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BLURB
Raven - I am broken
Remy - I am an asshole
Matthew - I am obsessed
DISCLAIMER: This is just a little something I did to clear my head…it probably has a
few (a lot!) of mistakes but it was just something I wrote and wanted to share with
you off the cuff on my blog…If you enjoyed this Bitter Rapture teaser and want to
find out what happens to Raven, Remy, and Matthew in And So She Waited (it's
edited I promise!) you can find the links at the end of the short!
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The dark red of my blood as it pools against my fair skin always seems to instantly
calm me. For the first time in what feels like days I feel…something. What exactly I'm
not sure but a longing stirs ever so slightly inside me. I was meant for greatness. Or so
everyone always says. I must be all that is perfect in the world at all times. There is no
room for mistakes. It is exhausting…to be me. The girl who will turn the world of ballet
on its heels…the best of the best. The day I was conceived my life was planned for me. I
have no say…I've never had a say. Maybe that's why the sharp edge of the blade against
my skin is like a soothing balm to me. The taboo of it calling to me so seductively I
couldn't help but answer its call.
I AM DAMAGED.
I AM ASHAMED.
I CANNOT FIND THE STRENGTH TO STOP.
I push myself pass the point of pain.
Sorrow.
Regret.
These are but words to me now. They have no place within me. I am meant for
greatness. It's been so long since I've felt anything. I no longer remember unless it's a
thinly sliced line in my thigh. My shame is permanently etched into my flesh…even
when it heals the lingering doubts hold steadfast. I can feel the scars just beneath the
surface. I fear nothing will take the pain away…nothing will control the slow burn
growing inside me until there is no course left but to consume me. Ballet used to be my
barrier in this storm but it is no longer a beacon in my darkest hours but a shackle. What

should have been a safe haven is now a tomb I'm meant to work in until I have nothing
left.
I'm to give until there is no more of me…all while sacrificing every other part of me.
All to be the best. The elite. Ballet has become my drug of choice. My obsession. I live
and breathe it day and night. It's all I'm permitted to think about…but what about what I
want? My body is not my own but a tool for those who'd wish to own me. To tell me
what I can and can't do with my body. As if it were theirs and not mine. For too long I've
lingered in the shadows. For too long I've let what others want control me. I need a way
out…there must be a way out of this hell I've been forced to reside it. From the outside
you'd think me in a palace but if only you saw my truths. If only all the pretty little scars
I've collected on the inside showed on the outside as well.
But no one sees me. All they see is Raven…the next prima ballerina. No one sees
Raven…the girl who is broken. The girl who wears a smile even though she's screaming
on the inside. Ballet used to be my outlet but now it's just a crutch…one I fear I'll only be
free of in death. My love for the craft is tainted…unclean. I fear I have nothing left to
give to anyone else. I have no one to confide my uncertainties to. I have no lodestone to
share my burden.
I thought I had someone but he doesn't see me…not really. He sees what everyone else
sees when they look at me…my potential. I'm but a trophy to collect and sit upon a shelf
to admire. No one takes me seriously. I'm expected to be something I'm not…something I
don't want to be. The pounding in my heart is almost my undoing. Just one more
cut…that is the lie I keep telling myself.

I rev the engine of my newest toy. It wasn't exactly what I wanted but for now it
would do. It will serve to attract new pussy to me even though I don't really need the
help. They flock to me like a narcissist to their reflection. They can't help but to stare.
And that's how it's been for me with the ladies for as long as I could remember. Whether
it was my name, money, or looks, they all wanted me and I wasn't very selective. I gave
them all a taste…but only just the one. But the dance was getting old and I needed a new
tune to move my feet to. I needed someone to feel…love? For me? No that couldn't be it.
I didn't even know what the emotion was. My parents certainly didn't know how to show
it, so therefore I'd never learned it either.
I could fake it probably…if I had to. But I was always up front with the chicks I
banged. It was never anything serious. Just a way to get my dick wet. I made sure they
enjoyed it. I wasn't a complete asshole…mostly. I just didn't care that much about other
people's feelings. If it wasn't benefiting me what was the point really. Luckily, I only had
one year of high school left then I could move on to college girls. My menu was about to
get new selections to it and I couldn't wait. I was tired of the same old stale girls. They
were all the same. I needed new blood. Preferable some virgins. I always enjoyed
breaking them in…being the first. It was even better if they were innocent in all things
sex related. There was something exhilarating about being a woman's first…everything.
Getting to experience every emotion that came along with it. And if you did it right…you
could get under their skin just enough to fuck them up for any that came after you.
That was what I lived for…every sound.
Every touch.
Every face.

Every shutter.
It was me that took them to a place every man after me would try to get them to return
for years to come. I'd be an ingrained part of them even if they didn't realize it at first. I
get a sick, twisted pleasure from knowing it was I who ruined them. Knowing a part of
them loved me and I would never love them back. None of these girls mean anything to
me. They are just disposable things. Only meant to be used and discarded. Love is not in
my future. I am not capable of such emotions but fucking I can do. I have no limits…I
enjoy it all. Mostly I want their submission. I want to own them in that one moment…
brand them.
Destroy them.
Dominate them.
Rapture them completely.
I am all in that moment. The only thing that matters and for awhile my demons are
quiet. They retreat into that place inside me where I can do no harm. But they always
come out to play again…and each time it takes more and more to coax them into
retreating. One day I fear they will be all that's left of me. A monster incapable of
warmth… caring. A husk of a man going through the motions. One day I may not even
be able to look at myself in the mirror. But today is not that day. Today I am carefree and
vain. I'm on the prowl for a taste of something exotic and my appetite won't be curbed
until I have it. It being some girl's extremely long legs wrapped around my waist as I
drive myself inside her to the brink of madness…retreating until only the tip remains and
slamming back inside her as she attempts to scream my name around the hand I wrap
firmly around her throat.
The rougher the better. I enjoy leaving my mark for all to see. If I could I'd place some
sort of trinket on them all to remind everyone they belonged to me first. A symbol to
every other man that they were now playing with my unwanted toys. But I
refrain…sometimes I can control the monster. However, how long do I have left before
the monster controls me?

I loved her. From the moment our eyes met…I saw our life together. It is a slow
seduction I aiming for. It is inevitable. We are meant to be together. She is all that is pure
and good. She is the light in my darkest hours. I will make her mine. Nothing and no one
will stand in the way. Every part of her calls to me. My heart beats in sync with hers…we
were meant to be. For eternity our love with be that of legends. I want her surrender.
Her failures.
Her dreams.
Her body.
Maybe even her tears.
I want her soul…bared to me. We would be unstoppable. I am her partner in all
things…not just ballet. We will be great together. A force of nature the likes of which the
world has never seen. We will share a love as consuming as Romeo and Juliet. I will
treasure her above all things. My life I would give if she asked. Silently and patiently I
watch…and wait…and long. She will come to me. It is only a matter of time. I am her
Tristan.
My dreams are plagued with images of her perfect porcelain face. I become enraptured
anytime she's near. All I want to do is hold her in my arms and never let her go…my
flawless doll. She is untainted. I want to dirty her up but away from prying eyes. She
must maintain the image of chastity for the world. But in private I want her to be my dirty
little girl.
The whore.
The slut.
The sullied.

She will be mine but I can wait.
We are still young after all. These things take time. I am her match…her soulmate. I
can feel the connection we have to one another like ripples on my skin. Whenever I'm
near her my body is awakened. The bitter loneliness I usually feel lessens to nothingness.
I would be lost without her. She is my Isolde. The only different being our love will not
end in tragedy but in triumph. We will defy all odds. The goddess Aphrodite herself has
blessed our union. We are favored among the gods. I must hold out only a little longer.
She will see what's been in front of her all along…Our bodies were meant to dance
together in perfect harmony. When we perform together it's as if we are one. We are two
halves of the same whole. She begins where I end. I couldn't even fathom a world
without her eyes…eyes that see all of me deep down to my very core. Eyes that see too
much and not nearly enough.
I will wait until the end of days. My love for her is that strong. She gives me a high
like nothing else in this world. She is my passion…more so even than ballet. I want to
possess every part of her. If I were being honest with myself I'd admit I want to own her.

This is just a little something I did to clear my
head…it probably has a few (a lot!) of mistakes but it
was just something I wrote and wanted to share with
you off the cuff on my website…If you enjoyed Bitter
Rapture find out what happens to Raven, Remy, and
Matthew in And So She Waited (it's edited I promise!).
**Mature audiences only 18+…contains darker
elements**
This is not a story about love, but a story about how
love can consume you. Heart, body, and soul. A story of loving someone so much that
the love you feel harms you.
Have you ever loved someone so much, that before you realized it, they owned half
of your soul?
Raven Sinclair’s first love had always been ballet until she met Remy Peters. She fell
hard and she fell fast and never looked back. He was everything she always believed
she wanted but he had other plans.
Remy Peters didn’t believe in love and he wasn’t looking for it. He just wanted to
have a good time in between classes and swim team. He’s been seeing Raven for
over a year and a half and he’s not sure how it’s lasted this long. It’s not like he’s
made any commitments but when he stumbles on the prettiest girl he’s ever seen,
he knows it’s time to let Raven go.
Matthew Masterson has loved Raven since he first saw her in ballet class when they
were five. They have been best friends ever since and he’s not content to stay there.
He sees Remy for who he really is and wastes no time in telling Raven every chance
he gets but is Raven his happy ever after or does fate have other plans?

Love, lies, and obsession…three lives bound by twisted desires for what they can’t
have.
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Call To Action
The author thanks you for buying a genuine edition of this book by complying with
the author's copyright.

Your feedback in providing an honest review would be appreciated, but in no way is
expected. Losing yourself in this story for a few hours is one of the author's rewards.

If you want to stay informed on other stories by the author, you can sign up for the
author's [http://eepurl.com/MubU9] newsletter to receive updates, bonus content and
more.
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