Chapter Seven

Riley took stock of his situation. He remembered being at a table, Max had just set a bloody steak in front of him and then everything went black. Now, he was once again naked and in another strange room.

“Okay, so I’m in a bathroom?” He said under his breath, “Where the hell are my clothes?” How did he keep winding up naked?

Had he been drugged?

That was it, there wasn’t any other explanation. How else could he explain this situation? Riley turned off the shower and looked for something to cover himself up with. He found

a white towel hanging on the back of the door and wrapped it around his waist. He peeked out into the adjoining bedroom and saw Max spread out on a bed, lying on his stomach with his ass in the air.

Riley felt a surge of rage as he glared at the tiger. It took everything in him to not run out there and tear out his throat. Riley was certain that Max hadn’t taken advantage of him while blacked out. He would have known if Max fucked him, he would still be feeling it if that had happened.

He needed to keep playing it cool, at least until he was certain of a way to escape the island. Riley took several deep breathes then he left the bathroom.

Riley saw Max’s tail flick in the air playfully as soon as he laid eyes on him. The tiger purred, “Looking mighty fine, Dion.”

Fucking Dion again? Riley forced a smile and looked for his clothes, “Shower helped, I

guess.”

Max rolled off the bed, his cock dangling semi-erect between his legs. “I can’t stop thinking about how you made me come, twice now.”

Twice? Riley saw the scratch on Max’s chest and felt light-headed, that wasn’t there before. How could he have made Max come when he wasn’t even conscious? Unless Max was jerking off to Riley when he was passed out, the thought made him sick.

He had to get out of the bedroom, “Where did I put my clothes?”

Max put his hands on Riley’s shoulder, “They should be back in the kitchen where we left them. Do you really need them though? You’ll just end up taking them off again anyways.”

Riley cringed and stepped away from Max. He went into the kitchen and found his clothes in a pile on the floor. His jaw dropped at the state of his shirt, it was in tatters.

He pulled up his pants, zipped his hoodie up over his chest, and tossed his shirt into a nearby garbage bin. Max emerged from the bedroom, he was wearing a pair of mesh briefs and a matching black tank-top.

“You’re a funny one,” He said brushing past Riley.

“What does that mean?” Riley swallowed.

“I mean, you act all sexy one minute and then the next it’s like you’re ashamed of your body. What happened to the guy who let me rip the very shirt off his back?” Max leaned against the table and stared at Riley.

That wasn’t me, Riley thought, no chance. “I just felt like getting dressed, that’s all. I don’t think it’s that strange.”

“Or,” Max reached out his hand and placed it on the tip of Riley’s hoodie zipper, he started to pull down, revealing the upper patch of his chest fur, “Or, you just like me taking your clothes off.”

Riley pulled away, Max growled playfully.

“Should I start the hunt now then?” Max licked his lips.

Riley couldn’t take it anymore, “Okay, you need to back the fuck off!” “Oh, playing at being ‘Riley’ again are we?” Max raised an eyebrow.

“I’m not play at anything; I’m Riley not this Dion, whoever the fuck that is!”

Max glanced at his claws, “You know I find this sort of play sexy but maybe we can try changing it up a little? How about this, you pretend I’m my brother, Micah, and you can do whatever you did to him that night in the hotel, to a point that is,” He chuckled and his face darkened.

Riley gasped, how could he have forgotten about Micah? This cottage, it was Micah’s not Max’s. He remembered their date and going back to Micah’s hotel but nothing after. Riley chest started to hurt and he clutched his arm tightly. “Micah…is your brother?”

Max laughed, “Oh shit, don’t tell me you forgot about him already? That’s pretty cold Dion or should I call you ‘Riley’ now?”

“I-I can’t remember.”

“I don’t blame you,” Max purred, “I mean, why dwell on him when you have his much more attractive brother to play with?”

Riley wanted to run but where to? He was still trapped on this island; he needed to get off it. He needed to get back to Micah. “Listen to me, Max, I don’t know how I got here and I’m not fucking around, I seriously don’t know what’s happening!”

Max was silent for a moment and then lunged at Riley. He snarled and grabbed hold of the fur on the back of Riley’s head, forcing him to the floor. “Say I believed you, let’s just pretend I actually bought that bullshit you just fed me, what then? I’m still going to punish you because you deserve it and because you want me to punish you!”

Riley tried to struggle but when Max put his mind and his full strength behind his actions he was impossible to overpower. “Get the hell off me!”

Max lowered his face towards Riley’s and inhaled deeply, “That scent, that desperate fucking scent makes me so hot.”

Riley could feel Max’s cock stiffen against his jeans, “I haven’t done anything wrong, please. Just let me go,” He pleaded.

Max licked the side of Riley’s face and whispered, “Not a fucking chance.”

He hoisted Riley to his feet and proceeded to throw him into the living room over a sofa. Max grabbed hold of Riley’s waist and pulled his jeans off along with his briefs. The tiger sneered, “Told you getting dressed would be useless.”

Riley tried to kick at him but Max pressed the wolf down into the sofa, Riley snapped at him, “Listen to me, I’m not fucking around here!”

Then Riley felt it. The tip of Max’s cock pressing into his ass, he was going to try and fuck him. “You deserve this. You know you do, Dion.”

Riley’s heart beat furiously as he prepared for what was about to happen. He couldn’t stop it. Max wasn’t going to stop. He braced himself, he would endure this. He had to.

“Micah,” Riley whimpered, shutting his eyes.

Then, Max stopped and dismounted. Riley opened his eyes and glanced up at the tiger. Max spat on him and growled, “You have some fucking nerve, saying his name.”

Riley slowly got off the couch, watching Max storm back to the bedroom, slamming the door behind him. Riley reached for his jeans and pulled them back up.

He sat there alone, unwilling to move and reluctant to do anything at all. He tried to lower his heart rate; the reality of what could have happened to him hit all at once. Riley gripped his head and screamed.

Then, there was silence.

Max emerged from his room after an hour to find Riley still on the couch. The sun had set and the moon was shrouded by dark clouds, the wind howled outside the cottage and Riley prepared for the worst. The tiger was fully clothed, wearing a pair of white dress pants and a navy turtle-neck. Riley didn’t stir nor did he say anything as the tiger approached him.

Max sighed, “That was wrong, what I did.”

Riley raised his eyes towards him. They felt so heavy, “What?” “May I?” Max said motioning to the space beside Riley on the couch. Riley shifted over and Max took a seat, Riley tensed up, “Is this a trick?”

“No trick,” Max took a deep breath. “Before I go any further, I need you to tell me something.”

“I’ll try.”

“Do you know why you’re here, really?” Max locked his emerald eyes on the wolf. Riley was quiet, how was he going to answer him when he didn’t even know why he was

on this island? He swallowed, “I don’t, Max. I honestly can’t tell you why I’m here.” Max gripped his hands together, “And if I said I didn’t believe you?”

“I don’t know what to say, I can’t answer you, Max.”

Max stood up and paced in front of Riley, “See, part of me believes that you could be so fucked up that you actually believe that.”

“And the other part?”

Max stopped, “The other part of me wants to see you suffer terribly.” Riley inhaled deeply, “What…did I do?”

Max got down on his knees in front of Riley and placed a hand on his lap. Riley flinched but didn’t push him away, Max stared into the wolf’s eyes, “I do, however, owe you an immense debt, one that can’t easily be ignored.”

Fuck, Riley thought, one more thing I can’t remember. “Where does that leave me?”

Max sighed, “Where do you think?”

“You aren’t going to let me go, are you?”

Max shook his head, “Never. Not when I know that some part of you wants to be here, to be with me.”

Riley’s head started to ache, he placed his hand on his forehead and winced, “That…can’t be true.”

“I’ll say this however, until I see that part of you, that aspect of yourself that craved my punishment, I swear that I won’t force anything on you, I promise.”

Was that supposed to make me feel better? Riley felt another prang of pain surge through his skull. He could help but cry out and then he blacked out once more.

Max caught his body as he fell forward, “What’s wrong?”

The wolf placed a hand on Max’s shoulder and squeezed, “Nothing, everything is just peachy,” Dion smirked as Max’s face contorted with twisted delight.

