were fisted at his side. He looked mad. “You’re lying.”

“No,” I gasped. “I’m not.”

“You had a boyfriend for two years.” He stated. “How could you still be a virgin?”

Suddenly angry, I spoke. “Not everyone resorts to force, Calix.”

Fire ignited in his eyes. “No man would have stayed with you for two years, Nova. Not without,”

I cut him off. “He wasn’t a man, Calix. He was a boy. We dated from the beginning of grade nine to the end of grade ten and we broke up because I wanted to save myself for marriage!”

Suddenly, he grinned. My palm tingled, itching to slap him hard in the face. “Looks like you got what you always wanted.”

And then I did it. I slapped him. The loud crack of my palm against his cheek ricocheted through the room. Stunned, I pulled my hand into my chest. “You’re a bastard.”

Calix’s eyes on me were enough to make my skin pebble with goosebumps. They were filled with ice that chilled me down to the very marrow of my bones. “Undress yourself, Nova.”

“No.”

“Do it, or I will.”

“We aren’t married.” I was grasping at straws now. “You said I got what I wanted.”

“We don’t have to be married for what I’m going to do to you.” He growled. “Remove your clothes.”

“What are you going to do?” I whispered.

“I’m going to make you come, love.” His words were spoken through biting anger. “I’m going to make that pretty little cunt of yours ache with a need only I can satisfy. You’ll be so wet, so hot for me, your pussy will seduce your body of your minds restrictions. By the end of this night, you’ll be begging me to fuck you.”

His words rattled me and melted me. They melted me in the very place I didn’t want to feel him. And I hated him for it. So deeply, I loathed my captor. “I won’t.”

“You will.” His eyes burned. “Now we can do this the easy way or the hard way, this is your choice.”

“What’s the hard way?” I asked pitifully.

He grinned. “You can fight me and I’ll tie you up so tight, you’ll have no choice but to take what I give you.”

I frowned. “And the easy way?”

“You can undress yourself, join me for a shower, and allow me to give you pleasure.”

I blinked. “You’re going to fuck me?”

“Not until you beg me.”

“Never.” I whispered.

He shrugged. “We’re done going in circles. Take off your clothes.”

I didn’t move. Mostly because I couldn’t.

He spoke again. “Easy or hard, Nova?”

I breathed. “Easy.”

“Good girl,” he purred.

Good girl, my ass! Just because I wasn’t choosing restraints and who knows what else, did not mean I wanted this in any way. I didn’t. Actually, I was dreading this with every fiber of my being. Because as much as I liked to tell myself I wouldn’t beg for him, that I wouldn’t allow myself to stoop so low, I didn’t really know. Calix made me feel things I didn’t know how to interpret. He made me want, ache, and need when I shouldn’t. Somehow, when Calix touched me, all rational thought just dissipated. Right blurred with wrong and sense meshed with senselessness. Every time Calix touched me, I lost a little more of myself to him. Soon, there would be nothing left to lose. Soon, I really would belong to Calix. Completely and irrevocably. There wasn’t much I feared more in this world.

My body trembled without control as I shrugged the sweater from my shoulders. Letting it fall to the floor, I tried to ignore the heat of Calix’s eyes on my body as I acted his bidding. I’d never undressed so slowly, but I feared that if I moved any faster my heart would explode.

Calix didn’t seem to mind. He stood, his arms folded over his chest as he watched me bare myself to him. I wanted to cry, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t feel anything but fear - and anticipation. I had no clue what he planned on doing to me - to my body. All I knew was that I really wasn’t ready. Not mentally or physically.

Stepping out of the last article of clothing, I folded my arms over my chest to hide myself from his penetrating gaze. Pulling in a deep breath, I spoke. “What now?”

His lips curled and his command was husky. “Undress me.”

“What?” I asked in surprise. Eyeing him uncertainly, I frowned. “You want me to undress you?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

“Oh,” I nodded as though to convince myself I could. “Kay,”

Stepping toward him uncertainly, I lifted my hand before letting it fall back to my waist. I’d never undressed a man. Where was I supposed to begin? I had no freaking clue. Uncertainty turned to frustration that bled into doubt. I nibbled my lip and looked up at him.

He cocked his head. “You really haven’t done this, have you?”

I shook my head. “No,” my tone was soft, nearly inaudible. “You should know that already.”

“You’re right, I should know that.” He nodded. “There were so many signs.”

I didn’t bother asking what signs he was talking about. I had a feeling no matter how many questions I asked I would never understand Calix.

I shifted, still nibbling my lip when Calix took pity on me. “Start with my shirt.”

I nodded, happy to be told what to do. The irony of that was not lost on me. Here I was fighting tooth and nail for freedom, and yet when given what I wanted, I found I needed direction.

Shaking the imposing thought from my head, I reached for the top button of his shirt. My fingers were shaking so badly, I had a difficult time pushing the button through the stitched hole. Exposing inch by golden inch of toned male chest, I forgot to breathe. By the time I had reached the last button, my lungs were burning. Pulling in deep breaths of air, I looked up into his blue eyes and then forgot how to breathe all over again.

Tearing my eyes away from his, I fastened my attention back on his chiseled stomach. There was just so much of him to look at. He was considerably larger than me and he was so devastatingly beautiful. I didn’t want to continue. I wanted to stare at him for the rest of the night because I was living in an illusion where he was beautiful and this was right. When in reality, he was a monster and this was so very wrong.

“Continue, love.” Calix urged gently.

Trailing my eyes up his chest, I tucked my fingers beneath the collar of his shirt. Standing on my tiptoes, I pushed the material from his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor behind him. As I leaned forward, my breasts grazed his chest and he hissed sharply. I don’t know if it was his sound, or the feel of his warmth against my sensitive flesh, but my nipples hardened and my skin pebbled as a shiver rolled through me.

Startled, I jumped away from him quickly covering my breasts. Peeking up into his face, I tried to guage what his reaction would be. His jaw twitched and I knew he was clenching his teeth the way he tended to do so often, but he remained standing still.

“Sorry,” I breathed.

He frowned. “For what?”

“T-touching you.” I whispered.

“Never apologize for touching me.” His tone was hard and from the corner of my eye, I saw his large hand fist.

Nodding obediently, I asked. “What now?”

I didn’t see it from where my gaze was trained on the floor, but I heard his smirk. “My belt.”

My heart leapt at the thought of doing anything to his belt. His belt would lead to the button of his pants that would lead to the zipper that would lead to no pants at all. And then where would I be?

Oh yes, his boxers. I would have to remove those and then there would be nothing...

“Nova?” Calix’s voice shattered my thoughts and I blinked.

“Hmm?”

“Where did you go?”

“Um, nowhere.” I murmured and he chuckled.

“My belt, love.” Calix reminded me gently. “Remove it.”

Gulping down my insecurities, I stepped forward to remove his belt. His arousal strained against the fabric of his jeans and I knew, instinctively, that I was standing on dangerous territory. Beneath my fingers, the leather of his belt was warm. Probably from being so close to this unbearably hot man all day long. Working the belt free from the loops of his jeans, I tried to ignore the pounding of my heart in my eardrums. It was so loud I could barely hear my own breathing. And I knew that was loud too. I was filled with so many nerves and all of them were strung on high. It was a horribly torturous sensation.

Dropping the belt to the floor, it clanged against the wood. “Now my jeans,” Calix said tensely as though knowing instinctively that I needed his direction.

I didn’t look up at him. Instead, I went to work at the button of his jeans. Twisting my hand, my knuckle grazed against the hard skin of his lower belly. Popping the button free, I then tugged down on the zipper. As the jean split, his imposing erection pressed forward against the black fabric of his boxers and I gasped.

Shakily, I stepped back and glanced up into his eyes. “I can’t,”

Tensely, he nodded. His hand moved forward and I stared at it as though it were a body in and of itself. I feared it separately from Calix. I feared what it would do to me - what it would make me do to him.

Gently, he closed his hand around my wrist. Looking up, I caught his eyes with my own and I knew he felt my pulse quicken beneath his fingers. His eyes widened and he breathed a slow breath from between beautiful lips. “Nova, you don’t have to fear me.”

“But I do,” I replied breathlessly.

For a moment, he looked sad. Then he shook it off and turned, pulling me behind him to the bathroom. I stood in the center of the large room as Calix turned to close the door behind him.

As he moved around the room, I couldn’t help but think wow. This man was gorgeous. He was magnificent, actually. And with his jeans undone the way they were - hanging from his sculpted hips - he looked devilish. The man was pure sin.

Even in under the harsh light of the bathroom he looked amazing. While I looked washed out and exposed. My every flaw was out on display for Calix to scrutinize and that only added to my discomfort in regard to this situation.

“Stop hiding from me.” He pulled my arms away from my breasts and I felt my belly flutter in fear. “Never hide from me, love.”

Searching his eyes, I tried to find compassion. Surely, he wouldn’t continue with this charade. Surely he knew this was wrong. But if it was wrong, why was there a part of me that felt accepting of this? Why did my body flutter at his touch, heat beneath his gaze, and melt from his words?

“Can you,” I paused, looking down. “I don’t know,” Calix lifted my chin, forcing my eyes to meet his again.

“Can I what?” He asked curiously.

“Can you light a candle or something?”

He straightened. “You’re uncomfortable with the light?”

I nodded shyly. “I am.”

“Why?”

Seriously? He was going to make me explain the basics of being born with an X chromosome? Basically every female on the planet was insecure her first time being naked in a mans presence - and Calix wasn’t just a man. He was my captor. My very arousing, very daunting captor. In every way, I was inferior to him. Would it hurt him so much to dim the lighting and give me even an ounce of peace?

“Because I’m naked.” I admitted sullenly. “Because you’re looking at me.”

“And you’re uncomfortable with my looking at you, why?”

“I,” Was he daft? “I’ve never had anyone look at me - like this.”

His eyes gleamed. “Do you think I don’t like what I see?”

Wide eyed, I shrugged. “I don’t know.” I hated how mousey I sounded, but I mean, seriously. These questions were ridiculous. Was he trying to humiliate me? Was he into that - humiliation?

Taking my hand in his, Calix guided it to his cock. I locked my fingers straight and concentrated on not passing out from nerves. “Do you feel that?” He asked, rubbing my palm over the hardness beneath his boxers. “My cocks so fucking hard for you, love.”

“Calix,” I whispered his name, trying futilely to pull my hand away from him.

“If you’re still uncomfortable after seeing what you do to me, I’ll dim the lighting.”

“After?” I frowned and he released my hand.

Calix wasted no time in shedding his jeans. When his thumbs hooked into the waistband of his boxers, I nearly had a heart attack. Instead, I forced my eyes to look up at the roof. I felt a little as though I looked like I was praying. And in a way, I kind of was. I didn’t want to do this. I didn’t want to be here. But more than that - I prayed to remain unaffected by him.

“Look at me, Nova.” Calix commanded and I knew he had removed his last article of clothing. “See the way you affect me. I fucking pulse for you.”

His throaty words echoed in my brain, signaling the wrong message to my body. Liquid heat moved through my veins and I tried desperately to cool myself. I couldn’t believe I was so affected by him - by this monster of a man.

Slowly, I lowered my eyes to meet his. He was watching me intently, eager to see me take in his arousal - his desire for me. I however, was not so eager.

I was flipping terrified.

“Look down, Nova.” He voice was encouraging rather than commanding and I found I was grateful for it. However, I knew that if I were to fight it, he would force the issue the way he tended to do.

I barely breathed as I glanced down. And when I did, I gasped. He was huge. His arousal was long and hard and he had been telling the truth - it was pulsing. He literally throbbed as though it had a heartbeat of its own. The skin stretched over his shaft was darker than the rest of him and he looked so impossibly heavy. I wondered how it was possible for something so large to be standing up so high without help. It jutted out at me dauntingly and I swallowed.

If Calix thought I was ever having sex with him - he was one delusional man. Showing me how large he was only solidified my decision to ensure sex never occurred between us. The man would freaking tear me in two.

That thing would never fit inside me.

He stepped toward me and I flinched. Every muscle in my body tightened, coiling. I debated on bolting for the door.

“Do you still want me to dim the lights?” He asked softly.

Blinking, I nodded. I would take all the comfort I could get. And maybe being unable to see him so clearly would help me quell the sudden fear building inside me of his anatomy. “Yes.”

He looked almost disappointed, but he turned away from me. I watched as he walked to the door before slipping out into the bedroom. When the fireplace flamed to life, I closed my eyes in relief. I kept my eyes closed even after I heard Calix come back into the room. When he flicked off the light I knew even though my eyes were closed. Relief flooded me at the knowledge, but I still didn’t open my eyes. With them closed, I could pretend I wasn’t here. I could envision myself somewhere else. Anywhere else.

I could feel Calix standing in front of me before he spoke. The man radiated warmth like a furnace and his scent was just as hot. Everything about my captor affected me. No matter how miniscule the attribute, I never failed to be touched.

“Open your eyes, Nova.”

I obeyed. The thought wasn’t conscious. I simply acted on instinct. I was so far out of my element that the need to submit to him was visceral. Primal. Holding onto a broken thread of control was useless.

“Better?” Calix asked. I knew he was talking about the light.

I nodded. “Thank you.”

“I told you I wanted to bring you pleasure.” He moved another inch closer. The little space between us was charged - electrified. I could barely breathe.

Taking a large step back, I replied. “If you want me to find pleasure, you could release me.”

He shook his head. “Never, love.” And he took a step forward.

His hand moved quickly as I jumped to take another step away from him. Catching my wrist, he pulled me forward. Slowly, Calix tugged my body flat against his. At the feel of him against me, my blood sizzled. His hand moved to my lower back, pressing my front hard against his. The swell of his shaft throbbed against my stomach and my breasts squished against him.

“Calix,” I protested his nearness. Placing my hands on his hard pecks, I pushed myself back. “I thought you wanted a shower.”

“I do.” He smirked down at me. “But I wanted to feel you against me.”

“Let go.”

Blue eyes glimmered as he dropped his hand from the small of my back, releasing me. Surprised at his willingness to act on my command, I folded my arms over my chest and glared at him.

He said nothing as he moved across the room to the shower. I watched as he turned on the water, fixing the temperature before looking back at me. His expression was one I found difficult to trust. There was a mischievous light in his eyes I wanted to run from, but I didn’t. Because I couldn’t.

He crooked his finger at me. “Come here.”

My heart felt as though it was about to rip through my chest. Somehow, I managed to put one foot in front of the other. And then I was standing before him.

He looked pleased by my obedience. “Step in,” he placed his hand against my waist to guide me into the shower and my entire body tingled at the touch of his hand on my bare skin.

I don’t know if I stepped into the shower because he told me to, or because I wanted to step out from under his touch. I’d accepted long ago that there were some things I would never know the answer to. Some things held no rhyme or reason. I figured this scenario as one of those things.

The stream of water falling from the showerhead was warm on my over-sensitized skin. My breaths were coming in short shallow gasps and I could hear my heart beating in my ears.

Through wide eyes, I watched Calix step into the shower after me before closing the door. There was enough space in the shower for two people and yet I felt trapped. I felt as though the walls were closing in on me. Maybe I should have kept the lights on after all. Maybe then the room wouldn’t feel so frightening.

My head was spinning and I leaned back against the tile wall to steady myself. Blinking slowly, I watched Calix wet himself in the water. I was standing close enough to feel the spray of water, but I didn’t trust my body to move away safely to the opposite end of the shower. When Calix turned to face me, his hair was wet and dripping down his face. His blue eyes were vivid in the amber light of the fire. He was breathtaking. His massive form was aweing - the man was an Adonis.

And the Adonis was my captor.


 

Chapter 15

Calix moved from the water to stand in front of me. Planting both hands on either side of me, he bowed his head. Still leaning back against the wall, I crooked my neck to look into his face. His expression set my insides to fire. His lips were parted and his cobalt eyes were hooded. He wore the expression of desire.

“I’m going to kiss you now, Nova.”

I didn’t nod. But I didn’t tilt my face away from him either. I didn’t want to. I liked when Calix kissed me. There was no denying that. How could I when I lost myself every time he pressed his lips against mine?

He moved in close and I felt his penis slide up against my stomach, reminding me of how dangerously close we were to crossing every line I had ever drawn for myself. Not that I had a choice in the lines that were crossed anymore. I didn’t. The choice was all Calix. That was painfully clear and shamefully liberating.

His fingertips traced my jaw and I stared up at him hunched over me. He was so big. Standing against the wall with his body towering over me, I felt completely surrounded by him. It was as though this large man fought the world and won for dominance. Nothing else mattered but him. The outside world no longer existed. My mind blanked of everything, but Calix, my captor.

Tipping his head, he pressed his lips to mine. They were warm and wet from the water. He moved his lips gently against mine, and my mind fogged, stimulated with sensation. He really was a fantastic kisser. The moment his lips touched mine, the world and all its problems vanished. He kissed me now as he always did, with infectious hunger and passion. He traced my lips, licking and sucking until I granted him access inside. And then he tongued my mouth in such an erotic way, I wondered if he was trying to imitate lovemaking.

He kissed me so long, I felt robbed of breath. Spiraling out of control, I felt my knees weaken. And then I felt Calix press his knee between my thighs, inching his knee up until I felt him against my moist, hot core. At the feel of him there - a rush of searing liquid rushed through me to pool in my core. He was holding me there against the wall, devouring my mouth. And I didn’t want him to stop. Not even a little part of me encouraged my mind to fight him.

No, instead, I submitted to him completely - as though it were the most natural thing in the world for me to do.

The thought didn’t linger long in my mind. Rather, a new thought bloomed. And this one was much more interesting. I thought of Calix’s hands moving lower. And lower. And lower.

I thought so vividly of him touching me, I could almost feel it. His hands would whisper across my breasts, my stomach, the intimate place no man had ever gone before. But I knew Calix would. No matter the hesitations of my mind, my body knew, instinctively, that I would be Calix’s. In every way. He had taken me - and he would continue to take me until I had nothing left to give. When I was broken and empty - nothing left but a shell - would Calix walk away? When there was no more to take, would he release me? Was that the point of this game he played with such ease?

And it was that thought - the thought of him leaving me, walking away from me, that made my throat feel tight and closed from air. Devastation tore through my system. Gasping against his lips, I realized my entire body had begun shaking in his arms. I was quivering like a leaf on a breezy day barely hanging onto the branch. The blood flowing through my veins had been chilled like the icy Alaskan rivers.

Calix didn’t pull away from me as I expected, but instead, he pulled me even closer. Fingers delving into the wet strands of my hair, he pressed my face into his chest. With my cheek against his breast, I could feel his heartbeat. I could hear the bang of it in his chest - loud and imposing. Like the man himself.

He pulled me from the wall to cradle me against his hard body as though sensing my sudden panic. I could feel his arousal between us, but I paid it no mind. His leg was still positioned intimately between mine, but his arms had wound around my back. I felt his fingertips flutter across my back, gently tracing circles into my skin. With every passing moment, I felt the racing of my heart subside.

As though sensing my renewed comfort, Calix asked. “What happened?”

“I don’t know.” I murmured against his chest. I didn’t want him to pull away from me. Not yet. I knew it was wrong, that I seek security from the very man who had ripped me from everything I had ever known, but I was. And I didn’t want to fight it any longer.

“Yes, you do.” Calix replied factually, his fingers still tracing circles. “Let me in, love.”

“What do you want with me, Calix?” I whispered shakily, burying my face deeper into his chest. “Why did you take me?”

“I want you to marry me. And I took you as part of a bigger plan.” He’d said this to me before, but I still didn’t understand. There was no doubt in my mind that there was a deeper meaning behind those riddled words, but what? What could possibly be bigger than abduction?

I sighed, “When you marry me, will you ever leave me?”

“Why are you asking this, Nova?”

I shrugged and he pulled away from me. I felt the loss of him in the bottom of my heart. And that’s when I realized how very talented my captor was in pushing his way into places he was never wanted in the first place. He’d pushed his way into my life. He’d pushed his way into my mind. And now he’d pushed his way into my heart. When would he be sated? Would I ever be enough? When there was no part of me he had not claimed for himself, would I still be the focal point of his desire?

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t think of a lie to tell and the truth would give too much. I couldn’t let this man know he’d successfully pushed his way past the chains around my heart - in just under four days.

I was humiliated at my weakness for him. I was angry at myself for caving so quickly, so easily. Maybe he’d known my weakness the very first time he saw me. Maybe it was that weakness that encouraged him to take me in the first place.

I didn’t know. Because he wouldn’t tell me.

“Nova,” Calix bowed his head to look deep and hard into my eyes. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

“You can take my body and you can force my submission, but you can never take my thoughts. If you ever know what I’m thinking - what I’m feeling - it will be a gift that I will give to you.” I refused to blink as I stared up at him with water spraying over his broad shoulders. “If you ever know my thoughts, Calix, it will be because I want you to know. Not a moment sooner or for any other reason.”

His lips tightened as he processed my words. With his arms still hanging loosely around me, I felt caged by him. In every way he surrounded me. And I knew, that before the end of my days came, he would possess me.

“Such a statement is a dangerous one, love.” His tone was low. Challenging.

I held my ground. “Then it’s a good thing I don’t understand your cryptic threat.”

“It’s not a threat.”

“Then what is it?” I asked.

Calix moved his hand to settle on my hip. I felt the points of his thumb and fingers hold me tight. “You say I’ll never know your thoughts or feelings unless you want me to know, and I take that as a challenge.” He explained. “In no way, do you hold the power here, Nova.”

Confusion clouded my vision and I shook my head. “I don’t understand.”

“Then I’ll make it clear.” He tipped his head and again I felt caged by him. “If you withhold something from me, I’ll be forced to make you want to tell me.”

My heart jumped. “What? How?”

He grinned. “I can think of a few ways, Nova.”

“Tell me.”

“You have a vivid imagination, love. I think I’ll let you come up a few answers on your own. But just know, I know you, Nova. I know your fears and I know your dreams.”

“You would hurt me?”

For a moment, he didn’t speak. And then he did. “Yes. I would hurt you, love.” I tried to pull away from his touch, but he held me firmly. “And then I would give you pleasure.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“And you don’t have to know. Not yet, anyway.” He loosened his grip on my hips, but not enough for me to move out from under his hands. “Now tell me, what was with the questions?”

“I honestly don’t know.” I whispered, feeling afraid and ashamed. Calix was cruel. Deep down, he was a bad person. And yet I continuously allowed myself to hope for something more - something that wasn’t there. It was depressing.

“Nova,” he warned. “Why do you want to know if I’ll ever leave you?” He cocked his head. “Are you afraid that I might? Do you want me to remain with you?”

I gasped. The man had to read minds! “No.”

“You’re lying.” He smiled. “You don’t want me to leave you. Why?”

Blinking back my shamed tears, I replied. “I don’t want you to break me and then leave me. I wouldn’t know how to fix myself.”

He frowned. “You think I’m going to break you?”

Lifting my eyes to his, I spoke. “You already are.”

I expected a reaction. A tense breath - a hiss - a twitch. But I got nothing. Calix simply stared down at me - as though I were nothing more than a fascination. It angered me and hurt me. That I would go from being a woman who respected herself and her dreams to this. I barely even knew who I was anymore. I didn’t know what I wanted. I was confused. My mind was at constant war with my body and now my heart was sitting on the fence - unsure which side to fight for.

I was losing myself already. And it had only been four days. What would happen when two weeks had passed - when I was set to marry this monster? Where would I be then? Would I even recognize myself if I looked into a mirror?

“Turn around.” Calix spoke gruffly, quietly.

My heart raced. “What are you going to do?”

He tensed. “I’m going to wash you, Nova. Turn around.”

Slowly, I complied. My knees were shaking and my stomach was aching. I didn’t know if it was the wreck of my nerves or because I was flipping from desire to disdain every few minutes. But I did know that Calix was wreaking havoc on my system.

Behind me, I heard Calix move. I knew when he poured the soap into his hands because the shower exploded in a warm honey aroma that eased some of the tension from my body.

“Move your hair over to one shoulder.” He grunted the command and I obliged quickly.

When I felt his hands on my back, I sighed. The feel of him working soapy fingers into the tense muscles was so good. He moved his hands over every inch of my backside. From the skin at the base of my hairline to my heels. He massaged every inch as he covered me in soap.

I tried to clear my mind. I tried to relax. But I couldn’t. All I could think was that Calix hadn’t answered me. He hadn’t said anything in response to my thinking he was breaking me. And he hadn’t denied that he planned to one day leave me.

This should make me happy. The possibility that he might one day release me - but it didn’t. Instead, it settled a depressing fog over my heart. It’s dark shadows were quickly festering - spreading into my bloodstream.

Calix’s voice shattered my depressing thoughts. “Face me.”

I did.

His eyes drank me in hungrily and a quick peek down told me that his arousal had never diminished. I didn’t understand that. How he could talk about something that made him obviously angry and still be aroused. It made no sense to me. My own desire was so quickly affected by my feelings, that trying to understand his, was like trying to wrap my arms around a hot air balloon. Impossible. It was simply too big.

“I could look at you all day and never grow bored.” He said huskily.

“Is that why you’re marrying me?” I asked spitefully.

He pursed his lips, lathering his hands with new soap. “I’m marrying you because I want you. I want to own you. Every part of you.”

I looked to the floor and Calix lowered his hands onto my shoulders. He massaged, working the soap into my skin just as he had over my back. Only, this felt more sexual. He took his time covering my breasts, kneading and stroking until I felt that same deceiving rush of hot liquid surge between my legs. As though knowing what he was doing to me, Calix’s lips curved into a cocky half-grin. Trying to keep myself from moaning as he rolled my budded nipples between his expert fingers, I chewed down on my lower lip.

I could feel Calix’s eyes on me, watching my reaction to his touch. I felt betrayed by my own body. He touched me and I caved. He stroked me and I bowed. He commanded and I obeyed. Somehow, we’d established a ranking between us this way - and without accepting it myself - my body saw him as my superior. I submitted to him in every way, when inside I was screaming to fight.

His hands stilled over my breasts. “Look at me, Nova.”

I looked up to meet his eyes, no longer watching his hands move over my breasts. And then he pinched me. His fingertips clamped down on both nipples tightly and the surge of liquid that went through me before tripled. A sharp gasp escaped from between my lips as I lifted my hands over his. I wanted his fingers off my breasts. He was hurting me.

“Stop,” I demanded, trying to pull his hands from my aching nipples. He pinched harder when I tried to pull him away and I dropped my hands. “Calix,” his name was a word between a cry and a moan. “You’re hurting me.”

“I know, love.” He smiled and I saw malice. It frightened me and I squirmed. “I just thought you needed a reminder that you’re mine. Whatever I want to do to you, you are helpless to fight. Do you understand?”

I nodded. Tears were flowing freely now. I was so terribly confused by this situation and my body’s reaction to it. For the first time, I was happy we were in the shower because I was so wet between my legs I could practically feel it running down my thighs.

He pinched harder and a new burst of liquid warmed me. What the hell was going on? This hurt. I shouldn’t be aroused - but I was. Oh, I was so aroused I ached.

“Tell me you understand, Nova.”

“I understand.”

“Tell me you’re mine.”

Slamming my eyes closed, I shook my head. “Please,” I didn’t know why I bothered pleading with him. But I didn’t want to admit such a thing aloud to him. I didn’t want to say those words.

“Nova,” slowly, his fingers tightened. “Do you like this pain?”

“No.” I moaned, squirming. I tightened my thighs before I even knew what I was doing. Subconsciously, I was trying to alleviate some of the building pressure within me. And Calix seemed to know exactly what I was doing, because he released my nipples and rubbed small circles around the swollen flesh.

“You do like this.” He stated.

“I don’t.” I protested, opening my eyes to find that his were intense. In their depths, I saw a hint of surprise.

“Don’t lie to me, Nova.” He moved his hands over my stomach - getting lower. “I know you like it. I can see your struggle, and you don’t want to like it, but you do. I bet if I touched you now, I would find you sopping wet. I bet I could make you come with just the touch of my finger on your swollen clit.” I shivered at his words, my body aching for him to do just what he spoke. “Do you want it, Nova? Do you want me to touch you?”

The bastard! He took and took and took - but this he wanted permission for. The one thing my body ached for so desperately, but my pride refused to beg for and the man was asking permission.

Stonily, I replied. “No. I don’t want you to touch me.”

“Again, you lie.” He tisked. And then I felt his large hands move lower - to that place between my legs - and I knew he was going to touch me. I hoped he was going to touch me.

Calix ran his soapy hand over my lips and I struggled to keep my hips from bucking into his touch. He never parted my lips, just washed over them.

His eyes gleamed. “You are wet. Even with your lips closed, I can feel the juice of your pussy.” He breathed. “So slippery and soft. I want to fuck you.” He growled the last words in the back of his throat. “Look at me, Nova. Look at my cock.” I did. It was standing so erect - even bigger than before. The veins protruded from the stiff flesh, making him look large and menacing. I shivered. “I want to be inside you. I want to push my cock deep into your pussy and I want to feel your body stretch around me. I want to hear your soft cries as I impale myself inside you. I want to feel your nails on my back and scalp,” he broke off. “Tell me you want it.”

God. I wanted it.

But I couldn’t have it. I wasn’t ready for that. I didn’t know if I would ever be ready for this with Calix. “I can’t.” I shook my head on a strangled breath. “I don’t want you.”

He closed his eyes slowly, his hand still running over me. Teasing me. Somehow, despite the pain of my desire, I held my hips still.

I watched as Calix opened his eyes. In their depths was a determination that nearly frightened the life right out of me. I didn’t know what he was going to do, but I did know that my moment of choice had been ripped away.

“Turn into the water.” He guided me into the stream of warmth and the suds over my body started to rinse away. His hands moved over my body, ensuring that every inch of my skin had been cleaned.

When he was satisfied, he spoke. “Lean against the wall.” He pointed to the wall I’d been leaning against before. Slowly, I moved, pressing my back against the tile. My heart was beating hard and fast in my chest as I watched him cage me in. “Spread your legs.”

“Why?” I breathed. “What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to make you come.” He announced. “Over and over again. Until you realize that you do, in fact, want me.”

Seriously? He was trying to prove me wrong?

I shook my head. “I don’t want you, Calix.”

“You don’t want to want me.” His blue eyes bored into mine. “Open your legs.”

“No.” I said resolutely.

Calix narrowed his eyes. And then I felt his hand press between my thighs. I kept them clamped tightly shut and he grinned at my fight. Leaning down, he nipped my bottom lip. “You want me to force you, Nova?”

“No.”

“Then do as I say.”

And I did. As soon as I was open to him, his hand moved between my legs. My belly was coiled so tight, it hurt. My desire for him was so strong I could practically taste it. And I knew that if I could, he could too.

Pulling back, Calix watched my face as he parted my lips, slipping his finger over my folds. I gasped, inching up the wall until I was standing on my tip-toes. I was trying to get away from him - from the torturous pleasure of his touch. But Calix was having none of it. He stroked me slowly, building the already intense pressure. And then I felt his finger press against my clit. Sensation flooded through my body and stars glittered behind my lids as I slammed my eyes shut. He rolled his fingers around the bundle of nerves and the pressure that he’d so intently built came crashing down, shaking my entire body in stubborn release.

And I realized, to my horror, that I had just had my first orgasm. At the hands of my captor.


 

Chapter 16

“Open your eyes.” Calix demanded roughly, but his hand was still gently against me as he stroked, milking me of my pleasure.

Slowly, I opened my eyes. I wanted to cry, but I didn’t. I wanted to scream, but I couldn’t. Gazing down at me, Calix looked satisfied with himself. And I wanted to hurt him.

“Are you finished?” I asked haughtily.

“Not even close.” He grinned. “I can do this all night.”

All night? I couldn’t handle this all night. One was enough. I already hated myself for coming at his touch. What more did he want from me?

I pressed my hands against his chest, pushing. “Get away from me.”

“Oh no, love,” he shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

“I don’t want you!” I raised my voice, instantly fearing repercussion.

“You do.” He repeated. “Tell me you want me and we’ll be done for the night.”

I glared at him through angry eyes. “Never.”

He grinned, “Then we’re not done.”

Defeated, I slumped down the wall, trying to get away from him. My move was so abrupt Calix didn’t catch me. Sitting on the floor, I pulled my knees into my chest before placing my forehead against my kneecaps. In a ball like this, I felt safe from him. From the unwelcome desires of my body.

“Nova,” he thundered. “Stand up.”

I ignored him. In this moment, I hated him more than ever before. He’d made me betray my body and that was unforgiveable. He wanted to do it again and again, but I couldn’t let him.

“Alright,” he sighed. “If this is how you want it,”

I heard him crouch down low beside me and my heart raged. I felt his hand on my ankle and then I was being pulled away from the wall. Lifting my head, I asked frantically, “What are you doing?”

I gripped behind me for something, anything, but found nothing. Calix had dragged me into the center of the large shower and I suddenly regretted my refusal to stand. In my attempt to save myself, I only made myself more vulnerable.

I gasped a sob, “I’ll stand.”

“Too late,” he crouched over me, his massive form daunting in the dim light. “Lie back.”

“No.” I shook my head, suddenly hating that there was so much space in this shower. “Please don’t do this.”

His eyes flared and I knew I was in trouble. “I will ask you one more time, Nova. And then I will make you. I promise you won’t like it if I make you.”

I was sobbing now. My entire body was trembling in fear and anger and hatred of Calix. But I did lie back. Pressing my back flat against the shower, Calix climbed over me. I was so uncomfortable, so afraid, I couldn’t help the sharp intakes of breath.

“Calm down, Nova.” Calix hovered over me. Not one part of him was touching me, but I knew he would. Is this how he was going to do it - take my virginity? Was he seriously going to do this on the floor of the shower. “I want you to relax, love.”

“I,” I stuttered. “C-can’t.”

“You can.” He lowered himself, pressing his lips to my forehead. He littered kisses all over my face. The tip of my nose, my temple, my closed eyes, chin and my lips. I knew if I raised my knee, I could severely hurt him. But I knew that such an action would have devastating consequences. And there were just some things I wasn’t willing to risk.

He spoke again. This time, his command was soft. “Open your eyes, love.”

I did, ignoring the light spray of water that came over him. Hovering over me, he was just as handsome as always. His angular face was tilted just so, and his eyes were intense. The muscles in his shoulders and arms were strained as he held his weight positioned over me. I could feel the weight of his cock pressing against my lower belly and I couldn’t help but notice how warm it was. Almost fevered.

Pressing my lips together, I tried to force my sob into the back of my throat. If only I could swallow the damn thing.

“Tell me what you’re thinking, Nova.” He cocked his head.

“Honestly?” I questioned.

He nodded. “Yes, I want you to be honest.”

“Will you punish me - if you don’t like what you hear?”

He frowned, but shook his head. “No.”

“I’m afraid of you.” I croaked. “I don’t want to feel you inside me. I’m not ready for this and even if I was I wouldn’t,” I paused, unable to continue.

He lowered his head a fraction. “Even if you were ready, you wouldn’t what?” His eyes pierced mine. “You wouldn’t want it to be me?”

“That’s not it.” I answered honestly. I knew there was no one else in the world I would want this way. As wrong as it was for me to ache for Calix, I did. It was that simple.

He hissed in a breath. “Then what is it?”

I closed my eyes. I couldn’t answer this question and look at him. I just wasn’t brave enough. “I wouldn’t want it to be in here - like this.”

He gasped a sharp intake of breath. “How would you want it?”

Even though I wasn’t looking at him, I could feel his eyes taking me in. My cheeks stained red and I knew he could see the blush. “I don’t know. Just not like this.”

“Tell me how you imagined it.” He whispered against the hollow of my throat before pressing his lips to my skin. I shivered beneath him.

“In a bed, I suppose.” My skin was so warm. “I guess I thought there’d be romance. Candles and wine, maybe? I just never saw it like this.”

I felt his tongue against my skin. He was licking me. And God, it felt so good. So hot and wet and soft. “Tell me, Nova, does it feel good when I kiss you?”

Since I was being so honest...

“Yes,”

He lifted himself away from me and I knew I’d surprised him with my answer. He knew I liked it - my body didn’t lie - but he had expected denial. “I want you to look at me, Nova.”

Letting my eyes flutter open, I gazed up at him. His eyes were like liquid fire as they burned into mine.

His voice was gravelly when he spoke. “Tell me you like the way my lips feel on your skin. Tell me you want me to kiss you.”

“Calix,” I protested.

“Love,” he whispered an agonized sound. “I know you like it. I just want to hear you say it.”

“What about what I want?”

“I’m a selfish man with you, Nova. I’m afraid I always will be, but I’ll try in no way to change that fact. I want every part of you and I’ll give you everything you need, so long as your desires don’t impede my own need to have you entirely for myself.”

At his words, my heart fluttered and crushed at the same time. How such a sensation was possible, I will never know. “I can’t give you want you want.”

“Not right now,” he sounded slightly hurt and I wanted to remedy that. “But one day you will.”

I shouldn’t care about his feelings, but I did. The man was a lovely monster, but he had also found a way inside my heart. And I’d always been a sensitive soul.

“I want to kiss you, Nova.” He breathed with emotion. “At least tell me I can.”

My stomach clenched. Then I whispered words I would never understand. I had no idea what made me say them, but I wasn’t in my right frame of mind. “You can.”

Calix breathed a breath of release as he dropped his mouth to mine. Feeling the warmth of his lips against my own made the rest of my body ache for his touch. I wished he would drop himself down over me - I wanted to feel the length of him pressed against my body, but I couldn’t ask. I couldn’t bring myself to stoop so low as to beg my captor for the weight of his body over mine. For now, his taking what he wanted would have to be enough.

Calix pressed his tongue between my lips, kissing me fervently. Breathy sounds consumed the silence as his hand roamed over my body while the other remained positioned firmly at the side of my head. He kissed me, fucking my mouth with his tongue until my mind fogged and my inhibitions hazed. When he pulled his mouth from mine I felt drugged. My eyes fluttered closed as he moved down my body, his mouth trailing hot, slow kissed over my throat, my chest, to my breast.

I gasped as he pulled my left breast into his mouth. Swirling his tongue around my beaded nipple, I moaned. His mouth was so hot against my flesh, I felt as though he were heating me from the outside in. I was boiling with need, swelling with desire. As though trying to be fair, Calix released my breast before moving to the other, lavishing it with just as much attention. My breasts were tingling in an odd sensation of pleasure and pain by the time I felt his mouth release me. At his absence, I arched my back. The action hadn’t been conscious, but instinctive.

Calix groaned at the sight of me wanting him so brazenly. “You’re fucking beautiful.”

I didn’t say anything and I didn’t open my eyes, but my body responded to his words. I felt the swell of liquid between my legs and wished he would touch me there again. When he touched me there, I found such a sweet release.

Hearing Calix pull his hand from where it had been positioned by my head, I opened my eyes. He was sitting beside my body on his knees, his erection was proud between his legs. The way he was looking at me - so hungrily - made me feel a low ache for him. Something more than desire. Something primal. Almost as though I was hungry for him too.

Not knowing if I should sit up or continue lying there on the floor, I asked. “What?”

Calix reached out to stroke his fingers gently over the length of my stomach. Goosebumps littered my flesh at the feathery touch of his fingertips. “I could look at you forever, love.”

At his words, I wanted to tell him I was his. And that I would always be his. The desire was so strong, all that stopped me was the emotion clogging my airwaves. I literally could not speak.

Calix didn’t say anything more as he ran his hand down from my stomach over my thighs and to my knees. There, he used his other hand to pry my legs apart. The little fight I gave him was useless. I wanted him to touch me.

I expected him to place his hand against me and rub me the way he had before. But he didn’t. To my shock and surprise, he moved himself to sit between my legs. My heart jumped at this very intimate position. With my legs spread wide for him, I was exposed.

“Calix,” his name on my lips was a definite plea. But I didn’t know if it was for him to touch me, or for him to stop this torturous seduction.

“Relax love,” he cooed, trailing his pointer-finger over the slit of my lips. “I want to taste you.”

“What?” I gasped. “No.” Squirming, I tried to close my legs around his large form, but he held firm on my knees.

“Has anyone ever tasted you, love?” He asked, lowering his face between my legs.

“No,” I gasped, pushing myself along the floor of the shower as the tip of his tongue made contact with the slit of my pussy. “Never,”

Calix moved his hands from my knees to my hips, holding me in place against his mouth. I had never been so open to another person before.

He made a satisfied sound in the back of his throat that warmed me from the inside out. “I’ll be the first then,”

I didn’t have the chance to answer him before he pressed his tongue between my lips, stroking up the length of my pussy. Explosions of feeling pulsed through my body and I cried out. My fingers curled into my palms, making trembling fists as I tried to hold onto myself. Calix, however, was determined to shatter my resolve.

Calix swirled his tongue around my clit, pulling it between his lips before giving it a small nip. The coiled pressure in my stomach doubled as I cried out, panting for him with abandon. My cries did nothing to halt his lapping - if anything, they only made him work that much harder to pull the pressure from deep within.

As Calix flattened his tongue against my clit before giving it a quick flick, I lost a little piece of myself. The orgasm that ripped through me made my hair stand erect and my toes curl. It was mind numbing, world changing and heart shattering. I knew, from this moment on, I would never be the same.


 

Chapter 17

Calix wrapped me in a fluffy bronze towel, rubbing me dry. The man was still dripping wet - and hard as a rock - but he was caring for me attentively. Sometimes, in regard to Calix, I felt as though I had whiplash. He could be so cruel and manipulative one moment while caring and sweet the next. It was hard to keep track of which side of Calix I would be facing. Closing my eyes, I let him care for me. As silly as it was, I wanted him to care about me. Intimately.

I didn’t know what it was about Calix that made me feel a little crazy inside, but I also didn’t know if I wanted to fight these feelings. As much as I should fight them, I just didn’t know if I had the ability.

I felt his hands still on the sides of my arms where the towel was wrapped tight around me and I opened my eyes. Blue eyes, so bright, were staring down at me. He wore a serious expression on his face that made my heart leap a little in my chest.

He cocked his head. “Are you tired?”

I shrugged. I wasn’t. But I should be. It was late. “Not really,”

He nodded. “I’d like to sit outside on the balcony for a bit with you.”

I gave a small frown, “Okay.” I wanted to ask him why, but I didn’t. I could see that there was something on his mind, but I didn’t know what it was and I didn’t want to pressure him to tell me either. After everything we had just done - or after everything he had just done to me - I didn’t know if I wanted an answer. What if he was upset by what he’d done to me? I mean, he should be upset. It had been wrong of him to force me the way he had - but I had liked it. Actually, I had found pleasure in his actions while he had found none.

Maybe that was what was wrong. Maybe he wanted release, too. But - could I do for him what he’d done for me?

Looking into those deep blue orbs, I knew I could. I could do anything for him - and that frightened me. These feelings I was having toward him were wrong. They were too fast, too strong, and they were dangerous. I should loathe him. And in a way, I suppose I still did. But my mother always used to say that love and hate walk hand in hand. You can’t have one without the potential for the other.

I had never really understood that saying until now. Now, it was clear as day.

“What are you thinking, Nova?” Calix asked intently. His eyes flickered over my face as though seeking the answer from somewhere in my eyes.

“I was, um,” I lowered my eyes to the ground before glancing up at him. “Are you upset with me?”

He straightened as though I’d slapped him. The movement was so abrupt, that I just stared up at him. “Why would I be upset with you, Nova?”

“Well,” I blushed furiously. “I, um, came and,”

“And what?” He asked slowly. I had a feeling he knew what I was going to say, but wanted to hear it anyway.

Taking a deep breath, I got it over with. Quick and painless like ripping off a band aide. Accept that it was painful! “You didn’t...come.”

“Did you want me to come?” He asked bluntly.

I shifted beneath my towel, painfully aware that he was naked and hard as ever. “I just don’t want you to be upset.”

He nodded crisply. “I’m not upset.” He walked past me to the sink. “Come brush your teeth.”

I moved closer to him, feeling timid for no good reason. The man had had his amazing mouth on places of my body I never could have imagined anyone kissing, and I somehow found the ability to be shy with him now. Taking the loaded toothbrush he handed me, I began brushing my teeth. I tried not to stare at Calix’s naked form as we brushed our teeth, but it was hard. I didn’t know why he hadn’t put a towel on and I didn’t know why he wasn’t getting soft. Surely he was hurting. I’m certain if I had to walk around with something so large and hard, I would be hurting.

I wanted to ask him, but my mouth was full. Leaning over the sink, I spit and rinsed my mouth. Calix followed, repeating my motions before putting the toothbrushes away. I watched as he pulled a large toothed comb from a drawer.

“Turn around.” He waved the comb in the air and I raised my brows.

“Are you going to brush my hair?”

“Yes,”

“I can do it.” I took a step toward him, but he shook his head.

“I want to do it.”

Nibbling my lip, I asked, “Why?”

“Because you’re mine to care for.” The intensity in his eyes was too much. Quickly, I turned around as he had requested. Gently, he combed through the tangles of my hair. He’d washed it for me in the silence after he’d loved me with his mouth. As he moved the comb through the strands, I caught a whiff of the honey scented shampoo.

Honey wasn’t a very popular scent, but it was always what I had used at home. Calix must have known that, because I highly doubted his purchasing the rare scented soap was by chance.

When he was finished, he set the comb on the counter to run his fingers through my hair. He massaged my scalp the way he had in the shower with the shampoo and then the conditioner. I sighed, leaning into his strong capable hands. As he touched me so gently and carefully, I felt my body relax and my eyes grow heavy. Okay, maybe I was tired.

Calix leaned forward and I felt his lips press against the curve of my neck where it joined with my shoulder. “Are you dry?”

I nodded. “Are you? You’re the one who hasn’t used a towel.”

“I’m fine.” He pushed me to he door. “Come.”

“Shouldn’t I put some pajamas on?” I asked hesitantly, my steps stuttering.

“No.”

“But,”

“You will sleep naked with me from now on.” His voice was firm.

“But I thought we were going outside.” I protested weakly.

“We are.”

“Naked?” I squeaked. I felt my eyes grow in horror. “What if someone sees?”

He smirked. “No one will see.”

“How do you know?”

“Because if they see, then they were watching, and then I would have to punish them.” He rattled off the explanation as though his words weren’t threatening and I shivered. He frowned. “Are you cold?”

“Yes,” I lied.

I watched his naked behind as he strode to the bed where the duvet had been carelessly thrown earlier today. Picking it up with one hand, he gestured to the balcony. “Keep your towel on until I say.”

“You are afraid of someone seeing!” I accused.

“I don’t share, Nova.” He said gravelly. “Your body is for my eyes only. No one will ever see you, do you understand me?”

Gulping, I nodded. “Yes,”

Why did that statement make my heart flutter and my belly warm? Why did this man affect me this way? No one I had ever known had ever made me feel fuzzy inside with only words. Maybe it was because no one had ever spoken such brazenly possessive words. Maybe I liked that in a man?

“Good.” He nodded his chin to the door, interrupting my thoughts. “Come.”

I followed him onto the balcony, peeking over the railing into the yard for anyone who might be taking an innocent stroll. Thankfully, no one was walking the grounds. I breathed a sigh of relief. Calix laid down the blanket before climbing into the teardrop swing. It was large with a circular bed and the top domed into the shape of a teardrop.

I watched as he settled back against the swing, spreading his legs. I blushed. “Come,” he patted the space between his legs. “I want to hold you.”

Obediently, I crawled into the swing. Calix gave me a warning look. “Ditch the towel, love.”

I dropped the towel from my shoulders, placing it on the corner of the swings entrance. Sitting back against the swing, Calix looked dangerous. His blue eyes looked dark in the shadows of the night - like obsidian gems. His jaw was set rigidly and I knew he was watching me - wanting me. I could see his want like I could see the stars flickering in the night sky. Shifting my back to him, I scooted backward into his arms. I felt his cock pulsing against my back and to my surprise I felt desire pool in my core. How could he affect me so quickly - without even doing a thing?

Calix wrapped the blanket around us both, his arms holding me snug against his back. Being here with him like this - was weird. Despite his desire - and my own - the moment didn’t feel sexual. It felt intimate and yet comfortable.

With a small sigh, I let my head settle back into the nook of his shoulder. I never imagined the male body would be so comfortable, but it was.

Dipping his head he moved his lips over my temple and I closed my eyes, committing the feel to memory. This was a moment I knew I would forever cherish. As unorthodox our getting here was, this moment still felt right. It felt perfect.

“Tell me about yourself, love.” His tone was low. So low, I felt the sound of him in my bones. And I liked him there - in the deepest part of me.

“I don’t really know what to tell you,” I whispered without opening my eyes.

“Anything.”

“What do you want to know - that you don’t already know?” I shouldn’t have ruined the beauty of this moment with such a question. But I did.

I thought Calix would stiffen beneath me, but instead, he just pulled me tighter against his chest. “I want to know what you want from life.”

“I don’t know anymore.” I answered honestly. How could he ask such a complicated question? Before Calix, I knew exactly what I wanted. I knew who I would become without doubt. But now, I didn’t know. I didn’t know what he would allow of my life or even what I wanted any longer. The thought was depressing. And I realized I was losing myself.

He pressed his lips to my temple. “What did you want before?”

“Before you took me?”

“Yes,” he sounded hoarse. “Before you became mine.”

I snuggled deeper into his arms, needing a sense of comfort. This seemed to please Calix because a large sigh escaped from his throat, and again, his arms tightened around me.

I started to speak, “I wanted to go to college.”

“For?”

“I wanted to become an editor. I love reading. I read everything romance.” My throat tightened. “My sisters and I love romance. Especially Jaylah.”

“Yes,” he chuckled tensely. “The two of you spend nearly every Friday night lying on the living room floor watching sappy love stories.”

I gasped. “You know that?”

“I know a lot about what you do, love. I simply know nothing about what’s inside your mind.”

I tried to ignore his statement. “I wanted to stay by my family. I never wanted to move away from them and I wanted to find a good man who loved me. Maybe have kids...”

His breath caught. “You want kids?”

“I don’t know.” I shrugged, feeling emotional. “I don’t know if I want to think about it anymore.”

“Why wouldn’t you want to think about it?” He asked, his voice gruff.

I struggled in his arms, suddenly wanting him to release me. He didn’t. Instead, he held me tighter. “Calix, please, we were having a nice evening.”

“Tell me why you don’t want to think about kids anymore?” He demanded.

And I told him. Harshly - with all the emotion I had inside of me. “Because kids aren’t possible with you!”

He stiffened, but his arms still held me firmly against him. When he said nothing, I slumped back against him. Feeling weak, tears moistened my dry eyes and I trembled without control.

He shifted, tightening his thighs around mine until I was entirely unable to move, locked against his great mass. He bowed his head to press his lips against my shoulder. He kissed a trail up over my neck, nuzzling the skin behind my ear before peppering the path he’d taken up, back down over my shoulder. His mouth was warm against my skin, but the gentleness in his kiss made me cry even harder.

At my sob, he hissed in a deep breath. “Anything is possible, love.”

“Not that,” my heart rushed. “Not with you.”

“Why?” He asked and I wondered how he was even being serious.

“You took me, Calix!” I slammed my eyes closed.

“I took you, Nova.” He confirmed firmly. “And I will never give you back. You belong to me now, so everything you want from life you’re going to have to find in me. I’ll do all I can to make you happy and I’ll give you everything you want apart from your freedom to leave me.”

I stilled in his arms, feeling hot and cold. Confusion and loss swept through my body as I tried to wrap my mind around his declaration. I didn’t understand it.

“Are you saying,” I paused. “Are you saying you want - kids?”

“I’ve never wanted children.” He admitted matter of fact.

“Then why are we discussing this?” I asked sharply, feeling exhausted down to the very core of my being. I swear my soul was tired.

“Because you will be my wife.” He flattened his palm over my belly. “And I want to give you everything I can.”

Feeling bitter, I spoke. “I don’t want your kids.”


 

Chapter 18

“I know you can be happy with me, Nova. You simply have to allow yourself.”

“I don’t want to be happy with you, Calix.” I whispered into the night. “Being happy with you makes me feel guilty. Every time I even crack a smile because of you, I hate myself a little more.”

He tensed. “Why?”

I shifted in his arms, turning my side into him so I could see his face. “How can I be happy with you when those I love believe I’m being tortured? How can I allow myself anything with you when my mother is blaming herself for my abduction.”

“She isn’t blaming herself.”

“She is.” I argued.

“That’s ridiculous, Nova.” Calix frowned down at me. “She couldn’t have done anything.”

“I know she couldn’t have done anything to save me!” Hysteria fringed the edges of my tone. “No one can save me from you!”

“You’re right,” he growled. “No one can save you from me, love. Get used to a long life standing next to me.”

I shivered. But it wasn’t in fear of his vow. Instead, it was because I liked the idea of always standing next to him. And I shouldn’t. Guilt swarmed me and I blinked back my sadness.

“She is my mother, Calix. Any mother would blame herself for her inability to protect her child from a monster.” I let my eyes stare into his. “Whether it is because of her negligence or not.”

He smirked, “You think I’m a monster?”

I didn’t hesitate. “I think what you do is monstrous, yes.”

“You don’t know what I do.” He replied.

“You abducted me. You take without asking and you have an army of men too frightened to deny your commands. I know you’re anything but good.”

“I have money, Nova. With money comes power and with power comes enemies.” His eyes were cold and hard. “I have an army because I need one.”

Swallowing, I nodded. I didn’t want to talk about this anymore and I said so. “I’m done talking about this.”

Tightly, he nodded. “Good. I’d like to know more about you.”

“Likewise.”

His eyes darkened and his jaw hardened. “What do you want to know?”

Why you took me. I want to know why you took me!

Instead, I said. “What do you do for a living?”

“I own a shipping company.”

I felt my eyes widen. “I thought you said we were in Alberta.”

“We are.” He nodded. “I’ve hired someone to oversee the business. I bought this house for you. I thought you would like the land.”

Wow. “What kind of shipping company?”

“Import export.” He replied vaguely.

“Do you work a lot?” I asked quietly. The idea of being married to a workaholic was not one I liked. But I also never thought I would be forced to take a husband I didn’t choose. Would it be better if Calix was away at work for the better part of the year? Would it be better if I never had to see him?

“I did.”

“You don’t plan to continue working as much?” I asked quietly, cocking my head.

“Would it please you?” He asked. “To have me home often?”

Mouth gaping, I looked at him. Why did he ask such difficult questions?

“I don’t know.”

“You do.” He stated. “Did you prefer me being away?”

Looking down to the blanket in my lap, I shook my head. “No. I prefer you here.”

“Then I will continue to employ others to oversee my company. Of course, there will be times I will need to be involved, but I will try to limit my visits to those that are necessary.”

Looking up at him through large eyes, I asked the one question plaguing my mind. “Will I ever see my mother or sisters again?”

A shadow crossed over his face. “I don’t know.”

Blinking back my sadness, I grasped for his hand. Holding his hand tight against my rapidly beating heart, I met his eyes. “Please, let me contact them. Let me tell them I’m alright and that I’m happy.”

He looked tortured. His eyes were dark and his jaw was tight as he stared into my face. “I can’t allow you to contact them until I believe you’re happy. And right now I don’t believe you are.”

“I can’t ever be happy if they think I’m laying in a ditch somewhere.” My tone was frantic. “Please understand.”

“My decision is final, Nova.” The resolution wasn’t something I could argue with - but I wanted to. Desperately.

“Once I’ve married you, will you allow me to contact them?” I tried to bargain. “I’ll have married you, Calix, willingly. Please,”

For a long moment, he simply regarded me. Finally, he nodded and my heart felt so light as though a weight had been lifted from its surface. A shrill sound fell from my lips as I threw my arms around his neck. It was something between a laugh and a sob. Pressing my face against the nook of his neck, I breathed. “Thank you, Calix.” Pressing my lips against his skin, I kissed him. “Thank you so much!”

His hands moved around my body to flatten against my back, pressing my front against his chest tightly. His voice was deep - so deep I felt it in the marrow of my bones. “You’re welcome, love.”

For reasons beyond my ability to understand, I couldn’t bring myself to let go of Calix. For the first time since being taken by this beautifully enigmatic man, I felt a sense of hope. True hope. Calix would allow me to contact my family. I would be able to tell them that I was all right and that they had no need to fear for me. I could tell them to move on with their lives. All I had to do was marry Calix. Marrying this dark handsome man wasn’t nearly as large a price I would have once thought it to be. Instead, I found I was almost looking forward to it.

Was I crazy?

Probably.

But that didn’t matter any longer. Because crazy or not, I belonged to my captor. I belonged to Calix. Forevermore, I would be his.

I knew this like I knew the sun would rise in the morning.


 

Chapter 19

I woke to the feel of skin pressed against mine, sticky and moist. I was laying on my back against the bed of the swing and Calix was curled around me, surrounding me. His breathing was even and I knew he was asleep. He should still be asleep. It was early and we had gone to bed late. We’d talked about nothing into the wee hours of the morning. And now I was awake. Wide awake. I knew there was no hope of falling back to sleep either. The sun had only just begun to claim the night, a golden haze glimmering over the mountainous range.

I sighed.

Crooking my neck, I glanced at Calix and wondered how he had even slept out here. The swing was large enough for me to sleep in comfortably, but he was bent in awkward ways that couldn’t possibly be comfortable for him.

Shifting, I tried to wiggle out from beneath the weight of his arm where he’d rested it against my stomach. A throaty moan sounded as his eyes fluttered open. “Where are you going?”

I whispered. “I have to pee.”

“Why are you whispering?” He frowned, straightening.

I shrugged. I don’t know why I was whispering. “It’s early.”

A small smile quirked his lips and he nodded, releasing me from his hold. “Come back out here when you’re done.”

“I will,” I promised. Scooting to the edge of the swing, I wrapped the towel I’d deposited in the corner around my naked body before placing my feet onto the stone floor of the balcony.

Moving quickly into the bedroom, I crossed the space for the bathroom. On a deep breath, I closed and locked the bathroom door behind me. Staring at myself in the mirror, I wondered how I got to this place. I knew how I had gotten here physically - but I had no idea how I had gotten to this place mentally.

I barely recognized myself and it had only been four days. Four days with Calix had been enough to morph me into someone I didn’t fully know or understand - but I also didn’t want to change back.

Somehow, I had begun to accept my place here with Calix. Even though I knew, deep in my mind that my feelings were anything but normal, I couldn’t seem to ignore them. I was beginning to care for the man who’d stolen me. And I didn’t want to stop. I knew I couldn’t even if I had wanted to.

Turning away from the mirror, I moved around the bathroom to complete my business. Washing my hands, I stood staring at the shower. As much as I wanted to see Calix, I couldn’t seem to bring myself to walk back outside. I wanted a shower. I wanted time to think - away from him. And I wanted to start my day.

Glancing once at the locked bathroom door, I dropped my towel to the floor and walked toward the shower. Turning on the water, I waited until it was warm before I slipped under the stream. Sighing, I tilted my face upward and let the water fall over my body.

It felt good - cleansing. And yet despite the feeling of being cleaned the water gave me, I still couldn’t seem to wash Calix from me. His scent stained my skin. His taste lingered in my mouth. His image branded my mind.

The man had literally infused himself within my entity.

And he hadn’t even fucked me.

The thought was chilling. That Calix could infuse himself so completely in my life, in my body. Is this what he wanted? Had he taken me with the purpose of making me want him - ache for him - need him? Did he want me to rely on him? Love him?

And, could I?

I honestly didn’t know if I could love someone who had immersed himself so wrongly in my life. And yet I had begun to feel for him. In the back of my mind, I knew it was only a matter of time before Calix infused himself within my heart as well. And I didn’t have the faintest clue of how I was supposed to keep that from happening.

From the corner of my eye, I saw the bathroom door open wide. My mouth dropped as I watched Calix stride into the steam filled room. Closing the door behind him, I watched as he settled his eyes on me. Beneath his intense scrutiny, my skin prickled with awareness.

“How did you get in here?” I gaped.

“I told you to return to me.”

“After I finished with my business.” I replied. “I wasn’t finished yet.”

He narrowed his piercing blue gaze and my heart gave a little leap in my chest. “Don’t be smart with me, Nova.” He opened the shower door and stepped through. The man was large and his mass quickly claimed the space, making it feel so much more confined. Yet, despite the suddenly restrictive feel, I couldn’t help but feel better in his presence. As though he alone could calm my crazed state of mind. “I expect you to do as I say, love. Your refusal to comply will result in punishment.”

“P-punishment?” I blinked.

“Yes.” His eyes flickered over my body, making me squirm at the heat of his desire. “Punishment.”

“How?” I gasped.

He crooked his lips. “However I choose.”

“Are you,” I paused to gather control of my suddenly trembling nerves. “Are you a sadist?”

He shrugged. “I’ll let you make your own judgments.”

“I would rather not.” I had never been one for pain - of any kind. I’d always been one of those people who grew so queasy in the presence of needles that I more often than not fainted. Just getting my ears pierced had taken incessant coaching from Jaylah. The idea of taking a fighting class like boxing for fun was just mind boggling. What if I got hit? No! I had never been one for pain of any kind and the thought that Calix, my captor, might be into that so-called pain for pleasure crap just sent my mind into a state of panic.

“If you don’t wish to know, don’t defy me.” He stated simply. As though it were simple! The man was an absolute lunatic. He had to be.

“I didn’t mean to defy you.” I whispered.

“If you hadn’t meant to defy me, you never would have locked the door.”

Goosebumps littered my flesh at the tone of his voice and I felt the need to explain - to defend my actions. I hated that he brought out this humiliatingly weak side of me. But damn, I was just so afraid of pain. The thought alone made my joints feel weak and tingly and my skin warm as though I were mere moments from breaking out in a sweat. “I just wanted to be alone.”

“Why?”

“I,” I shook my head and studied my toes. The blue nail polish I had done with Jaylah the night before I had been taken was beginning to chip. It was no longer so pretty. “I needed to think.”

“About what?”

“I locked the door so I wouldn’t have to share my thoughts with you.”

He took a step toward me, herding me toward the wall as he had done the night before. “And I like knowing what you’re thinking. Share.”

“I was thinking about you.” I answered truthfully.

Surprise flittered through his blue eyes and he was silent. Obviously he hadn’t been expecting my answer. But why? I mean, was it so odd that the man who had taken me against my will be on my thoughts?

No. It wasn’t odd. Anyone would think about their captor if they were in my shoes. Thinking about him wasn’t what was odd. No, what was odd was the context in which I thought of him. I wanted him. I wanted to mean something to him - my captor. I wanted to please him and entice him. I wanted to consume him in the exact same way he had consumed me.

His tone was rough. The sound of it grated against my nerves, causing shivers to push through my body. “What about me?”

I was pressed against the wall now and Calix was caging me. My heart was beating a thousand miles an hour as I lifted my chin in a move of defiance. There was no way I was answering that question and I couldn’t think of a lie to tell under such short notice. I’d never been an expert liar and had never successfully been one to think up one off the top of my head. Besides, Calix always knew when I was lying.

Instead, I said. “You can punish me.”

“You want to be punished?” He asked carefully.

“No.” I answered truthfully. “But I’m unwilling to share my thoughts with you. I figured we could just skip ahead to punishment for my defiance rather than dancing around threats.”

His eyes burned and I knew I’d just woken the beast from his lair. What on earth had I asked for?

“Very well,” his tone was uncanny. I fought my chills. “Get on your knees.”

“What?”

“On. Your. Knees.” His eyes were cold and hard. I knew then, that I had angered him. My refusal to comply with an answer had poked him the wrong way, but my goading for punishment had been the act to flip the switch. And I knew, that if I didn’t comply now, I would meet another side of Calix. A harsher side. I didn’t want to meet that Calix.

Slowly, I slid down the wall to my knees. He hadn’t been soft before, but he hadn’t been rock hard as he was the night before. As I slowly lowered myself to my knees, his cock swelled. The head was pulsing and magnificent. I had never been so close to a penis before, and although it was immensely threatening it was also captivating. I couldn’t look away.

“Suck it.” Calix commanded and I flinched.

This was so not how I imagined my first blowjob occurring. But even as I had the thought, I knew no other way would have the same affect on me. Despite the fact that I felt debased, I couldn’t stop my core from clenching and growing hot and wet from his words.

What was wrong with me?

When I didn’t move - because I couldn’t - I felt Calix’s hand in my hair at the back of my head. Slowly, he brought my face closer. I watched as he clenched his fist around the base of his cock, guiding the tip to my lips. Slowly, he pressed the tip to the crease of my lips, begging for entrance, but not quite demanding it. Rather than forcing his way inside, Calix traced the crease of my lips with the warm head. It was smooth against my mouth and I found myself wanting to taste him. I wanted to wrap my mouth around his long hard length and pleasure him.

At the thought of small sounds of pleasure coming from his throat, I felt warmth swell within me and I knew this was anything but punishment. I was so wet, one would think he was the one pleasuring me rather than demanding I give him pleasure.

But I had no freaking clue how.

Finally, on pure instinct, I parted my lips. Granting him access, I took him deep in my mouth. Feeling him in the back of my throat my gag reflexes kicked in and Calix pulled back a fraction.

His voice was deep. Husky. “Take it slow, love.” He urged. “Feel me.”

I complied and soon found a rhythm I liked. Pulling back, I swirled my tongue around his head before taking him deep. He slid easily against my tongue, letting me do all the work. I could feel his struggle to remain still as I worked him, sucking him, fucking him in such a wanton way, and I liked it. Feeling bold, I let my teeth slide over his tip before taking him all the way to the back of my throat.

Calix hissed in deep and I didn’t know if it was the feel of my teeth against his sensitive flesh or the way my throat closed tight around him that elicited the sensitive sound. But I loved it. And I wanted more. Holding him deep, I let my throat constrict, pulsing around him. The sensation was foreign and slightly uncomfortable, but it was also highly erotic. Feeling the urge to swallow and unable to stop it, I did. My throat tightened even more around his cock and Calix grunted low.

“Fuck, Nova,” I felt the length of him pulsing in my mouth and then there was hot liquid shooting into the back of my throat. Not knowing what to do, I swallowed as Calix pulled back from the deep of my throat to slide against my tongue. Still pulsing and shooting salty warm liquid, I continued swallowing as he thrust himself over and over again into my mouth. It was so hot - so erotic - my lower belly ached with need for him.

When Calix pulled from my mouth, I couldn’t help but close my eyes and lean my head back against the wall. I’d just made a man come. I’d just made my captor come. And I wanted to do it again. And again. And again.


 

Chapter 20

I felt his hands around my ribs, and then I was being lifted from the floor. Peeling open my eyes, I looked up into Calix’s face. There was so much emotion clouding his blue eyes, I wanted nothing more than to wrap my arms around his neck and burry my face into his shoulder. I wanted to kiss him and - love him?

But I didn’t do any of those things. I simply stood there against the wall where he’d placed me on my feet. His hands were still positioned firmly on my waist and his eyes were warm, but uncertain as he stared into mine.

“That was amazing.” He spoke quietly. “Did you enjoy it?”

Blushing, I nodded. There really was no point in lying to the man when he knew every time whether I was being honest or not.

“Tell me what you liked?” He asked, sounding eager. The light in his eyes wasn’t something I could refuse. Seeing Calix like this - excited - was rare.

“I liked the sounds you made.” I answered quietly.

“Did sucking me make you wet?”

If I hadn’t have been wet already that question would have done the trick. The mans lack of humility in sexual situations was just - wow.

“Yes,” I whispered. If my face got any hotter I would soon combust. There was only so much heat one body could take and mine had almost reached its cap.

“Do you want me to pleasure you?” He asked intimately.

My eyes widened and yes, I got hotter. Way hotter!

Did he seriously expect me to answer that pleasure? Of course I wanted him to pleasure me. But there was no way I was admitting such a humiliating thing aloud. Nope, no freaking way!

I didn’t say anything. Calix smiled, his hand moving from my ribs to caress my belly. I quivered as a shiver rolled through me. “Do you want me to pleasure you, Nova?”

“I,” I slowly closed my eyes, pulling in a deep breath. I had to regain my composure. As much as I wanted this - I knew it was wrong. I’d done as he’d asked. I’d taken my punishment, but I didn’t want to have to ask him to pleasure me. If he decided to do so of his own will, I wouldn’t stop him. But I couldn’t bring myself to ask him for his touch either. I just couldn’t. “No.”

Calix’s hands stilled against my belly and I knew he was surprised by my words. “You don’t want me?”

As I opened my eyes, I instantly regretted it. Calix was looking down on me with hurt in his expression. As soon as it came, it disappeared. A conniving smile curled his lips as he trailed his hand lower, to the V of my thighs. His touch was so light I could barely feel him. But at the same time I could feel it in my toes.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “I said I didn’t want it.”

“And I know you’re lying.” He growled. Then, he dipped his fingers between my lips, sliding through the silk of my juices. He sighed, “Ah, I was right. You were lying.”

“No,” I shook my head. “I wasn’t.”

“You’re wet, love. For me.” He leaned and when he spoke his breath was hot on my ear. “You’re wet from sucking my cock deep into your throat. From tasting me. From pleasuring me. You want this.”

Again, I shook my head. Hardening myself against him was harder than I ever thought it could be. “No, Calix, I’m horny. That doesn’t mean I want your touch.”

“You don’t?” He raised a brow, circling my clit expertly. I moaned. Yes, my body betrayed me in such an unforgivable way. “I think you do, love. I think you want it very much.”

I didn’t say anything as he continued to slide his fingers over my clit. When he moved lower, to the opening of my vagina, I felt fear and anticipation curl inside me. Was he planning on putting his fingers inside me? Could I handle that?

Slowly, Calix massaged my sopping opening as I panted against the wall. My knees were weak and his touch was so good it was almost painful. He continued the torturous massage without ever placing a finger inside me - and then he pressed his thumb to my clit. An orgasm was brewing, climbing, almost soaring - and then he pulled his hand away.

Wearing a smug smile, Calix spoke. “If you don’t want it, I’m not going to force you.”

Oh, holy hell! The horrible man that he was brought me to the brink of an earthshattering orgasm before taking it all away. I was so frustrated by the ache I felt in my core and the fire of my desire, that I felt tears prick my eyes. “I hate you.”

“Maybe,” he shrugged. “But you won’t forever.”

“Why would you do this?” I squeezed my thighs together, aching for some sort of relief. There was none.

“Do what?” He asked pointedly. “Make you want me?”

“I don’t want you.” I rasped.

“Yes, you do.”

“Fine!” I yelled. “I want to orgasm. Are you happy now?”

“Tell me you want me and I’ll relieve you.” He bargained. “Beg me, Nova.”

Fuck that. Gritting my teeth, I pushed around him. Practically flying from the bathroom, I snapped over my shoulder. “I’ll do it myself!”

Nothing in my wildest imagination could have prepared me for what happened next. The blue of Calix’s eyes darkened to black and then the water was abruptly turned off. Oh shit.

Without thinking or even caring about my nakedness, I ran for the door of the bedroom. My heart was in my throat and my legs were running a thousand miles a minute - or that’s what it felt like. Just as my hand closed around the knob, Calix caught me around the waist. Pulling my wet body against his, he lifted me under one arm. He was carrying me as though I were a misbehaving child who weighed nothing more than a feather. With a grunt, he threw me down onto the bed face first.

Not wasting any time, I instantly clambered to my hands and knees ready to crawl away from him. I’d never seen anyone get so angry so fast. Even when I’d tried to kill him, the man had retained some semblance of calm. Now, he was raging. I could hear his heavy breaths behind me as he clutched my ankle, tugging me back toward him.

I screamed. “Don’t touch me! Let me go!”

This only seemed to anger him further. He tugged me harder and I fell forward, lying on my belly while frantically trying to clutch hold of the lip of the mattress on the opposite side of the bed. If only I could reach it, I could pull myself away from him. The thought was delusional, but inspiring.

Large, calloused hands grasped my hips and then I was flipped around to lay on my back. Staring up at him sparked a new kind of terror inside me and I wondered briefly what kind of monster I’d awakened.

“Please,” I tried to bargain, but I don’t think he heard me. “Stop this.”

I tried to sit up but Calix pressed a flat hand against my chest, knocking me back against the mattress. I bounced and on my descent back down, Calix dropped his body down to mine. Covering me completely, I felt caged. Trapped beneath him, Calix glared down at me.

“If you ever find pleasure, it will be by my hand.” He growled threateningly.

I didn’t respond. Instead, I tried to fight him. Pushing my hands against his shoulders, I strained to lift him from me. I knew I wouldn’t succeed, but I tried regardless. Panic settled in my chest as Calix used my wiggling against him to settle himself closer against my body. Fear provoked another spike of adrenaline and I screamed again.

“Get off me!”

Calix caught my face in his hand and his grip was tight - almost painful. “Enough.”

Tears were leaking from the corner of my eyes now. Streaming over my temples they slid into my hair. “Please, I didn’t mean it.”

“Stop crying.” Calix commanded. “You have no reason to be acting this way.”

“Are you going to rape me?” I asked shakily, blinking up at him.

“Do you really think I would do that?” I could hear the offense in his voice and it burned me. In truth, I really didn’t think he would ever do something so horrid to me. I didn’t think he would scar me in such a way.

“No,” I was still crying - unable to stop. “I don’t.”

“Then why are you crying?” He demanded roughly.

“You were so angry.”

“Damn right I was.” He growled. “If you want release you take it from me - or you don’t get it.”

“But,”

“This isn’t up for discussion, Nova.” He was staring down at me through dark eyes. They weren’t the mesmeric blue I had grown to love so much. Instead, they were like the knight sky - and they were glittering with the light of a thousand stars. “Tell me you understand.”

“I understand.”

He sighed, looking almost lost. “Why do you fight me? Why do you insist on making this so difficult?”

“I,” I shook my head. “I’m afraid.”

“Of what?” He asked sincerely. With the weight of his body over mine, I should feel anything but secure - but that is exactly how I felt. I felt safe.

“You.”

He frowned. “Have I hurt you?”

“Not physically.”

He flinched. “I’ve hurt you mentally?”

“You took me from my family, Calix.”

He sighed, ignoring my reply. “Why are you afraid of me.”

“I don’t understand why I want you.”

“Because being with me feels good.” He said simply. Despite the ease of his answer, his reply was anything but simple. It was so freaking complex, thinking of it almost hurt my head.

“Being with you might feel good to my body, but every time I think of how good you feel against me - I’m consumed by guilt.”

“Why do you feel guilty?” He ground out the words. I knew he was growing frustrated, but I didn’t know what else to tell him. I was being honest. “You have nothing to feel guilty for.”

“I’m with you - so close to pleasure - while my family is terrified about what I might be going through. Do you understand what that knowledge is doing to me? It’s torturing me.”

“I told you I would let you contact them as soon as the marriage has been finalized.”

“That’s a week away!” I moaned. Why couldn’t he understand how difficult this was for me?

A coy grin turned the corners of his lips up. “So eager to marry me, huh?”

I felt my heart throb. “You’re joking about this?”

The play in his eyes dissipated. “No, Nova,” he shook his head. “I’m not.”

I closed my eyes, trying to blink away my frustration with him. “Sometimes, I don’t know what to say to you.”

“I’ll make you a deal,” he paused. “If you allow me to do anything to you - right now - without stopping me, I’ll consider allowing you to email your mother.”

My heart was pounding so hard in my chest, I felt certain it was moments from ripping me wide open beneath him. “I’m not - I’m not ready for sex.”

“I won’t penetrate you unless you ask me.” He compromised.

Slowly, I nodded. There was a part of me that felt as though I was sentencing myself to a life in the fiery pits of Hell for this - while the other part of me fluttered in anticipation for the heaven my body would surely soon find. I wished I could tell myself I was agreeing to this for the sole purpose of contacting my family - but I wasn’t. I was agreeing to this because no matter the guilt that thrived within my soul - I wanted him.

“Why?” I whispered. “Why are you doing this?”

“Because,” Calix hooked his hand around my thigh, lifting my leg over his backside as he moved to position himself snug against me. My entire body was thrumming with anticipation and trepidation. “I’ve wanted to possess you for years. This is the only way I know how to make you want me - like I want you.”

That was the most intimate and honest answer I had received from Calix yet. And I was having a difficult time processing it because of his consuming body pressing against mine.

Calix shifted, moving his hand between my legs. I was spread wide for him. Unable to close my legs with his large body between them, I was helpless against his touch. Slowly, he parted my pussy-lips before guiding his cock into my wetness. Feeling him move himself slowly over the length of my moist private area was hot. I was so wet for him that I could hear his movement against me.

He pulled his hips back, sliding his shaft against my clit before shifting back down. He repeated this motion against me until I felt as though I were about to explode with want. My nails dug into the skin of his back as I pressed him deeper into me - loving the feeling of his chest crushing against mine. His hips rocked against mine over and over again, but not once did he attempt to slide inside me.

“You’re seducing me,” I gasped the accusation half-heartedly.

He pulled his hips back again before sinking down, searing me with his hot flesh. I moaned against his lips and he replied. “I’m seducing your body because I’m not worthy of your heart - but worthy or not - if you give me the chance, I’ll steal it.”

At the gravelly emotion in the undertones of his words, I felt my eyes mist with tears. His response was completely fucked up and I wanted to make him believe, even though he was a monster, that he was worthy of my heart.

Before I could speak, Calix’s voice consumed the breathy silence. “But I know you, Nova. And I know that with enough persistence, I’ll have you right where I want you. If I seduce your body, your body will seduce your heart.”

God...could he be right?

The thought was short-lived as I said with conviction. “You are worth it, Calix.”

I wrapped both legs around his lean waist, lifting my hips to meet him thrust for thrust. I knew I shouldn’t be reacting this way to him - so brazenly - but I didn’t care. My mind and my body were so far apart - they didn’t even seem to exist in the same galaxy.

Pleasure exploded through my body as Calix moaned, crushing his mouth to mine. His tongue swirled around mine, licking and sucking as though determined to fuck me somehow. I had never done anything so blissfully erotic. But feeling Calix rub against me this way - I couldn’t help but want more. I wanted him inside me. I wanted him to consume me - to own me - to possess me.

And then I realized I was in love with him.

I was in love with my captor.


 

Chapter 21

Sometimes the darkest of hearts are the most blinding. Not because of their light, but because of their suffocating endlessness. The dark abyss of their possession claims you before you’re even aware of the capture.

It was too much. Every sense was strung high. My body and heart and mind had crashed in one massive, catastrophic collision. It was devastating. I’d been frantically trying to get my emotions all on one page - but now that they were - I was helpless against his seductions.

I was in love with Calix.

I could handle my bodily desire for him as my mind fought to reject him. I could handle the seduction of my senses and the play for my desire. But now that my heart was a pawn in his game - I didn’t think I could handle that. The loss would be overwhelming.

I needed to process this. I needed to get away from him. I needed time.

“Calix,” I stiffened beneath him, but he continued his seduction of my senses. It didn’t take long for my body to meet his once again, my desire winning out over the need to process my sudden feelings for my captor.

He caught my chin in his hand, guiding my mouth to his. “Let me in, love.”

His plea almost got me - almost. Damn, I wanted him inside me. I wanted to feel him owning me. But that was wrong. Somehow, somewhere in my being I knew that was wrong. I needed to figure out where my heart stood before I made any permanent decisions - like letting Calix inside me.

Until I was certain I was capable of weathering the consequences of loving him - I needed to take a step back. I needed to consider this. For my heart. For my soul.

“No,” I flattened my palms against his shoulders, pushing. “Stop!” The trembling that took over my body wasn’t conscious. It was panic in its purest, finest expression. It infected my blood and ripped through my system like disease. “Calix,”

Confusion pooled into the magnificent depths of his eyes as he stared down into my face. “What’s wrong?” He caught my face in his hands as I started to shake. “Shhh,”

“Calix, I need you to get up.” I pleaded through shaking tones. I could see he wanted to argue, but thankfully he didn’t.

Instead, he pulled me up into his arms. As though in a desperate attempt to comfort me, he pulled the top-sheet around my body. Cradling me in his arms, he rocked me slowly. Pressing tiny kisses all over my face, he cooed. “It’s okay, love. Everything’s okay.”

Through body-wracking breaths, I asked. “Can I please email my mom now?”

Calix stiffened beneath me. “No.”

“But,” I gasped. At a loss for what to say, I pulled myself from his arms. Surprisingly, he let me go. “You said if I,”

Calix cut me off. “I said if you allowed me to do anything I wanted. You didn’t. You stopped me before I was even getting started.”

“You promised,” I pleaded, pushing myself from the bed I stood with the sheet wrapped tightly around my body. “Please can I just,”

“I said no.”

“Why?” I demanded. My stomach felt so twisted up with nerves and confused feelings, I felt sick. “Why won’t you allow me to put their minds at ease?”

“Because I can’t!” Calix yelled and I flinched. He never yelled at me. I’d gotten him angry. Actually, I’d gotten him rip-roaring-mad.

Softly, I begged. “Why? Please tell me why I can’t contact them. Help me understand.”

“Do you love me, Nova?” Calix asked bluntly. His eyes were unmoving on my face, piercing my heart.

My mouth dropped. I’d only just realized the extent of my feelings for him. I couldn’t possibly admit such a thing to him - not now. Not yet. I had to analyze it first. I needed time.

I spoke quietly. “It’s been four days, Calix.”

It wasn’t exactly an answer to his question. It was more of an evasion - and he was usually so good and deciphering those. But rather than spot it for what it was, I watched his heart shatter.

Gruffly, he replied. “I know how long it’s been, Nova.”

His eyes pierced mine and I ached to retract my words. But he wouldn’t believe them now. If I were to tell him the truth - that I loved him - he would think they were spoken out of pity or manipulation. I couldn’t risk that. Instead, I said. “Will you please trust me enough to contact my mom?”

He sighed heavily. “It’s not you I don’t trust, love.”

“Then who?” I asked desperately. “Who don’t you trust?”

There was a long pause, and then he spoke. “Your father.”

I stiffened. Feeling my body grow numb, I tried to process his words. I couldn’t. “My father?”

“Yes, your father.”

I sputtered. “I barely know the man. He works in the army and rarely comes home. We’re lucky if we see him twice a year.”

Calix pursed his lips and when he spoke his eyes were hard. “Your father is a Navy SEAL.”

I blinked. “No, he isn’t.”

“Yes, he is.”

I shook my head. “Well, obviously I don’t know the man at all.” My mind was reeling with this new information. Why would my father have kept this from his family - if it were even true? “Regardless,” I sighed. “What does my father have to do with my contacting my mom?” I added as an afterthought. “I doubt he even knows I’m missing.”

Calix chuckled. “He knows, Nova.”

The way he spoke with such certainty made me tremble inside. “Why do you say that?”

“Because your father is the reason I took you.” I watched numbly as he lifted himself from the bed. He crossed the floor to stand directly in front of me and when he brought his hand to my face to cup my cheek, I didn’t pull away from him. Then, he slid his hand to cup the back of my neck, tilting my face up to meet his. “I just never expected to want you like this - so uncontrollably.”

His words were a tingle in the pit of my stomach. “How is my father the reason for you abducting me?”

“Revenge, Nova.”

He spoke so simply. I felt like I should understand, but I didn’t. This didn’t make any sense.

“You abducted me to take revenge on my father. For what?” I asked dumbly. I was stunned. How could this have happened? And to me!

How could the man I’m in love with be using me for revenge? It just - I couldn’t wrap my mind around it. My heart throbbed and my palms sweat but I couldn’t seem to move away from him.

“Why, Calix?” I asked again. “What did my father do to make you do this to me?”

Calix’s blue eyes hardened to ebony orbs. “Your father murdered my parents.”

Ice filled my veins as I tried to comprehend his words. No. No, it couldn’t be possible. My father would never murder someone. Surly he had the wrong person. Surely this was a mistake. He had to be wrong. He just had to be.

My eyes flickered up to meet Calix’s and at the cemented pain in them I felt my world crashing down around me. My head throbbed and my vision blurred as dizziness claimed me. And then my world turned black.
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