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Chapter One
Lindy entered the mall through one of the service entrances. Her new uniform was itchy against her skin, and the flashlight on her belt banged against her thigh with every step. She walked down the service hallways until she came to the main control room. Lindy pressed the button for service and waved at the camera.
The door opened with a loud click. She pulled open the heavy, metal door and stepped into the room. Monitors covered one wall above a long desk. The evening security guard, Frank, sat at the desk, sipping from a coffee mug. He glanced over his shoulder at her and smiled.
“Lindy! It’s your show tonight. Nervous?”
Lindy set her bag down and closed the door. “Not at all.”
“Good, good,” Frank said jovially. “Well, the mall should be closing in an hour. Just watch the monitors and do your hourly rounds. You should be fine.”
“Okay.”
“Just like we practiced all last week,” Frank pressed.
Lindy nodded. “Got it.”
She knew he was nervous to leave her alone on the job. She was not supposed to be doing the rounds alone for another two weeks, but his wife’s surgery had been moved up a month. He had to be there. 
“I’m fine, Frank. Really.”
Frank nodded and glanced back at the monitors. “It’s been quiet today, so I don’t expect any problems.”
“Good.”
“Are you sure this is okay with you? I can call in Bob.” Frank gave her a worried frown. “It’s no trouble.”
“Bob’s on vacation, Frank. I can handle this.”
“Alright, then.” Frank stood from his chair. “I’ll just leave you to it.”
Lindy looked over the monitors as he gathered his things and moved toward the door. He paused when he reached the door, glancing back at her.
“Call me if you have any trouble.”
“I will,” Lindy reassured him.
When he finally left, she relocked the door and settled into the chair at the desk. The monitors showed the Saturday crowds thinning to a trickle, as the minutes until closing ticked down. Lindy pulled the bottle of water from her bag and sipped at it, as she watched the halls empty.
Finally, the gates started going down, the stores closing for the day. Lindy scanned the monitors as the views changed. One by one, the stores went dark. Half an hour later, the last of the cars left. Her sedan looked lonely out in the huge empty lot. 
Lindy spun her chair and hopped up to start her rounds. She had to walk the outside perimeter, all the service halls, and double check all of the mall restrooms. The employees would have checked the individual store restrooms before they left.
Lindy locked up the office and walked purposefully down the hall. She decided to do all of her outside work first. After slipping out one of the service doors, she did a quick walk around of the building, shining her flashlight in the bushes and scanning the surrounding parking lot. Nothing moved. 
She unlocked the same service door and walked through to the mall proper. There was something eerie about such a large, empty building. Her footsteps were loud in the silence, echoing off the high ceiling. Every time she passed a department store window display, she did a double take. 
From the corner of her eye, she always thought the mannequins were people. Lindy laughed at herself. She walked up to the front window of a big and tall men’s store and looked over the mannequins. Most of them were obviously fake, but one actually looked like an actual man. 
The mannequin appeared to be staring at her. She shook her head at herself and looked past the six figures to peer into the darkness of the store. Everything appeared to be fine. She gave the realistic mannequin a final glance and walked on to the next store. 
Lindy checked all of the restrooms on both floors and peeked in every store window, before she returned to the control room. The clock on the wall said she was a quarter of the way through her twelve hour shift. The morning security guards would be in at six to relieve her. 
She pulled a snack bag full of cheese crackers from her duffle and sat at the desk. The monitors flipped from camera to camera, as she mechanically chewed. Suddenly, something jerked her from her dazed staring. She leaned forward in her chair, waiting for the same camera feed to come around again.
When it did, Lindy dropped her crackers. One of the mannequins was missing from the window of the big and tall store. She quickly counted again to be sure. Five. There should be six. She was out of her chair before the monitor could switch to the next camera. 
If something fell and broke while she was working, she would most assuredly be blamed. They would say she bumped it. Lindy rushed from the control room with her keys in hand. She just had to set the mannequin back up, dust it off, and no one needed to know it had fallen. 
She jogged across the dark food court toward the store. Sure enough, there was one mannequin less than there had been. The realistic one was missing. As she came closer to the window, she frowned in confusion. She did not see it anywhere.
Lindy pressed her face to the window to squint into the shadows of the store. If it had just fallen, it should be on the floor. There was nothing. It was just gone. Lindy hurried over to the gate and knelt to unlock it. 
Did one of the store employees come back in to play a prank on her? She rolled up the gate far enough to roll underneath. The store was dark, full of the shadows of other mannequins and clothing racks. She rose to her feet and looked over at the window display. 
None of the other mannequins appeared to have been touched. Why would someone just move one of them? It was not a very good prank. Lindy sighed and marched further into the store. 
“Hello?” she called. “I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but you should not be in here after hours!”
No one answered, but she did not really expect them to. There were only so many places to hide. They were either in the storeroom or the service hallway. Or already gone and they had just left the mannequin somewhere silly. Lindy rolled her eyes at the immaturity of some people. 
She shoved at the hallway door, but it was still securely locked. Odd. The regular employees did not have the keys, they just locked the door behind them when they left. Unless a manager had broken in to prank her, she was dealing with someone other than a store employee. Lindy slowly turned toward the door to the storeroom. 
Chapter Two
She slid her flashlight from her belt as she moved toward it. It would not give her much protection, but it was better than nothing. It was probably teenagers, she told herself. Lindy tightened her grip on the flashlight and reached out to open the door. 
The storeroom was pitch black. She switched on her flashlight and swept it around the large storage space. Nothing moved and there was no sign of anyone. She started to take a step forward when the store’s security gate slammed down. Lindy spun to look and smashed the flashlight into the door frame. 
The light immediately went out and her flashlight skittered away into the dark room. She cursed under her breath. There was nothing at the gate but plain old gravity, and now she had to find her flashlight. She stepped into the storeroom, fumbling for the light switch. 
Her hand found it at the same time her shoe crunched down on something. Lindy flipped the switch. Nothing happened. She took another step forward and more of the stuff crunched under her foot. What the heck? Was that glass?
She stumbled into a table and gripped the edge to keep from falling. Why would the floor be covered in glass? Were the overhead lights broken? The rectangle of light from the doorway began to shrink as the door slowly swung closed. Lindy hurried toward it just as it slammed. 
She heard the telltale sound of the lock being flipped. She was not alone in the room. Lindy backed away, using her hands to navigate the end of the table. She heard the scuff of a shoe on the concrete floor to her left. She jerked toward it. 
“Hello?” she called.
A cold, hard hand seized her throat. Before she could scream, it shoved her hard. Lindy tumbled backwards into what felt like a net. Her hands tangled in it as she thrashed to get away from the approaching footsteps. A harsh grip seized one of her ankles and jerked. 
Lindy screamed, kicking out with her other leg. Her shin banged into what felt like rock and pain exploded down her leg. 
“Let me go!” she yelled. “Who are you?”
Her attacker remained silent, but there was a loud rip. Lindy felt her pants become looser as the fabric tore. She tried to scream again, but what felt like tape sealed her mouth. Lindy jerked at the net, frantically trying to free her hands. 
She shook her head wildly, as the rest of her pants were tugged from her struggling body. Hands too cold to be human, seized her hips and flipped her over onto her front. Lindy screamed as loud as the tape would let her. What was touching her? It was not a person, there was no way. 
The waistband of her panties snapped with one hard tug from the hands, and Lindy shrieked as a large, cold finger prodded between her thighs. She struggled to close her legs. Hands harshly grabbed her tender inner thighs and shoved her legs open. Lindy sobbed in terror as the finger returned to press determinedly at her virgin entrance. 
The smooth, inhuman texture of it slid into her, feeling strangely good inside the heat of her body. Lindy went still at the unfamiliar sensation of being touched there. The finger slide out of her slowly and pressed to her virgin pucker. She gasped. Not there!
The finger breached her tight back entrance, as she cried out into her gag. The untouched entrance screamed, fluttering in panic as the finger shoved deeper. She had no time to adjust to the burn, before a second finger shoved into her. Lindy screamed, struggling to escape. 
A hand tangled in her hair, as the two fingers drew back and thrust in hard. She jerked helplessly at the net and sobbed. It hurt, but the more the fingers stroked into her, the more the ache of it faded into a raw pleasure. Lindy slowly started to rock her hips back into the sensation.
The hand in her hair pulled tight, jerking her head back painfully. Something about it made her virgin pussy clench in pleasure. She moaned. A third finger pushed into her back passage, forcing her open wider. Lindy let out a high-pitched whine.
Suddenly, the fingers slipped out of her and something frigidly cold pressed against her sore pucker. She sucked in a panicked breath through her nose, as she realized what it was. Her flashlight. The blunt handle pressed hard against her tiny pucker, until her body could not resist anymore. 
The thick handle of her flashlight, covered in something slick, popped through the small opening. Lindy screamed over and over, as it slid deep inside her. It was so thick and so cold, it felt like it was freezing her from the inside out. The hand in her hair jerked hard enough to make tears fall from her eyes. 
When the flashlight was all the way inside her, she collapsed to the concrete floor, moaning weakly. Her back passage ached and her pussy throbbed in time with her pounding heart. She could feel her wetness running down her thighs, her clit tingling. 
A cold fingertip traced around her sore, stretched back entrance. Her passage clamped down on the flashlight and she sobbed. She was so full. It was a strange blend of pain and pleasure, and her body was not sure how to respond. Her mind was equally confused. 
Chapter Three
The facts told her something impossible, that it was the mannequin from the window that was slowly taking her apart. A cold hand spread her cheeks and the flashlight twisted inside her. Lindy choked on a gasp, her back passage twitching and clenching at the odd pleasure of it. After twisting the flashlight back the other way, the mannequin’s fingers slid down to stroke over her throbbing clit.
Lindy whimpered at the sudden punch of pleasure. Her hips jerked into it and her back passage clamped down on the cold thickness inside her. Two fingers lightly grasped her sensitive clit and began to squeeze. The pleasure swiftly turned to agony and Lindy screamed. 
The pressure abruptly disappeared and the fingers rubbed insistently. Her swollen nub twitched and throbbed, as the agony turned to ecstasy. Lindy sucked in air through her nose, crying out and jerking her hips uncontrollably. The pleasure grew until she squeezed her eyes closed and came, sobbing and crying through her climax. 
The cold fingers pinched her sore clit teasingly and slid down to her soaked entrance. Two fingers abruptly thrust into her virgin pussy, squelching in her wetness. They pumped in and out of her several times as she moaned. She was sopping wet from the mannequin’s brutal attention.
Her face was wet with tears, but she could not stop moaning. Lindy stared blearily into the darkness, as the mannequin finger fucked her virgin pussy. Her body stretched around three fingers, aching but thrumming in pleasure. The fingers pumped into her three times before they vanished. A moment later, the flashlight twisted in her back passage. 
Lindy cried out, as the mannequin pulled the thick metal most of the way out only to shove it back in. Her inner muscles fluttered and she thrashed in the net. Oh, God! It burned so good. Whining and moaning, her pussy clenched and she came again. The mannequin jerked the flashlight from her still spasming body and she heard it clatter to the floor. 
With a large, inhuman hand on her hip and the other fisted in her hair, the mannequin jerked her back onto his cold, hard cock. Lindy wailed behind the tape, shuddering in combined pain and pleasure as her back passage was assaulted. Her scalp burned from the harsh grip and she knew she would have bruises on her skin, but her pussy was fluttering in ecstasy.
The mannequin’s rock hard hips slammed against her ass over and over as he rammed into her back passage. Lindy clawed at the floor and cried. The brutal fucking went on and on, driving her toward another climax. Her whole body felt like it was on fire.
The mannequin suddenly jerked out of her and speared into her virgin pussy. Lindy wailed long and loud, shivering uncontrollably as the hard, unrelenting thrusts continued. The mannequin’s huge cock slammed into a spot deep inside her, sending jolts of gut-wrenching pleasure through her body. 
She whined behind the tape, wordlessly begging for more. She needed it harder. A particularly brutal thrust made her whole body seize and she shook through a devastating orgasm. Her overworked body trembled. The mannequin pulled out of her fluttering pussy to shove back into her back entrance. 
Lindy arched her back, crying out in shock. A harsh slap to her ass made her passage clamp down and she shrieked. The mannequin plunged in and out of her tight pucker, pulling all the way out each time to slide its cock through the soaked mess of her pussy.
It was so filthy and horrible and wrong. Lindy cried, even as she craved more. She could not understand why or how the mannequin could be doing this to her. It defied all logic, but it was happening. The inhuman thing was destroying her and remaking her into something else.
She moaned in agonized pleasure, as the huge cock returned to her sopping wet pussy and shoved back in. It went back and forth for what felt like hours, wrenching screams from her. Its fingers rubbed and pinched at her clit, as it fucked her. Sometimes ripping orgasms from her, sometimes making her scream for mercy.
When it finally released her, she was a limp, useless thing on the floor. She laid there for several minutes, her body trembling from overuse and aftershocks of pleasure. Lindy slowly pushed herself up on her hands and knees and gasped as every muscle in her body cried out at once. 
She grit her teeth and slowly detangled herself from the netting. She could feel the mannequin watching her in the darkness. Its presence felt malicious, but darkly seductive. Lindy struggled to her feet and peeled the tape from her mouth. 
“Ouch,” she whispered.
After so long without being able to talk, it felt odd to speak in the mannequin’s presence. Lindy stumbled forward with her arms out in front of her. Her shirt and bra were still intact, but her panties were missing and her pants were ripped beyond repair. Her back passage and pussy clenched at the same time and she gasped in pain.
Without the pleasure to balance it out, her body was one big raw nerve. She finally reached the far wall and groped for the door. Once she found the knob, she jerked the door open and looked around. The mall was still deserted outside the store window. 
Lindy staggered toward the front of the store. A display table full of watches told her only two hours had passed. She still had more than half of her shift left. She leaned heavily on the table. Seven hours trapped in the mall with a sadistic mannequin.
A hand landed heavily on her shoulder. Lindy’s bottom lip trembled, even as she leaned back into the mannequin’s inhuman body. Its hands cupped her breasts and gently rubbed until it found her nipples. Lindy screamed and arched her back as it pinched the tender nubs cruelly.
She sobbed, as it bent her over a table and grabbed her hips. The first thrust into her back passage burned like fire. She cried out over and over, spreading her legs wider, as it fucked her brutally. The rough treatment made her pussy throb in anticipation. 
The mannequin slapped her ass hard enough to bruise and Lindy came. Her knees buckling, she pressed her face into the neatly folded t-shirts and wailed. The mannequin pulled out to slam into her dripping pussy. Her juices gushed down her thighs as the store filled with the wet sound of her arousal. 
The mannequin pinched her nipples until she whined, before lowering its hand between her thighs to rub hard at her clit. Her body snapped tight, as another orgasm was ripped from her. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream, her pussy clamping down on the still thrusting cock. The pleasure went on for hours. 
When there was only an hour left in her shift, the mannequin abruptly pulled out of her and stepped away. Lindy weakly lifted her head to watch it nonchalantly straighten its clothes and walk back to the window. Once it was in place, it froze as if it had never moved.
Lindy stared open-mouthed. It was just going to pretend nothing had happened? She slowly looked around. Aside from some rumpled t-shirts and broken lights, there was no evidence anything had happened. She could easily wipe the video feed from the store. No one would ever be the wiser.
She pushed herself up from the table and took a wobbly step toward the front of the store. Her keys! Lindy slowly made her way into the storeroom and used the light from the open door to locate her keys and flashlight. The light felt heavier in her hand now that she knew how it felt inside her. 
She hung it on her belt with a trembling hand. She found the scraps of her panties under the table with most of her pants. Lindy stuffed them into a trash bag and tugged on a pair of the smallest sweatpants she could find. After sweeping up the glass, she hurried out of the store. 
As she passed the display window, she paused. The mannequin’s head was turned and it was staring directly at her. A combination of anticipation and foreboding made her stomach flutter. She was working the same extra-long shifts until Frank returned in three weeks. 
She had a feeling the mannequin could get out of the store if it really wanted to. It would be in her best interest not to make come looking for her. Lindy could only imagine the punishment for running away. She shivered, her pussy dripping onto the sweatpants. 
In her mind, she saw the mannequin pressing her face down over the desk in the control room and brutally fucking her, making her scream in ecstasy as it destroyed her body again and again. Lindy gasped and stumbled back a few steps. She swore she saw the mannequin’s eyes glow red.
Trembling, Lindy turned and ran. It would not save her from what was coming. In less than thirteen hours, she would again belong to the mannequin. 
Would you like Amazon to notify you when Adrian releases a hot new title? Just click here to go to Adrian’s Amazon page and hit FOLLOW.
Other Titles by Adrian Blue
 
The Demon’s Desire
Lexi is innocent in body, but the demon inside her is anything but. After being stuck with the demon, Rameal, for months, she needs a break. Unfortunately, the demon is possessive and corrupting innocence is in his nature. So, what happens when the demon possesses a handsome stranger? Will Lexi resist him, or will she let him take her in every way he can?
Taken by the Swamp
If you go out in the swamp tonight, you're in for a big surprise. When Kalie ran away into the swamp, she never imagined the stories could be true. There could not be a sharp-toothed, tentacled monster just a few miles from her home. But when she gets lost in the swamp, she finds out all the legends were true. There is a swamp creature, and it is searching for someone to carry its brood.
Taken by the Swamp: The Next Batch
What goes up, must come down. And what goes in, must come out. After two months of carrying the swamp monster's pods, Kalie is finally ready to deliver. In ecstasy. And then begin the whole cycle again.
Lust of the Deep
Beth, a marine biologist with a passion for sea creatures, is on an expedition to find a pod of bottlenose dolphins when her boat is overtaken by a storm. She is thrown overboard and wakes on what she thinks is a deserted island. But she is definitely not alone there. It quickly becomes obvious that the island's tentacle monster inhabitants have something very special in mind for her.
Sacrifice of Innocence
When Lira is chosen as the village's annual sacrifice, she is sure it means she will be killed. In her innocence, Lira can't imagine what else it could mean when the villagers say the snake god will devour her. But the other sacrifices are alive and well when she arrives at the temple, and they are being enthusiastically devoured by the god's servants.
The Fertile Colony
When space raider, Mina, goes exploring alone on an uncharted planet, she doesn't expect to find much more than some abandoned equipment. In fact, the planet seems to be barren of most animal life. But when she falls down a tunnel and is trapped in an underground chamber, she realizes maybe there is a reason the planet is uncharted. The apex predators horrifying and far too friendly.
Return to the Fertile Colony
Mina has spent a year craving what she experienced in the subterranean chamber, and now it is time to return. The dance will begin again and Mina will be forced to give into the hundreds of waiting suitors. The colony needs their queen.
The Robot Brood
The robot uprising has happened. Humans lost. But when the robots come to conquer the humans, it's only the men who are in danger. The women are kept safe. Because it's not their blood the robots need. The hybrid program needs women to carry and feed their young.
Fertile for her Alien
Alone in the desert, Becca is unaware of the aliens watching her from above while she satisfies herself. Before the aftershocks have fully faded, she finds herself being taken up into the alien craft. The purpose may be simple, the feeding of their young and carrying of their eggs, but the method is anything but. Once they have her in their clutches, they want to push her to the edge and beyond it. And they want more, and more, and more...
Taken by the Dragon
Kara had come looking for the abandoned gold of a long-dead dragon. What she found was a dragon looking to add her to its hoard. If, that is, she can take everything it has to give. And it has a lot to give.
Taken by the Troll
Sammy is backpacking through an untouched part of the forest when she comes upon an old bridge. And it's guardian. When he finds out she is as untouched as the forest, he takes it upon himself to show her what she has been missing. Repeatedly.
The Mating Hunt Trilogy
* Taken by the Alpha Bears
Shy Janet has avoided putting herself out there for years, but when the invitation to the annual mating hunt arrives, she has no choice but to attend. She doesn't expect to find her Alpha mates before the hunt even starts. Or rather they find her, and they are determined to have her right away.
* Taken by the Alpha Wolves
Susan and her friends came to The Hunt to find their Alpha mates. She hoped to be mated and marked at the Hunt Lodge, like her friend Janet, but she finds herself running through the dark forest instead. As the howls rise around her and two Alphas close in, will she keep running? Or let them catch her and show her what Alphas are made of?
* Taken by the Alpha Tigers
Outgoing Lauren has always secretly longed for what her parents have: a long, happy mating. When the annual Hunt comes around, she sees it as her chance to finally find her happily ever after. What she doesn't plan, is the hours of wandering through the woods in little more than an over-sized t-shirt. Will the year be a bust? Maybe not, if the Alphas she's spying on have their way.
 
 
SEE ADRIAN BLUE’S AMAZON PAGE FOR MORE HOT TITLES!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
OEBPS/Cover.jpg





